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One Night of Swinging



It’s astonishing that you can hear a voice you
haven’t listened to in over a decade and know who it is the moment
they speak.

“Hello, Sabrina. How are you?”

“Jackson,” I replied, a huge grin crossing my
face. Jack had been one of those men I’d always wondered “What if?”
about. We’d more than liked each other through our high school and
college years but never officially dated. We’d gone to second base
one night behind an Applebee’s restaurant and kissed on a few other
occasions but I’d never been able to call him my boyfriend. It
seemed like whenever he was single I wasn’t and vice versa.

We spent a couple minutes catching up on one
another’s lives. Jack now lived about eight hours from me and was
separated from his wife. It sounded like he’d become a successful
entrepreneur.

When I finished updating him on my life, Jack
got to the reason for his call. “I am wondering if you’d be
interested in helping me out with something.”

“Anything you need, Jack. You know I’ve always
got your back.”

“I’ll be in your neck of the woods in a couple
weeks and I want to go somewhere. But there is a catch – I can’t go
alone, I have to take a woman with me. I’ve been wracking my brain
for ideas on who to take and I keep coming back to you.”

I assumed he probably needed a date for a
wedding or some equally boring affair. “Sure, I can be your plus
one.”

Jack laughed nervously. “You need to know where
we’re going and sign a waiver before you agree to join me.”

Now I was intrigued. “Where are we going?”

“How about if I email you all the information
and you can sleep on it before letting me know what you
decide.”

“Sure.” Now he was scaring me a little. Where
the heck did he want to go? Prison for a night? Or a stay in the
gorilla habitat at the zoo?

I rattled off my email address and he said he
would send me the information and waiver right away. “Nice talking
to you, Sabrina,” Jack said. “I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you, too.”

“Let me know what you decide. No hard feelings
if you’re not interested.”

“I’ll let you know as soon as I can.”

“Thanks babe.”

“Bye, Jack.” I hung up the phone and brought up
my email program on my phone. Three minutes later, after I’d
clicked on the ‘send/receive’ button over a dozen times, I received
a message from Jack. The subject line read, “You up for this?”

I opened the email and dove into what Jack
sent:






Hi Sabrina,

Nice chatting with you. I missed your voice
more than I realized.

Attached is information about Chicane. I’m
planning to go when I’m in town the night of June 4th. If you’re up
for it, I’ll book us a room at a nearby hotel and we’ll make an
evening of it.

No pressure, Sabrina. If it’s not your thing,
I understand.

Always,

J



Chicane – never heard of it. I clicked on the
first of two attachments, a 12-page PDF file on the establishment.
It was a swingers club. Wow – I didn’t even know we had such places
around here. Keeping an open mind, I read every word on all twelve
pages. The club has been around for almost a decade and has strict
rules and regulations. People can’t go solo hence Jack’s request
that I accompany him. Blood samples and a four-figure hefty fee
have to be given upfront, no less than ten days before going; that
left me with only a day or two to give Jack an answer. I knew he’d
foot the cost and I had no issues with the blood sample
requirement.

Safe sex was paramount at the club and condoms
had to be worn for all vagina-penis and penis-anal intercourse, the
regulations stated. Condoms were provided free of charge in all
areas of the club. Chicane was open from 6 p.m. to 4 a.m., three
nights per week, and the fee gave you as much or as little access
as you wanted during the ten hour period.

I closed the first attachment and opened the
second. It was a standard waiver form although it included things
like believing you are STD-free and only having ‘relations’ with
others in the club who consent. Chicane has a very clear ‘no means
no’ policy.

I closed the attachment, placed my phone in my
lap, and ran my fingers through the curls in my hair. I laid back
in my chair and put my feet on my desk. I closed my eyes and
pondered Jack’s request.

I couldn’t figure out if I wanted to do this
with Jack or not. I kept returning to the part in the document that
said I was under no obligation to ‘interact sexually or otherwise’
with any of the other participants, including the person I went
with. That was the part that had me leaning toward saying yes. If I
wanted to, I could just sit and watch my surroundings or read a
book or take a nap. Jack could do his own thing and I’d be the plus
one that he needed to get in.

Before I gave Jack my answer, I wanted to do a
little digging. I went online and Googled the club. Besides
Chicane’s subdued and vague website, the most interesting thing I
came across was an expose-type article for the local paper. The
journalist allegedly went to the club and detailed the few hours
he’d spent there. He shared his opinion that the no-pressure
ambiance was what made the place a success. He claimed that he
watched everyone around him doing an assortment of sexual acts
while he observed from a corner, nursing a drink most of the time.
Some of the rooms were open, he said, and were basically one
massive mattress where orgies took place. There were rooms that had
curtains for doors where smaller groups of two, three, or four
people could do their own thing and not be interrupted. Before the
individual sex rooms, the club was one big open space, similar to a
traditional lounge where people drank and ate while chatting up
others. If you wanted a foursome, for example, you’d find another
couple to hook up with in the main area and then move together to a
smaller room. If you were looking to join in with a mass sex romp,
you’d go to an orgy room and jump in. For the water lovers, there
was a massive bathroom filled with shower stalls and bathtubs of
varying shapes and sizes. The journalist didn’t go into detail
about what he saw going on in the water room, he merely reported
that anything you wanted to do in there you could. The room also
had a couple of pool-side chaise lounges that were geared for
couples.

I admit I’ve never given swinging much thought;
I wasn’t for or against it. Like mothers who breast-feed in public
or people who home school their kids, it doesn’t impact my life so
I’ve never given it much consideration.

When I had difficulty making any decision, I
always asked myself the same question: When I am 70-years-old, will
I regret not having done this or will I regret having done it?
Without hesitation, I knew I would regret not doing it. I would
always wonder what the night would’ve held and what it would’ve
been like to try it with Jack.

Before I second-guessed my decision, I picked up
my phone and hit ‘reply’ to Jack’s email.



Jack,

I would be happy to spend the night with you
on the 4th and go to Chicane. Thank you for asking me. Let me know
how to get the blood sample taken care of. If there is anything
else you need me to do on my end, let me know.

Looking forward to our adventure
together.

XOXOXOXO,

Sabrina



Seventeen minutes later, my phone chimed.



Hi Beautiful,

I’d hoped you’d be up for the adventure. I
know we’ll have a great time.

For the blood sample, call the number on the
waiver and make an appointment to have it done. I’ll take care of
the reservations and everything else.

Let me know if you have any questions in the
meantime or if you just want to talk.

Always,

J



Curious about the club, I called the number
immediately and made an appointment to have my blood sample taken
later that same afternoon. The place was only a 15-minute walk from
my office so I left my desk at 5:10 and headed west. I texted Jack
as I walked.

On my way to get my sample done.

Two minutes later he texted back. Thanks,
Sabrina. This means a lot to me.

It means a lot that you would ask me.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





