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About This Book

What really goes on at a Swinger's Club?

Erica’s girlfriends want to meet the right guy, settle down and raise families. Reasonable goals for women in their late 20’s. But not for Erica. She’s a rising star in her engineering firm, due for a major promotion. She’s spent her life since graduation living and working around the world and loves her life.

A Saturday night dare leads the three women to visit The G-Spot, an elegant swinger’s club. They’ll go in, have a drink, have a giggle watching the action, and leave. At the last minute, Erica’s friends chicken out, leaving her alone at the entrance.

Headstrong Erica enters the club and learns most of her assumptions about swingers were wrong. In a good way. In a very, very VERY good way!

Author’s Note

Before you start reading, a few words from the author:

In this novel, my characters don’t always indulge in safe sex. Please, in your real life, play often and play safe!

Join my mailing list and get three free full length books! It only takes a minute and you’ll have more sexy reads waiting for you!

Just click on this link!
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Chapter 1

“We’ll be there in five minutes.” Erica clicked her cell phone off and slipped it into her purse before glancing at Cathy. “I hope this time she’ll be ready when we get there. I swear, she’d be late for her own funeral.” Her stomach was in a knot and she picked absently at her cuticle. They had planned this Saturday night outing a couple of weeks ago, but they’d been half looped at the time. Now that they were actually going, it was another thing.

“There’s a first time for everything. “ Cathy’s words were clipped. She braked suddenly and shook her head. “Can you believe this?” Her hand gestured to the crosswalk ahead of them, where two teenage boys were ambling across the street, right in front of the car. They stared at the two women as they walked past.

“Not surprising, considering how little we’re wearing,” Erica said. Glancing over at Cathy, she wasn’t sure whose boobs were in greater danger of falling out. They looked like two hookers on their way to meet some johns.

“College kids,” muttered Cathy. The light turned green and she swerved around them.

“Hey, it wasn’t too long ago that we were that age,” Erica said.

“Eight years since graduation’s long enough, girlfriend.”

“We still got it, Cathy.” She rolled her eyes at the absurdity of the situation. They were on their way to a sex club for God’s sake—time to lighten up. “That dress is hot. Where’d you get it?” It was even shorter than her own leather skirt and that was saying something. Cathy had the driver’s seat pulled up as far as she could to reach the gas pedals. Being only five feet tall, even with her patent leather hooker heels, she had to stretch her legs to reach the pedals. She looked like a wanton elf, her dark brown hair in a pixie cut and her one piece emerald green dress open almost to her navel.

Cathy grinned when she glanced over. “Paradise Sex shop. I skulked in wearing sunglasses, hoping no one from work would see me.”

“You’ve never been in there before?”

“Not alone. The only other time I was there when I was a member of Wendy’s bridal party and we were getting gag gifts for her bachelorette. That was a lot less nerve wracking than going in solo.”

“Yeah, I went to one too, for this skirt and top. Not exactly office attire.” Understatement of the year. If she ever walked into the firm with this see through blouse and almost invisible bra… and the skirt that barely covered the cheeks of her ass…

She paused for a moment, picturing walking into the club. “From what I’ve read about Swinger’s, single women do really well. I haven’t had sex in over three months and I’m due. How about you? Any interesting prospects?”

“Not really. I’ve gone on a few dates but no bells and whistles. Maybe I’m not really over Sean yet. It’s hard to trust men or warm up to a guy after that experience.” She sighed. “And I really thought he was the one.”

Yeah, that breakup was hard on her. The emails she sent to Dubai where Erica had been on a project had been heart wrenching. Cathy’s goal was to be married and pregnant by the time she was thirty. Now 29, time was running out.

Marriage and kids were important to both of Erica’s friends. It was ironic. They wanted to build families, while she got excited about the next engineering project her firm was bidding on. She was in line to be a full Project Manager on the next job; after four years as assistant project manager, she couldn’t wait. Marriage, let alone kids, wasn’t on her radar. There were too many things to build in the world.

“Well, Cathy, with your looks and that outfit, everyone will be hitting on you tonight.”

“Thanks. I’m overdue for that, at least. I’m not sure about having sex though. I thought I’d just check the place out, see how it feels.” She leaned closer to the steering wheel looking into the foyer of the apartment building where Monica lived. “Whaddayaknow. There she is and on time.”

Erica turned to see Monica mince in her impossibly high heels through the glass door of the building and then cross the sidewalk. The back passenger door opened and she climbed in.

“Hi. Ready for this ladies? You should have seen the look one of my neighbors gave me when I got off the elevator. I thought his eyes were going to pop out of his head. I feel almost naked!” Monica slammed the door shut and leaned forward, placing her hand on the back of Erica’s seat.

Cathy glanced in the rear view mirror “You look great! And this is your last chance to fly solo up before you move in with Jim. We’ll have a great time even if we just have a drink and check out the action. There’s no law that we HAVE to hook up.” Her eyes slid over to Erica as she pulled away from the curb.

“I don’t know about you two but I’m open to trying it. Really, it’s perfect if you want to have sex with no strings. The guy is married and you’ll probably never see him again.” Erica turned her head to glance at Monica. With those blue eyes and tight dress, she’d be fighting them off.

Monica sat back into her seat and began fidgeting her hands. “I’ve never done anything as ‘out there’ as this. What if they start pawing at us? I’m not keen on that. Actually, I’d rather just size it up, have a few laughs.”

Erica heard the hesitancy in Monica’s voice, echoing what Cathy had said earlier. The two of them had always agreed with each other and often made her feel like the third wheel. Too often? Some things never change.

When they pulled into the parking lot of the G Spot, Cathy bit her lower lip and turned around to look at Monica. Some sort of silent communication was happening between them as they looked at the building and then each other, reminding Erica of rabbits frozen still in fear. She should have known better than to count on them to actually go through with this. They were much more conventional than she had ever been. Neither of them had any sort of tattoo, and the only piercings they ever had was just on their ears.

“Well? We’re here, let’s go.” She made her voice as chirpy as possible. Keep it light, Erica, they look like their getting ready to back out.

“Oh…I don’t know.” Cathy was watching the building. “Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. I mean we were drunk when we planned it but I’m sober now.”

“Yeah, maybe not,” Monica spoke up quickly. “Honestly, now that we’re here, I’m nervous. Look at that man and woman going in there. They must be forty if they’re a day. Ohmygod I have an uncle that age! I don’t think our sort of people will be in there. We’ve had a look so why not just go back to my place, order a pizza and get drunk?” Monica shifted in her seat, sitting back and folding her arms across her chest.

Erica sighed inwardly. “Yeah, well George Clooney is in his fifties and I wouldn’t turn HIM down if he was interested. What’s wrong with you two? Let’s go in, have a drink and check it out. If we don’t like it, we can leave. C’mon, just one drink.” She tried to keep the annoyance from her voice.

“I don’t know. What if there’s someone there from work? I had a hard enough time going into the sex shop.” Cathy’s voice had turned whiny, which was usual when confronted by something new.

“Look if you see anyone, it’s incriminating for them too. Guaranteed, they won’t say anything when they’re there as well.” Erica had her hand on the door handle.

“I have to agree with Cathy. I’m too chicken shit, now that we’re actually here.”

