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About This Book:

Erica has found that the Swinging Lifestyle has a lot of hot good times going for it! In Unicorn 2, ‘Running With The Bulls’, she met Buckley, a rising star in the police department. Like a Blue Knight, he effortlessly got her out of a serious jam. Afterwards, they discovered new realms of passion.

The attraction is overwhelming and mutual. She’s 29 and it’s about time she had a boyfriend! And to think, they got together because of her being a Unicorn—that rare creature who’s a single woman in the Swinger Lifestyle.

It can be hard for a man to get his head around the concept of Swinging especially when he’s falling hard. What kind of woman is Erica anyway? Being intimate with strangers? Maybe he doesn’t get it, but does he even want to try to understand?

Erica’s confused and hurt. How could such a man, a man so talented, strong and smart be so prejudiced? He’s never been to a club, only heard about them! He doesn’t even want to try to accept the deep friendships she’s formed there!

Will she always be a Unicorn?

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!

Mia
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Chapter 1

Erica’s eyes opened and her gaze scanned her bedroom. There was a weight on her hip, and she didn’t own a cat. She turned her head to see a mocha colored, muscular arm lying across the curve of her hip. As the sleep cobwebs cleared, she became aware of fleshy warmth across her backside. No, no pets; she was being spooned.

Buckley. Not, John, or Dennis, or Peter or Paul. And not Tim. Just Buckley. Hell, she had to work at it to remember his first name. And for some reason that was fine.

Hell, he was fine… She smiled and pushed her ass backward snuggling into this sex machine of a cop who had not only rescued her from being assaulted by Mike, but had also given her the most intense sex of her life. Gathered into him, hip to hip, feeling the warmth from his body, she was safe.

Not only was he a fantasy come true—the strong hero doing a dangerous job—but he was…nice. No, that wasn’t right… they hadn’t spent a lot of time playing ‘getting to know you’ before ripping each other’s clothes off. Her head tilted in thought, the analytical engineer trying to compass her own heart. It was something in her. It was nice being with him. But why?

Casual sex was something she knew a lot about, sure. No strings, hasta la vista, baby. And at The G-Spot, she had plenty of wild monkey sex with her friends, sure. But…

She snuggled her butt into Buckley’s waist, fitting into him like a personally designed cushion. 

That’s it. It was the fit, damn it! Their bodies fit each other so damn well!

She gathered his arm up from her hips and pressed it to her bosom, holding it close to her heart. Watch it Erica, you fall pretty damn easy you know. Too easy. 

So what? Holding Buckley’s arm she gave a soft wiggle again and let out a breath of contentment. She drew in a breath through her nose; the salty spice of Buckley’s body wafting in. Damn girl, he even smells nice.

This is nice. 

He stirred, and arched his hips into her ass. She felt the pleasant stab of the velvet head of his now thickening shaft against the soft flesh of her ass cheek. Ahh… someone else is waking up. The hand she was holding to her chest began to softly wander, cupping her breast now. Lips burrowing into the hollow of her neck sent a shiver down her spine.

Very nice…

The hell with second thoughts, this was a moment to savor and enjoy. She rolled over to face him. She took his face in her hands and gazed upon the black, deep set, eyes. He remained silent, watching her eyes trace the contours of his sculpted cheeks, gaze at his chin and mouth and back up to his eyes. He smiled.

She kissed him, a chaste buss on the lips that he returned. She eased into him once more and kissed him good morning again, this time more intently. Her hands now wandered over firm bulging pectoral muscles, around to his ropey back and then to the delightful hollow in the side of his ass. His hands stopped her, while his knee rose between her legs separating them.

He shifted his body so that one of her legs scissored between his and rose above her. With a strong hand he held her on her side. Still straddling one of her legs, he pulled her ass up and rubbed his thick cock against the fleshy lips of her pussy, separating them and pushing into her opening. She was still wet and creamy from their lovemaking during the night and his now thickening cock slid into her up to the hilt. She bent her free leg to her chest giving him the deepest possible access. His cock entering her at this angle, sideways almost, filled her and stretched her—it was huge.

Slowly he withdrew until the tip of his cock rested once more on her pussy lips. When he thrust it in again, she moaned. The force and fullness, almost a hurting sensation, was wonderful. The air, when he totally withdrew it, had made his cock cool, another sensation added. He was making her horny once more, even after fucking almost the entire night.

She placed her finger on her clit and stroked it slowly as Buckley continued to fuck her with long sensuous strokes. 

“Yeah baby. I like to see you play with yourself while I fuck you.” His voice was a low growl spurring her on. She stroked her clit faster.

Her breath was quickening, hips arching as much as this position would allow for deeper penetration.

“Fuck me harder, harder Buckley! Pleeease!” She closed her eyes, clenching her muscles on his engorged shaft and rubbing her clit furiously. She was close and needed this.

Inspired and urged, Buckley slammed into her with his thick shaft, swinging his hips to roll his cock inside her, reaching to her throat it seemed. So damn deep!

“Yes, yes, just like that…Fuck… oh fuck! Oh!…I’m coming!” Erica’s eyes squeezed shut just as her cunt clenched down on Buckley’s cock. Her heart pounded in her chest as waves of lust and ecstasy coursed through her body to her very fingertips. She clenched the sheets, trying to hold on during this wild ride.

“Oh Baby…Yes…Yes! Yeaaaaah!” Buckley cried straining into her, his cock spurting cum deep inside, again and again.

His hips spasmed, jerking into her in short thrusts. He pushed one last time into her and held there. He arched over her, cradling the back of her head in his hand and leaned into her ear. “Woman, you’re wearing me out.” The smile in his words, an extra endearment. He held her to him, rocking together as he softened. Slipping out of her, he lay back onto the bed.

Erica rolled over and climbed atop this mountain of male muscle, aware suddenly of how small she was compared to him. He had one hand folded under his head, his other placed on the valley between her breasts. She took his wrist, and stretching her fingers as much as she could there was at least an inch of space between them. He took her wrist, and encircled it with his pinky and thumb. His fingertips not only meeting, but overlaying each other. 

Leaning forward she kissed his lips softly. “I wear you out? I’m not going to be able to walk straight for a week.”

Buckley bobbed his eyebrows. “Hurts so good, don’t it?”

Erica rolled her eyes off to the side and nodded with a big, tightlipped smile, raising her shoulders to her ears.

Then her stomach growled. Loud. She looked down at her waist, a tinge of pink on her neck.

Like an echo, Buckley’s stomach rumbled. Her face shot up to his and they both laughed. 

“Bacon and eggs?” she asked.

“You cook too! Oh man, I’m in heaven! I’ll jump in the shower, okay?”

“Sure. Give me ten minutes.”

They rolled out of the bed. She stood up and grabbed a silk robe that was hanging on the back of her door. She glanced at Buckley, stretching and yawning at the side of the bed, seeing him just stand naked for the first time. Oh yum.

Something on the bed caught her eye. She looked down. Wow. A stain the size of a dinner plate outlined where they had been joined at the hip through the night. Going to have to change those sheets!

She glanced up to see Buckley watching her. “You’re a fucking bull.”

He smirked. “Got a problem with that?”

“Nope.” She headed to the kitchen as Buckley headed to the shower. 


Chapter 2

Buckley let himself into his apartment and hung his keys up on the rack by the door. He glanced at his watch, it wasn’t even 9:00 a.m. yet and Erica wouldn’t be back at her place till 6:00 or so. There was no way she was going to call in sick—she made that clear as she hustled him out. What was it she said? Her boss wouldn’t give a damn about their sex life? What the hell, he’d rest up and they’d go at it again tonight. 

Second go rounds are usually the best anyway. He smiled to himself… it’d sure be hard to top last night, but man, it’d be great to try. He’d bring the pizza and beer. 

His phone rang—glancing at it, he saw it was his partner Pennington. 

“Yeah, what’s up?”

“What’s up?” Pennington laughed. “You make an off duty collar yesterday of some bullshit assault and called in sick for today?”

“HmmMmmm. So?”

“So? So? Word here is you’re making time with some porn star or something.”

“She’s an engineer, man.”

“Sure. An engineer. Laying railroad tracks, hunh?”

“No man, a chemical engineer. She works at oil refineries or something.”

“Well, whatever. Look, Timmy, your perp mouthed off to anyone who could hear him that she’s some kind of nympho, dude. What you doing right now, fucking her as you’re talking to me?” His voice cracked. “Showing her the joys of a Big Black Cock?”

“Jealousy will get you nowhere, white guy. Anyway, I’m at my place.” He smiled. “Just got in though.”

“Oh reaaaallly. You spent the night with her?”

“Yup.”

“Sooo? What happened?”

He looked at the phone. Shit. They always had given each other the dirty details. But this time… “Ahh… you know… we hooked up and it was all good.” He let the silence hang.

“That’s it? It’s all around the station house that you spent the night with some nympho, and that’s all you’re going to say? ‘You hooked up?’ C’mon, Timmy!”

“Yeah, yeah, I know. Look Joey, I don’t know about the shit that guy was saying when I locked him up, okay?”

“Word is she’s hotter than Kim Kardashian, man.”

“Oh—she is, bro. She sure is… But listen, man—she’s some hot shot engineer or something. You should see her place. We could fit my place and your crib in her living room.”

“Oh, she’s loaded, hunh? What—she got a Sugar Daddy or something?”

“No… I don’t think so. She’s got a big time, big bucks job, man.”

Pennington’s voice oozed out of the speaker. “So she’s gonna be your Sugar Momma then, hunh?” He cackled. Motherfucker actually cackled.

“Fuck you man.” Still, he couldn’t help but smile. Sugar Momma—shit, Erica’s got to be five years younger than him!

“So what you doing now?” Pennington asked. We got a few days off, want to go out or something? It’s Friday, dude.” They were frequent wing men. 

“Nah. I’m going to chill. I’m heading back to Erica’s after 6:00. She’s working now, but I’m going over with pizza and beer later.”

“Gonna get some more of that honey, hunh?”

