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The Swinger’s
Club: Tiffany and Liam




As I stepped
into The Swinger’s Club, a wave of relief hit me. It’s taken two
years of planning to make this night happen. A part of me thought
this moment would never come.

I looked over
at my husband, Liam, and gave his hand a squeeze. All my subtle
manipulations have finally paid off. All the planning Jay and I did
has culminated in this night. We were finally at The Swinger’s
Club.

 


#####

 


When I was in
grade ten, I met Jay Block. His wavy black hair, broad chest, and
eyes that pierced right through you when he looked your way drew me
in. Before he even spoke to me, I’d fallen. Hard. It took me six
months to get up the nerve to tell him I liked him as more than a
friend. In reply, he broke my heart as he said, “Angie and I are
going steady. I wish you would’ve said something last week as I
like you, too.”

I mourned what
could’ve been with a week of tears before making myself get out of
bed and rejoin reality.

Colin came into
my life a few months later and we started going steady. A month
later, Angie dumped Jay for one of his friends. I let him cry on my
shoulder but I didn’t give up the security of Colin for a chance
with Jay.

We all
graduated from high school. I spent the summer working to save
money for my upcoming stint at the University of California. Things
with Colin were starting to fizzle out. I cared for him but he
wasn’t the love of my life. Two days before I left for Los Angeles,
I broke up with Colin. He wasn’t upset. He claimed he was ready to
move on, too. That chapter was happily closed.

The next day,
the night before I left for L.A., my three closest girlfriends and
I went out for pizza. Jay was there with a group of his friends.
All nine of us ended up sitting together, reminiscing about the
past years and pondering how the future looked. When the night was
winding down, Jay insisted that he walk me to my car.

“Colin isn’t
going to know what to do with himself once you leave,” Jay said;
he’d never been Colin’s #1 fan.

“He’ll be fine.
We broke up yesterday.”

“Oh no,” Jay
said with no conviction. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine. We
probably should’ve split a long time ago.”

“I agree with
that. Like two years ago when Angie and I split.”

“Probably,” I
replied, although I hated to even consider that I’d wasted my time
with Colin.

Jay took my
hand as we crossed the parking lot. He brought it up to his face
and kissed each of my fingers. A flock of butterflies took flight
deep in my gut.

When we reached
my blue Ford Festiva, Jay took my keys. He unlocked the driver's
door and held it open until I was inside. He walked around to the
passenger side and let himself in. Sitting side by side, we looked
at each other in silence for a few moments before Jay spoke. “We
have never had good timing, you and I. I blame myself for
that.”

“It’s not your
fault,” I insisted. “It’s just the way things worked out.”

“I disagree.
Had we tried harder, we could’ve given us a real shot.”

I was about to
disagree again when Jeff held up his hand to stop me. “It doesn’t
matter now,” he said. “It’s a moot point. And with you off to L.A.
tomorrow, this is not the right time to start something, I
know.”

“You’re right.”
As much as I liked Jay and had lusted after him for years, I wasn’t
up for the challenges of a long-distance relationship at that point
in my life.

“You never know
what’ll happen in four years, if you come back,” he said.

“Let’s flip
that around. Who knows where you’ll be.” That was said out of
kindness. Jay and I both knew that with his family ties and
obligations, he wouldn’t venture far. Jay laughed, knowing I was
being kind.

A blanket of
electric tension settled over us. It was time to say good-bye but
neither of us wanted to make the first move.

“You’ll stay in
touch, won’t you?” Jay asked.

“You know I
will. And you better write me back.”

“I will.”

“Good. Well, I
should get going,” I said, although booting Jay out of my car was
the last thing I wanted to do.

“Before you go,
can I ask you one favor?”

“Of course.
Anything.” There wasn’t much I would deny him.

“I’ve always
wondered what it would be like to kiss you. May I?”

The butterflies
in my gut turned into a stampede of buffalo. I swallowed deeply and
managed to reply, “Sure.” I’d dreamt of the same thing for over two
years and couldn’t believe it was going to happen.