Damn. Well, she should have known, but still—to get this far and then back out? “Well thanks a lot. I just want to check it out and you won’t even go in, let alone stay for a drink. I’m going in, with or without you. Last chance. Will you go in for ONE drink?” Erica knew the answer when she looked at Cathy and Monica. No, she was on her own with this.

They both looked at her silently.

Fine. “Okay, talk to you next week.” She opened the door and stalked across the parking lot to the front door of the club. She had always been the adventurous one so this shouldn’t surprise her. Even so, the fact that her two best girlfriends would desert her and let her go to a Swinger’s Club alone, hurt. Sure, they’d be dying to hear all about it later, but she wouldn’t tell them a damned thing.


Chapter 2

A woman standing behind a high counter looked up when she entered. Her eyes behind her dark framed glasses matched the welcoming smile on her face. “Hi, I’m Gloria. Welcome to the G Spot. Are you alone tonight?”

Now that she was here, she took a deep breath and smiled in return. “Yes. I’m Erica and it’s my first visit. What is the cover charge?” She was already fishing in her purse for her wallet.

“Ten dollars—half price for Unicorns.”

“For what?”

“Unicorns.” Gloria paused and then snickered. “It’s what single women are called in the swinging lifestyle. A mystical creature always talked about, but rarely if ever seen.”

Great. Like she wasn’t self conscious enough already. She handed over a twenty.

Gloria made change and had Erica fill out a membership form. She leaned on the counter as Erica finished. “You probably won’t need your wallet all night. There’ll be lots of people willing to buy you drinks and get close to you.” Gloria placed her elbows on the counter and leaned towards her, still wearing the warm smile. “You’ll have your pick and don’t worry about anyone coming on too strong. It’s a good club and everyone respects the rules. No touching without permission.” She grinned. “You’d get more unwelcome gropes at a vanilla nightclub than you will here.”

“Okay, thanks.” Erica’s heart was beating fast as she left the woman and walked to the bar. Music pulsed in the background as she took a place at the end of a line of men and women being served. She caught the eye of a dark haired young bartender.

“What can I get for you?” His dark eyes flashed above the whitest teeth she’d ever seen. 

In the tailored white shirt, open a few buttons at the neck and bare, muscled forearms, she was tempted to just say ‘you’ but instead ordered a gin and tonic.

She looked around as she waited. There was quite an age range of people there, all sporting club wear. Many appeared to be in their late thirties, followed by a good many in their forties. There was even a gathering of people in their fifties… wait, maybe sixties? There was a small dance floor with a few women dancing together. Well, it was early and maybe the guys needed a few drinks to get up and dance.

The music and lighting was similar to any club Erica had ever been to, but it was different in other ways. The age range of guests was a lot broader than her usual haunts. And the clothes! She watched a woman walk away from the bar with a tray of drinks wearing just a negligee and g-string. She put the tray down on a table where five others were sitting and took a seat as well. Yes, the dress code here was a lot more risqué. Her own outfit was almost dignified compared to what some of the women were wearing!

The bar tender appeared and placed the drink in front of her. He shook his head when she placed money on the bar. “You’re new here so the first drink’s on the house. Have a good time.”

“Thank you! That’s a nice welcome.” She picked up the drink and walked to a small table that was empty. There were six people at the table next to it who turned and smiled at her when she sat down. Were they checking her out? Did that smile mean they wanted to have sex with her later? Is it that blatant? If she smiled back would that be considered some sort of come on by her? But if she didn’t, would she be rude and breaking some unknown rule? Oh man… all I wanted was to get laid. She felt like she landed on an alien planet with unknown and subtle traditions. She took a large swallow of her drink and watched the table next to her.

They looked like they may be in their early forties and were obviously friends from the way they were laughing and talking together. One of the men was particularly good looking with the body of an athlete and a handsome dark complexion. He was with the woman closest to her table from the looks of things, their hands were clasped and she was laughing along as he was telling some sort of anecdote and interjecting her own comments. It must be his wife, judging by the matching wedding rings. Well, maybe even housewives can get horny or something. Her face was attractive and her generous boobs were flowing over the tight top she wore, showing a long line of cleavage.

The other two men at the table weren’t bad looking and also fit in their form fitting golf shirts. Their wives were decked out in tight dresses that revealed cleavage and lots of thigh. A young man in his twenties approached them and started chatting with the group. Erica’s eyes opened wide when the he took the wife of ‘good lookin guy’ or GLG as she preferred to call him, and dragged her, laughing to the dance floor.

Why hadn’t he approached her? He WAS, after all, closer to her own age. And…she looked hot even if she did say so herself. Auburn, shoulder length hair always kept just so and an attractive face. She knew her pale blue eyes above the high cheekbones were her best feature…well if you didn’t count her D boobs. AND, her waist was trim and legs shapely even if her ass was heavier than she wanted. No matter how much time she spent on the stair master, the roundness and extra flesh refused to go. She turned to watch the dance floor.

The young man and GLG’s wife were dirty dancing in front of the DJ booth. Oh my. He had pulled her in close to him and his hands cupped her ass, squeezing and pinching. In turn she cupped his buttock with one leg as they swayed for a moment, almost fucking standing up. She bent backwards at the waist, his hand now on her breast. Erica was mesmerized watching them. You didn’t see this sort of dancing in a regular night club that was for sure.

She glanced quickly at GLG. What was his reaction to this young stud groping his wife? He was smiling, watching and pointing it out to the other people at the table. They all seemed to be enjoying the show that the wife and young lover were putting on.

She jumped when the cute bartender appeared beside her and placed another drink in front of her. Her eyebrows asked a question when she looked at him.

“Compliments of that table.” He nodded his head to the side indicating the table next to her where GLG and company were holding court.

She picked up the drink and held it aloft mouthing a thank you, catching the eye of GLG. He really was attractive. Yeah, she’d do him in a heartbeat. There was a tingle between her legs as a picture of him driving his thick cock into her, appeared in her mind’s eye. She took a sip and stifled a giggle. What if it wasn’t a thick cock, but a cocktail weenie instead? No it couldn’t be. It was her fantasy after all.

GLG rose to his feet and stepped close to her table. Oh my God. Was he going to proposition her? And the pants he was wearing left little doubt that he was well hung.

“Hi, I’m Richard. I haven’t seen you at the club before. First time?” His own blue eyes never wavered as he looked into hers, a small smile on his face.

He was so handsome, thank God she was sitting. She almost hoped he wasn’t going to ask her to dance.

“Thanks for the drink. Yes, first time.” In her low cut top, she could almost feel her skin searing, aware that he was checking her out.

“Would you care to dance? My wife, Sherri is being seduced on the dance floor with Sebastian. He has a thing for MILFs.” His face broke into a broad smile when he glanced at the dance floor. “Can’t say that I blame him.”

“MILF? What’s that? And yes I’d love to dance.” This was a term she hadn’t seen on the websites she’d scanned about Swingers. She stood up and felt his warm hand on the small of her back as they walked to the dance floor. The song had changed to a slower beat and Sherri’s hand was on Sebastian’s crotch as they danced. Wow. This was really different.

Richard’s arms went around her pulling her close to his body. His lips brushed her ear as he spoke. “MILF is an acronym for ‘Mother I’d Like to Fuck’. Although... in Sebastian’s case, he’s done it many times.”

She gulped wondering what to say to that comment. He was so very okay with Sebastian fucking his wife.