“MmmHmmm.”

“Well, bro, if she’s just half as a perv as that guy said, you might need some help y’know. I got your back, bro.”

Motherfucker cackled again. Buckley snickered. “Go get your own, man. This one’s mine.”

“See if she’s got any friends, dude!” 

“I’ll keep you posted.”

“I’m going to want details man!”

“Yeah… well… I don’t know.” Shit, she’s got a rep with his co-workers because of that punk Mike. Not that he minded sticking up for her, rep or no. “Look, I gotta go, man. Enjoy your weekend.” He clicked off the phone and looked at it. Maybe he should send her a text or something? Nah. Back off Buckley. Just ride it out..

But he wanted to. What the hell was up with that?

He flopped onto his couch and crossed his feet on the coffee table. He picked up the remote and tuned into ESPN. Some soccer game was on and he left it playing. Let her text him first, that was the smart call. And who gives a shit anyway—they were having fun, right? Nothing more, just… what did she call it? No Strings Attached sex? And that’s fine.

Except she was damn interesting to talk to over bacon and eggs. She had shaken off that clown Mike’s pushing her around with no problem. She was more curious about his background and what police work was really like. She wasn’t all in awe and stuff… she was interested. She didn’t want to hear the war stories most women ask for; she asked how the hell he managed to adapt his sleep wake cycle doing shift work. No woman had ever… ever asked about stuff like that; nuts and bolts kind of stuff. 

Then hobbies. Hobbies? They had spent the night fucking each others’ brains out, and she got really interested when he told her that he did pencil drawings. Kind of … what did she say—‘serendipitous’—that she was into photography. Because of the way she moved around, all she needed was a laptop and her camera bag. And they were some wicked pictures she had hanging up in her place.

That Mike guy… what was his problem? Slagging her like that; now it’s all over the station house. She was kind of embarrassed, sure; but she was also matter of fact about her sex life. And that was a turn on. None of that coy bullshit. On top of that, she never said one word about him being African American. He was just another guy to her. Not one word about the fact that he buys a lot less suntan lotion than she does. Any other white girl he took out, it always came up; but not a peep about ‘salt n peppa’. 

What the hell was it? She didn’t go overboard that he was a cop. She didn’t make any kind of deal that he was a black man. What was it? She just fucked him, and liked him for his own damn sake? That alone made her cooler than most. 

Cool? Who was he kidding? She’s porn star hot, smart as hell and she likes him. It was mind blowing sex, sure. So what if she goes out and gets what she wants when she wants it? Hell, if there was one thing being a cop showed him was how life could change on a dime. Some guy goes out to get a newspaper, and boom- a drunk driver kills him. Some other guy gets into an argument in a movie theater and gets shot to death. Yeah, life’s way too short, She’s just enjoying it to the fullest. Right?

He wasn’t falling for her or anything. They were just having a good time. Yeah, she’s cool. 

He folded his hands behind his head and watched the soccer game. Not that he was just killing time or anything, he liked soccer. Really. 


Chapter 3

Erica stepped out of the shower and dried off. When she dabbed her pussy with the towel, she flinched and couldn’t suppress a smile. She was so wonderfully bruised and swollen. The culprit who had caused it would be at her door in about forty minutes and would probably give her pussy a workout again. She could hardly wait.

She hung the towel to dry and looked at herself in the full length mirror, straining forward to peer at the dark spot on her neck. The bugger, he’d given her a hickey! The last time someone had done that to her had been in high school. She stood straight and appraised the top of her thighs looking for other marks. Yes, there were a couple of small bruises near the shaven V of her crotch.

Her gaze rose to her breasts and her hands rose to cup them. The girls were still holding up okay. She saw another bruise, the size of a dime on the inside of her cleavage and smirked. It was almost like he was tattooing her, leaving his mark. Thinking of Buckley’s body, all muscle, not an ounce of fat, she appraised her own assets. Okay, her tummy was just a bit rounded and her hips weren’t model thin, so what? Her legs were shapely with slim ankles and that was a plus. And her face was pretty even without make-up; high cheekbones, natural full lips, and lustrous, shoulder length brown hair. Sure, Buckley was an ebony Adonis but she was no slouch either, even with a nose that was not pert and tiny. Not quite a schnoz though.

She turned and reached for her deodorant followed with a splash of perfume. In fifteen minutes the make-up was on and her hair dried and fluffed.

When she returned to her bedroom, she slipped on G string underwear and her red lacy, matching bra. Now the big decision—should she wear a dress or just go casual in jeans? What would he be wearing? Probably jeans.

The doorbell rang, interrupting her pondering. Shit! He was early! She grabbed her jeans and wiggled into them and a low cut red sweater before racing to the front door.

She paused and took a breath before opening it. Calm down Erica. It’s just a pizza date, no big deal.

She opened the door, and before she could say ‘hi’, he stepped in and with one arm lifted her off her feet. The ease with which he did it made her feel light, her toes were barely touching the floor. As he bent in to kiss her, she cupped his face in her hand and they wordlessly kissed. Deeply. 

He dropped the pizza onto the floor. Now his hands were running all over her body, from her ass, to her breasts while his tongue danced with hers. She felt his leg move and the door slammed shut behind him. 

He began to pull at the hem of her sweater, lifting it over her head. They broke the kiss only long enough for it to whizz by her face. Her fingers flew to his belt buckle, pulling the end of it through the loop and roughly tightening it to release the connection. His arms rubbed against hers as his hands undid the snap and zipper of her jeans and pushed them along with the string of her panties over her hips.

They both wiggled out of their pants, kicking off their shoes. She grabbed his shirt and yanked it up and over his head, standing on her tippy toes. She looked down to his thickening member. Oh yeah.

The only sound was their breathing, rapid and deep. He smiled at her, turning his head just a little. He reached out to her and grabbed her ass. With a dip and a flex he lifted her up. Her legs wrapped around his waist as he held her, her arms encircled his neck.

They gazed into each other’s eyes as he reached down with one hand guiding his stiff cock into her opening. Oh my fucking God… he was handling her so effortlessly! He watched her with a sly smile as he teased her opening with the head. She furrowed her brows and tried to push her hips down onto him. He gave a soft chortle, and guided himself into her. He relaxed his arm a bit and lowered her entirely over his shaft.

She cried out as he entered her so suddenly, so fully and so god damned wonderfully deep! Both his hands now holding her ass, he raised and lowered her, so tantalizingly slowly, watching her face.

“You like this don’t you baby?” he murmured.

She kept her hands around his neck. “Yesss. About as much as you I thinnnnk.” She began to pull on his neck, lifting and dropping her hips onto him faster. “You like thiisss?” 

“Oh yeaaah.” Together they reached a rhythm, thrusting and sliding.

“Show me!” she hissed.

With a groan that was part growl he turned and stepped to the wall by the doorway pinning her back to it. With one hand holding a knee higher, his other hand supported her weight by her ass. He began to buck his hips faster, sliding almost fully out to plunge greedily up inside of her again and again. She wantonly splayed her hips out into each thrust, matching his lust stroke for stroke. She reached again for his face, locking her mouth to his, washing his tongue with her own. Their breath hissed through their noses, warming their cheeks, becoming faster.

Oh Jesus. Right… there! She felt it deep in her belly. Oh fuck… right… there!

She broke the kiss and pulled her face back to see Buckley’s eyes flash at her. He was beginning to teeter on the edge too.

“Right there, Buckley! Right there!” she could barely get the words out; the tsunamin was beginning to break over her. She clawed and grasped at his back, leaving florid marks across his flesh. “There! There! Oh right there!” 

He ducked his head into her neck, hot spittle from his mouth wetting her as he sucked on her neck’s tendons. “Oh yeah, baby! Oh I like this shit!” His hips were pounding her into the wall, raising her up by inches with each impact, the top of his cock and his pubic hair like steel wool across her clit. Oh right there!

With a grunt that became a drawn out howl into her neck he emptied himself into her. She felt the swelling and bursting of each spurt up inside her. His warm, hot seed coating and flooding her within. 

“There! Agghh!” she returned his howl with her own clamor and the wave of their pleasure fell on them and engulfed them in its own forever. 

They stayed silently connected for a few moments before he kissed her lips, taking her lower lip gently between his teeth, nibbling it.

“That’s what I call a welcome.” He whispered. He was as out of breath as she was. Good!

“Buckley, you’re welcome anytime when you greet me like that.” Her hands rose to run over his short hair, the soft tight curls a kiss of their own. Grasping him again by the back of the neck she pulled him in once more to kiss him. A long, deep kiss this time, their tongues stroking and salving.

There was a soft sensation deep within her as his now softened cock slipped out.

“Guess I should let you down now, huh?” His eyes looking at her matched the small smile that played on his lips.

“Yeah, I guess. I’m so wet, I want to take a shower. Want to join me?” She purred into his ear and then nibbled his earlobe.

He stood back from the wall and flipped her like a rag doll into both of his arms, already carrying her to the bathroom. “Second time today using your shower. You’re going to be charging me rent before you know it.”

“You already paid. Let me see…three times last night, once this morning and just now. Maybe I owe you.” She said and snuggled her lips into his neck.

“How about we just call it even, what do you say?”

“Oh! I’m glad it was good for you too!” They both chuckled as he set her on her feet by the tub.

He stepped away from her and placing his hands on his hips he slowly gazed up and down. “Y’know, you’re one fine looking woman, Erica. Mighty fine.”

She closed her eyes and nodded regally. “Why thank you sir, you turn my head.” Opening them she said “You, on the other hand, not so much.”

“What?” She didn’t know which was funnier—his eyebrows shooting up or his mouth hanging open. 

“No, sorry. You don’t make a very good looking woman at all, Buckley.” She gave her head a shake. “But you are one hell of a specimen of a man.” She nodded to him sweetly. 

He folded his arms—God, why didn’t his muscles tear through his skin?—and put his finger under his chin. “Well, you got some man specimen of your own you know.”

Her face drew together. “Hunh?”

