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About This Book

What really happens at a Swingers Club? Is it a tawdry place with desperate people? Erica used to think so until her adventure in the previous episode! For starters, the patrons were all hot, and because she was a single woman, a Unicorn, she was treated like a princess!

She wants to come back for more, and wonders are ALL the men at the club married? They sure were on her first visit that Saturday night.

Her new friends Sherri and Richard suggest she tries a Friday ‘Bulls’ night’ when single guys attend. Whoa… now THAT could be fun! The evening starts out rocky when she encounters a co-worker, Mike, who is also an old flame. Their affair ended badly; will he say anything at work about seeing her at The G Spot?

Despite her concerns, she experiences the most erotic night of her life—so far!

Mike has some plans of his own for Erica. She never saw his vindictive side… nor his savage side.

Author’s Note

In this book, some of my characters do not practice safe sex and have no consequences. Please understand that this is a novel, and not an endorsement of such behavior. In real life, play often, and always play safe!
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Chapter 1

Erica’s eyes flew wide open as her head drew back seeing Mike standing next to her at the bar. For a second, he looked as shocked as she felt. And then it was gone, replaced by a smirking, confident smile.

“Hello Erica. Can I buy you a drink?” His blue eyes were edged with laugh lines in a face that was almost arrogant looking down his aquiline nose.

She took a deep breath and lifted her chin, returning his gaze. Why the hell did he have to be at the club? Seeing him every day for the past week had been difficult enough, but here, how would she be able to resist? This was HER club, dammit! Not to mention the fact that NOW she had to think about this getting around the office. Double damn.

“No thanks.” She turned when the bartender appeared in front of her. “Gin and tonic, please.” Thank God for small mercies. She plucked a ten dollar bill from her purse and laid it on the bar before turning to face Mike once more. “Good luck tonight and have fun but it won’t be with me, if that’s what you’re thinking.” She flashed him what she considered to be, her warmest smile.

“Why not? You didn’t mind when we were in Dubai.” He raised his hand and trailed his finger down her cheek to the corner of her lips.

She pulled her head away from his finger. Her smile suddenly was a mask that took effort to wear. Yeah, it had been only fun for him while she had actually thought there was more. The hubris of the man was astounding, to stand here and expect her to jump at the chance to be with him again after he hadn’t even answered her emails or calls.

“Sure, it was okay…” She tilted her head and rolled her eyes. The bartender appeared with her drink and she turned to thank him.

“OKAY? That’s all? That’s not how I remember it. You couldn’t get enough—“ His blue eyes were now icy slits.

“That was then. I’ve moved past it. You should too.” Again the sweet, butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth smile, before stepping away from the bar and surveying the room to find a table. She saw the busty, blond haired woman who had danced provocatively with Sherri the week before. Her forehead wrinkled. Yes, Sylvia was her name. There was a spot at her table and if she was friends with Richard and Sherri, she must be nice. Anything to get farther away from Mike.

Her hips swayed a little more than normal as she walked to the table, aware that Mike’s weren’t the only eyes watching her. She passed a couple of men, who openly checked her out, smiling and lifting their glasses in a toast. One was blonde with the fit body of an athlete. He had to be close to six four, he was so tall. She met his gaze and returned his smile. The other guy looked like he might be Greek or Italian with swarthy skin and dark bedroom eyes. What he lacked in height compared to the first guy, he made up for in muscle, with tan, bulging arms and wide shoulders. Yeah, those two guys were interesting.

When she stood next to the table where Sherri’s friend sat, she looked down into an attractive face with the bluest eyes and cutest dimples. “Hi Sylvia. I’m Erica, a friend of Sherri and Richard’s.”

Sylvia bent to the side and patted the empty chair next to her. “I remember you Erica! That was some dance you and Sherri had the last time. This is my husband Byron. Would you like to join us?”

How the heck did she manage to keep her boobs inside the red bra she wore? Her tits were even bigger than Erica’s, pushed up by the bra and separated by a generous cleavage. As arousing as her body was, it was her friendly manner and smile that was most attractive.

“I was hoping you’d ask. This looks like a fun table.” Erica eased by Sylvia and sat down, glancing at the other people seated.

“Erica, this is Josh and Carrie and Dani and Keith.” Sylvia pointed out the couples sitting around the table.

Josh almost rose to his feet as he leaned over to shake her hand. In the dark tailored shirt, she could tell that he worked out on a regular basis. His smile was wide as he gripped her hand. Good looking and only slightly older than herself, maybe close to thirty-five?

Next to him, a pixie-like, dark haired woman wore an impish grin. In the black satin bustier, topped by a dark jacket Carrie oozed sexuality. Dani, the blonde woman sitting beside her, smiled but didn’t rise to shake Erica’s hand. From the looks of it, her hand was on Carrie’s thigh, under the table. Keith sat next to Erica and put his arm around her shoulder for a moment when they were introduced.

“How lucky are we! A Unicorn at our table and on a bull night.” He chuckled with a smile that was so engaging, Erica had to grin despite her curiosity.

“I’m still pretty new to this. A bull is the male counterpoint to a Unicorn, right?” That had to be it. She shivered thinking of what the name implied—big, powerful cocks with tons of thrust and staying power. God, she was horny and the people at this table were attractive…

“You got it. Every now and then Byron and I like to come here on a bull night. He likes to watch me get fucked by a young stud and I don’t complain. What are you into Erica?” Sylvia took a sip of wine, her eyes never leaving Erica’s face.


Chapter 2

Erica was silent for a few moments. There was no question she wanted everything, a full orgy with everyone at the table. But the idea of getting royally fucked by one of the two guys she’d seen was appealing as well. Hell, why not both of ideas, the night is young!

Before she had a chance to answer Sylvia, she saw Mike walk by the table and take a place near the blond man and his friend. His face was somber as he stood, locking eyes with her. Okay, there were restrictions on the ‘everything’. There was no way she’d go within an inch of Mike. And from the look on his face, that was exactly what he expected. Jerk. She saw him say something to the blonde man and grin. Whatever it was, the blonde man gave him an odd look.

She turned back and glanced around the table. “I want to be with all of you—men and women—for mind blowing sex. I also want to ride those two bulls over there.” She nodded her head to the side indicating the area where Blondie and Greek guy were standing.