“So first time at a Swinger’s Club and you’re a Unicorn? You’re either really horny or just a ballsy woman. Which is it?”

Another tingle went through her groin at the hot sensation of his breath against her ear and what he was asking. She hadn’t chickened out at the last minute like Cathy and Monica, so yes, she was ballsy.

“Both.” She drew her head back and fell into the liquid blue pool of his eyes. One more word out of him and she’d be groping him like Sherri was doing to Sebastian.

“Would you care to join our group when we go back to the table? I’ll introduce you to our friends. They’re good people and fun to play with.” His hand stroked her back, and then rested lower, just above her ass.

Play. She knew what that term meant at least, Unicorns and MILFs notwithstanding.

“Sure. I’d like to meet them but I’m not sure about playing with them. I think for a first time, just one couple would be nice, especially if you’re part of the couple.” She tilted her hips forward rubbing her pelvis against his leg.

“You’re a woman who knows what she wants and makes no bones about saying it. I like that. But it’s Sherri’s call.” He pulled her close again, his hand dropping to cup her ass.

Just like that? He’s grabbing her ass and needs his wife’s permission? It didn’t look like the wife needed any permission to dry hump that guy on the dance floor! She bristled—there seemed to be a pecking order, and again she was the third wheel.

The song ended and Sherri appeared before her, holding Sebastian’s hand. “Hi, I’m Sherri and this is Sebastian. You’re new here. Welcome to the G-Spot.” Sherri placed her hand on Erica’s shoulder.

Standing so close to her in the soft lighting of the dance floor, Erica was struck by how pretty Sherri was. But it was more than that. There was an open friendliness about her that was attractive. Charismatic maybe?

Still, this woman, who was probably just a housewife, had the power to okay her fucking Richard? The bruise left by Monica and Cathy twinged. Sherri reminded her of them. Sure they’d graduated university and had careers in social work but they were really just waiting for Mr. Right to complete them. And Sherri had her ‘Mr. Right’ right here and was still calling the shots.

“I’m Erica. Nice to meet you.” She twitched a smile past her resentment glancing from Sebastian to Sherri.

“If it’s okay with you, honey, I’ve invited Erica to sit with us before any other group here snaps her up. I saw Dani and Keith giving her the eye.” Richard followed on Sherri’s heels walking back to the table.

Erica picked her drink up from the table she’d been sitting at and took a seat with from the four people she hadn’t met yet. Sherri sat down next to her. Darn it. She’d hoped Richard would take that spot. Playing hostess, Sherri introduced everyone to her.

Immediately, she forgot their names. But it didn’t matter—she was only interested in Richard. She’d play nice with Sherri and get her blessing and then she’d get what she came here for. A mind blowing, no strings, fuck.

The last time that had happened was in Dubai when she’d hooked up with Mike.  He’d been great in the sack and fun to be with. Being an employee of another company, he hadn’t been intimidated by her position as Assistant Project Engineer, like the guys she worked with. To him, she was just fun loving Erica. So why hadn’t he ever called her in the last four months? Well, she’d be fun loving Erica again tonight. God, she felt like a cat in heat!


Chapter 3

Sherri took a seat next to the young Unicorn, Erica? Yes, that’s her name. Another woman still in her twenties who thought she’d take the club by storm just by showing up. And she obviously had her sights set on Richard from the way she was looking at him. Not that she blamed her. Richard was by far the most attractive guy here – a younger version of Pierce Brosnan. She smiled to herself. Chippy chick didn’t seem to mind Richard was almost twenty years older than her, did it?

Well, it was time to get to know her a little better. Especially after Richard had said that she wanted to join them in play that night—alone. She glanced at her friends across the table. If the girl only knew how sensual and erotic they were when they played, she’d be begging for all of them. Not to mention the easy friendship and laughs afterwards.

She placed her hand on Erica’s leg. “So your first time at the club? What do you think so far?”

Erica turned, her face close to Sherri’s, silent for a moment. Her blue eyes were striking in their pale brilliance. Most people with dark hair and an olive complexion would have brown eyes. Maybe that was why the blue was captivating. There was a river of cleavage separating full, perfumed breasts above a taut flat stomach.

“It’s more conventional than I’d expected. More like a regular club but the sexuality is open, from the dancing to the outfits. I wasn’t sure what would happen when I came in, if couples would be hitting on me or groping. But it’s not like that.” She smiled and took a sip of her drink, her eyes once more flitting to Richard’s face.

“Actually, that’s usually the way Unicorns feel on their first visit. Do you live in the city or are you from out of town?” Sherri removed her hand to wave at Sylvia and Byron who were on the dance floor. She turned back to Erica who was watching Sylvia. Yeah, Sylvia was only in her mid thirties and hot as hell. Not only because of her appearance but… it was her attitude.

“I live here. How about you?”

“We live in the city too.” Sherri took a sip of her drink.

“Do you come here regularly?”

“Oh, every couple of months or so. We’d like to come here more, but it’s complicated. We’ve got two teenagers at home, so a night away for Mom and Dad’s tricky to manage sometimes.”

Erica’s eyes flew from Sherri’s to Richard’s face. No doubt she was wondering what people with teenaged kids would be doing here, at a sex club.

Before Erica had a chance to comment, Byron and Sylvia appeared at the table. They were laughing and in fine spirits tonight, dragging Richard and her to the dance floor.

Sylvia had stripped down to a lacy black bra, rouged nipples peeking out, and garter belt with black stockings. Always the centre of attention and fun, Sylvia danced with Richard, like he was the pole in her pole dance routine, rubbing her breasts, buttocks and pussy against him seductively. People were actually moving to the side and clapping, Byron and her included.

Now it was her turn when the song ended and Sylvia approached. She followed Sylvia to the centre of the floor and became lost in the dance, kissing, their hands exploring each other’s bodies. Dancing had always increased her level of arousal. This was what it was all about—no inhibitions with another person you genuinely liked. Maybe if Erica was watching, she’d get that.

Sylvia’s hands lifted her top and pulled it over her head. Now, Sherri wore only a red push-up bra and short skirt, rolling her hips, waiting for Sylvia to slip her skirt off. She cupped Sylvia’s breast in her hand when she bent to pull down the skirt. How could she resist? It was there, round and inviting, almost falling out of the restraining bra. In a moment the skirt was off and she was rubbing her pelvis against Sylvia’s as they moved together, kissing deeply. Her fingers dug into Sylvia’s ass, heart thudding in her chest, wanting more. As the song ended, she shuddered when Sylvia’s fingers brushed against her clit covered only by the sheerest of fabric.

Richard appeared and put his arm around her pulling her close as they walked back to the table. He kissed her, exploring her mouth with his tongue before she sat down. God that was hot!

Sherri took a sip of her drink and glanced at Erica. The girl was smiling but couldn’t hide the puzzlement in her eyes.

“That was sexy. I wish someone would ask me to dance; I’d like to try that. Look at you, almost naked, stripped by a woman and totally comfortable.” Erica glanced around the table at the other couples who were grinning at Sherri.

“What can I say? I’m hot. Despite being forty-four, with a bit of a tummy and boobs needing the push-up bra, I’m ‘bien dans ma peau’ as the French say.”

“I’m very comfortable in your skin too!” Richard leaned forward and ran his fingertips along the edge of her bra top.

