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As I
straightened my skirt around my hips, I looked down at the man on
the bed with disgust. What the hell had I been thinking?

Lonely and
horny, I’d driven to a bar across town where no one knew me. After
a few drinks to loosen my inhibitions, I’d let a guy pick me up. We
went back to his apartment for what I’d hoped would be a night of
mutually satisfying sex. Wrong! It turned out to be a three minute
dud romp.

He didn’t even
bother with most of my clothes. He’d snaked a hand under my skirt
and ripped off my panties. I hadn’t even had a chance to start
getting into it when he’d rammed his half-limp dick into me. It
hurt as I wasn’t wet enough. He blew his load less than a minute
later. He’d rolled over and fallen into a deep sleep without
uttering a word. His snores felt like sandpaper rubbing my
eardrums. I lay beside him on his dirty sheets and fumed. What a
jackass! But the real moron had been me for thinking I would find
my satisfaction from a guy in a bar. He didn’t care about me
getting off, only himself. I would’ve been better off hiring a male
prostitute for an hour of pleasure.

I left the
dirtbag’s apartment and went back to my studio loft to masturbate.
That’s what I should have done to begin with. I was on the verge of
giving up all hope that I would ever find a man who cared about a
woman cuming before he did.
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The next day at
work was a slow one. I spent my first break mentally reliving the
frustrating night before. I decided I wasn’t ready to give up on
the idea of a satisfying sexual experience with a real man, not
just my vibrator. Back at my computer, I delved into options for a
decent sex partner. I’d figured a male prostitute was the way to
go; a guy who got paid to please people for a living should be able
to give me an orgasm or two. While searching for one that came
highly recommended, some place called The Swinger’s Club kept
popping up. I clicked on the link and a professional website showed
a swanky club for swingers.

Swinging was
something I’d never considered before, only because I didn’t know
much about it. But the more I read about the club, the more I
wanted to check it out.

The only
clincher for me was that you had to go as a couple. I had no one to
take with me. I spent my lunch hour pondering that roadblock and
came up with a solution: Danny.

Danny was the
payroll guy at the firm where I worked. I knew from conversations
that were impossible not to overhear (Danny had a megaphone for a
mouth) that he had a pervy sexual side. He’d probably love to
accompany me to The Swinger’s Club. But I didn’t want him to blab
to everyone at work that I asked him to be my ‘date’ to the
club.

I remotely
logged onto Danny’s computer and went searching. I knew what I was
doing wasn’t allowed but once I found what I was looking for, I was
confident Danny wouldn’t report me. The guy was into bestiality and
was stupid enough to keep an assortment of pictures of himself with
animals on his computer. People like Danny were clueless and had no
idea how unsecure their private lives were. Especially the stuff
they kept on computers and devices.

I printed off
two shots of Danny with animals and headed off to find my
colleague. I tracked Danny down in the photocopy room. “Hey,
Danny,” I said, working hard to inject some lightness into my
voice.

“Well, if it
isn’t Natalie. What brings you to this neck of the woods?”

“Do you have a
minute to talk? I have an idea I want to run by you.”

He looked
around the room that was empty except for the two of us. “Right
here works,” he said.

“I don’t want
anyone to overhear us. Trust me - you don’t either,” I said.

“Ooh.
Mysterious. I like it.” He grabbed a stack of papers from a copier
and said, “Follow me.”

I trailed
behind him as he led me to his office. Damn, Danny had a great
butt. His tailored suit helped it look even more squeezable. It was
a shame he was such a cocky asshole as he might’ve made a decent
bedroom playmate.

Once in his
office, Danny gestured to a chair and said, “Sit down.”

I closed his
door and took a seat. He took the chair next to it, our feet nearly
touching. “What can I help you with?” he asked.

“This is a
personal and delicate thing to discuss.”

“Shouldn’t you
be seeing someone in HR instead of me?”

I laughed.
“Nope.”

Danny stayed
quiet, waiting for me to move forward. I took a deep breath and
spoke, “I’m just going to spit it out. I need someone to go to a
swinger’s club with me but I have to take a partner. You came to
mind.”

I could tell
I’d stunned him. He didn’t say anything so I continued, “You don’t
have to do anything with me, not to worry. You and I will go
together but we go our separate ways once we find a couple to hook
up with. You go off with the woman, me with the guy.” After a
pause, I asked, “Is that something you would be interested in?”

When he could
speak again, he replied, “Hell yeah. I’d be happy to help you
out.”

Well, that was
easy. “Good. Want to check your schedule and see what night works
best for you?”

“I don’t need
to. You pick a day and I’ll make it work.”

“How about this
Friday?” Today was Monday; hopefully he didn’t already have plans
for the start of the weekend.

“Sure. Friday
is great.”

“Excellent.
Shall we say nine o’clock, if they still have space left in that
time slot?”

“Sure.”

“Okay. I’ll
pick you up as you are between my place and the club.”

“I can pick you
up.”

“I prefer to
pick you up.” I didn’t want him anywhere near my personal space.
“It makes no sense for you to pick me as you’d be backtracking,” I
said, throwing out a plausible excuse to cover that I didn’t want
him to know where I lived.

“Okay, sure. If
you insist.”

“I do. I’ll be
at your place at 8:45.” I’d already scoped out his address; he
lived less than ten minutes from the club.

“I’ll be ready.
I just have one question,” he said.

“What’s
that?”

“Why me?”

I figured I’d
throw him a bone and stroke his ego for being so agreeable to my
plan. “Because you are a sexy guy. And I thought this would be
right up your alley.”

“Well, you are
right about that. Thanks for asking me.” I could tell it pained him
to express gratitude.

“One more thing
before I go,” I said. I took the two pictures out of the file
folder I’d been carrying and handed them to Danny. “I want to make
sure we are on the same page. No one at work or anywhere else will
hear about this. If they do, posters of those two shots will end up
on the walls in the conference room. And in the cafeteria. And
they’ll be life size shots.”

Danny hadn’t
taken his eyes off the pictures. I could tell he was stunned. “Are
you threatening me?” he asked.

“Absolutely
not. I’m merely letting you know how this is going to work.”

“Where did you
get these?”

“That doesn’t
matter.” When Danny didn’t say anything, I continued, “So we are on
the same page? This stays between us?”

A vein bulged
in Danny’s neck. I could almost see steam coming out of his ears.
“Yes. This is our secret.”
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