Sylvia’s eyes flitted to the side where Erica indicated. “There’re three hot bulls waiting to be corralled there.”

“Not the tall dark guy in the white shirt. Definitely not him.” Erica’s mouth was set firmly.

“Two of them are dark. Which one? Let’s dance together and you can show me.” Sylvia rose to her feet and held her hand out for Erica to join her. The sheer red negligee she wore was open at the front, revealing a tight tummy and matching red thong.

As she stood Erica inhaled the spicy fragrance surrounding Sylvia and felt the warmth of her hand. There was no doubt about it. Sylvia was one of the hottest women in the room and when they danced together, it was sure to be sexy. Watching the curve where Sylvia’s ass met her legs was making Erica wet as she followed her.

Until last week she had never kissed a woman, let alone have sex with one. Other girls in high school and university had tried it, experimenting, but not Erica. Sure, she’d wondered what it would be like but had never acted upon it. When Sherri had kissed her the week before, at the club, it had turned her on and ended with a sexual experience that was one of the best she’d ever had. Being with Sylvia was bound to be as good or even better.

The song playing had changed to a slow rhythm with a deep primal beat when they reached the dance area. Sylvia pulled Erica into her arms and kissed her lips softly while swaying to the music. A jolt of pleasure when her tongue darted between her lips, shot through Erica’s clit.

Mike was sure to be watching this. Maybe she should hold off until they were in the privacy of the adjoining room. Would she be the topic of conversation at work the next week, thanks to Mike and the rejection he was probably feeling? To hell with him. He couldn’t dare say a word without incriminating himself.

Her hands slid down Sylvia’s back to the round globes of her ass, cupping each one and pulling her closer. Their mons were touching, rubbing against each other separated by the thinnest of fabric.

Sylvia’s hand was now on her breast, holding it firmly and rolling it in her palm. When her fingers slipped under her top and the bra, to pinch and tease her nipple, Erica sighed. Her own hands rose quickly to play with Sylvia’s tits, rolling the generous flesh in her hands. She kissed her neck and shoulders, lowering until Sylvia’s nipple was between her lips.

A hand caressing her ass, slipping under her skirt caused her eyes to fly open. Carrie and Danni were on the dance floor beside them. Carrie smiled at her as she and Dani gyrated on the floor. Dani was facing her , as Carrie stood behind, kissing Dani’s neck and exploring inside her bra with her hands.

Sylvia fingers were feather soft on her cheeks urging her head upwards to kiss once more. Erica had seen the crowd of people standing at the edge of the dance floor, watching the four women dancing erotically. She closed her eyes and became lost in the kiss, Sylvia’s tongue playing with her own, mimicking a butterfly’s wing on her clit. Her heart was beating hard in her chest, increasing the arousal in her pussy. When Sylvia’s hand fluttered down across her tummy to lift the hem of her short skirt and land on her clit, she moaned. How much more of this could she take before she came, right here on the dance floor?

The song ended and Sylvia’s hands rose to hold her gently. “Byron’s gonna love fucking you.” Her breath was hot against Erica’s ear. “Is that the guy you don’t want to play with? He’s been watching us like we’re his next meal.” She eased back and signaled with her eyes.

“Yeah. That’s Mike. He’s a total jerk. I had a bad experience with him.” She noticed Dani and Carrie walking by them, on their way back to the table.

“Got it. Let’s go back now. You’ve got me so hot, I need a drink.” Sylvia led the way, threading through the people standing near the dance floor.

She stopped short when Mike stepped in front of her, blocking her. The smirk was back on his face, looking down at her.

“I didn’t know you were bi. I like that. Why don’t you and your friend join me for a drink? She’s old but I’d still fuck her.”

Her mouth dropped and daggers shot from her eyes at him. “You’re a pig.”” Her words were a hiss. How could she ever have had anything to do with him? He made everything sound cheap and dirty.

“Would you like to dance?”

Her head jerked to the side to see the blonde haired man had stepped close to her. Would she ever. She nodded.

“Excuse us.” He said with a sidelong glance at Mike. His hand pressed gently into the small of her back, turning her and nudging her to the dance floor. His warm breath was on her ear as he softly spoke.

“I hope you didn’t mind me interrupting but I wanted to get you away from that guy. Whoever he is, he doesn’t belong here.”

Her eyes rose to his face, noting the serious set of his lips. “Actually I should thank you for rescuing me.”

His hand on her back pulled her closer when they stepped onto the dance floor. She took his other hand and turned to face him, following his lead in the slow song now playing. When he guided her in a circle she was able to see a couple of the waiters speaking to Mike and then he headed towards the door.

“It looks like he’s leaving.” She pulled in close and inched up, her lips close to the blond guy’s ear. “I’m Erica by the way.”

“I’m Luke. I think he was asked to leave. He was coming on a little strong with a few people and someone must have complained.” The outside of his eyes were lined with laugh lines above sculptured cheekbones when he looked down at her. And, the way he was dancing wasn’t sexual. They could have been dancing at a wedding reception instead of a Swinger’s Club.

“Well, I’m glad he’s gone.” She edged closer and slipped her hand from his, running it up his muscular arm to rest on his shoulder. The faint, masculine scent of his aftershave drifted into her nostrils as she closed her eyes and her body pressed into his. Despite the fact that Luke, like the other bulls present tonight, was there to get fucked, he was acting like a perfect gentleman. It was almost a challenge.

When his leg stepped to the side in time with the music, she stepped into him, cupping his other leg between her own. Her pussy was against his taut thigh muscle. Moving in time to the beat she rubbed herself against his upper leg like a cat in heat.

He stood still, letting her use him to stimulate herself while his hands rose to each side of her face, drawing her lips close to his. When he kissed her softly, her tongue teased along his lips and her hand slid to his crotch. He was hard and ready. His breath hitched in his throat when her fingers trailed along the length of his cock and circled the tip. How much more would it take for him to return her physical teasing? Here, with sexuality so open and free, dancing was an erotic prelude. Dancing had never been so much fun.

The song ended but still they stood close together, kissing while Erica rubbed her hand and pussy against him. Now his hand glided down her back to the round cheek of her ass. He squeezed it in his large hand before lowering his fingers to the hem of her short skirt and pulling it up. Her ass was now exposed, the cheeks separated by the strip of her G string panties. His fingers dug into her flesh, lowering till his fingertips rested at her wet opening.