He nodded over his shoulder. “See for yourself.”

She looked into the floor to ceiling mirror. “Nooo… all woman, Buckley—oh!” A dollop of his come was hanging like a teardrop from her outer pussy lips. “Ahh… yes, some specimen. You made a mess!”

“MmmHmmm.” She looked at him, his eyes slightly hooded.

“Well, then,” she sat on the edge of the Jacuzzi and opened her knees as wide as she could. “Clean it up!”

Buckley’s eyes narrowed. “Oh yeah? You want me to eat cum?”

“I want you to want to eat your cum out of my pussy.” She laid back onto the Jaccuzi’s deck, spreading out for him as much as she could and watched him watching her. 

“I’ve never—“ he started to say.

“I thought so. That’s why I want you to.” She began to draw the toes of one foot in and out and gently wiggled her hips into the cold tile beneath her. 

Wordlessly, Buckley crossed over and sank to his knees. He looked up into her eyes silently and then tentatively bent his head forward. His tongue darted out and back in. She stared at the top of his head. “Thank you, keep going. I want you to want to get it all.”

He went still for a moment, then bent his head all the way into her crotch, yawning his mouth wide, covering her pussy hole. She gasped when he slid his tongue up inside her. She could feel it tracing the walls of her vagina as he buried his mouth onto her mons tightly. 

“Oh Buckley! Yes!” She bent her legs, scissoring them behind his head and flexing her hips into him. His hands came up and encircled her ass cheeks, pulling her even more firmly into him. He bobbed his head up and down slurping her cunt loudly. The sound drove her again to the edge. 

“That’s it! Right there baby!” she growled at him.

“Mmm… your pussy juice and my spunk, mmm… you hot fucking bitch!” he muttered into her crotch, diving in again, this time just taking her clit in his mouth, tickling it with his tongue as he trapped it in his teeth.

She clenched her eyes shut, seeing flashes of blue and white in the darkness. A guttural growl she had never made before erupted from her throat. “Buuuckleeee!” Her entire body was electrified as he impaled her once again, this time with his tongue, the burr of his whiskers beneath his nose scrubbing at her clit. She sat straight up and again clawed at him, grasping, trying to keep from falling into forever.

He held her firmly and stopped all movement as her orgasm peaked, then faded. Oh fucking wow!

After a moment that lasted a second, or a year, she wasn’t sure, they separated. He turned his head up to her, softly chewing on his lower lip. She adjusted as well, again cupping his face in her hands, bent over to kiss him, tasting their juices on his tongue.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“I never did that before,” he whispered back, eyes bright.

“I never asked before…” she sighed back. They gazed at each other in silence and a touch of wonder.

Pulling her head back she whispered again, looking straight into his eyes. “I’m glad it was you.”


Chapter 4

Things can change on a dime. Or a phone call.

It was supposed to be pizza and a movie, but those plans got shelved. 

After washing each other’s backs in the tub, they got dressed and went to the kitchen. Both of them were famished. 

Picking the pizza box up from the floor of the foyer, Erica noticed a black vinyl folder under the box. She picked it up and joined Buckley in the kitchenette. He was standing at the window. The setting sun was streaming in the floor to ceiling windows overlooking Black Rapids Lake, the sky turning a deep hue of purple and oranges. Stopping in the kitchen, she grabbed a couple of plates and put the pizza box into her gi nourmous microwave oven to reheat it.

Carrying two cold beers into the dining area in one hand, she held up the zippered folder in her other.

“What’s this?”

Buckley turned. Seeing the folder, he scratched his head. “Well… ummm….” He pointed to the living room. “You showed me yours, so I thought it’d only be fair to show you mine.”

Erica’s eyes brightened. “Your drawings?” 

He nodded back. The microwave dinged from the kitchen. Erica sat down at the table holding the folder. “Can I just look through them, or is there an order you want to present them?”

“Shit, I don’t know. I… well… I’ve never, you know, like brought them over to someone.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Yeah, right.”

“No, man, for real.” He nodded again to the living room wall that was covered in framed photos of all different sizes. Some were typical 5x7 shots, others 8x10’s, and there were even two photos—one of a chemical plant at night lit up with Christmas lights, and another of a barren winter field with a single bare tree in the center, that were the size of posters. “You sorta show off your stuff…”

“Only the really good ones, Buckley.” She turned looking at her gallery wall. “For every one that’s up there, there’s got to be hundreds that didn’t make the cut.”

He nodded smiling. “Yeah, I hear you.” Pointing at the folder still in her hands, he said “I went through my stuff before putting that set together too.”

She smiled. “Okay then—but c’mon Buckley, this is the first time you’ve shown them to a woman?”

He closed his eyes for a second and nodded. “First time I showed them to anyone. Cross my heart.”

She slid the folder across to him. “Okay then, you get to choose the order of how I see them. This is your first exhibition!” As he opened the folder and started to leaf through the drawings, she got up to get the pizza. She pulled a stack of paper napkins out from the cupboard and brought in the pizza. She put it on the table and opened the beers. Buckley had his folio in his lap putting drawings in order.

Clapping her hands like an excited eight year old, she teased “Come on, Buckley! I’m waiting over here!” 

“Slow down, girl, I want to get it right.” She noticed just a slight quiver in his hand as he leafed through the pages. “I think I’m going to put them in order.” He looked up at her. “I think I got better as I went along.”

“Sure.” She took a pull on her beer. “Take your time. I promise I’ll be gentle.”

“Tell that to my back!” They laughed. “Well, that’s it,” he closed the folio and slid it across the table and reached for a slice of pizza.

“No, let’s do it this way,” Erica stood and pushed her chair next to his at the table. “This way you can tell me about each piece.” 

She opened the folio and looked at the first drawing. 

Like all the drawings in the folio it was done on a sheet of letter sized photocopier paper. The image was a stark rendering of a fifteen story apartment building. She looked down in the lower right corner the letters ‘TB’ and a date more than twenty years earlier was on it. She cocked her head over to Buckley.

“It’s where I grew up in Chicago. It’s a housing project. It’s closed and gone now, but back in the day… it was pretty rough.” He tapped a window on a floor twelve stories above street level. “That was my room. Well, along with my three brothers.”

“So this is one of your first ones?”

“Well, the first one that was any good. I was twelve when I did that one. I had to get up early on a Sunday morning to be able to go outside without no one hassling me.”

She nodded. “It’s pretty good.” She turned to the next one. It was a police car parked at a fire hydrant. 

“Cops were around a lot in my neighborhood,” he said. “In fact, that’s how we got out.”

“What do you mean?”

“Momma got mugged one afternoon, and someone called the cops for her. A salt n peppa team showed up, and… well, Momma took up with one of ‘em.” He folded his arms behind his head. “We didn’t get along too good at the start. He was always on my ass, because I was the oldest. Always tellin’ me that I had to set the example for my brothers.” His eyes looked far, far away. “Took me to my first ball game, though. And my first football game.” Buckley laughed. “And always on my ass about school.”

He leaned forward “But when I turned fifteen, he sat me down and asked my permission for him to marry Momma.”

Erica stayed silent.

“So, yeah, that’s why I became a cop. He’s not my father, but I became a cop to be like my Dad.”

As Erica leafed through the rest of the images, Buckley told her the story behind it. There were about twenty drawings in all. She could see how his skill and talent grew over the years.

When she got to the last one, Buckley said “My turn!”

“What do you mean?”

He pointed into the living room. “I told you about mine, now tell me about yours.”

He noticed the hesitation in her. “Hey…” he said.

She gave her head a quick shake. “Sure. I mean, no one’s ever asked, is all.”

“I feel ya.” He stood up. “So, let’s go.”

“Okay.” Now it was her hand that had a slight tremor. They crossed over to the wall. The photos hung above the L-shaped sofa set that faced her entertainment center. She picked up a remote and played with the buttons. Soft urban jazz filled the room. She folded her arms in front of her and scanned the wall.

“Take your time…” Buckley cracked. 

“Smartass.” Nice ass though. “Okay.” She stepped to the wall and pointed at the poster of the chemical plant. “This one…” And the phone rang.

They both looked over. 

“You gonna answer that?” asked Buckley.

“It’ll go to voice mail after five rings; I’ll get it later.”

He reached over and took the phone out of the cradle. “Nahhh, it’s okay. You embarrassed or something that you got a cop over at your place?”

“Don’t be stupid!” she took the phone and glanced at the call display. Oh shit, it was Sherri. She scowled at Buckley and hit answer.

“Hi Sherri, what’s up?” 

“Hey, Erica, just checking in— what time you going to be at The Club tomorrow?”

“Umm… I’m not sure if I’m going to make it after all.”

“Ohh… got something going?”

Erica glanced at Buckley. “Well, sort of I guess.”

“Why don’t you bring him?”

“Ummm…”

“Wait a second. He’s there right now, isn’t he?”

“Uh huh.”

“I’m going to ring off. Call me tomorrow and give me all the dish girlfriend! Bye!”

Erica hit end on the phone and silently replaced it in the cradle while Buckley watched her. 

“Can I ask who that was?” 

“Sure. My friend Sherri. When she realized I had company, she hung up. We were thinking about getting together tomorrow night and she was checking in.”

“Oh. Girls night out? I don’t want to come between you and your friends, baby.”

They were still standing in the room.

“Well, kind of I guess.”

“How about you get together with your girls and I’ll meet you there later?”

“Uhhh… I don’t think that would be a good idea.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? Give you a chance to show me off.” He paused. “Wait a second. You be embarrassed to be seen in public with me or something?”

“No! Are you kidding?”

“Then what is it?”

“Umm…” Shit. How would she explain this? Oh damn it. Just put it out there.

“Go on.”

“Well, for starters, it’s not a girl’s night out. It’s a bunch of my friends all getting together.”

“Some kind of party?”

She nodded. “Something like that, yes.”

“So? What’s the matter then? I can come with you.”

“Well… it’d be great if you would… but I don’t know how you’d take it.” She held out a hand. “We never really discussed it yet. Not seriously anyway.”

