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About This Book

It was supposed to be No Strings Attached, right? It started out as a one night stand, but it didn’t take long for Erica and Buckley to realize that they had something special. Erica didn’t have to sacrifice joy on the altar of her career. She still was on the fast track for advancement, and now with Buckley, her life was complete. They could even start planning a future.

In a single day, unprecedented opportunity comes wrapped up in calamity. Erica has to decide which will be more important- the career she’s been developing for the last eight years, or this love that’s been flourishing for the last eight weeks? Her dilemma tears open old wounds for Buckley she never knew about. How could life be so unfair? 

No matter which road she takes, it will be time to say goodbye.

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

It was Monday afternoon when Buckley jumped into the unmarked car at the start of his shift. Pennington was behind the wheel, looking at him sideways.

“What the hell were you doing this weekend, Timmy?” he asked. “You sure as hell don’t look like a guy back at work on a Monday, man.”

Yeah, he couldn’t wipe the smile off his face if you put a gun to his head. He looked over at his partner, eyebrows raised. “What’s the matter with you, a man can’t have a good weekend?”

“You were with that sex kitten Erica, weren’t you?”

Buckley just nodded smiling. 

“Annnd?”

“It’s all good, man, it’s all good.”

“She take you to an orgy or something? What’d you guys do?”

Buckley busied himself settling into the car for the shift. He filled out the top of his notebook—date, time, weather conditions, who’s driving, yadda yadda. Sure he was delaying. He didn’t know how to explain to his partner that these orgies are a lot more than that—he and Erica spent Saturday night with her friends having sex just with each other, and watched her friends go at it like a bunch of horny jack rabbits. After they went back to her place, they barely got out of bed until she had to go to work this morning. 

“Uhhh… we got busy…”

“Busy? That’s it? You got ‘busy’?

“Umm hmmm….” 

Pennington had pulled the car out from the station house and they were heading up to their patrol sector. As plainclothes cops, they had the entire command as their stomping grounds, sure; but their sarge told them to pay extra attention to the industrial section. There had been a rash of break-ins last week just after business hours ended. 

“C’mon, Timmy! I’ve been trying to get you laid for the last three damn years, bro. You hooked up with this babe, and all you’re gonna tell me is that you guys got busy? At a god damned orgy? Uh-uh, pardner—I deserve more details than that lame shit!” He was grinning though.

Buckley folded his arms behind his head and settled into the seat. Yeah, Pennington deserved the medal of honor for what he had to put up with for the last three years. Sure, for the last five years he’d been living like a damn monk. He couldn’t remember the first two very clearly though. Those years he had been pretty much drunk or hung over. Hung over at work for eight hours, and either drunk or sleeping one off the rest of the time. Yeah, those first two years the memory was a little cloudy. 

This thing with Erica was moving pretty damn fast, sure. He was just going to hang on and enjoy the ride. “Well… I don’t know, man. I mean, this girl’s special, okay? And I don’t want to kiss and tell on her just yet, alright? Can’t you just be happy for me for a bit?”

Pennington cocked his head back. “Special, hunh?”

“Yeah, man. Pretty damn special.”

“We talking Tanya special here? Or a good lay special?”

Buckley sat up and half turned to his partner, his face now clouded. “I think Tanya special, man,” he said. “I mean… I didn’t even think about her all weekend man.”

Pennington’s eyes were wide when he glanced over at his partner. “No shit?”

“True shit, man.” He had even showed Erica his drawings.

Pennington nodded. “Alright then, I’ll back off.” He wheeled the car into the parking lot of a diner. “Let’s grab a coffee, and drop it for now then, okay?” Turning the car off, he turned to his partner. “Sounds like this Erica girl was worth the wait.”


Chapter 2

Just like Buckley, Erica floated through her Monday. And Tuesday. And the rest of the week. They had spoken by phone, sent text messages back and forth like crazy, and were going to spend the weekend together again. He was working 4-12 shifts this week, and her job was pretty much steady days, so they agreed to save seeing each other until the weekend. 

Which was a good thing, because Erica was now being buried at work. She was at the office at 7:00 a.m., and wasn’t getting back to her condo until well after 10:00 at night. Her big idea about Sustainable Industry had gotten the attention of the firm’s CEO, and from him, the entire Board of Directors. They were all fired up over using her design alterations on the chemical plant in Botswana as a test case.

She was going to be doing a presentation to the clients on her theory and implementations next week. The clients were flying in to see it at the firm.

The clients were coming to her! It was going to be a big event—the firm had rented out the best restaurant in Black Rapids for the soiree, and were planning on laying on the full rigmarole for the presentation. 

She was going to have to rehearse! There was going to be a multimedia presentation- music, videos, her technical presentation, and then the big finish. 

“You’re going to be the Steve Jobs of engineering, Erica,” her boss, Victor Quinn, told her during a working lunch in the boardroom.

“Why not you, Quinn? Why aren’t you doing the presentation?”

He laughed. “Because I get stage fright, how about that?”

“That’s no excuse! You don’t think I’m nervous about this?” She took a bite of her sandwich. 

Quinn put down his bottle of ginger ale. “Well, that’s my story I’m sticking with when anyone else in the office asks, Erica. But there’s more to it.”

Yeah, if the client kills it, he won’t be standing there with egg on his face—she will. It was her idea, so it’ll be her head on the chopping block if this theory tanks. Damn office politics. But she couldn’t blame her boss for staying in the weeds, could she? She frowned into her sandwich. “Oh? What’s the rest of it then?” Let’s hear you squirm out of this, Quinn.

He sat back in his seat and toyed with his napkin. He shot a look at the door to the conference room, stood up and closed it. He threw the lock on it as well. 