His breath was hot against her face, his tongue exploring her mouth as his fingertips teased. She pushed her ass into his hand willing him to finger-fuck her, right there on the dance floor. God, she was so hot and horny, especially with his hard cock in her hand. As much as she wanted him to touch her, to make her come, she wanted the longing and lust to continue.

Abruptly he lifted his hand and spun her so that her back and ass was pressed up against his chest and groin. In time to the pulsing beat, he thrust his groin into her ass in exaggerated humping. People at nearby tables were silently watching them simulate fucking to the music. At the edge of the dance floor, the dark haired swarthy man stood watching, his eyes openly appraising her.

She crooked her finger and wagged it at him, signaling for him to join them. His eyes never wavered from hers as he walked over and kissed her. While Luke’s hands were on her hips guiding her towards his groin in the dance, his friend’s hands cupped her tits, rolling them in his hands before pulling them from her bra and top. His fingers played with her hard nipple and then one hand dropped to land between her legs.

Again, in time with the music, his hand pressed against her pussy lips, causing her to moan with pleasure against his mouth. She was sandwiched between two bulls in a primitive and erotic mating dance, acutely aware that they wanted to fuck her as much as she wanted it.

Her hand slowly left his arm and pressed into the wool fabric of his trousers, feeling the damp area over the head of his cock. He was so hard he must be dripping pre-cum. It was intoxicating holding his thick cock while Luke’s cock pressed into her ass.

Soft warm lips brushed her ear. “We’re going into the other play area now. Join us when you finish and bring the guys.” It was Sylvia’s grinning face she saw when she turned her head.

She nodded and watched Sylvia trail her fingers over the dark guy’s arm as she left.


Chapter 3

Luke’s hand had drifted to her breast holding it in his palm while her finger nail scraped along her nipple. A thrill went through her clit at the sensation just as he lowered his head to kiss her neck. Meanwhile the other man was pulling the fabric of her panties to the side and sliding his finger between her pussy lips to her opening. His finger pushed up inside her and then out, dragging the wetness to her clit. Her heartbeat was pounding in her ears, the music drowned out and her body still, only aware of the craving in her pussy… no—her cunt as his finger circled and teased her clit. Oh God, she wanted more.

She pulled back from his kiss and looked into the chocolate pools of his eyes. “I need you in the other room.”She turned her head to whisper to Luke. “Now.”

The dark haired man took her hand in his and led them off the dance floor and to the entrance of the play area.

He turned and smiled at her, his teeth bright in the softly lit area. “I’m Tony. Are we joining your friends?”

Inside, there was a corridor with metal lockers on each side. Luke stepped around Erica and Tony and began checking the metal locker doors. “Here’s a few empty ones for our clothes.”

“Are you kidding? Sylvia is dying to get fucked by a bull tonight. You saw the look she gave you, Tony.” Her fingers hooked into the lower edge of her tight top and lifted it over her head. The room was warm but the full flesh of her breasts pushing up from the cup of her lacy bra filled with goose bumps while the men’s eyes ogled her chest. As they slipped their shirts and pants off, she wiggled out of the short skirt to stand in her stiletto heels, dark stay up stockings, bra and black lacy panties.

Luke gave a low wolf whistle and stepped toward her to help with the clasps of her bra. His hard cock brushed the side of her leg as he slipped her panties down. A couple of feet away, Tony’s bobbing cock was leading the way into the play area.

Inside, when her eyes adjusted to the low lighting, Erica scanned the beds and play sections looking for Sylvia and the gang. Luke’s hand feathered along her ass as she turned to look at the left side of the room. A portly mustached man lying on a low bed returned her gaze, his hand on the head of a woman who was sucking his cock. Next to him, two women and a man were intertwined. On the sofa in the centre conversation pit of the room, the bare backs of two curvy women could be seen, legs straddling their guys, riding up and down on them, cowboy style.

She turned when Tony nudged her arm, and saw a large area with tiered beds and a group of people. She nodded and walked to where Sylvia was kneeling, her mouth on Josh’s cock. She looked up and released him when Erica stood next to her. The sight of so many people fucking and sucking made Erica’s pussy throb in fullness, ready to get hers.

There was an opening on one of the double beds and she sat down on the mattress. Luke and Tony stood before her, their cocks at her eye level. Her hands lifted to hold them, massaging the thick meat from the tip to the base. Both were well hung but while Luke’s was long and a good size, Tony’s was shorter and thick. She smiled and looked up into their eyes as her tongue licked her lips. Now, even Luke’s wide eyes were half closed and dreamy looking, waiting.

She leaned forward and took Luke’s cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the satiny head of it and easing it deeper into her mouth. With her hand, she continued the up and down massage of both cocks, but pulled Tony closer to her face. When the tip of his cock drizzled pre-cum against her cheek, she released Luke’s cock and took Tony’s into her mouth, opening as wide as she could to get it in. He tasted salty after the musky taste of Luke.

Her hand was emptied when Luke stepped backward and knelt down in front of her. He pushed her knees apart and bent forward to kiss the inside of her thighs. Tony stepped to the side and placed his knee on the bed, urging her with his fingertips to lay back.

Hot pleasure swept through her body as Luke’s mouth touched her pussy and his tongue licked along her wet slit. His fingers were pulling her pussy open for his tongue to lick her clit. She gasped despite Tony’s large cock filling her mouth. Luke sucked the hard bud of her clit between his lips, licking it softly and quickly with his tongue. Her legs rose to rest on his shoulders, pulling his mouth harder onto her pussy. She was like a porn star sucking one guy while another ate her out. The picture in her head was so hot, she shuddered as a short jolt of lust spread through her.

The bed depressed as another naked body approached. She was sucking Tony’s cock as if her life depended on it, while his hands played with her tits. Her eyes opened and looked up to see who had joined them. She could only see blond hair but guessed that it was Dani, since Sylvia was busy with Josh. Tony’s hands left her breasts and one of his hands darted between Dani’s legs.