“Speaking of which, I think it’s almost time to visit the play area.” Carol, sitting across from Richard spoke up.

Sherri laughed and reached for Erica’s hand. “Why don’t you come with me to the ladies room? It’s more private and we can talk.”


Chapter 4

Sherri walked by tables filled with friends she’d played with over the past year, waving, saying hi and seeing their eyes flit to the young girl who was following her. No doubt they wondered about her, being a new face here.

When they were inside, she smiled and turned to face Erica. The girl’s face was set in a defensive look like she was about to be dressed down. Sherri placed her hand on Erica’s shoulder and tilted her head, trying her best to lighten the hostile air that had descended in the small space between them.

“Richard told me that you would like to play with us tonight and that he had said it was up to me. One thing you will learn in the lifestyle, is that the uterus rules--specifically my uterus, right now.” She paused for a moment to let that sink in, still meeting Erica’s eyes in a ‘take no bullshit way’.

“But what about—“

“You’re new to the scene and probably a nice girl, so I’ll grant you some latitude. The first thing you should know is that this is an intimate thing we do, so we must like the people we do it with. These are people with sensitivities and feelings. If you come here and all you’re looking for is a good fuck, you could have saved yourself the trouble and used a vibrator.” Sherri’s hand slid down her arm and she patted Erica’s hand.

“So it’s a no go with you and Richard. You have the power and you don’t know me or like me very much. Or are you threatened by me? I AM almost twenty years younger and I’m a smart, successful engineer, while you’re probably just a—“ Erica’s eyes were mere slits in her face.

“What type of engineer? Computer, mechanical, architectural?” Sherri’s words fired staccato-like close to Erica’s face.

Erica’s mouth dropped and she jerked her head back, silent for a moment. “Civil actually. Why?”

“Oh, my specialty was Mining before I quit to raise my kids and become ‘just’ a housewife.” She grinned broadly. She had just scored a point and put this girl in her place.

Erica’s head fell backward and she rolled her eyes. “Okay. I’m sorry about the ‘just a housewife’ remark. My bad. I sometimes speak before my brain’s engaged. Maybe that’s why I’m here. It seemed like a sure fire way to get laid. No dealing with some leech’s hidden agenda or the real guys who never ask me out.” Her shoulders slumped and when she looked at Sherri this time, the haughtiness was gone from her face.

“I’m sorry too. I had you pegged from the start as a young chicklet who thought every guy here would want to bang her.”

“Well I did, sort of…”

“See? Now I see you as a person—a girl who’s had some problems with men because she’s smart and forthright.” Sherri took both of Erica’s limp arms in her hands.

Erica tilted her head as she looked into Sherri’s eyes. “And you’re smart. A mining engineer and you landed Richard? Now, I don’t mean to be rude but how do you do it? All these guys and women for that matter, are attracted to you, despite the fact that…”

“That I’m forty-four with stretch marks and some wrinkles?” Sherri squeezed the girl’s arms tightly but she was grinning.

“No, they’re laugh lines….But you get my point.” Erica’s eyes bored into Sherri’s.

“It’s because of what I said earlier. I’m comfortable in my skin, sexy and I know it. I’m also approachable and friendly. You should try it. If it works for an old doll like me, it’d be a cinch for someone as young and beautiful as you.” Sherri pulled Erica into her arms and patted her back for a few moments.

When she eased her head back, she looked into Erica’s blue eyes and impulsively, kissed her lips. Erica’s hands lifted and pressed against her chest for a second. This was probably the first time that Erica had ever been kissed by a woman. Then with a sigh, her hands went to Sherri’s back and her lips opened, urging forward. There was a tingle in Sherri’s pussy at the thought of this voluptuous virgin, now responsive and eager.

Should she wait and do this when Richard was present to watch? He’d really enjoy that. When Erica’s hands slid down to squeeze the round cheeks of her ass, Sherri didn’t have to decide. Her tongue was between Erica’s lips, exploring her mouth, and flicking across her lips to let Erica know what her pussy would experience. There was a moan when her hand went between Erica’s legs, fingers diving down beneath the silken panties to the wet fullness of her pussy.

Expertly, Sherri’s fingers stroked the hard budding clit, feeling Erica’s hips rock back and forth toward her teasing fingertip. With her other hand, Sherri pulled upward at the hem of Erica’s shirt. Erica was breathing hard through her nose, lips still locked on Sherri’s, when her hands left Sherri’s ass to help remove the shirt. Their kiss broke off to release the shirt over her head and with lightening speed, Sherri’s hand grasped Erica’s round firm breast. The nipple was a hard button that Sherri could feel even through the bra fabric and her palm. Oh yeah, this girl was ready. 

The bathroom door opened and then it was Carol’s voice. “You naughty girls. Making out in the bathroom. I’m telling.” There was a giggle before the clack of heels and the sound of a door stall opening.

Sherri removed her hand from Erica’s pussy and smiled. “Busted. We’d better slow it down and get back out there.”

Erica closed her eyes and sighed. “Does this mean you’ll let me play with you and Richard? You’ve got me so horny, you can’t leave me like this.”

“Dance with me and we’ll see. But you’ve got to lose the skirt first. You’re going to be real on the dance floor—show everyone the sensual woman you are.” Sherri watched Erica’s eyes open and her seductive smile.

Yeah, this girl was ready and would be hot.


Chapter 5

Erica kissed Sherri’s parted lips and darted her tongue along the satiny surface. Her heart was still thundering in her chest from Sherri’s fingers teasing her clit. If that damned door hadn’t opened she would have had an orgasm. Christ, I’m horny! Necking with a woman in the ladies room! Oh God, this is hot. She’d been wrong about Sherri in a couple of ways. She could see why Sherri and Richard were popular at the club.

She slid the tight black leather skirt off and turned to check her appearance, Sherri’s head just over her shoulder. Her cheeks were flushed and lips full, from the kissing. She smoothed her shoulder length hair and adjusted her demi bra. Sherri had lifted her breast from the cup and the brown nipple was showing. And the thong, where Sherri’s hands had pulled it to the side. Oh my God. She was about to follow Sherri out there, to the centre of the dance floor, wearing a demi bra with boobs spilling over, ass bare in a thong and dark stay-up stockings.

The bathroom stall opened and there was a wolf whistle. She turned her head quickly to see the red haired woman who had been sitting across from her at the table, grinning at her. She thought hard. What was her name? She should have been paying attention.

Sherri wagged a finger at the woman. “I agree Carol. She’s hot we’re going to dance. Be sure to tell Richard to watch when you get back to the table.” Carol walked to the sink to wash her hands. Her eyes roamed over Erica’s body and she licked her lower lip before finishing and going out the door.

“Just leave your clothes there on the counter. We’ll get them later. Now it’s time to get down and boogie.” Sherri took her hand once more to lead them out to the dance floor.

But this time it was different. There was more to this MILF than met the eye. Erica was wondering what other promises had been in that kiss. That luscious, wanton, wet mouthed kiss. She watched Sherri’s round white ass jiggle as she walked to the centre of the floor, trying not to notice the gazes of the people she passed. What was it Sherri had said? Show them she was sexy and erotic? Erica pulled her shoulders back and held her chin up; smiling at a table of people they passed by.