I leaned
slightly toward Jay and he closed the rest of the distance between
us. There was no easing into the kiss; his mouth devoured mine the
second we touched. I couldn’t breathe as his tongue probed my mouth
but I didn’t care. After the initial shock was over, I responded
with gusto. My tongue searched every crevice in his mouth as my
hands snaked up his arms and into his hair.

When Jay’s
hands slid under my t-shirt and unclasped my bra, I didn’t stop
him. My bra loose and hanging away from my body, Jay grasped at my
bare breasts. The groan that echoed between our mouths startled me
when I realized it came from my throat.

The moment was
turning heavy. Making out had never felt like this with Colin. My
skin had never been electrified where he’d touched it. Every inch
Jay brushed was left with a scorched imprint.

Jay leaned over
me and pulled the handle that reclined my seat. Our kiss broke as I
fell backward. Jay’s lips moved to my neck and traveled from one
side to the other. My hands remained buried in his hair, my
fingertips memorizing every ridge on his head.

Jay inched my
shirt up until it was bunched around my collarbone. His lips moved
from my neck to my chest. He took my left nipple in his mouth. He
rolled the nipple around his tongue and nibbled on it until it was
achingly hard. Only then did he move to my right nipple, where he
did the same thing.

My body was
melting into the seat. My bones were turning to mush and I was in
danger of losing all semblance of control over my body and
thoughts. I was more than okay with that!

Jay’s mouth
stayed on my chest as his hands trailed down my stomach to play
with the snap on my shorts. Through the haze that was fogging up my
brain, I felt his hard cock pressing against the side of my thigh.
One of my hands left his hair and aimed for his hardness. I
squeezed him over his jeans and felt his throbbing even through the
denim.

My core was
pulsating, too. I was wet and ready for action, my pussy eager for
what I was clutching. I grabbed Jay’s wrist and shoved his hand
down my shorts. His fingers slid into my wetness as one of them
struck my clit, driving me wild.

Just when I was
about to lose control, Jay’s hand froze in my core and his head
pulled free of my chest. “Whoa, whoa, whoa,” he said, although I
wasn’t sure if he was talking to himself or me.

“What?” I
asked. I could tell he wanted me as much as I was aching for him;
his hard-on didn’t lie.

“We can’t do
this,” he said.

A bolt of anger
hit me. We can’t do this. What the hell did that mean? I
reached for his cock again, giving him another squeeze through his
jeans. “You want it, too,” I said, desperate for him.

Jay pulled his
hand from my shorts and took a hold of my arm, moving it away from
his crotch. “I want you more than I’ve ever wanted anyone in my
life. But I respect you too much to screw you in a parking lot
behind a pizza joint with people wandering by.”

“I don’t care,”
I spat, my anger at being denied overriding my other emotions.

“No,” he
insisted. “This isn’t happening. You leave tomorrow for four years.
Four years! It would kill me to make love to you now and then have
to watch you walk out of my life tomorrow.”

“What the hell
are you talking about? This has nothing to do with tomorrow! It’s
about the next ten minutes, nothing more.”

Jay opened his
door and stepped outside. The cool air hit me like a wall after
we’d steamed things up inside the car; the fresh air instantly
cleared my head.

I redid up my
bra, straightened my clothes, and climbed out of the car. Jay was
pacing the empty parking stalls, his hands racing through his hair.
The look of angst on his face erased every iota of anger that had
been consuming me moments before. I walked over to where he stood
and hugged him, my arms tightening around him so he couldn’t push
me away. But he didn’t even try. He wrapped his arms around me, his
lips pressing against my forehead.

We stood that
way for many minutes, long enough for us both to simmer down.

A car pulled
into the stall next to us, breaking into the bubble we’d created
around ourselves. Jay pulled back and looked at me. “You okay?” he
asked.

I nodded.
“You?”

“I’m okay. I’m
sorry I let things get that far.”

“Please don’t
apologize. It degrades what happened in my car.”

Jay cupped my
jaw with his hands, forcing me to look at him. “Don’t twist my
words, baby. We’re both on edge. Let me be clear about one thing. I
want to make love to you more than you will ever know. But it’s not
going to happen tonight with you leaving tomorrow. I wouldn’t
recover. I love and respect you too much for that. Do not leave
here thinking I don’t want you.”

I gulped.
“Okay.”