Luke’s tongue was driving her crazy, it felt so good on her clit. When he pushed the fingers of his hand inside her, she squeezed her eyes shut. Her mouth became slack and she turned her head lost in the exquisite please he was giving her pussy. Her breath was raspy in her throat as her pelvis pumped rhythmically onto his mouth.

“Yes. Right there. Keep sucking—“ Her legs quivered and her head fell back against the mattress, Oh my God, her muscles tightened on his fingers as she came.

The next thing she knew he was pushing his long cock deep inside her, fingers dug into the flesh of her hips, pulling her forward. Her eyes opened and she could see the glistening muscles in his arms and chest as he pumped into her. A soft finger slipped across her tummy and down to her folds, caressing her sensitive clit. Sylvia was now kneeling on her other side, playing with Erica’s clit while Luke fucked her. It was too much. Her clit was sensitive and needed a break.

Her hands rose to Luke’s chest and pushed gently. His blue eyes were mere slits when he backed up, leaving her cunt empty. Immediately Sylvia’s hand was on his cock pulling him to kneel between her open legs.

Erica half sat up and pulled her body farther up the bed watching the two bulls fuck the women. By this time Dani was on her hands and knees with Tony behind her fucking her doggie style. Sylvia’s legs were wrapped tight around Luke’s waist as he fucked her like a steam engine.

On the bed next to her, she could see the other four people either watching or focusing on their own pleasure. Keith was deep inside Carrie while Josh watched. Her eyes met Byron’s and a silent communication passed between them. Sylvia had told her earlier that Byron wanted to fuck her. Byron was the oldest one of the group and although not as handsome as Tony, there was something about him that was almost irresistible. Eyes that looked like they had seen it all yet made her feel like she was the only woman there.

She slipped off the bed and slid next to him. His dark eyes never left her face as silently she edged forward to kiss him. The dark stubble of his beard was rough on her cheek as his tongue entered her mouth and his cock brushed her thigh. The kiss seemed to go on forever, warming her up again with its intensity. Her hand grazed his thigh and roamed to touch his hard cock. She opened her legs and pushed her pussy closer to it, straining for it. He shifted and thrust his hips closer so that the tip of his cock was like a kiss on her clit.

Oh God. This small touch against her clit made her wet for more. Silently he broke their kiss while his dark eyes bored into her. She stroked his cock with her hand while rubbing it softly against her clit. When she tried to roll over so that she could straddle him, he stopped her with his arms. What was he doing? Didn’t he want to fuck her? His delaying was making her pussy throb with longing. She continued stroking him while masturbating herself with the thick, soft knob of his cock. All the while not a word had passed between them, just an intense stare.

Her hips rocked into him. She couldn’t control it any longer as the urgency of her orgasm gained steam. She was moaning, eyes closed when Byron rolled her onto her back and thrust into her, just as a mind blowing orgasm overcame her. She clutched his back and ass with her fingers as he drove deep into her, filling her cunt. The orgasm flooded her being; there was nothing but this handsome, enigmatic man fucking her harder and harder till with a groan he collapsed on top of her.

His lips sought hers and his muscular arms swung her on top as he rolled over onto his back. Then his hands were pushing her hips up to allow his cock to slip out. There was a pressure of flesh on the back of her thighs and a different cock entered her. The eroticism of kissing this silent stranger as he held her ass in position to be fucked by another man was wanton. Her cunt was dripping with Byron’s cum as well as her own, yet became even wetter as this other cock pushed deep inside. Now Byron’s semi hard cock pressed against her clit once more as her hips rocked back and forth from the thrusts of the unknown cock.

Holy fuck! She was going to come again. The cock inside her was big, pressing against her cervix, almost her navel. When fingers pried between her ass cheeks to play with her asshole, pressing in and entering her, another orgasm shot through her. The man fucking her thrust hard and fast before a final deep thrust and a moan. Her body, spent and exhausted, collapsed onto Byron’s.

The man behind her withdrew and she rolled off Byron onto her back. She had barely heard anyone around her when she was being fucked but now, the slapping of flesh against flesh and moans were audible. She turned her head to see Luke and Tony doing a double entry on Sylvia, while Dani watched. Sylvia’s large breasts were against Tony’s chest, while Luke knelt one legged behind her, his hand on her ass as he pumped his sheathed cock into her asshole. Wow! A double entry. What would that be like?


Chapter 4

A soft touch on her shoulder broke the mesmerizing scene in front of her. She turned her head to see Carrie’s pixie-like face, eyes half closed in the afterglow of awesome sex, edging closer, inserting her body between Byron and her. Carrie’s hand glided from her shoulder to circle Erica’s breast, her fingertips soft on her skin while a small smile played on her lips. Her brown eyes rose from admiring the full breasts to meet Erica’s, as if asking permission.

When Erica lifted her hand to brush a stray hair that had fallen forward, from her face, Carrie bent to kiss the hard nipple, her tongue circling the tip. Josh, sitting near the end of the bed watched Carrie fondle and alternate kisses between Erica’s breasts. Byron’s eyes met hers for just an instant as he rose and moved to the bed where Sylvia was groaning with pleasure. Immediately Josh moved into the spot that Byron vacated, kneeling to peer down at Carrie’s head.

Josh’s lips were parted as his eyes drifted from Carrie to look directly into hers. With all of the sex that had just taken place, it was obvious he wanted more. He held his cock in his hand, and started stroking it, his eyes locked with hers. Erica’s hand grazed along the hard muscle of his thigh, up to the tip of his cock, as she tried to move closer. Carrie must have sensed she was trying to get up because she lifted her head and ran her hands down Erica’s stomach to her slippery pussy.

Her abdomen tightened as she used her hand to rise up and move closer to his hard cock. It was before her face, partly enclosed by his fist that was still stroking it. When her tongue flicked across the satiny tip, his hand rested at the smooth shaven base, holding it out for her and thrusting his pelvis forward. Her lips opened and she took the head in, rolling her tongue over it, edging down for more.

Meanwhile Carrie’s fingers were gently exploring her pussy. Her legs were pushed farther apart and there was almost a tickling sensation as Carrie’s hair brushed against her inner thighs. Erica twitched when Carrie’s hot tongue licked her clit. It was sensitive at first but the circling softness of Carrie’s tongue and lips became pleasurable.