“Discussed what? You being a white woman and I’m a black man?”

“Buckley would you get off of that? I knew you were African American from the minute we met!” She tried to smile. “It was kind of obvious, you know.”

“Then what is it?”

“Well, Sherri and the gang… we hang out at that club. The G-Spot.” 

Buckley’s face dawned with understanding, then clouded. “Oh, that Swingers club you go to.”

Erica nodded.

“So your friend asked if you wanted to out with her tomorrow and get laid.”

“No. She asked if I’d come out to party with our friends.”

“And fuck.”

“Nobody’s under any obligation to have sex at The G-Spot, Buckley.”

He folded his arms. “Oh yeah? You ever been there and not get laid?”

She felt the color drain from her face. This just was god damn unfair. How the hell could she explain this to him?

“Your silence just answered the question, Erica.” 

“Now hold on there, Buckley! You don’t know a damn thing about that club, or my friends! And I resent the hell out of you coming off like this! You make it sound… you make me sound cheap!” God damn it. 

“Cheap? You go to this club, fuck anyone who’s there, and you’re pissed off at me? Cheap? That’s not the word I was thinking of.” They stood about three feet apart, arms folded, glaring at each other.

“Yeah, I know what word you were thinking of buster. And it’s not like that at all. I’m not like that.” She inhaled and counted to three. “It’s not like that at all. People treat each other with respect. No touching unless permission is granted. I went there first on a dare and I confess, my thoughts at the time were a lot like yours are now.” She rolled her eyes to the ceiling. “For God’s sake, I got groped more on the subway in Chicago that I ever got groped there!”

“Betcha got fucked more there than you ever did on the subway, Erica.” He shrugged. “Maybe, I guess…” his eyes clouded again. “I don’t know though, do I?”

Her head snapped back. “What a filthy thing to imply.” Her heart was thumping in her chest this was so unfair. Who was he to judge her? He really didn’t know anything about her, what her life was like, how hard it was to find a decent guy. And if she chose to have sex, because she wanted to have sex, at the club…well that was her own damn business. She shook her head.

“I thought you were something special, Timmy.” She smiled sadly. “After what Mike said about me, and it didn’t seem to bother you, I thought you wanted to understand.” She pointed at the door. “You can let yourself out.”

“Now wait a damn…”

“Get the hell out of my house!” 

The silence hung. Buckley’s eyes narrowed. She didn’t give a shit if he was embarrassed, angry, sorry, or whatever. After a moment, he turned and walked to the kitchen table and picked up his folio. He turned back to her and she raised her arm, looking in his eye and pointed to the doorway.

When the door clicked behind him she exhaled sharply. “Damn you!” she said, a vicious whisper. “Damn you, Buckley!”


Chapter 5

Buckley was fine for the following week. He had things to do, people to see, good times to have. He was fine. Really. He went back to work on Monday, his schedule was a couple of weeks of night shifts. Night shifts were always good for productivity especially for a plainclothes team.

Which was good. They’d been in plainclothes for two years together now and had solid activity. Another year or two and they’d head over to the Detective unit and be out of patrol altogether. 

That week, he and Pennington were hot, a regular Batman and Robin. By Friday night they had three arrests—a stolen car, a break and enter, and an illegal gun. By the following Friday night they were on cruise control; they’d wind up their set of tours and be back at it on Monday night again.

Pennington was a good partner, and a good friend. At the start of the week he was all kinds of curious about how it was going with Erica. Buckley shut that down pretty quick though. When Pennington started asking, Buckley just said ‘Nothin’’ and that was that. They spent the rest of their time in the car shooting the shit about sports, women in general, station house gossip… the usual shit. Yeah, Pennington let it go.

There was no way Buckley was going to tell his partner about the growing stack of nude sketches he had on his kitchen table at his place. He hadn’t done as much work on the female figure up until now. And he only almost called her twice all week. But he was strong—stopping himself from hitting the send button each time. 

It was 9:00 p.m., and they only had a few hours left till the end of the shift and their work week. Buckley was behind the wheel. 

“Hey,” he said to Pennington, “mind if we go over to the west side? I want to check something out.”

Pennington shrugged. “A little outside our zone, but sure, what the hell. What’s up?”

“Don’t worry, I’ll fill you in when we get there, okay?”

“Sure.”

Fifteen minutes later they were in a semi industrial section of the city. Single story offices, a few distribution companies with trucks parked out front, some specialty manufacturing firms lined the boulevard they travelled on. Buckley nodded to a building set apart, its front lit up.

“Here we are.”

Pennington leaned forward, blinked and turned to his partner. “Oh reeeally?”

Buckley gave a slight shrug. “Yeah. I just want to take a peek, okay?” He pulled the unmarked car into the parking area and stopped it at the door in the ‘Fire Zone’ painted area. Above the door, in blue lettering against a white brick façade was a lit sign that said ‘G Spot’. He turned off the car and both men got out.

“I got the door, you do the talking,” said Pennington. “Now wait a second, bro—there going to be any rough stuff? What if she’s here fucking someone?”

“Nahh… I don’t think she’ll be here tonight. I think she usually shows up here on Saturday nights. I just want to get the lay of the land, y’know?”

“Sure.” They both tucked their portable radios in their back pockets, turning the volume way down. They adjusted their jackets. While they didn’t look too much like a couple of guys heading out to a club, they weren’t as intimidating looking as they would have been if they showed up in uniform. 

Pennington grabbed the door, opened it and went in. Pennington followed and stepped to the side of the doorway as soon as he got inside. 

Inside on the left, was a high counter and a middle aged redheaded woman behind it. She eyed Pennington taking station at the doorway and watched Buckley as he approached. Buckley pulled his badge out from under his shirt flashing it at her. 

“What can I do for you officer?” she asked.

“I need to take a look around.” He could hear music coming from deeper inside the club, but a wall and alcove separated his sight line from the rest of the establishment.

“Is there a problem? What’s wrong?”

He held up his hand. “No big deal, just routine.” He gave her a smile. “Just checking for underage drinking, stuff like that.” He nodded to Pennington. “My partner and I got a list that we have to turn in at the end of the night. Quick look around, and I’m out of here.”

The woman breathed a sigh of relief. “If that’s all, be my guest. I don’t think you’ll find anyone under 25 here tonight to tell you the truth. We pretty much cater to an older clientele.”

“That’s good to know.” He turned to the alcove and corridor to the main club area.

“Now wait a second, officer,” she reached over and put a hand on his arm. “You do know the type of place this is, right?”

He nodded silently. “Yeah, I’ve been briefed.” He nodded to Pennington and headed through the corridor, his partner a few steps behind.

Coming into the main club area he looked the place over. To his left was a bar with two bartenders working briskly serving the lineup of about thirty people standing waiting. Opposite the bar was the dance floor. 

Some dance floor. The music was playing Joe Cocker’s You Can Leave Your Hat On, and the thirty or so people gyrating together in couples, and threesomes were not just dancing… they were living the song. Every woman on the floor- from 30 year olds to probably women in their 50’s were wearing clothes that would make a stripper sit up and go green with envy. Some were dancing together, and others were with men. Hands were gliding and fondling, doing things normally done behind closed doors. Closed and locked doors.

He glanced over his shoulder at Pennington, whose eyes were pretty damn wide too. They nodded to each other and went around the side of the floor, past the tables and couches set up on risers. Other groups of people were watching the action on the floor or talking and laughing with each other. As he went past, a few of the ladies locked eyes with him and smiled. With THAT kind of smile…

Reaching the back of the club he found another corridor going off to his left and right. Turning to one side, he found a large room with mattresses and beds arrayed throughout. They were all empty, but the night was still young.

Pennington remained on his six as he checked out the other side of the hallway, which led into another large ‘play’ area. 

No Erica. 

He gave the high sign to his partner, and they headed back to the entranceway.

“Well?” said the woman at the counter, “everything in order, officer?”

“Yeah, it is.” Pennington went past and took station by the entranceway. “You guys going to be open tomorrow?”

“Yes. You thinking of becoming a member?” He nodded. “Well, you need to be here at 8:30 for an orientation. If you’re coming as a single male, it’s a premium entrance fee.”

“Not a problem—it looks like an interesting club.” He gave her a short wave before he and Pennington left. 


Chapter 6

“Damn you, Buckley!” The door to her condo had just clicked shut and Erica was standing in her living room that Friday night. Tears of frustration and disappointment were kissing the corner of each eye. 

Everything had been going wonderfully until Sherri’s call! For the first time, she had wanted to tell a guy about her photography. And a guy who was a real artist in his own right!

When she had gone through his drawings, she could see the development of the emotion in the images. The ones from high school were powerful and raw. Not too many from his college days—he said he had been too busy trying to just pass his courses for his degree. 

His drawings showed his growth—the emotion was still there, but it was… controlled? More mature? Then his time as a cop. 

He laid his life out in front of her in those sheets. She turned and looked at her own wall of framed photos. She was looking forward to returning the compliment.

Until that damn phone call. 

No. Not the phone call. His reaction to it. A dear friend had called. But Buckley couldn’t get his head around the mystery of sex. He responded with as much close mindedness, with as much stereotyping as any moral fundamentalist would. She shook her head.

He judged and condemned her lifestyle. Her lifestyle! With as much prejudice and contempt as… as a prude! 

“Argh!” she said out loud. That son of a bitch! To be on the receiving end of this from a black man? Didn’t he know what it was like to be pre-judged? For his taste in music? For his dress? For the color of his skin? And he did the same to her?

Forget that shit. 

She had better things to do.

She went to her home office and booted up her laptop. If there was one thing Erica was good at, it was focusing. She’d start work on the stuff she was going to have to deal with at the office on Monday. She’d get a real head start this weekend. 

***

The following afternoon her phone rang again. It was Sherri. She answered it and they went over the general pleasantries before Sherri began to dig. 

“Sooo…?”

“Nothing.”

“What do you mean?”