Jay bent
slightly to kiss me, a soft meeting of our lips that conveyed even
more than his words had said. When we broke apart, Jay dropped his
hands from my face and walked to my car. He opened the driver’s
door and I turtle-walked to him, dragging out having to say
good-bye. My heart was breaking.

Jay took me in
his arms one more time, hugging me so tight we must have looked
like one person to anyone walking by. He pulled away first, gently
manoeuvring me into my car. “Stay in touch,” he said as he shut my
door.

I rolled down
my window. “I will. I’ll miss you.”

“I’ll miss you
more than you can imagine.” He gave me a quick peck through the
window before he turned and walked to his car.

I watched him,
my heart aching more with each step he took. As he drove away, Jay
looked at me one last time. His face conveyed nothing but pain. His
car vanished around the corner and I felt like he’d taken a
piece of me with him. We’d been robbed, Jay and I. It may not have
been a rational thought but that was how I felt.

I left for
school the next day with a storm cloud hanging over my head and
threatening to let loose. But life went on, as it does. As I grew
more immersed in university life, I thought of Jay a tiny bit less
with each passing day. I knew we’d have our moment together
eventually and that knowledge kept me going.

But that
fantasy was shattered in the middle of my junior year when I heard
through the rumor mill that Jay had gotten a girl pregnant and was
going to marry her. I mourned for what could’ve been but I didn’t
give in to the urge to wallow in my pain.

Life continued.
I graduated and moved to Chicago where I joined an architecture
firm. That was where I met Liam a few years later. He walked into
my office, a new client, and it hit me how lonely I’d been. I let
him wine and dine me and after a suitable number of dates, I let
him take me to bed. While fireworks didn’t go off, I was satisfied
and that was enough for me. So when Liam asked me to marry him a
year later, I said yes. We eloped to Bermuda where we tied the knot
on the beach at sunset. It was the perfect start to our lives
together.

We bought a
bigger apartment together and merged our lives together. Years
passed as we both climbed the corporate ladder. Our lives outside
of work were content.

A kink was
thrown into our comfortable lives when I opened Facebook one night
to find a friend request from Jay Block. Just seeing his name
caused a bolt of excited trepidation to race through me. Excitement
was quickly replaced with disgust; I was annoyed with myself that
Jay still had the power to cause such a strong reaction in me.

Before I had
the sense to question if I was making the right decision or not, I
hit ‘accept.’ I was granted immediate access to Jay’s life. I
scrolled through his list of friends and recognized a few names
from high school. His status had him as married and I creeped his
wife, Sherry Block. She was vaguely familiar. As I looked through
her pictures, I clued in that she went to the same high school as
Jay and I but she was a year behind us. They had three children and
their life looked like a Norman Rockwell painting. A pang of pain
hit me. Liam and I hadn’t had any luck so far in the children
department.

I was scrolling
through Jay’s pictures when a chat box popped up at the bottom of
the screen. Hey Tiffany. It was Jay.

Jay! Hi, how
are you? I answered before I panicked and signed off
Facebook.

I’m good. How
are you?

I’m good, too.
I’m a bit surprised to hear from you though, to be honest.

I’ll bet.
Facebook suggested we be friends so I took their advice.

I laughed. That
was such a Jay thing to say. We spent the next hour catching up on
the past decade. As the rumor mill had said, Jay had knocked up his
girlfriend and ended up marrying her.

Before we said
goodnight, we promised each other we’d stay in touch.

As I lay in bed
that night next to Liam, I pondered what good would come from being
in touch with Jay. Maybe nothing but I had missed having him in my
life.

We chatted a
couple of times a month as the year passed, mainly catching up on
the details of our lives and what was currently going on with us.
Our chats were a nice reprieve in a life that I hadn’t realized I
needed a reprieve from.

Ten months
after we became Facebook friends, Jay threw me into a tailspin in
one of our chats. Hey, Tiff. What are you doing this Saturday
night?

I checked my
calendar app. Nothing. Why?

I’m going to be
in Chicago for work. Want to spend the night with me?

Whoa! What the
hell was that invite? ‘Spend the night’ as in spend the
night?