Josh was pumping his cock into her mouth to the back of her throat, in time with her own rhythm. To be sucking his cock while his wife was eating her out was hot—she loved this. He was close to coming from the quickness of his breathing and the tremble in his thighs.

When Carrie pumped all of the fingers of her hand into her cunt while her tongue flicked quickly over her clit, it was all Erica could do to continue sucking Josh. She was close to coming as well. Her mouth opened wider and she took the whole length of it into her, pressing her lips against his public bone. Faster and faster her head bobbed up and down on his cock, his fingers fisting her head and guiding her. With a cry, he pushed deep causing her eyes to water and tears to spill down her cheeks. His cock was pulsing in her throat shooting cum deep inside while his breath was a deep hiss and his leg muscles tensed.

Carrie’s mouth lifted from her pussy and from the corner of her eye she could see Keith pulling Carrie’s ass higher to fuck her from behind. Josh’s cock became limp and she eased back releasing it and now watched Carrie and Keith. Once more Carrie’s mouth was on her, pressing harder each time Keith thrust into her. Watching him fuck Carrie, the look of lust on his face as her own pussy was getting a royal licking was getting her hotter and hotter. Erica’s eyes closed and she lay back on the bed as the first shuddering orgasm flooded through her. Josh’s fingers squeezed her nipples and another orgasm cascaded deep within. Almost immediately Carrie’s mouth and tongue became too much to bear. Her hips jerked away while her hands pulled the sides of Carrie’s head upward.

Erica sat for a few moments, her heartbeat slowing while she watched Keith and Carrie. The people on the other bed were silent, probably all spent as well. Carrie was moaning with pleasure, her eyes closed as Keith pumped like a piston into her. Smiling, Erica moved closer to Carrie’s ass and placed her fingertip between the stretched pussy lips. There it was, the hard bud of Carrie’s clit to softly rub to an orgasm.

“Yes! Don’t stop.” Carrie’s voice was guttural and fierce in her need. She sucked in air through clenched teeth when she came, muscles taut. This was the final sight that Keith had needed to thrust hard into her, lost in his own lust and orgasm.

What an amazing night. To be with eight people, having sex with almost all of them. She wouldn’t need sex for a YEAR after a night like this. She grinned. Who was she kidding? She’d be back there the next week.


Chapter 5

Erica’s stomach was a tight fist as she got off the elevator the following Monday morning at work. She’d purposely kept herself busy the last couple of days trying to avoid thoughts of what Mike might say about Friday night to the people she worked with. But now, she had to face it.

When she greeted her assistant and asked how her weekend was, her eyes searched for any clue that would let her know if anything had been said. No, Cindy acted the same as usual on a Monday, quiet and serious with the work week ahead. She opened the door to her office and went inside. Maybe he hadn’t or wouldn’t breathe a word.

After she booted her computer, she worked for the rest of the morning with not even a phone call interruption. She’d grab a soft drink in the staff kitchen to have with the brown bag lunch she’d packed that morning.

She scooped the icy ginger ale from the machine slot and was about to leave the room when her assistant came flying around the corner.

“Erica, Mr.Stone would like to see you in his office right away.” She was out of breath, gasping the words out.

Uh oh. Had Mike told Stone and now she was about to be fired? Her heart was in her mouth but she managed a casual ‘thanks’ to Cindy. “Would you put this on my desk?” She handed the soft drink to her.

Her palms were sweaty behind the curled fingers that picked at a broken cuticle as she rode the elevator to the tenth floor. How could she be fired? What she did on her own time was her business. All they should be interested in was the quality of her work and she KNEW there’d be no problem there. Still…

She tapped softly on the door and entered at the muffled reply to come in. Mr. Stone was sitting behind his desk and looked up when she approached. He was frowning as he silently gestured for her to take a seat.

“You wanted to see me?” Erica’s voice was soft but she managed to hide the tremor she felt.

“Yes, Erica. I’m afraid I have some bad news. You’ll be on your own with the project for a couple of weeks. Mike is gone. His company is looking for someone to replace him.” Stone’s eyes only glanced at her a few times, focusing more on his desk blotter.

She exhaled slowly, aware now that she’d been holding it from the time he started speaking. Her muscles floated into the soft cushioned chair.

“You fired him?” Her voice was several octaves higher than normal.

“Well, yes.” He looked at her and then back at the fascinating blotter. “This is a bit awkward, but he was telling some pretty outrageous stories about you. Word got back to me about an hour ago and you know how I feel about office gossip. But some of the things he was saying were really over the top.”

He placed both hands, palm down on the desk. “Who am I kidding? It was well beyond gossip.” He closed his eyes and gave his head a shake. “It was such filth that it crossed the line to sexual harassment, frankly.” Opening his eyes, he continued, “We’re professionals here, Erica—high school was a long, long time ago.” He peered at her from under his bushy eyebrows before looking away once more, waiting for a comment from her.

But what could she say? She wasn’t about to ask what rumors were feeding the mill since Mr. Stone was so obviously uncomfortable even referencing the gossip. This was definitely a time when silence was golden.

“What you do in your personal life is your affair as long as it’s legal. You have a senior position with this firm and a spotless work record. I couldn’t have an…associate, not even one of our employees, saying these things. Will you be alright on your own or would you like some help from one of the other engineers?” He sat back in his chair, now looking directly at her.

“I’ll be fine. It will just mean extra work and that’s never bothered me. I appreciate your stand on this issue.” She stood up and left the room.


Chapter 6

Erica got out of the subway car and climbed the stairs to street level. It had been quite a day and it wasn’t over yet. She shifted the strap of the heavy laptop bag to her other shoulder as her heels clicked along the sidewalk. Only a couple of blocks to her building but after working ten hours, it seemed interminable. There would be many long days ahead to finish the project on time, now that Mike was gone. But it was worth it not to have to see him again.

What a complete asshole he’d turned out to be. Thank God her boss hated office gossip. Sure, maybe there’d be people who would give her some odd looks but they didn’t dare say anything after what happened to Mike. She could live with that.

She was inserting her key into the entrance door of her apartment building when a hand grasped her shoulder roughly. She jumped and spun around to see glacier eyes glaring at her. Oh my God, it was Mike.

“You fucking cunt. You cost me my job.” A spray of spittle from his tight lips landed on her cheek.

