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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.”
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