Yes. My hotel
room. Aren’t we due for our shot? Even if it’s only one night?

I’d never
cheated on Liam. I’d never pondered any option other than being
faithful but now Jay had thrown one in my face. To buy myself time
to think, I messaged Is your wife okay with that?

Sherry wouldn’t
know.

Are sleepovers
with women something you do regularly?

I wouldn’t say
regularly. A few times over the years. Sherry is such a dud in bed.
She hates it when I touch her anymore.

That makes it
okay?

I didn’t say
that. I miss you and think of you all the time. I regret not making
love to you that night in your Festiva.

I regret that,
too, but that doesn’t mean I'll cheat on my husband.

The bastard is
a lucky guy.

Yes he
is. After a pause, I typed, I’ll pass on Saturday night but
thanks for the offer.

Text me if
you change your mind. He gave me his cell number, which I put
in my phone under the name ‘Sherry’ to remind me that he was
married.

We signed off
shortly after that.

As much as I
didn’t want to think about Jay’s proposal, that was uppermost in my
mind every day leading up to the weekend. It was even worse on
Saturday. Just knowing that Jay was in the same city as me had my
body aching for him. I remembered his touch like we’d been making
out in my car yesterday.

Every minute
that night was agony. It was excruciatingly difficult not to text
Jay and ask what hotel he was at. But I managed to stay strong and
I ignored my cell phone.

I let a week
pass before I texted Jay. Did you have fun in Chicago?

No. It was
miserable being so close to you but not close at all.

I felt the
same. That wasn’t easy to admit to Jay but one thing about us
was that we’d always been upfront and honest with one another.

What’s it going
to take for me to get you in the sack?

He had such
sweet pillow talk - not! Sherry to occupy Liam would do it.
I replied, more as a joke than a real answer, as I didn’t have a
real answer.

Jay didn’t
reply for a couple of hours, which wasn’t like him when we were in
the midst of a conversation. I texted him - Did I offend you
with what I said? I was just joking. Jay didn’t offend easily
so that likely wasn’t it; I had no idea why he suddenly went
quiet.

Hold tight.

I did as he
suggested, working hard to not give him another thought until he
texted me the next day. What if we could make that
happen?

Sherry and
Liam?

Yes. If so,
then you and I would be a go?

The thought of
Sherry and Liam together was an odd one but I’d be willing to have
that happen if it meant Jay and I got to finish what we started all
those years ago. Yes, we’d be a go. But how is that going to pan
out?

I did some
digging. There is a swinger’s club in Chicago called, appropriately
enough, The Swinger’s Club. The four of us would go the same night
and you and I will make sure we end up together. Sherry and Liam
would go off to do their thing and you and I would go find
ourselves a private corner.

Fuck me
sideways! Where had that come from? I could barely process what Jay
had suggested. There were such places as swinger’s clubs? They
weren’t just inventions for cheesy Hollywood movies? When I
recovered from the shock, I messaged Jay back - Have you ever
been to a swinger’s club?

No, as you need
to go as a couple.

How do we
convince Sherry and Liam to do this?

Carefully.
Slowly over the next few months, we bring up swinging and plant the
seed. And watch it grow. When the time is right, we point out the
upsides and pick a date.

That was
exactly what Jay and I did. He worked on Sherry while I planted the
idea in a tiny corner of Liam’s thoughts. Months passed. I hit a
roadblock with Liam. Jay gave me pointers on how to bypass the
hurdle; movies to watch together that featured swinging in a
positive light, things to say to boost his sexual ego, how to
casually point out other women without being obvious. It worked. A
new year rolled around and I thought Liam was ready for me to
approach the idea of a night at the swinger’s club with him. I’d
rehearsed the conversation with Jay a half dozen times by that
point. I was ready.

Timing was
crucial. I made his favorite dinner - veal cutlets and baby
potatoes - and broached the subject with confidence, as Jay had
suggested. “Have you ever thought of swinging?” I asked.

Liam finished
chewing what was in his mouth and washed it down with a swig of
Merlot.

“Not really.
Why?” He didn’t appear outraged by my question, a good start.

“My boss at
work was telling me about a swingers club in town that she and her
hubby went to. She said it was a lot of fun.” That was the story
Jay and I had come up with.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. She said
it spiced up their sex life.”