Thank God, a slow song was playing. Her first erotic dance wouldn’t have her tits flying out of the holster as her ass jiggled.

At the center of the dance floor, Sherri turned, and reached out, putting her hands around Erica’s waist and pulled their groins together. They locked eyes and their hands cupped each other’s asses as they danced, slowly grinding their pelvis’ against each other. She had been wet before, almost to the point of orgasm. Now, moving against Sherri, her clit throbbed. Her hand rose to Sherri’s bra and squeezed her breast before pulling it from the bra and playing with her nipple. What would that feel like in her mouth?

She leaned close to Sherri and kissed her lips, then her chin, neck and yes…finally that hard nipple in her fingers. Her tongue swirled over the pebbly surface and across the tip. Sherri’s hands were in her hair, holding her head to her breast for a few moments.

Fingers pulled her head up and her lips once more met Sherri’s in a long, deep, sensuous kiss. Sherri’s hands were on her breasts and she broke off the kiss. Did she just wink at her? What was she up to?

Sherri’s body slid gracefully downward, rubbing along hers, until she was kneeling on the floor in front of Erica, her face level with her crotch. When Sherri’s finger’s slid the G string fabric to the side and she leaned forward to kiss Erica’s pussy lips, she gasped and looked at the ceiling. The music was a primal beat in tune with her heart and Sherri’s tongue. It was the first time a woman had ever licked her pussy and it was heaven.

She sensed the presence of people gathered at the periphery of the dance floor, watching Sherri kiss and adore her pussy. She opened her legs wider, arching her pelvis, opening herself to Sherri’s tongue. The sensation on her clit was perfect--a vibrator wouldn’t be able to match it. Her breathing had become a pant as her head fell forward watching Sherri. She was clutching Sherri’s head. Pulling her mouth harder to her pussy, her hips pumping into her.

A woman’s going down on me! On a dance floor! With a crowd watching! The wanton depravity of it all pushed her over the edge.

“Oh…oh…yes, right there.” She moaned as Sherri brought her to orgasm with her tongue. There was nothing but her tongue licking and sucking her clit for what seemed like an eternity as she closed her eyes. Her legs quivered as jolts of pleasure shot through her. A few final thrusts and Sherri drew back and looked up at her, licking her lips.

Her legs had turned to jelly, weak now from standing while she came. It was a good thing Richard appeared and put his arm around her. She opened her eyes to see about a dozen people standing around the dance floor, smiling silently. They had as good a time watching as she had having this experience.


Chapter 6

Erica looked into Sherri’s smiling blue eyes just before their lips met with a touch as soft as down. Richard’s arm circled Sherri’s shoulder, holding the two women in his embrace. It struck Erica as a loving, tender moment between people who had just shared an intimate act. Whatever animosity she had felt earlier towards Sherri was washed away. It was the first time she had experienced an orgasm from a woman’s touch and it was awesome. Yes, having sex with Richard would be great but Sherri would definitely have to be part of that.

“Why don’t we go back to the table and have a drink to give you a chance to catch your breath.” Sherri’s voice was low, her breath warm on Erica’s ear.

Her stomach dropped that they wouldn’t be continuing but she smiled. Of course she was right. As horny as she was for more, it would be better to take a break. “That was fantastic. Yeah, I could use a drink but we HAVE to do this again, except it’s my turn with you.” She let herself be led back to the table by the attractive older couple. Oh shit! I’m going to go down on a woman! Double shit! I can’t wait!

“Absolutely. Richard loves watching that.” Sherri sat down and patted the chair beside her, inviting Erica to sit next to her while Richard made his way to the bar.

“You two were sexy to watch.”

Erica turned her head and smiled at Carol who was grinning like a Cheshire cat. Beside her, Carol’s husband was smiling, his eyes roaming from Sherri to Erica.

“Tim, you look like you didn’t mind watching either. Guys are so ga-ga when two women make out. Why is that?” Once more Sherri had come to the rescue. Now she knew the names of two of the people at the table.

“That’s a good question. Why is that, Hal?” The attractive red haired woman with the short bobbed hair turned to look at her husband, her eyebrows high on her forehead.

The dark haired, man looked around the table before he answered. “I don’t know…maybe it’s all those woman curves and seeing their faces when they get so aroused.” He looked at Tim and then Richard who appeared with fresh drinks. “Help me out here, guys. I’m drowning.”

Tim jumped in to help his buddy out. “It’s watching women do to each other what they really like. Seeing their bodies get so aroused…it’s mesmerizing. I never get tired of seeing it.”

“But does that turn you on more than watching a guy and a woman fucking?” Erica spoke up, glancing from one man to the other.

“Speaking for myself, I’d have to say it’s close, but girl on girl is better to watch. Especially if one of them is my wife.” Richard took a seat across from her and grinned.

“Yes, I’d agree, especially if it’s me.” Sherri laughed and patted Richard’s hand. “Do you mind if others watch when we go to the next room to play, my dear?” She turned her head to face Erica.

“Not at all. It was great on the dance floor.” She looked at Carol and the red haired woman. “It’s my first time here. I’m not sure about being with more than one couple tonight. Maybe next time…”

“As long as we can watch, we’re good. We’ll get adjoining areas and if you change your mind, that’s cool too.” Carol spoke up for the other couples.

Erica took a long sip of the gin and tonic. These people were actually pretty nice to be with. What was really different about being at a swinger’s club as opposed to a regular bar was the acceptance and agreement that the evening would end with sex—without the jealousy and drama. These women could share their husbands with her and be in no way threatened by that. And yet, these same women in a regular bar would probably not like their husbands even looking at a single woman. Well, maybe not these women, but still… The paradox was compelling.

The other two couples rose to their feet.

“We’ll see if there are two adjoining areas and save one for you. See you over there.” Carol gave a flutter of her fingers and smiled.

The gin was having the effect that it was well known for, warming the spot between her legs despite the mind blowing orgasm Sherri had given her. She looked at Richard. The orgasm with Sherri had been great but there was nothing better than having a man inside you when it happened.

“I can see you two are as anxious to go to the next room as I am. Let’s go.” Sherri stood up and gestured for Erica and Richard to follow her.


Chapter 7

They went through a thick door into the second area of the club, muting the dance floor’s music. The play area was quiet and dimly lit after being in the bar area. There were only the sounds of soft moans, and breathing as Erica followed Sherri. When her eyes adjusted to the soft, rosy lighting, there was a young couple in the centre of the room on a round bed. She was straddling his hips, rocking back and forth on his cock. His hands were grasping her breasts and her head was thrown back, lips parted. Erica smiled—that would be herself soon enough!

Along the sides of the room were curtained areas, some parted to reveal couples inside, in various lovemaking positions. One was tiered with six people inside. Stroking and fondling, fucking, sucking—they were doing it all.

Sherri stopped in front of one curtain and Erica could see Carol’s head for a moment before she disappeared into the bed area next to theirs. This was it. Sherri was already removing her bra and panties while the jingle of Richard’s belt buckle and swish of clothing could be heard behind her.  Sherri’s hands were now on her shoulders pulling her forward and then undoing her bra and pushing at the string of her panties.