Erica leaned back in her office chair and put her feet up on her desk, nudging her empty coffee cup aside. “I threw him out about five minutes after you called.”

“What!”

“Yes. It was pretty easy to do.”

“What the hell happened?”

Erica sighed. “Well, he got curious about who called and about you asking me to come out to the G Spot.” She fingered a lock of hair. “And I told him about the club, the Lifestyle…”

“He didn’t take it too well, did he?”

“Understatement of the year. He practically called me a slut.”

“Practically? How do you almost call someone a slut? Is it like almost telling someone to fuck off?” The grin in Sherri’s voice came through the phone. 

“Or being just a little bit pregnant?” Both women giggled. “Well, Sherri, he was just so…” her voice faded.

“Judgmental?”

Erica nodded. “Yes. And not curious.” She sighed. “I hoped he’d be curious… He was when we first got together when Mike was harassing me.” She sat up, planting her feet on the floor. “But I guess that was just to get laid.”

“Oh. Mike. Yeah. What’s going on with that pig?”

“Nothing really. They figure since it’s his first arrest, he’ll plead out to some bullshit petty offense, take probation, keep his nose clean and that will be that.” She let out a wry laugh. “Mike was a pig who attacked me. And you want to know what’s the real irony? That he hurt me less than Buckley did. How’s that for crazy?”

“Hmmm… I don’t know if it’s crazy, hon. I think that cop got under your skin… in a good way.”

“The man sure had potential, Sherri…”

“I’m sorry. It’s a bitch being a professional and beautiful, Erica.”

“You would know!” They laughed again.

“Look—why don’t you come out with us to the G Spot next Saturday? Get back up on the horse and all that. We’ll play… if you want… or at least dance and get flirty and stuff. What do you say?”

“I say that’s got some potential. But I got a hell of a two week schedule coming at me, hon. They’re really bearing down on the project, and if I shine well enough, I’ll be Project Manager for the next one.”

Sherri laughed. “Oh the challenges of a career woman. I get it. But still…”

“I’ll have to let you know.”

“Okay.”

They chatted some more about other things, and an hour later, Sherri rang off. 

And Erica got back to work.

She didn’t think about Buckley for almost ten minutes.


Chapter 7

Near misses hurt more than utter failures, and Erica was sick and tired of them. Buckley had come so close. Closer than any guy in her life had up until now. For a woman 29 years old, there really hadn’t been a lot of guys. Two relationships since college and that was all. She didn’t have the time to invest in someone else if she was going to build the sort of career she wanted. Right now she was so close to breaking that god damned glass ceiling.

Maybe it was better they parted ways anyway. The contract needed her full attention at this stage, putting in 14 to 16 hour days gave her plenty to focus on, and it kept the ‘what might have beens’ at bay. 

The following two weeks the progress had been amazing. Which wasn’t surprising. Everyone on her team saw that she was the first in and last out and quickly followed her example. Being at her desk at 6:30 a.m. and leaving no earlier than 8:00 p.m. didn’t give her any sort of a social life, but it certainly gave her credibility at the meetings. Nobody was more prepared, more informed than she was.

In her office she sat back in her chair and folded her hands behind her head after the 2:00 p.m. update meeting had ended. She had been toying with a concept for the last six months and she had just completed the presentation. The initial designs of the chemical plant were heading into last draft and she seized the moment.

Quinn, her boss, and the Project Manager stopped her cold when she was only five minutes into her presentation.

“Hold it right there, Erica,” he said.

She had just put up the third Powerpoint slide with the title of her concept. Her heart fell.

“Can you edit that slide on the fly?” he asked.

She glanced at her laptop. Is he kidding? Of course she could. “Yes.”

“Good. Change the first word of it to the company’s name.” Quinn stood up. “Everyone stay in your seats, I’ll be back in a minute.” He grinned at Erica and ran out the door.

The other eight people sat as stunned as she was. Except they were all smiling at her too. She quickly added ‘Dunwoodie Engineering’ to the slide and saved it. 

Within two minutes, Quinn came back into the board room with—holy shit, Mister Dunwoodie, the CEO! Erica’s hand began to shake. He came in, nodded at everyone, and glanced at the projector screen behind Erica.

“Dunwoodie Sustainable Industrial Development?” he said to Quinn.

“Yep. Sound good to you?”

Dunwoodie took Quinn’s seat. “I always love my name in lights, sure.” He looked up at Quinn standing beside him. “What’s this all about?”

Quinn nooded to Erica. “Ms. Barr will explain it all, Peter. Go ahead, Erica.” 

And she did. The concept was simple, actually. The client already was compelled to adhere to existing environmental regulations, but with some basic alterations in the processes and plant design, the project would actually have a smaller environmental impact than if the land the plant was constructed on remained untouched.

“Now wait a damn minute.” Dunwoodie folded his hands under his chin and stared at Erica. “Are you trying to say that if we implement these modifications that a chemical plant will actually improve the environment?”

“Yes.”

“You’re sure?”

“Absolutely.” She passed him a file folder that was about an inch thick. “Here’re my numbers, sir. Math doesn’t lie.” 

The room sat in silence as Dunwoodie leafed through the report. Every time he turned a page he glanced up at Erica. Halfway through, he looked at her with an arched eyebrow. “I think you’re actually underestimating the positive effect, Erica.”

That was the first time he’d ever called her by her first name. She nodded. “I know, sir. I’m pretty sure that the benefits will actually be greater than my projections.”

Dunwoodie closed the folder after the last page and handed it over to Quinn with a grin. “Greenpeace is going to fall in love with us, Quinn.”

“Yeah, I think so too. That’s why I grabbed you out of your office. I wanted you to be here for this right out of the gate.”

“’Dunwoodie Sustainable Development’, I like the sound of that,” he said. He rose from the table and crossed over to where Erica was sitting and stuck out his hand. “Hell of a job, Erica. Hell of a job.” Everyone else at the table began to clap.

Now back in her office, she reveled in her accomplishment. The corner of her mouth twitched. It would have been so damn cool to have someone special to call right now, that weren’t her parents.

She exhaled sharply. Oh well, it was still one hell of a meeting. 

Buckley would have understood. He was a lot smarter than your average guy. 

What the hell was she thinking about him for? She hadn’t thought about him for hours.

She shook her head and got back to work.

On Friday afternoon, Quinn came into her office. He was smiling and carrying her report. He flopped down into one of the chairs opposite her desk. 

He raised the folder. “The Old Man is over the moon over this, Erica. He’s had all his VP’s double check your calculations and people are singing your praises over in Executive Row you know.”

“Thanks.”

“Yeah, you pretty much locked up the Project Manager for the next job you know. God know, I won’t be doing it—I’ll be taking a new office over on Exec Row when this one’s completed. The Old Man just let me know.”

“That’s great news, Quinn! Oh! I guess I need to start calling you ‘Mister Quinn’ now, huh?” 

“Yeah, right. That’s still down the road.” He leaned forward. “What are your plans for the weekend? Planning on coming in to the office, aren’t you?”

“Well… yes.” She tapped her inbox. “There’s plenty here to keep me from being bored.”

“Yeah, well that’s why I’m here. I don’t want you to come in.”

“But…”

“But nothing. I’m not blind Erica. You’re an example to the rest of the team with your commitment to this project, and you’re leading by example. We’re in the home stretch now, though, and I want you to delegate more of that,” he pointed to her inbox. “Who’s the most capable person on your team right now?” He held up a finger. “Besides you.”

She thought for a moment. “Shane McCloud. He’s only been here three years, but he’s really, really bright.”

“Okay, load off half your inbox to him. I need you for the long haul. No more than ten hours in the office for you from now on, and absolutely no more weekends.”

“But…”

“But nothing. You got to smell more flowers or whatever, Erica. You’ll be putting in a grueling schedule when the construction phase kicks in, and I want you okay for that, got it?”

She nodded. He was right. She had been pushing it pretty hard.

“Good!” Quinn stood up. “Have a great weekend, and I’ll see you Monday.”

“Okay. Thanks, Quinn… er… ‘Mister Quinn’. She shot him a cheese grin.

“Smart ass.” With a wave he left her office.

When he left she picked up the phone and dialed. She waited until voice mail cued in.

“Hi Sherri, it’s Erica. Things are going great at work, so good that I’m under orders to take the weekend off. So I’ll see you at the club Saturday.”

Hanging up the phone, she had a satisfied look on her face, chin set. She needed to get out. And if she wound up playing with her friends, so much the better. 

***

On Saturday evening, she was finishing up her preparations. The irony wasn’t lost on her. At work, she was focused on her profession and career, making damn sure that the clothes she wore didn’t serve as any sort of distraction. Short heels, pantsuits, no makeup besides a touch of lipstick, blouse always buttoned up to her neck was her general appearance. She didn’t mind looking like a 29 year old frump—she was one hell of an engineer. 

Ever since her first time at The G Spot though, her ‘going out’ wardrobe had become the other side of the coin. At work she was a prude, at the club she was wanton, and was fine with that. The shortest heel she wore at the club was 3 inches—she didn’t go much higher because she found she had a hard time dancing. 

She loved everything about dressing up for a night out. The soft smoothness of satin on her skin when she put on her bra and panties, the second skin of her hosiery, the daring shortness of the hem of her skirt and the libidinous artistry of her makeup all came together to create a completely different Erica. Even her perfume (she never wore any kind of a scent at work) served to arouse her.

Two sides of the same coin was right. And why the hell shouldn’t that be respected? Hell, celebrated even? But nooo… assholes like Mike and the blind alley that was Buckley proved that guys weren’t like that. They wanted a whore to screw, and a Madonna to bring home to Mom. God forbid a woman was capable of both!

Too damn bad all the guys at the club were already married, and had been for years, damn it. 

The hell with it—she needed a break, and this was going to be fun! She called a cab and headed out the door. 


Chapter 8

She paid the taxi fare and slid out, stepping onto the walkway of the club. The hem of her dress had ridden halfway up her ass and she tugged it back into place. She glanced over at the cabbie who was eying her up and down. He glanced up into her eyes and smiled.