He’d been drinking. The smell of whisky on his breath was almost enough to gag her.

“Get your hand off me or I’ll scream.” Her voice was loud and commanding despite the quaking in her knees. True, there weren’t that many people out walking on the street at eight p.m. but someone was bound to hear and call 911. Her hands were shaking as she turned to try the key once more.

Her breath exploded from her chest when she landed on the steps in front of the building. For a second she was stunned but quickly recovered at the sight of his fist raised above her, about to strike her face. In a flash she grabbed her laptop carrier and held it before her to block the blow. His hand smashed into the case and then ripped it from her fingers.

There was a thud when it landed and once more his fist was poised to strike. She rolled to the side, covering her head with her forearms and bracing herself for the blow.

But it didn’t come. There were sounds of footsteps beside her and a thud. She peeked out to see the biggest black man she’d ever seen pinning Mike against the door of her building. His dark eyes flashed quickly at her before returning their attention to Mike.

“Are you alright lady?” One hand was on Mike’s throat while the other pressed Mike’s hand against the wood.

“Yes.” She gasped. What would have happened if this guy hadn’t showed up? Mike may have beaten her or even killed her.

“I’m a cop. You’re under arrest for assault on this woman. You have the right to remain silent…”

The rest of his words, familiar from all of the police shows she’d ever watched passed in a blur. Mike was tall but the policeman was even bigger and waaay more muscular. Thank you, Jesus.

The cop spun Mike around and without missing a beat in the arrest preamble, slapped a cuff onto Mike’s wrist and the other cuff onto the iron, stair railing.

“She tripped trying to push me down the stairs. I didn’t do anything to her. This is just a misunderstanding. Let me go.” Mike’s tone was now pleading, almost sounding as if he were sober.

“Can it. I saw everything. Miss, I’ll need a statement from you.” His strong arm reached toward her to help her to her feet before he flipped a cell phone from his pocket and pressed a button.

She watched him speak into the phone, requesting a black and white, giving the address. Now that his face wasn’t contorted restraining Mike, he was pretty good looking with a strong jawline and mahogany skin that glowed. But it was his eyes that riveted her attention—heavy lids and wide, almost kind looking when he glanced at her.

“What’s your name? Do you know this guy?” His voice was deep, yet soft.

“I’m Erica Armstrong and this is Mike Follett. We worked together up until today. He was fired and he blames me.” She stepped around Mike to pick up the laptop bag.

“She’s a pervert who came onto me. When I wouldn’t have anything to do with her, she got me canned. Tell him Erica, about making out like a lesbian at that swinger club. She isn’t innocent officer. She’s twisted.” Mike was almost shouting now.

“Quiet. Another word and I’ll add public intoxication to the charges. You’ll get your say at the precinct.” The words were clipped with an authority that silenced Mike, but his eyebrows bunched when he looked at Erica.

It shouldn’t matter to her what the cop thought of her but it did. Why was that? Was it because even without the uniform this was a man who stood for everything that was right in the world—the whole cop thing? Or maybe she was attracted to him? Unlike the men she worked with, he was strong and sure of himself, all man. If a guy like him asked her out on a date, she’d run through broken glass to be there.

And here was that asshole Mike slagging her, making her look like some kind of deviant. Any chance that this cop would be interested was blown out of the water. Besides, he was probably married. The good ones always were.

When the police car pulled up in front of her building, the cop unlocked the handcuff from the railing and put it on Mike’s free wrist. Two cops in uniform got out of the car and walked up the stairs.

“Hey Buckley. Thought you were off this week. What are ya doin’ making arrests and work for us?” The first officer grinned at the black cop standing next to Erica.

“Lady in distress and all that jive. Can’t count on you knuckleheads to serve the citizens, can I? Take him to headquarters. We’ll be right behind you.”

Erica watched Mike walk down the stairs sandwiched between the boys in blue. Maybe they’d lock him up and throw away the key. One could only hope. So Buckley was his name….hmm.

“Ready? That’s my car. You were lucky I was driving by. C’mon.” He flashed white teeth under eyes that were used to laughing.

“Yeah, thanks. You’re my white knight today.” Her face went hot as the words left her lips.

He chuckled and placed his large hand lightly on her back guiding her down the steps. “Yeah right. Something like that.”

He opened the passenger door of a black mustang and she eased down to the low seat, her dress riding up her thighs.

“Nice car.” She looked up noticing his eyes drift from her shapely legs.

Now it was her turn. She watched him cross in front of the car to get to the driver’s side. His shoulders were so wide they were like a ledge in the black leather jacket. And hips that were narrow in the tight jeans with just a glimpse at the bulge over his crotch. Was it true what they said about black guys? Once you go black, you never go back? This was one guy she wouldn’t mind testing that theory with.

“Is Buckley your first or last name?” She looked at his profile as he started the car.

“Late name but I prefer it to my first. So call me Buckley.” His eyes lifted to the rear view mirror and he steered the car onto the street.

“Buckley? As in that awful tasting cough medicine? Seriously, what’s your first name?” She was picturing swallowing but it wasn’t cough medicine she’d be choking on, not if she had her way.

His lips were tight and he exhaled loudly through his nose when he looked at her. There was a low mumble, the word spoken so soft she couldn’t decipher it.

“What? Sorry I didn’t hear you.” She leaned closer to him.

His large eyes rolled. “Timmy.”

She stifled a giggle. “Okaaay. Buckley it is then.”

“Thanks. What was all that stuff he was saying about you being some kind of pervert? Did you guys date?” He glanced at her briefly.

Okay, This was going to be awkward. But hell, he was a cop who’d likely heard and seen everything, right?

“At one time we had a short affair that didn’t amount to much. Then he was hired as a consultant by my company. He tried to pick me up at a club on the weekend and I blew him off. He got pissed, told some stories at work about me and got fired. So this evening, he was trying to get revenge. End of story.” Well, that was as much as this dark Adonis of a cop needed to know right? She looked at his hands gripping the steering wheel, trying to see if there was any wedding ring.

“I can see why you wouldn’t have anything to do with him.” He stared at her, his eyes roaming over her face. “You’re way above that guy. He was punching above his weight.”

“Thanks…I think.” She grinned at him and shook her head. What an odd compliment.