Liam’s jaw
clenched. “You think our sex life needs spicing up?”

“I think there
isn’t any couple’s sex life that couldn’t benefit from a little
extra spice.”

“Why don’t we
go to the adult shop you eyeball every time we drive by it? We can
find some spicy toys in there, I would wager.”

Tread
carefully, I warned myself. This was the make or break moment.
“I thought of that. I can’t help but think of how much fun Janice
had with her husband going to the club. Shall I invite them to
dinner one night to share the story of their experience?”

I was gambling
that he’d say no; Janice was the biggest unknown in this
conversation. She hadn’t actually been to a swinger’s club as far
as I knew.

I breathed a
massive sigh of relief under my breath when Liam said, “No, that’s
okay.” After a pause, Liam asked, “Is that something you really
want to do?”

I pretended to
ponder his question. After a suitable amount of time had passed, I
replied, “I think it could be fun. We can just hang out and watch,
too. We don’t have to do anything. If we go and it turns out to not
be our thing, we can leave without doing anything.”

Liam mulled
that over. “Okay. Let’s give it a try.”

I worked hard
not to jump up and down and cheer like a spastic schoolgirl. “I’ll
check with Janice on how it works. Then you and I can pin down a
date to go. I’ll check with the club’s availability, too, and
figure out how that works.”

“Sounds good.”
Our conversation then morphed into other topics - the new
president, the rising cost of groceries, and the debate over
whether it would be another century before the Cubs won the World
Series again.

It was
excruciating to sit through the rest of the meal I didn’t taste
when all I wanted to do was text Jay and tell him it was a go. But
I bided my time and Liam couldn’t tell I wasn’t 100% mentally there
with him.

We finally
cleared our plates and Liam insisted he do the dishes since I
cooked. I thanked him, kissed his cheek, and escaped to our
bedroom, my cell phone in hand. It’s a go! I texted Jay.

I had to wait
three agonizing minutes to hear back. Fantastic!

How are things
going with Sherry?

She’s in, too.
I got the thumbs up from her this evening.

I wanted to
scream in excitement. After all this time and all our planning,
this was going to happen. How does it work now?

I’ll call the
club tomorrow and arrange everything. I’ll get back to you
tomorrow.

I’ll be eagerly
waiting to hear from you. I can’t believe we are going to do
this!

Hang tough,
baby. It’s not long from now until I fuck you until you can’t
walk.

Ding, ding,
ding! I loved his dirty talk. Can’t wait, Jay!

Me neither,
baby. I’ll text you tomorrow with the details.

I dropped my
phone on the nightstand and lay back on the bed. I closed my eyes
and flung an arm over my face to block the light that was knocking
at my eyelids. I couldn’t stop thinking about my night ahead with
Jay. I had no idea what a swinging club entailed but it didn’t
matter as I’d be sequestered away with Jay, hopefully.

I felt rather
than heard Liam enter the bedroom. I kept my eyes closed,
pretending to be dozing. I wanted to sit with my thoughts of Jay
and not chitchat about inconsequential stuff.

Liam was
rustling through the closet as I mused about the type of outfit I
would buy for the swinging night. Fancy lingerie was a given. I
thought my legs were my best feature so a short hemline and a
garter belt with stockings were a must. A dress or skirt would both
work. I’d decide which one to go with once I was at the store.

Something
covered the top half of my face and I jumped, startled by the
unexpected sensation. But I was immediately pushed back to the bed
by a pair of strong hands on my shoulders. “What the…,” I started
to say but a hand clamped over my mouth.

“Shh,” Liam
whispered; I knew it was him by the tone of his voice.

What was going
on? Liam was the most straight-laced, predictable guy in the
bedroom. While I was always left satisfied, creativity wasn’t
typically part of our sexual routine. The most outrageous thing
we’d done was watch a porn movie together one night when we’d both
had too much to drink and then had sex like the actors on the
screen - doggie style over the arm of the couch. That wasn’t going
to land us on David Letterman’s Top Ten List of Sexual
Adventurers.

“Lift your head
an inch,” Liam said in his quiet voice.