“Looking good, lady. Looking good!” He threw her a little salute, put the car in gear and drove away. One more adjustment, pulling the scooped neck of the dress down to show off her ample girls, and she walked through the door of the G Spot with her head held high. She felt good.

“Lookin’ good sister. Richard and Sherri are already here.” Gloria said from behind the counter as Erica signed in. She looked Erica up and down appreciatively.

“Thanks. How’s the crowd tonight?” Erica fluffed her full auburn hair as she turned to face Gloria.

“A few new faces and yeah, a fun group. Play safe!” Gloria grinned at her and gave a short wave.

She entered the club and peered at the tables lining the dance floor and then at the sofas behind them. Where were Sherri and Richard sitting? A waving hand drew her attention from the back of the room. Yes. She waved back and pointed to the bar. She better grab a few drinks now—people were lined up signing in and there already was a lineup at the bar. She got in line and began to rummage in her purse. 

There was a touch on the back of her hip and she jumped, swirling her head to see who it was. Gloria had handed off the signing in of members and was right behind her. She tilted her head off to the side at a table in a darkened corner. 

“Do you know that guy over there? He’s staring at you like you’re his next meal.” 

Erica’s shifted her eyes and her legs turned to jelly, while her heart leapt to the spot just behind her tonsils.

“He’s a cop. He was here two weeks ago, and every Friday and Saturday night since. I think he’s staking the place out.” Gloria placed her hand on Erica’s arm to command her attention. “Women have been hitting on him left, right and centre and he’s turned them down. Now he’s watching you. What’s up with him?”

“What? Yes…I mean, he IS staking the place out and the person he’s looking for is me.”

“Hon… is there going to be a problem? I love ya’ and everything… but is he going to arrest you or something? We really don’t need any trouble you know.” Gloria put her hand on Erica’s forearm.

Erica kept her eyes on Buckley and laughed. “No! The cops aren’t looking for me—a guy who’s a cop is looking for me, know what I mean?”

Gloria brightened. “Oh yeah? Great! He’s been paying the premium price for a single guy here, just to try to see you.” She shook her head. “He should have used his cop powers or something to find out your phone number—it would have been a lot cheaper.” She smiled brightly. 

“Yes… well… I think he’s doing it this way for a reason.” What the hell the reason was, she had no idea. She wouldn’t let herself get any hopes up. 

Yet. 

“Excuse me.” Erica had recovered the strength in her legs and floated to the spot where Buckley sat, drawn to him by his dark, smoldering eyes.

“Hi.” Her voice sounded like a croak, even to her own ears.

“Hi yourself. We need to talk.” He stood up, all six feet four of his handsome hulk now towering over her.

God, she’d almost forgotten how fucking handsome he was with the bedroom eyes, shoulders like a fullback’s and trim muscular body. Just the sight of him made her wet. And he’d been coming here every night looking for her. “Buckley, I—“

His large hand circled her forearm and he pulled her along in his wake, the sea of people separating to let them pass. Her head turned as she passed Sherri’s table, and noticing the look of concern on her face she signaled that all was well, flashing her an ‘OK’ sign. And she underscored it with the bright, stupid grin on her face, probably. 

Her feet were working double time in the stiletto heels, taking two steps to his one, trying to keep up with him. At the end of a hallway, and the entrance to the main play area he stopped abruptly, and turned to face her.

The look on his face, sorrow mixed somehow with…hope?... took her breath away. She raised her arms, about to circle his neck when his hands flew up to stop her.

“Not yet. Erica, I gotta talk first.” He held her by the forearms, gently.

“Okay. I’m listening, Timmy.”

He blinked at the sound of his name. “First time you called me that.” He said as quiet as the dance music would let him. He inhaled deeply.

“I got pissed off back at your place.”

She nodded.

“And I said some really nasty things.” He compressed his lips together and looked her straight in the eye. DaVinci couldn’t have painted a better picture of remorse if he tried. 

“And?”

“And I’m…” he looked away for a second and looked back to her. “And I’m finding out how meaningless ‘sorry’ is right now.” He took a deep breath and closed his eyes again. His face was trying to fold into itself as his chin jutted out. He felt so terrible… and still his grip on her forearms was so soft.

“Buckley… Timmy… I’m here.”

His eyes opened. “I know.” Something was glistening in the corner of his eyes, capturing the glint of the lights overhead. 

They stood in silence.

She stepped into him, spreading her arms, his following. She stood up on her tiptoes and could only reach the hollow divot formed by his collarbone. Good enough. She kissed it lightly breathing deeply his scent and stepped back again. 

He still hadn’t let go of her arms. “I can’t take it back, Erica!” he hissed.

She smiled gently at him. “Why would you want to? You spoke your truth, didn’t you?”

Now he smiled back softly. “No.”

“No?”

“I spoke my stupid, girl.” 

She flexed the fingers of her hands. He glanced at how he was holding her and let go. Thank god—her fingers were starting to get a little numb being held over her head. She flexed her fingers and looked up to him again. Oh lordy he was so fucking beautiful right now. So fucking strong… and so fucking weak at the same time. He was… he was…

Buckley.

And she wanted to know and feel and experience every single side of his coin. No, not a coin, nobody has just two sides. She wanted to spend eternity examining every facet of him. Closely. He was more than just a cop, more than just a kid who by the grace of God, ‘got out’, more than a son, more than a step son, more than an ‘African American Black Man’… he was…

Buckley. 

Her Buckley…

She hoped. “Stupid’s kind of harsh, Tim. What do you mean?”

“Can’t we just move on? I said I was stupid, and I said I was sorry… ain’t that good enough?”

She smiled wanly and blinked at him.

“I mean… I’ve been coming here to talk to you and all…”

“Don’t squirm, Buckley. I’m just asking what was it you said that night that was stupid… Frankly, I don’t like that term. What was it that you’ve learned since that showed you that you were kind of…” She paused. “Uninformed?”

He brightened. “Oh! That!” He stepped into her. “I learned after you kicked me out… that this place,” he held his hands out, “makes its money because… well…” he hesitated.

“Go on…”

“That fucking is fun! The same way that football’s fun, that skipping stones on a river’s fun, that riding a bike’s fun… fucking’s fun too!” He punctuated his sentence with a joyous smile. 

She nodded. “It’s great to have fun with your friends, isn’t it?”

“Yeah… I guess so…” His face clouded again.

“Hey… if it’s not fun, I don’t do it, you know…”

He tilted his head. “What’s that supposed to mean? I was trying to say if you need to, I’ll work on being okay with it.”

She put her index finger on his lips. “We’ll get there in a minute. I just need to know one more thing, okay?”

Her finger remained on his lips, so he bobbed his eyebrows silently.

“I need to know, why the hell you thought so much about this, and why the hell you’ve been staking this place out waiting for me for the last couple of weeks.” She took her finger away. “Everything else—the sex, the ‘fun’ can wait. Why, Buckley? Why are you here?”

He snorted. “You’re kidding, right?”

She shook her head from side to side gently.

His face, so woeful moments ago, burst into an ebony sunrise with his smile. “That?” He laughed now. “Because I’m tired, girl!”

“What?” This was confusing as hell now.

“I’m tired.” He waved his hands in front of him. “Nah… I ain’t saying it right. Since you kicked me out of your place, I realized just how tired I was… and when I was with you, I wasn’t.”

Her face begged him for more.

“I’m tired that I gotta be.”

“What does that mean?”

He sighed. “When I was growing up, just to be able to hang out… I had to… had to be hard, girl. Just so that people would leave me alone and not hassle me. And all I wanted to do was draw stuff, y’know? That’s why I didn’t show nobody those drawings.”

He put his hands on her shoulders. “Then I became a cop like my Dad.” He shook her shoulders gently. “I was a Black man enforcing laws made by white men. You got any idea how many times I was called ‘Uncle Tom’ to my face when I started out?” He grinned evilly. “Though, they only said that once... never a second time. Don’t matter who wrote ‘em… the law’s the law, right?” 

He held her shoulders gently now. “But with you, Erica, I didn’t feel like I had to be anything…” His eyes opened wide. “I just… was. If I was a horny guy, you liked it. If I was an artistic kind of guy, you liked that too. God knows, I got the tough guy, the hard guy down pat… but there’s more to me…”

He looked away for a moment and looked back at her. “Just those two nights, girl… Just those two nights, Erica…” he looked away again.

She put her hand on his arm. “What Buckley? It was what?”

He looked back at her and she fell into those black pools. “Erica… it was… nice. You know what I’m saying?” He shook his head in wonder. 

She threw her arms around his neck and yanked him down from way up there to down to her. “I know exactly what you’re saying, mister.” And kissed him. With all her heart. 


Chapter 9

They kissed deeply and fully, their tongues welcoming each other back. She put her hands around his head drawing him to her, and he dropped his arms crushing her body to his. She felt him stirring below his waist as her own tingles started below hers. 

Breaking the kiss and coming up for air, she asked, “Do you want to leave? It’ll be okay if you do.”

“You kidding? I want to meet your friends!” 

“They’ll love meeting you, Buckley. But let’s get us in order before we do.”

“What’s that mean? I thought we were cool?”

She hugged him. “We are silly! But this is a Swinger’s club after all. And we have to have some ground rules between us first.”

His head was buried in her hair. “Okay… what are you saying?”

“We’ll figure the rest out as we go along, but for tonight, let’s just go as far as soft swing.”

“What’s that?”

She reached down and grasped his swelling shaft through his trousers. “This… doesn’t go inside anyone else… but me.” She gave it a shake. “A little hand job’s okay, I guess… but no other mouth or…” She stepped back and looked him in the eye, “Or pussy gets this other than me, okay?”

He nodded.

“And I don’t put my mouth,” she reached up and pulled his head close and whispered, “or my cunt” she felt him tremble, “onto any other cock but this one.” She let go of his head and he straightened up. “How’s that for some rules?”