“So, was he telling the truth? Are you a pervert?” He looked at her, his face split in an ear to ear grin.

Erika tilted her head to the side and smiled at Buckley. The air in the car had become electric, currents of non verbal communication flowing between them. Somehow his radar had picked up on the fact that she was attracted to him and his good natured question was more like a probe for information.

“I like sex. I don’t have a boyfriend but I’ve found a club where I can have all the no-strings attached sex I want, with whoever I want. If I were a man, you’d call me a player but because I’m a woman, I get called a pervert. What about you? Married? Girlfriend?” She was flashing her flirtiest smile at him.

“No to both questions.” He was silent for a moment before he turned to look once more at her, a small smile on his full lips. “Would you like to grab a coffee after we finish at the station? You’re an interesting woman. I’d like to get to know you.”

Erica’s lower stomach gave a leap almost ending up in her throat. She nodded her answer, not trusting her voice.


Chapter 7

Buckley finished the paperwork at the precinct in record time. He had a gorgeous brunette with a hot body waiting to go for a coffee with him. Hell, maybe he’d talk her into a drink even though it was Monday and she probably had to work the next day. It was worth a try.

He handed the report to the sergeant on duty and walked to the room where Erica waited. She looked up when he entered, flashing dark blue eyes and a smile at him. Her face was pretty but there was an air of confidence about her that he liked. When she had said in her direct way that she liked sex and went to this club to get it, his cock had got hard so quick he’d almost drove off the road.

“Still up for a drink? He stood in front of her, his groin at her eye level.

“Considering the awful experience and the fact that I’ll have a hard time getting to sleep tonight, a drink sounds better than a coffee.” She rose to her feet, her gaze never leaving his face. “But I insist on buying. After all, you saved me from being attacked and you’re supposed to be on vacation.”

“That’s right. You probably owe me a few drinks at the very least.” He put his arm over her shoulder and turned her to the door.

“I know a quiet spot where the liquor’s inexpensive and you have to drive me there anyway. Let’s go to my apartment.” Her voice was low and inviting.

Wow. This was better than he’d hoped for. Not only a drink but at her apartment.

***

Erica slid her suit jacket off when she entered the spacious living room, tossing it on the dark leather sofa. Buckley looked around at the furnishings and the skyline city view from her patio doors. She was doing pretty good financially to have an apartment like this. He followed her into the kitchen, noting the stainless steel appliances and the dark marble countertop.

She opened a cabinet to display many bottles of unopened liquor. Well, one thing was certain, she didn’t have a drinking problem.

“What would you like Buckley?” She struck a pose like Vanna White, displaying the assortment.

“Scotch rocks, please.” He watched her take the bottle down and then move to get a glass. When she opened the freezer compartment for ice, a blast of frosty air surrounded her, causing her nipples sheathed in the silk blouse to protrude. They had been just barely discernible before, but now they were tiny top hats.

She poured the scotch into two glasses and handed him one—filled to the brim.

He followed her from the kitchen to the living room watching her ass in the tight pencil skirt. It was nice and curvy, not emaciated and boyish like many white women’s. Cheeks that you could dig your fingers in when you were fucking. His cock stirred at the thought.

She sat on the sofa, resting her arm on the back and turning towards him, her body and smile an invitation.

He sat down close, but not actually touching her and took a large swallow of his drink.

“So tell me about this club that you go to for sex? What’s it called?”

Her fingers idly stroked the back of his neck, so he moved closer, his leg now grazing hers.

“The G-Spot. It’s a swingers club. Does that shock you?” Her fingers were now trailing up to his hairline.

“A swinger’s club? No. I’m not shocked. But I’m curious. You go there and men line up to bang you? Or is it a dog pile of bodies where anyone and everyone is fucking? What’s it like?” His cock was straining the fabric of his jeans, creating a wet spot where his pre-cum had oozed. His gaze dropped to her chest and lowered to her tummy and legs before returning to her face.

“It’s like any other single’s club but the eroticism and sexuality is really amped up. It’s nothing to see people dancing wearing only a G string, fondling each other. But it’s respectful too. No one touches anyone without permission and no means no.” She leaned closer into him, her lips mere inches from his.

“Who do you have sex with? Men, women or both at the same time?” His voice was a whisper as he caressed her leg softly. Much as he wanted to tear her clothes off and fuck her, he was enjoying the build-up.

“Yes.” She leaned forward and kissed his lips with a touch as soft as a summer breeze.

With lips barely touching hers, “Yes what?”

Her breath was hot against his ear when she answered. “Husbands and men in general like to watch two women getting it on. It gets them hot and I like a woman’s soft mouth and hands on my pussy. Almost as much as I like to lick their cunts and make them come.” Her other hand drifted to his thigh, rising higher, slowly.

“Sometimes when I’m eating a woman out, her husband gets behind me and fucks me—hard, the way I like it.”

He sighed as her fingers pulled the leather belt of his pants through the buckle.

“You like to be fucked hard…” His hand rose from her leg to cup her breast, feeling the hard nipple against his palm.

“Hard and fast… rough even.” Her words were followed by the snick of his zipper lowering.

“What would you do to get me to fuck you like that?” His heart was thudding in his ears as her fingers slid inside his jeans.

“Whatever you want.”

Erica’s breath on his ear and her words, a soft purr in his ear was getting to him. His hands flew to the waistband of his jeans, pushing the coarse fabric down to free his cock which was aching for more. “Suck me.”

Her head pulled back and she shifted her body to kneel between his legs. Her hand stroked along the length of his cock while she looked at him, running her tongue over her red lips. Oh God, watching her do that with his cock so close was sweet torture.

Still looking into his eyes, she kissed the tip of his black shaft and opened her mouth to take him inside. Her tongue swirled over the thick head and then the shaft as she took more of him into her mouth. With a small upward thrust of his pelvis, he was halfway in. Her breath hissed through her nostrils and her eyes began to water. She hesitated for a second before inching her mouth lower onto him. Her mouth was exquisite and he was close to coming, she had him so horny.

“Stop. Take your clothes off.” His hand fisted her auburn hair.

Her mouth slid up to the tip of his cock and she smiled. “Yes, officer.”