I did and felt
the material that covered my eyes tighten. “Wha…,” I tried again
but a hand cut me off.

“Shh.” The hand
left my mouth and traveled down my neck, over my collarbone, and
down my arm to my wrist. Something was wrapped around it and my arm
was raised above my head. Our headboard was made of wooden spindles
and my wrist was tied to one of the rods.

When Liam’s
hand took a hold of my other wrist, I pulled it free of his grip.
“Why are you…”

“Hush,” Liam
cut me off. “Stop talking or I’ll shove a sock in your mouth.”

Whoa - where
had this aggressive, sexual beast come from? If I hadn’t heard his
voice, I would’ve thought someone other than my husband was in the
room with me. I loved the assertiveness and the stream of wetness
that flooded my core was proof of that.

Liam took my
wrist in his hand again, this time roughly. He yanked my arm above
my head and tied my wrist next to the first one. Other than the
ability to flail my legs, I was immobile.

Liam moved off
the bed. I heard more rustling before his weight settled back onto
the mattress. He wrapped his hand slowly around my ankle. He held
it there while I fought the urge to move. I took deep, cleansing
breaths to calm myself. This was so out of the ordinary that I had
an odd urge to panic.

Once I’d
chilled out a bit, Liam moved his hand up my leg. As slow as a
snail. Inch by glorious inch. By the time he arrived at my upper
thigh, my body was turning to mush as my horniness meter ramped up.
When his fingers were an inch from my panty line, he took his hand
off me. “Don’t stop,” I begged; my clit was aching to be
touched.

Liam’s leap off
the bed was immediate. He was back seconds later, forcing my mouth
open by shoving a strip of material between my lips. I tried to ask
him to give me one more chance, to swear that I would stop talking,
but my words were already garbled from the material in my
mouth.

“Head up,” Liam
ordered and I lifted my neck off the pillow. He tied a knot in the
material at the back of my head before pushing me against the
pillow. “Don’t interrupt me again,” he said.

Liam shifted
down the bed and took my other ankle in his hand. He worked those
fingers up my leg, going agonizingly slowly again. I was ready to
scream by the time he reached the top of my inner thigh. Not that I
could scream if I wanted to. That time he kept going, mercifully. A
finger slipped under my panty line, not far from my clit. I was hit
with a wave of relief, which was quickly doused when his fingers
snapped the thin material back into place and kept meandering down
my leg.

When his hand
reached my knee, his fingers were replaced with his mouth. He
nibbled on the sensitive skin on the inside of my leg by my knee
and then kissed his way up the inside of my thigh. When he reached
my panties, his hands pushed the bottom of my skirt up to my waist
and his mouth kept going. He kissed my mound through my lacy
panties as he worked his way from one side to the other. His teeth
made tiny nibbles as he passed over my clit area.

When his mouth
kept going, kissing its way down my other leg, I tried not to let
my frustration show; doing so might make Liam go even slower and I
was already panting for action. He took his time kissing a path
from my crotch to the back of my left knee.

Liam must be
getting as horny as I was. Hopefully he’d fuck me soon. I tried to
spread my legs even wider to entice him but he had a firm grip on
the leg that he was kissing. So much for that plan.

Liam gave my
knee one last kiss before he moved up my body. His fingers curled
around the waistband of my skirt and he pulled it down, over my
hips and my thighs. Again, he went pathetically slow. Damn, this
was getting to be uncomfortable. Having an orgasm sitting inside me
simmering, needing to be stoked, was agonizing.

Liam pulled my
skirt free of my body and I heard it land with a whoosh on the
floor. He crawled up the bed, stopping when he was sitting on top
of me, his legs straddling my hips. His weight felt like a blanket
of bricks on top of my lower torso, a sexy and comfortable blanket.
His jeans were chafing my bare skin but I didn’t care. Any
sensations were a turn on at that point.

I was wearing a
t-shirt. Liam pulled it tight against me as he played with the
bottom of it. He began rolling it up slowly, like I imagine a cigar
would be rolled. He continued going up my stomach and over my
chest. As he rolled my shirt over my bra, my nipples went from
perky to hard as nails. Liam ignored them and kept rolling - up my
neck, over my face, and up my raised arms. He left it bunched
around my wrists and moved back down my body and off the bed. I
felt exposed lying there, tied to the bed and wearing only my bra
and panties. I also felt more aroused than I had been in years.
This was so out of character for Liam, making what would come next
an unknown factor. It caused my blood to race in an exhilarating
way.