His eyes flared. “You gonna lick some pussy, maybe baby?”

“Would you like me to?” she asked in her best little girl voice and was rewarded with a nod. “Only if that’s okay with you, Buckley.”

“That would be fine, Erica.”

“Good!” She hugged him. “Welcome to your first night at a Swingers club. We’ll ‘Soft Swing’ then.”

“Sounds mighty fine to me.”

She took him by the hand and they headed back to the dance area. 

“I can’t wait to show you off to my friends!” she said. “Let’s party, Buckley!”


Chapter 10

Buckley couldn’t help but smile when Erica grabbed his hand and pulling him, scurried back to her friends. The music from the dance floor got louder as they left the play area where they had talked. There were three couples sitting at a table they approached, and they all looked up at him.

He couldn’t believe it—he wanted these people to like him! That thought made him smile. This girl had gotten pretty damn far under his skin, man.

“Hi Everyone! I’d like you to meet Buckley. Buckley, this is Sherri, her husband Richard, Sylvia and Byron and Josh and Carrie.” Good thing he was good at remembering names. He looked at each person, saying their name in his head. Sexy Sherri, Randy Richard, Svelte Sylvia, Big Byron, Just Josh and Cutie Carrie. Got it. 

Buckley shook Richard’s hand and then reached for Sherri’s. Her eyes were wide and some sort of look passed between her and Erica. They seemed like a friendly enough couple, a little older than he would have expected, probably in their mid to late forties. They were both in pretty good shape--for people their age that is. 

He had just let go of Sherri’s hand when Sylvia rose to her feet and brushed by Sherri to throw her arms around his neck. She was the same age more or less as Sherri, a bubbly, blonde with a huge rack. She kissed him squarely on the lips before hugging him close to her. Now THAT was a greeting. He glanced at Erica over Sylvia’s shoulder to find her grinning widely.

Pulling her mouth away, Sylvia said in a breathy, low voice, “It’s nice to meet you! I’ve seen you in here a couple of times and wondered why you never played with anyone. Glad you’re with Erica.” Her fingernail traced the part of his chest not covered by his shirt leaving a trail of goose bumps. She released him from her clutches and turned to Erica with a squeal.

He watched as Sylvia took Erica in her arms and kissed her. And not a ‘girfriend air kiss’… nooo… they liplocked and kissed like they meant it! They kissed… shit, like two lovers would. This was fucking hot. 

For just a second he glanced at the floor. If Erica had shared a kiss like that with any of the other guys at this table, he’d be annoyed to say the least. But watching her and this Sylvia woman turned him on. Maybe those other men were as much a threat to him and Erica as Sylvia was? As in no threat at all? He picked his head back up to watch the women finish off their greeting with a small nibble of each other’s lower lip. 

Sylvia’s guy (was he her husband?) Byron rose to his feet to shake his hand. God, he must be fifty if he’s a day. His grip was strong as hell though, the calloused grip of a guy who earns his bread with his hands no doubt. 

Josh, a guy almost as tall as himself, and about his age, leaned over the table and they shook hands. The petite, pixie like woman beside him, Carrie, waved her fingers at him and flashed him a warm smile. Next to him, she was the darkest complexioned woman in the group, her olive skin offset by striking blue eyes. Yeah, he wouldn’t mind banging her…. Easy, Tim, slow down. 

It wasn’t so different from being introduced to a new group of people anywhere. He’d been to his share of weddings, barbeques and stuff. Except…

Except he was damn sure that these people had all fucked each other one way or another. The women were looking at him like he was their next meal! Sylvia was staring quite openly at his package! When she glanced up at him, she slowly licked her lips and grinned! Holy shit…

He was damn glad he was black, because he felt himself blushing. Blushing? Oh wow. He tried to grin back, but felt his lips sort of go limp. Sylvia leaned into Erica and whispered something that made them both snicker. He shook his head. Fuck the weddings, this was the most intense intro he’d ever had in his life!

Richard rose to his feet and pulled a couple more chairs to the table, everyone else squeezing tighter together to make room for them. Before they sat down, Erica turned to him. “I’ll go get us some drinks.”

“No, let me. Be right back.” He’d only had one drink while waiting at the bar earlier and now he was dying for one. When the bartender noticed him, he ordered three drinks, all doubles.

As he waited, he watched more people arrive at the club. A couple about Erica’s age came through the entrance, and despite the fact that they were a little on the large size, looked good. The woman was wearing a sparkling burgundy blazer that flared over her wide hips and had no problem navigating in a pair of heels. She swayed and sashayed through the entrance head held high with a happy smile. The guy who came in with her was wearing a black guayabera and a pretty sharp fedora. They weren’t ten feet into the club when they were greeted by a bunch of other people. 

The bartender was back with the drinks. He settled up and downed the first one in two gulps. He picked up the other two to take back to the table, weaving his way through the throng of half naked women and their guys. More than a few women gave him the once over with their eyes as he passed. Yeah, he was dressed for the club. Pleated black pants that were snug but not too tight and a tailored white shirt with the top couple of buttons undone. That was one of the things he’d noted in his previous visits. It was not only the women who dressed in their sexiest clothes but men also shed the jeans and casual look.

At the table, Erica was sitting next to Sherri, the two women’s heads close and talking low. When Sherri’s eyes flashed at him and they stopped, it was apparent that he’d been the subject of conversation. But when Erica looked at him, it didn’t matter. Her face was shining from the inside. He put the round on the table. 

The DJ had slowed the mix down and the opening notes of Eric Clapton’s ‘Wonderful Tonight’ began. If that wasn’t apropos, nothing was. He popped his eyebrows at Erica and held out his hand. She took his hand and floated out of her chair. Hand in hand they headed to the floor, just a few feet away. 

She melted into his arms, and he tucked his head down on top of hers, inhaling the aroma of her hair. His hands roamed over her back and down to cup the cheeks of her delicious ass as he bent to nuzzle her neck. She snuggled in close rubbing her tummy against the bulge in his crotch before slipping her hand on it and giving him a gentle squeeze.

Oh God.,. He wanted her so much, he could fuck her right there. His hand tugged at the hem of her dress, pulled it up and slid his hand back down to touch her bare skin, lower still, till his fingers rested near her opening. When her fingers curled around his cock as much as his pants would allow, he reached lower from behind, now touching the already damp fold of her pussy lip and fleshy opening. 

Erica turned her face into his and they kissed, lips barely grazing each other’s as their tongues danced together. It was turning him on to no end, conscious of the other couples nearby, yet devoted to this kiss. He had never in his life danced in public like this. The thought struck him that he had never danced with Erica before this. 

The song changed to a faster beat and Sherri appeared next to them. Her hand snaked around Erica’s waist, turning her around to face her, Erica’s ass and back still tight against his body. He put his hands on her hips, moving his own into hers in time to Peter Gabriel’s ‘Sledgehammer’.

Sherri leaned in to kiss Erica, her hands sliding down her chest and ending on her waist, just above his hands. He watched as Erica’s hands stroked Sherri’s chest, squeezing and fondling her breasts 

The three of them swayed in time to the beat for a few moments before he stepped to the side to get a better view of them. Erica now stepped into Sherri, sliding one hand down to hold her ass while the other had pulled Sherri’s breast from the top of the dress and was tweaking the hard nipple between her fingers, her eyes darting from it to Sherri’s eyes before she leaned in and took it between her lips while Sherri stroked the back of her head. 

He watched the women mesmerized. This was such a fucking turn on. A hand on his arm caused his head to turn and there was Sylvia, swaying in time to the music, smiling up at him. His hand went around her waist and he moved in time to the beat with her. Electrofunk club music was throbbing now and the dance floor was crowded, bodies jostling against them, everyone caught up in the beat 

Erica and Sherri turned and joined into the dance he and Sylvia were sharing, Erica standing behind him, running her hands up and down his chest and then lower to stroke his cock through his pants while Sherri had one arm over Sylvia’s shoulder and the other on his. Fuck. He had half naked women all over him! Living the dream, Buckley… living the dream.

When the dance ended he took Erica by the hand and led her back to the table. She looked like she could have danced another but he needed a drink and to cool down. He sat next to Sherri while Erica stood, leaning and half-sitting on his lap.

“What do you think Buckley? Having a good time?” Sherri placed her hand just above his knee, her eyes twinkling at him.

“Great. That was some dance with you and Sylvia. Very sexy.” He could get into this. He returned Sherri’s smile, noting her full lips and high cheekbones before glancing at Richard. How was he taking this?

And Richard was watching the exchange intently. He gestured at his wife. “She’s a fireball, Buckley.” He chuckled and nodded at the other women at the table, then spread his arms. “Actually, they all are. I don’t know, but something happens here that you won’t see in any other kind of nightclub, man.” He continued, “It’s a good thing Erica had you covered or she would have had her hands down your pants. Ya got to watch the horny MILFs Buckley.” Richard raised his glass in a silent toast, flitting his eyes to regard Sherri with appreciation.

“Okay, got that.” Buckley joined him, raising his own glass and looking at Sherri. Erica had said that they’d be doing a soft swing. Well he knew what that meant from his reading, but would they be next to Sherri and Richard later? He looked around the table. Actually being next to any of the couples would be hot. 

He pulled Erica close and whispered in her ear. “When do we go to the playroom?”

She turned into him and placed her hand on his crotch. Her nose was touching his when she answered. “Anytime you want.”

“I’ll drink to that.” He raised his drink and drained it and watched as she did the same.

“See you guys back there.” She hopped off his lap and led the way to the play area. 


Chapter 11

They stopped in the locker area and removed their clothing, smiling and watching one another. Erica scooped two fresh towels from a baker’s rack filled with them and handed one to him. She giggled like a school girl when he draped his across his waist, his hard cock making a tent. God, he wanted her.

Watching the bottom of the towel where it rested just above the crease where her ass met her legs as she walked into the play area was driving him wild. They passed a round king sized bed near the centre of the room and went over to a series of beds terraced at different levels. An erotic ‘Stairway To Heaven’ if ever he saw one.