She watched Sherri take her bra and slip behind the curtain onto the bed. When she parted the light fabric to join her, Sherri was leaning back against the far wall, her legs spread, smiling a naked invitation. Erica knee-walked towards her and kissed her, running her long fingers through Sherri’s blond hair. With her large breasts topped by hard button nipples and smooth tummy, Sherri looked like a sex goddess. Erica’s hands cupped her breasts and played with her nipples as she kissed her, relishing Sherri’s sigh and intake of breath at her touch.

The mattress depressed at the foot of the bed as Richard joined them.

Her mouth trailed kisses over Sherri’s neck and down to her tits. God, Sherri was scraping her fingernail along her own nipples causing a flutter in her clit. Her mouth closed on the rouged nipple and her tongue flicked quickly over the pebbly surface.  Hands clutched her head, holding her mouth tight against Sherri’s nipple.

Erica slid her hand over the slightly rounded mound of Sherri’s tummy and then lower to her mons. The only other pussy she had ever touched was her own. Would she be able to make Sherri come? Her index finger ran softly over Sherri’s pussy lips and lower to her wet opening. She pushed it in a little, wetting her finger and separating Sherri’s lips. Her skin was satiny and moist as Erica’s finger slid slowly up, between the swollen folds to the bud of Sherri’s clit. Sherri gasped and pushed her pelvis harder onto Erica’s finger.

Slowly with a light pressure, her finger rubbed and circled Sherri’s clit, causing her to moan with pleasure. If she kept this up, she could make Sherri orgasm just with her finger. But that wasn’t what she wanted. What would another woman taste and smell like?

Her mouth left Sherri’s nipple and trailed over her tummy, lower and lower. She moved to the side and down so that she was kneeling between her legs, her mouth a couple of inches from Sherri’s clit. From the corner of her eyes, she could see Richard watching her as he slowly stroked his cock. Oh God. It was a nice big juicy cock that made her wet at the thought of it deep inside her.

She bent her head lower and placed the tip of her tongue on Sherri’s clit. She was sweet tasting with a hint of perfumed musk—delicious. Her mouth closed on the firm clit, sucking it in like a miniature dick for her tongue to lick. When she touched the underside Sherri moaned and squirmed. Ahh…that was the spot. She licked Sherri with passion, increasing the speed. Sherri was close. Her hands were pressing Erica’s head into her as her pelvis humped upward against the twirling tongue.

Erica slid her fingers inside Sherri’s opening and pumped in and out, catching the rhythm of Sherri’s gyrations. There was a long hiss and Sherri’s legs began to quiver.

“Yes…there. Keep licking…” Sherri groaned and fell limp against the bed.

Erica’s cheeks and mouth were wet from Sherri’s orgasm. Before she had a chance to dry her mouth with her hand, Richard had moved and was now kissing her. His hands were on her breasts, tweaking her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, sending a thrill to her wet pussy

Erica slid her hands down his back and across his hip. Oh God, yes, he was big and drizzling pre-cum from the large bulbous head of his cock. Slowly she massaged it, pulling him towards her until the tip rested against her pussy. Sherri sat up and eased over on the bed to make room for them.

His arm circled her body and he lifted some of her weight while maneuvering her to lie back on the bed. Her eyes glanced to the bed area next to them.  Tim and the red haired woman were watching her as their partners pleasured them.

Now Richard was above her, holding his weight on his elbow as his knee pushed her legs apart. Erica reached down and held his rock hard cock, guiding it to her opening. With delicious slowness Richard pressed into her until his smooth shaven groin was against her pussy. When he pushed deeper, the movement against her clit left her craving more. It had been too long since she’d felt this fullness in her cunt and a man pressed against her clit.

He pulled all the way out leaving emptiness, before pumping into her once more. She was so wet there was no resistance. He was driving her crazy pulling all of the way out like that. The coolness of his wet cock when it entered her was a new sensation. She could feel every centimeter of his cock from the thick head to the even thicker base as he entered her with a sweet, agonizing slowness.

Sherri moved to lie next to her, kissing her while her hand slid down, her finger inserting itself between Richard and Erica. Richard’s movements quickened, his breathing was faster now, like her own. Sherri’s finger rubbing her clit as Richard drove into her, was making her hips pump up to meet his thrusts. Oh God, for this to last forever, the sensation was so good. The only thing in her mind and body was this man’s cock fucking her like a jackhammer, his eyes half closed in pleasure watching her. She broke off from Sherri’s mouth and moaned. Waves of pleasure overcame her body which had become taut, quivering, clutching his cock with her muscles.

Sherri lifted her hand from between her legs and touched Richard’s tummy. This must have been some sort of signal between them because he withdrew from her and moved closer to Sherri. Erica watched as Sherri rolled onto her side and raised her foot to Richard’s shoulder, opening herself for him. Holding his turgid cock in his hand he knelt, straddling her other leg between his knees and guiding himself to her pussy.

This was a position that Erica had never tried before, even with Mike and they had done some crazy positions. From the look on Sherri’s face when he entered her, it must have been intense. She watched them for a few moments and then rose on her knees to kiss Richard. She cupped his balls with her hand and touched the base of his cock as it drove into Sherri. Breaking off the kiss, she looked at Sherri being fucked by this gorgeous man. Sherri’s large breasts shimmered each time Richard slammed himself into her.

From the way Sherri was breathing, she looked like she was about to come. Erica put her other hand on Sherri’s pussy, her finger seeking the hard little clit. When Sherri had played with her pussy while Richard fucked her, it had been really hot. She’d do the same for Sherri. Her finger rubbed Sherri’s clit with a soft intensity, determined to make her come. Richard’s balls in her other hand had tightened, so it wouldn’t be long before he exploded in orgasm.

Sherri was moaning unintelligible words, her eyes closed and hips rocking into Erica’s hand – or was it Richard pounding her harder into her finger? She smiled, watching the two people come almost at the same time. It was hard to believe that she’d just met them tonight and was so happy to see their ecstasy.


Chapter 8

Now it was their turn to watch the other bed area. Richard sat next to Sherri, his hands stroking along her leg absently while Erica sat on the other side of her.

“I’ve only ever seen Tim come when he’s getting a blowjob. He could fuck all night and never come. But when someone sucks him, he can hardly control himself.” Sherri turned her head and whispered in Erica’s ear.

Erica smiled, looking at the red haired woman giving Tim a blowjob. “What IS her name? I’m sorry, I’m not great with names but I never forget a face.” She murmured softly to Sherri.

“Tanya. She’s insatiable, the lucky slut. I have to take a few minutes until I can orgasm a second time. Not her. She’s like the Energizer Bunny, just keeps coming and coming and coming.”

Carol was on her hands and knees while Hal fucked her doggy style, his fingers clutching her ass to hold her still. His thighs hitting the back of hers made a fast slapping sound as he pumped quickly into her pussy. Watching the other two couples was making her horny again. Maybe she shouldn’t have been so quick to turn down the chance to play with them.

As if he read her mind, Richard got to his knees and climbed past Sherri, to kneel in front of her. He smiled at her and gently pushed her shoulders so that she lay on the bed. His hands went under her ass and lifted her to his mouth. He guided her legs onto his shoulders and planted soft kisses on her pussy lips before his tongue licked between them.

“Ahhh…” Erica sighed when his tongue teased and circled her clit. His whiskers were scratchy on the soft flesh of her inner thighs, but that only made her want more.