He’d guessed right. The tone he’d used when he ordered her to strip was commanding, like how he talked to perps. Most women had a fantasy about being with a strong dominant man, wanting to be ordered and ‘made’ to do what they secretly wished for. Erica was no different. Doing this to a strong, intelligent woman like her increased his excitement. But it wasn’t only that. She was a woman he’d like to see again, not like other blue uniform buffs.

Her fingers worked teasingly, slowly on the buttons of her blouse before she pulled it up from her skirt and opened it. My God. He knew her breasts were big but the plump light flesh above the tight line of her bra was better than he’d hoped. When her hands undid the hooks between her breasts and they were free, his eyes devoured them. Dark nipples on satiny white orbs that jiggled a little at her movement.

She stood, slipped the zipper of her skirt down and shimmied her hips wiggling out of it, pushing it down to the floor. Clad only in G string panties and creamy stay-up stockings, she stood before him, all woman and wanton. He felt the heat from her body.

He stood up and taking her cue, he slowly unbuttoned his shirt and removed it. He slipped his shoes off and then shoved his pants down his muscular thighs and calves.

***

Oh my God. Buckley was a fantasy come true—Mr. Christmas in a calendar of heroic, virile men! From the wide muscular shoulders above rounded pecs and a six pack abdomen, he was a dark god. But it was his cock which was unbelievable. A jolt of pleasure and wetness flooded her pussy at the sight; the only other cock that she’d seen close in size, belonged to an Arabian stallion about to mount a mare when she was in Saudi. His fingers combed through her hair and fisted, pulling her head and raising her face. His lips were soft at first but when she darted her tongue between them, he crushed her mouth with his own, thrusting his thick tongue and exploring her mouth. He was giving her a prelude of what would follow. Her knees turned to jelly at the thought and her hand slid over his taut hip and down to grasp his hard meat. She had to have that huge cock inside her.

His large hand enveloped hers and held it still before removing it from his meat. What was he doing? He was as horny as she was from the pre-cum wetness in her palm.

“Not yet, Erica. I’ll tell you when and if you may touch me. Lie on the couch and spread your legs.” His voice was a raspy whisper in her ear.

Never before had a man stopped her from touching him and directed her actions when it came to sex. It was new but from the longing and wetness of her pussy, it was hot. She stepped past him and eased down onto the leather sofa, shivering at the coolness on her back.

His eyes were hooded, half closed as he gazed at her body. She lifted her leg and rested her calf on the back of the sofa. Then her other leg spread until her high heel was touching the carpeted surface of the floor. Laying there, so exposed and open for him was turning her on so much that her hand drifted to cup and press into her swollen pussy.

“Erica…” His tone was a negative command.

She slid her forefinger between her pussy lips at her opening, dragging gently upwards through her slit before removing it. Still looking into his dark eyes she put the glistening finger between her lips and licked it. A soft moan escaped his chest as he bent to kneel beside the sofa.

His hands were now on her breasts, fingers pressing into the flesh and rolling them. When his warm tongue licked the pebbly surface of her nipple she gasped. His thumbnail on the other breast scratched the nipple causing her clit to tingle. Oh God, she wanted him so much!

His tongue trailed down her tummy to the top of her mons. His hands gripped her ass, lifting her and swinging her hips so that her legs rested on each of his shoulders. She propped a cushion under her head to watch him eat her out as her fingers pinched the hard nipples of her breasts.

His fingers slid inside her while he blew softly on her pussy. He was driving her crazy with desire wanting only his lips and tongue on her clit. “Please…I need you…” Her voice was a whimper.

His dark eyes flashed a smile at her before returning to gaze at her pussy. His fingers slipped out of her opening and spread the folds of her slit. She gasped when his tongue flicked across the hard nub of her clit. With his mouth locked on her clit, he pumped his fingers into her and rolled them, filling her.

“Yes…please just like that. Don’t stoppppp!” Her hips ground into his mouth and her hands were on the back of his head pulling him harder onto her, as wave after wave of exquisite please flooded through her. It went on and on, his tongue flicking and sucking her clit while his hand filled her. She slumped backward into the sofa, still breathing fast.

He lifted her legs off his shoulders and then reached under her back, lifting her and standing up. She was a drained rag doll in his strong arms.

“Where’s your bedroom?” Buckley’s voice was a low grow and his laughing eyes were now filled with lust.

Erica’s hand left his shoulder and pointed the way. She snuggled into the curve of his thick neck, closing her eyes and inhaling his scent. Never before had a man made her feel so small and cherished.

He gently lowered her to the satiny softness of the bed’s comforter and climbed on, to kneel above her.

Once more, his gaze roamed over her body as she shifted on the bed to straddle him between her legs. He held his hard cock and rubbed it against her swollen pussy, urging forward to separate the lips. The tip of it was now pressing into her, ever so slowly, going deeper and deeper until his shaven groin was against her clit. She tried squeezing her kegel muscles but the fullness in her cunt wouldn’t let her.

Her legs rose to circle his waist as he bent forward, holding his heavy upper body on his elbows. His mouth was on her kissing her with urgency as his hips rocked back and forth, pumping his thick cock deep inside, almost to her throat it seemed. The length of his cock when he thrust into her, pushing against her cervix created a sensation of fullness she’d never experienced before. If his knob weren’t so fleshy, it might have been painful.

His groin rubbing rhythmically against her clit while he filled her cunt and mouth was putting her over the edge. There was nothing else in the world except his cock and body fucking her like she’d never been fucked before. Her fingernails dug into his back as her heels pushed his ass harder into her. She was was…almost….THERE!

His mouth devoured hers, thrusting his tongue into her as she orgasmed, He fucked her hard, his mouth and breath hot on her neck before driving his cock deep and spurting cum, their wetness and arousal mingling. His body was a taut bow on top of her for a few seconds, then became limp, his lips brushing her earlobe with breath, fast and hot.

“I don’t know whether to call you Buckley or Fuck Me.” Her words were followed by a soft giggle.

“Yeah. It was good for me too. I can’t remember when I’ve cum so hard.” He rolled off, leaving a drizzle of wetness across her thigh.

She snuggled into him, breathing his male muskiness in the hollow of his armpit as her leg slid between his. Smiling, she whispered, “Fuck Me, you ain’t seen nuthin’ yet.”

To be continued…
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