Liam was moving
around the room. I could feel him going from one place to another
and back again but as I was blindfolded, I couldn’t see what he was
doing of course. I stretched my legs straight out in front of me,
working out some nervous energy.

Liam spoke,
startling me in the otherwise silent room. “So, you want to go
swinging. You want to feel something other than me inside you. I
get that, I really do.” I tried to tell him that that wasn’t it at
all but my words were muffled beyond recognition behind the
gag.

Liam continued,
“Well, let’s not make you wait until swinging night to get fucked
hard. I’ll give it to you good, just like you want.”

Hell yeah! My
body was clamoring for action. Bring it on, Liam!

“Open your
legs,” he said. I opened them. “Wider,” he ordered. My knees were
almost touching the mattress at my sides. How much wider did he
think I could go without snapping my legs off?

His hand curled
into my panties. His knuckles grazed my mound as he gripped the
lace. He gave it a hard tug and ripped the material off my body.
Holy shit! A tsunami of wetness flooded my core. I was so ready to
be fucked.

Liam gripped my
thigh with one hand, holding my leg steady. After a pause,
something circled around my pussy lips. I couldn’t tell what it was
but every time it grazed my clit, my orgasm flared a little
brighter. Yes!

Something
shoved its way all the way inside me. My pussy reacted instantly,
squeezing and pulsing around it. The hard length stroked in and out
of manically, faster than I’ve ever been fucked by a cock. It was
vibrating as it stroked me. It must be a vibrator or dildo of some
sort. I stopped questioning what was inside me and sank my head
deeper into the pillow to focus on nothing but enjoying the
moment.

The plundering
continued nonstop. My pussy was starting to ache but it was a
soreness that I welcomed. It’s been years since my body felt a
fucking the following day; I would still be feeling this tomorrow
without a doubt.

Liam’s hand on
my thigh started meandering up my leg. It trailed up to my belly
button and fell back down to my core. His thumb lightly touched my
clit, barely enough to make its presence known. But the intensity
increased and the elusive orgasm drew rapidly closer. I was so
ready for it that I couldn’t think of anything else.

Liam continued
fucking me hard with the vibrator as he stroked my clit. As was
likely his intention, I came with the power of a Mack truck
barrelling down the highway. It was a big one and my whole body
seized up as it was ploughed down by the force.

I climaxed for
longer than I usually did, my body not having the chance to start
the recovery process as Liam kept up his relentless assault.

And that
continued. I desperately needed a breather, a few moments to
recover from what I’d been through, but Liam didn’t give it to me.
His fingers played nonstop with my clit, threatening to rub it raw.
And it still drove me crazy. Another orgasm flared as the current
one was still peaking.

I took deep
breaths, calming myself. I loved rough sex - and I haven’t had it
this rough in years - so I focused on revelling in every touch,
every pump.

Liam’s arms
must’ve been getting sore but he kept up his intense fucking pace
with the dildo. My second orgasm continued to grow closer; it was
passing the first one, which was now fading away.

I erupted
again, taking me by surprise with its rapid approach and attack.
The second orgasm was just as powerful, bowling me over from the
inside out. Liam kept stroking my clit, extending my peak as I
absorbed the sexual energy that was flowing through me. Those
weren’t regular orgasms I’d had; they were sexual sledgehammers
whacking me upside the head. And hitting me deep in my core. I made
sure I was always sexually satisfied when I had sex but this took
it to a whole new level.

When I was well
on my way to recovering from orgasm #2, Liam pulled the dildo out
of me and took his hand out of my crotch. His weight shifted off
the bed and I figured that was it. I wasn’t sure how much more my
body, especially my pussy, could take.

I was wrong -
Liam was nowhere near finished. “My turn,” he said as he moved back
onto the mattress. “I hope you liked the pussy pounding. I’m
guessing that’s what you are aiming for with the swing…”
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