Sherri had moved and was stroking Richard’s cock as he licked Erica. Erica lifted her torso on her elbows. She could watch Richard go down on her, Sherri fondling his cock and the other two couples as she was being pleasured. His fingers slid inside her, pressing up towards her pubic bone. This was embarrassing but it felt like she had to pee.

“Richard….” Her voice was a whisper.

As if he hadn’t heard her, he drew her clit into his mouth and flicked it with his tongue alternating with sucking it.

Erica squirmed away from his touch and once more whispered his name.

Sherri moved to kneel next to her and played with her nipple. “Have you ever had a G spot orgasm?” Her eyes sparkled as she asked this.

“I don’t think so. What’s it like?” She would just have to wait to go to the ladies room, even though the pressure was building.

“At first it feels like you have to pee. The trick is to relax and let go. Close your eyes. You’re going to be really wet but it’s not pee. It’s your ejaculate and you may even squirt.” Sherri now had both hands on her tits, playing with the nipples.

Erica closed her eyes. Richard had the fingers of one hand inside her, filling her and continuing the upward pressure. The sensation inside her was intense and his mouth on her clit was driving her wild. The bed was covered with vinyl so if anything came out, it wouldn’t matter, and Richard seemed intent on giving her this experience. She squeezed her muscles tight on his fingers and then let go of the tension.

Her breathing was a pant that she could hear, as the sensation continued to increase. She’d never felt this way before. Her toes started to twitch and her mouth fell open, a small scream escaping between her lips. She tried to pull away from his mouth but his hands were locked into her ass, preventing her from moving.

At that moment Sherri pinched her nipple hard.

She clenched her eyes shut and exploded into an infinite starburst.

Oh my God. Her whole body felt like it was orgasming, right to her fingertips. Her heart was thundering in her chest as her fingers dug into the rigid flesh in Richard’s upper arms. The muscles deep inside her shut tight and there was wetness. It was cool against the tender flesh of her upper thigh.

She fell back panting and gasping. Aftershocks made her thigh muscles tremble and quiver.

Richard leaned back and looked at her, his lip pulled up at the side in a small smile. Sherri cupped Erica’s cheeks in her hands and kissed her softly on the lips.

“Erica. Now you are a true Unicorn, having had your first G orgasm.” She swayed to the side and kissed Richard deeply.

“You may have to carry me out of here,” she gasped. “After that, I’m not sure I’d be able to walk straight.”

Richard and Sherri looked at her and rolled down to sandwich her between them, their arms around her.

“So, I take it you’ll be coming back to the club?” Richard lifted his head and rested it on his wrist, the skin around his blue eyes crinkled as her smiled at her.


Chapter 9

Back at the bar, Richard and Sherri talked Erica into a nightcap before she went home. Well, she was going to have to take a taxi home anyway, so one more drink wouldn’t hurt. She took a seat across from them, still feeling the warm afterglow that a good romp of sex always provided. She and Sherri had gone to the ladies room to find their clothes folded neatly on the sink counter before settling in across from Richard..

“This may be cliché, but I’ve got to ask… What’s a beautiful, smart young woman like you, doing in a place like this? I mean, why don’t you have a boyfriend? Then you both could be here.” Sherri’s eyebrows were pulled together but her eyes peering at Erica were kind.

“Hey, don’t knock it Sherri…” Richard started to say before she shushed him.

“It’s not that easy to find decent guys. Most guys are intimidated by my career, and well…I can be blunt, bordering on insensitive. I think you saw that earlier.” She took a sip of gin and looked down at the table for a few moments.

“There was one guy, Mike, in Dubai that I really liked. We had a wild three day affair. He was special, you know?” She looked up to see Sherri nod. “He was funny, successful and really seemed to care for me. When I came back home, I tried to get in touch with him.” She looked at Sherri and pulled her lips to the side in a small smirk. “But he never returned my calls. Or emails. Or texts.” She glanced down at her glass and back up again. “So here I am, looking for a good time with no strings attached. And thanks to you guys, I got that.”

“Well we did too. Yay for Unicorns!” Sherri reached across and put her hand on Erica’s. “Still…you deserve more. I have a nice looking nephew who’s just ended a four year relationship—“

“Enough Sherri. Leave her alone. Jeremy is nice looking but he’s also a geek addicted to video games. The kind of joystick he likes and the one that Erica wants are worlds apart. Stop trying to play matchmaker.” Richard scowled at Sherri and took a sip of his drink.

It was obvious from the look Sherri gave him that this was a bone of contention between them, but not really serious.

“Thanks Sherri but I’m okay with being alone. Especially now that I’ve been here. It was great to just be myself, do what I wanted without having to worry about what some boyfriend would think. Really, I’m good.” Erica scooped up her bag and fished her cell phone out.

“Can I call you to find out when you’re coming here again? Is that allowed? To have another member’s phone number?” She held her phone in her hand and looked from Sherri to Richard.

“It’s up to the members if they want to give that out.” She gave their phone number and Erica entered it into her phone’s address book.

“Feel free to call us anytime. We’d like to hook up with you again.” Richard grinned at her.

“For sure. But if you come here on Friday night it’s a mixed crowd. Single guys are allowed in. You might meet someone interesting.” Sherri was not going to give up on her quest. “Don’t get me wrong. I loved tonight and want for us to get together again. I’m just thinking of you, Erica.”

“I don’t know. Maybe I’ll try a Friday night and see how it goes. There’re couples as well, right?” Erica tilted her head and squinted her eyes. What was the difference between a guy going to a bar to pick someone up and a guy going to a swinger club? The odds were probably better that he’d get laid at the swinger’s club but it was basically the same guy.

She dialed the number of a cab company. “I’m going to get going now. Do you need a ride? Maybe we can share a taxi.”

So Friday night there’d be single men there. Well, it wouldn’t hurt to give it a try.


Chapter 10

At work the following Monday, Erica found that things were different. Normally at the weekly planning meeting, she would summarize what she had accomplished on her project and where she intended to be with it at week end—short and sweet, with no questions being asked or explanations needed. Sometimes she even wondered if anyone was really listening.

This time however, she noticed the other engineers (mostly men but a couple of other women) were regarding her with interest, even smiles. If she didn’t know better, she’d swear that a couple of the guys were checking out her boobs. Last week she would have been tempted to call them out on such blatant sexism but today, it only made her sit straighter, thrusting her chest out. Let them fantasize all they want.

After the meeting, her boss, Geoff Stone asked her to stay for a few minutes to talk with her privately.

“Good work on the Forsythe project, Erica. It looks like you’ll have it wrapped up in a couple of weeks.” He paused for a moment letting the compliment sink in. He sat back in his chair with a grin. “We’ve been awarded the contract for the new refinery.”

“Wow! That’s HUGE!”

Geoff smiled and shrugged. “Sounds good but we’ll be working with our biggest competitor, Eastern Energy Engineering to develop the site. We’ll need our sharpest people on this immediately. I want you to head up the project.” He leaned forward, staring intently at her.

Eastern Energy was the company Mike worked for. “But what about my work now? I’m almost—“

“You’ve done excellent work. Junior engineers will take that over. This is much more important, not to mention lucrative. Mike Frame from EEE will meet with us at noon for lunch. In the meantime, get familiar with the site plans.” He stood up. “My office at noon.” He smiled and left the boardroom.