The playroom was suffused with an amber glow. It was soft, dark enough to create a mood but bright enough to see one another and any other couples. The room was empty aside from a couple on the bed across the room. A man was sitting on the edge of it while his wife or girlfriend knelt before him, sucking his cock in long, slow strokes. 

They dropped their towels and Buckley lay on the bed. Before joining him, Erica drew a thin curtain shut around them. Now it was just them—the moment he’d been longing for.

She turned to him and snuggled into his body, her beautiful face reaching to kiss him. He pulled her higher and kissed her long and deep, his tongue exploring her mouth, tongue, lips—he couldn’t get enough of her. As if missing her hadn’t been enough she’d purposely aroused him, with some help from her friends. 

He’d better slow down and focus on her first. God, if he were to enter her right now, it’d be over in two minutes. This was something to savor, kiss every inch of her body.

His hand drifted to her breast and he rolled it in his hand, squeezing and then holding the puckered, hard nipple between his fingers. He broke off the kiss to bend and circle his tongue around it, take it into his mouth to suckle and nibble. Her spicy perfume filled his nostrils, along with her woman smell. She was as horny as he was…

Her head dropped backward and she moaned holding him close to her breast, arching her chest outward to give more of herself to him. His tongue trailed down the hollow between her ribcage, the skin like satin. When he reached the slight mound of her mons, he shifted his body to lie between her outstretched legs, his face close to her pussy. He lifted her legs at the knee and pushed them up and towards her chest so her pussy was spread out before him, her clit, lips and opening a banquet to ravish.

He placed the tip of his tongue on her clit and felt her body respond, her legs spreading more, her breath a ragged hiss in her throat. With tantalizing slowness, his tongue licked the underside up to the top, then swirling to the side to repeat this again. God, she was so turned on, her ass was trembling, her voice a soft, yearning mewl. She needed it as bad as he did! That realization was like a spur to his raging libido.

He slid a couple of fingers into her tight, slippery opening, still teasing her clit with his tongue but faster now till he was lapping at it, sucking it between his lips. She arched her chest up, off the mattress, her hands clutching the top of his head, pulling him hard onto her.

“Yes, Buckley…right there…don’t stop… oh shit don’t stop!” Her words were rasping and spurred him on, his fingers fucking in and out of her, feeling her muscles clamp down, her hot cream ooze onto his fingers as she bucked her hips into his mouth, riding the wave of pleasure that cascaded through her body.

He couldn’t take it any longer; he’d waited long enough. He rose up on his knees and edged toward her, her pussy still spread, waiting for him. His hand grasped his shaft, swollen to almost bursting. He rubbed it along her pussy lips to her clit before placing it on her opening and thrusting into her. Oh God, she was so wet and tight, her muscles still spasming, clenching him. He thrust deep into her again and again, his balls contracted and the first spurt of semen shot from his full cock, deep almost to her belly it seemed. Again he spurted when she rolled her hips under him, milking his cock with her muscles.

“Erica…oh God, this is good.” One final thrust, eyes squeezed shut he grunted and his hips jerked back. “Sorry I was so fast… but woman, you had me so turned on!”

His arms were trembling, supporting his weight so as not to crush her. He collapsed and rolled over onto the other side of her, leaving a drizzle of their cum across her thighs.

His arm went over his head, bent at the elbow, hand resting on his forehead, lying beside her, their gasping breath heaving in tandem.

“That was the best yet. I needed that…I needed YOU, Buckley.” She exhaled loudly through her pursed lips.

“Yeah. The best.” He rolled over onto his side, headed propped up on his bent arm, grinning at her. “Now what?”

“What do you mean, ‘now what’? Isn’t that enough for at least five minutes? Give my poor bruised pussy time to recover.” She turned to face him and leaned in to kiss his lips, drawing his thick flesh in between hers.

“I mean, here.” His eyebrows wiggled suggestively.

She looked at him blankly for a few moments and then a grin spread across her mouth. “Oh. I get it. You want to see what everyone out there is doing.” She rolled over and rose up on her knees to draw the curtain back, pausing a moment before sitting back on her haunches.

“Hi you guys,” she said, “we thought you’d never get here.” 

He sat up, and took a place behind her, noticing Sherri and Richard, the other two couples trailing after them, on their way to the beds next to them.

Sherri stepped up on the bed and walked towards Erica, reaching for her and giving her a warm kiss. “Would you two like to join in or are you going to be voyeurs?”

“It’s soft swing for us tonight. You don’t mind if we watch you though?” Erica’s hand had drifted to Sherri’s breast, teasing the nipple up, from under the towel.

“Watch away.” Sherri turned and sunk down onto the bed next to Byron, removing her towel on she did.

Holy shit! He was about to watch a full blown orgy, so close to it that he could almost feel their breath on his skin. Despite the fact that he’d just had a mind blowing orgasm, his dick was getting hard again. He pulled Eric to him, so that she was sitting between his thighs, his arms around her waist and breasts.

“This is wild.” Whispering, his lips brushed the fold of her ear.

She turned her head. “Like it?”

“Are you kidding? This is every guy’s fantasy, especially while holding a hot babe in his arms.”

Her hand snaked behind her and reached for his cock, giving it a squeeze. “I can tell.”


Chapter 12

This was straight out of a porn movie. On the bed next to Sherri and Byron, Sylvia was kneeling in front of Josh, running her hands up and down his cock and dipping her head to take him deep into her throat. She rose up higher on her knees and placed his cock between her breasts, pressing them together around it, easing up and down forming a tunnel of flesh for him. Josh was getting in to it, bending his knees and thrusting hips up and into the groove, fucking her tits as she tucked her chin to her chest, reaching with her tongue to lick the tip each time it protruded from her tits.

Meanwhile next to them, Carrie was on her hands and knees, Richard behind her, taking long, slow strokes into her twat. Whenever he was deep, Carrie bucked back against his groin, causing her breasts to jiggle. 

Pre-cum oozing from his thick cock made Erica’s hand slide sensuously over his knob as Buckley watched the scene.

His eyes shifted to watch Sherri and Byron. Facing him and Erica, she was sitting on Byron’s lap, her ass impaled on his cock. At the same time, Byron was inserting a vibrator into her pussy, fucking her cunt with it in rhythm with his cock entering her asshole. Sherri’s hands were squeezing her breasts, pinching the nipples hard between her fingers.

Erica raised herself up and over and bent to take his glistening knob between her lips, her small pink tongue forming a spear, trying to enter the slit on the top, sucking and licking pre-cum from him. God, the sight of her mouth on him, now sliding down, inch by inch after watching the other couples was almost too much. When Erica began to bob fast on his cock, he reached to touch her head.

“Slow baby…I want this one to last. This is so fucking hot.” His voice was low and he smiled and stroked her hair when her eyes met his.

Sherri was writhing on top of Byron as he bucked into her but now Carrie’s hands were working the vibrator. Richard was still deep inside her, but Carrie was now lying on her side, her upper body propped up on her elbow while the other hand pleasured Sherri.

And Josh and Sylvia had moved closer as well. Sylvia was now lying on the other side of Sherri, her head next to Sherri’s hip, while Josh’s head was on her pussy, tongue extended and flicking across her clit as he finger fucked her. 

God, the moans and slapping of flesh, of people next to him fucking and sucking was becoming too much. His hand went onto Erica’s head, grasping at her scalp. He urged her down on his cock, his hips thrusting into her mouth, faster and faster as his breath became a pant between his lips. Her hand cupped his balls, rolling them and squeezing them, while her other hand stroked his shaft along with her mouth.

“Yes…that’s right baby…you suck it…take it all in.” With a shudder, his legs muscles contracted along with his balls. He shot another load! Holy shit, he’d never recovered this fast before in his life! One spurt went deep into her throat. And then another. Oh my God, he was still coming, his body arching forward. His thighs trembled with the pleasure overload as he spasmed, emptying into his Erica’s greedy mouth. 

She continued to suck him for a few moments as he clenched his eyes in the aftershocks. Opening them, he watched as her mouth lifted from his cock, already beginning to soften from the intensity of the orgasm. A thin thread of cum trailed from her lips to the head of his cock. When she rose and almost fell into his arms, he could taste his seed on her lips. They kissed until the sound of women orgasming nearby, broke their concentration.

They turned to watch. Both Sherri and Sylvia were writhing, moaning, caught up in a tornado of lust. And it wasn’t long before Carrie and Richard joined them.

Buckley put his arms around Erica and pulled her body next to his, both of them lying on the bed. “Oh baby, this was hot. Lying here next to you, after sex like that, is awesome.”

“Does that mean you’ve changed your mind about Swingers? And truthfully Buckley, the main thing is us. If this is your first and last time doing this stuff, I’m good with that. As long as we’re together.” Her hand stroked the firm muscles of his abdomen.

“Are you kidding? No way. This was fun tonight.” He was silent for a moment, stroking her soft hair. “But the best thing about tonight was you and me.”

To be continued…
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[image: ]Overboard is a sweet and smexy romance about a couple who almost lost it all, and through a series of events take a second chance. Except Mr. and Mrs. Middle America find themselves on a Swingers Cruise by mistake! It’s laugh out loud funny, and pretty sensuous. It’s selling at Amazon for $2.99, and I’d like to send it to you for free!

[image: ]Swingers Secrets is a hot erotic tale. I’ve just completed the third part and will be selling the box set for $3.99 on Amazon, but I’d like to send you a copy as a thank you and welcome to the Readers Club! 

[image: ]Banging In The New Year- Swingers O Zone Bash! Continues the story of Josh and Carrie of my Swingers Club series. New Year’s Eve is approaching, and together with friends go to Canada of all places to celebrate at the O Zone couples club in Toronto! It’s a hot, funny tale based on an actual club in Toronto!

So just click on this link: http://eepurl.com/2Z2On and I’ll get your eBooks out to you within 48 hours!

Welcome to the Club!

Love,

Mia
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