The work and its challenges would be interesting. There was no doubt about that, not to mention a healthy bonus when the project was wrapped up. But working with Mike? THAT was going to be awkward, considering he basically dumped her when he never returned her phone calls.

Maybe he got married or put on fifty pounds. Her eyes glazed over as she pictured him, nude, lean but muscled…and the adorable hollows on the side of his butt. Were his eyes still as blue and face still as handsome? The laughter and lovemaking they’d shared. Her gaze fell to the table.

“Earth to Erica. There’s another meeting scheduled for this room.” The cheerful voice of her assistant Cindy broke her reverie.

“Got it.” She scooped up the pages of her report and rose to her feet, hurrying out the door.

“Are you okay?” Cindy placed a hand on her arm as she brushed by.

“I’m fine. I’ll need to meet with you in a half an hour.”

She continued striding to her office. When she was inside, she closed the door and leaned against it. This was crazy to be feeling like this. To let some man, a weeklong fling, cause her to be anxious and self conscious. But he wasn’t just some man. He was Mike.

Taking a deep breath she marched to her desk and plopped down into the chair. To hell with him. On the weekend she’d been admired and liked by great people at a swinger’s club. The sex had been awesome and it would always be there, unlike Mike. What was it that Sherri had said? Be yourself and be friendly, interested in people because they were people. Well it worked well for Sherri and was starting to work for her up until this news about Mike.

Fuck it. She would be nice, friendly and when he made a pass at her, she’d shut him down, hard. Would it have killed him to send her an email in all this time?

She plucked her cell phone from her purse and on impulse dialed Sherri’s number. It rang a few times and she was just about to hang up when she heard Sherri’s voice.

“Hi Sherri. It’s Erica.” She rolled her eyes, now wishing she hadn’t called.

“Hi Erica. How are you? Is anything wrong?” There was worry in her voice.

“No…I mean yes. Look I’m not some kind of stalker or anything. I just didn’t know who else I could call who would understand. It’s Mike. He’s here and I have to work with him on a project. Shit!” Her heart was beating harder in her chest as she absently picked at a cuticle, making it bleed.

“You’re smart and beautiful; you’ll do great. The minute he sees you, he’ll realize what a jerk he was in not calling you. Just be approachable, and nice. And for God’s sakes, don’t let him use you. This time, you call the shots, if there is a ‘this time’. Don’t worry Erica.” The last words were said softly.

“Thanks for listening. I feel closer to you than to my girlfriends who I’ve known since college. This is kind of weird.” Right now, Sherri felt like her only friend.

“Maybe the fact that we gave each other mind blowing orgasms on the weekend…I don’t know. Just a thought.” There was the warm tinkle of laughter on the line. “Call me tonight and let me know how it went. And remember, just be yourself…well a warm version of yourself, like you were on Saturday.”

There was a knock on the door. “Thanks and I will. Gotta go now.” Erica hung up and put her phone back in her purse.

The time before noon flew by.


Chapter 11

“Hello?”

“Sherri, it’s Erica. You were right. Everything went okay.” She had waited till mid evening to call Sherri, not wanting to interrupt her family time.

“What happened? Tell me.” Sherri’s words came out in a rush.

“He was already there when I entered my boss’s office. Honestly, I think he was even more uncomfortable than me. But I was friendly to him, like nothing had ever happened. By the end of the meeting, he was relaxed. When we left, he asked me out. Can you believe that!” She tucked her legs under her sitting on the large overstuffed chair in her living room. Mike was even more handsome than she had remembered, especially when he’d looked kind of sheepish.

“Did you say yes? Are you going to go out with him?”

“No. I told him I was busy for the rest of the week. And actually, working together for the next few months, I want to keep it professional. I’m not looking for a repeat of what happened the last time.” She took a sip of wine and looked out the picture window, not seeing the beautiful city skyline or the bright lights. This was going to be hard working alongside him, seeing him every day. She didn’t know if she could maintain a healthy distance.

“Good for you. And you know…Men are hunters. If you keep resisting, you become more valuable in their eyes. Who knows…Maybe it’s just the thing he needs to see.”

“Sherri! Richard’s right. You’re either an incurable romantic or the matchmaker from hell. No. I’m not going down that road with Mike or playing any silly games to hook him. It’s business only.” She smiled, despite her words.

“Okay. I get it. What about Friday? Are you going to the club?”

“Definitely. Especially now after seeing Mike again. I need to get past this and going to the club is going to help. If I have to be around him every day, I’m going to need to have sex. A lot of sex. And fun.”  There was a tingle in her pussy at the thought of being at the club, wearing sexy clothing and getting fucked.

“What are you going to wear? Let’s go shopping. I need to pick up a few things anyway.”

“Yeah! That sounds like fun. How about on Thursday evening we have dinner and then hit the stores?”


Chapter 12

It was Friday evening and Erica, wearing a trench coat over her scanty clothing, paid the cab driver and stood looking at the outside of the club. Smiling, she couldn’t help noting how different she felt going in tonight from the way she’d felt…what? Not even a week ago! It made her tingle, knowing that there would be nice people she’d meet and she was almost guaranteed to have lots of laughs and great sex.

A tall dark haired man was crossing the parking lot and entered the club. Her eyebrows furrowed. That guy could be Mike’s brother; he looked so much like him. Could it be Mike? She continued walking in small steps, not used to the six inch stiletto heels Sherri had insisted she buy.

She opened the door and slipped inside. The same woman as last week was standing behind the counter just finishing with the man she’d noticed in the parking lot. His back was to her and he walked to the bar area. Damn.

“You’re back! Great to see you again.” The woman behind the counter greeted her. “There’s a good crowd tonight.”

“Hi. Yes, I wanted to see what happens on Friday night.” She slipped the trench coat off and draped it over her arm before stepping to the counter to sign in and pay.

“That’s a fabulous outfit. Tres sexy. Wearing that, it’s not going to take you long to hook up.” The woman’s smile was wide and genuine.

“Thanks! There’re lots of couples here tonight, right?” She still wasn’t sure about the single guys…Would that complicate things?

“Oh yeah. There’s a good mix and some new faces. Have fun!”

Erica hung up her coat and walked into the bar area. She took a deep breath, thrusting the ‘girls’ up and out and smiled remembering Sherri’s advice. Be approachable and nice. A few of the men standing at the bar turned their heads and smiled at her. Not bad looking…hmmm.

She noticed a gap in the people lined up and slipped in to order a drink. The tall man next to her turned to face her.

Oh my God.

To be continued…

Afterword:

In the course of living the Swinger Lifestyle I’ve had the good fortune to meet several Unicorns. Their ages ranged from late 20’s to mid-40’s, but they all had one thing in common—a zest for No Strings Attached sex. They weren’t ready to settle down in a typical committed relationship, but greatly enjoyed the pleasures of the flesh. I’ve enjoyed their company (cough, cough) and have the greatest respect and affection for each of them.

After spreading my pages open for you, I hope you enjoyed this little lick and taste of my writing! The entire story of Erica’s adventures continues in the additional episodes of The Unicorn. Furthermore, ALL of the episodes are available in The Unicorn Box Set on Amazon at a value price!

And finally, if you enjoy my writing, you can get three complete novels for signing up for my mailing list! I’ll be in touch every week or so with special promotions and tidbits of news and other stuff. Just click on the link below and follow the directions!

Just click on this link!
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