Erica’s eyes narrowed. “What’s with the locking us in, boss?”

He took his seat back at the table. “I don’t want anyone to walk in on us while we’re covering this, Erica, that’s what.”

Okay, here it comes. She sat still while watching him. “Then just be honest. You’re really just covering your ass by having me do the presentation, aren’t you?”

Quinn’s mouth dropped as he stared at her.

“That’s it, isn’t it, Victor?” she pursed her lips, unable to hide her disappointment in her realization.

He burst out laughing. “Oh man, Erica! For the smartest engineer in the company, you can sure be pretty dumb sometimes!” He sat forward in his seat shaking his head. “I can’t believe you think that.”

She felt a blush begin in her chest and creep just up to her neck. “Well, to me, that sounds like a smart thing to do.”

Quinn nodded. “Yeah, I guess so. Except that wasn’t my thought at all.” He said it shaking his head from side to side.

“Then why am I being the superstar? Why not you? Or even the Dunwoodie, the CEO? If the client bites, I’m going to be the one surrounded by the glory, not you guys.” She shook her head. “Sorry, Victor, I’m skeptical. I’m too small a fish in this company to be the one that stands out.”

Quinn sat back in his seat and shoved his hands in his pockets. “Yeah, I can see you being skeptical. But you’re missing some important facts.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. First of all, Dunwoodie and the entire Board of Directors are on board a thousand percent on your concept.” He held up a second finger. “Secondly, you’re a beautiful woman, and it is, after all, your idea.” With a smile he shook his head. “Don’t you realize how damn good we look having someone as beautiful and as smart as you doing this presentation? The points we score having you be the spokesperson for your concept will give us more positive press than we can buy!”

“But if the client doesn’t go for it?”

“Don’t worry, they will.” He fidgeted with his napkin. 

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because after Dunwoodie learned about it, he’s lining up other possible clients for the next jobs using your principles. We’re going to have more work than we’ll know what to do with when word of this gets out.” He leaned in. “Look, Erica, if the client balks, we’re walking away from this project.” He nodded at her. “So yeah, the client’s going to bite, don’t worry.” He spread his hands out. “Besides, I guarantee you that they’ll be even more excited about it than we are!” 

That put a completely different spin on it. She felt a little chagrined over her skepticism earlier. “Okay, but if that’s the case, why don’t you take it over, Victor?”

The side of his mouth twitched up. “If I was ten years younger I would have, Erica. That, you can believe.” He started toying with his napkin again. “When you brought these ideas up last week, I was excited as hell; I saw promotions and an office on Executive Alley, sure.” He glanced up at her. “But I’m tired, Erica. I’ve been feeling really tired lately.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, this project’s going to be my last. I’m going to retire when it’s done. Hell, girl, I’m sixty. It’s time to smell the roses now. So I’m passing the torch to you for the presentation, and you’ll be taking over my office after this project’s completed.” He nodded to the door he had closed and locked. “That’s why I shut the door. The only people that know about my plans are you, and the big cheese Dunwoodie.”

She looked at her boss—hell, her mentor. Victor did look a little run down. His color was wan, and there were bags under his eyes she hadn’t noticed until now. She reached across the table and patted his hand.

“Thanks, Victor. I won’t let you down.”

He covered her hand with his own. “I know, Erica. You’re going to be great.” 


Chapter 3

On Friday night, Erica was all prettied up waiting for Buckley. He was finishing up his set of shifts and was going to head straight to her place after work. She had come home from work and took a nap right away—it was going to be a long night! She didn’t start getting ready until after 11:00 p.m.. When they spoke on the phone earlier that evening, he warned her that he was in plainclothes, and could end up making an arrest at the last minute if something should happen. That gave her a taste of what it was going to be like for them.

She was in the living room at midnight, wearing a sheer negligee and heels. She had her makeup on, her hair done. On the way home she had stopped and gotten a manicure and pedicure from a salon nearby. She hadn’t done such a thing since the last time she was a bridesmaid for one of her friends from college, and was overdue. 

She smiled to herself. At work, Quinn had told her they were going to bring an esthetician in next week to get her prepared for the presentation to the clients. 

“Erica, I think you’re a lovely young woman,” he said. “And while I respect your abilities to no end, we’re going to need to… uhhh…” he paused, searching for the right words.

“Girly me up some?” she asked sweetly.

“Well… I don’t mean to offend, but…” again, her smart, glib, clever boss was at a loss for words.

“But I’m sort of dowdy looking?”

“Uhhh…”

“Frumpy maybe?” God, she was enjoying watching him squirm!

“Well…” 

“Not sexy enough? Hmmm…?” She leaned forward and had her chin in her hand across her desk.

“No! I didn’t say anything about sex, Erica!” Quinn’s pasty white face became a whiter shade of pale.

She giggled. “Relax, Quinn, I’m just messing with you.” She leaned back in her chair, plucking at her basic brown pantsuit. “Maybe I could use some sort of makeover, I guess.” She glanced up. “My wardrobe’s kind of… oh, I don’t know… The firm’s picking up the tab?”

“Yes! Absolutely! Of course!” 

Oh this was epic! She’d get a new work wardrobe at the company’s expense! And all she would really be doing would be loosening up a little at work! She swiveled in her chair from side to side.

“Well… okay, I guess… I don’t want to come off as some kind of floozy though…”

Quinn leaned forward. “Erica, it’s important to the company that you appear professional and attractive, that’s all. We’ll foot the bill, and you’ll have a professional walk you through it, alright?”

She was doing super duper fist pumps in her head when she said slowly, “Ohhhkaay, I guess… if that’s what you think I should do.”

Quinn jumped up and ran for the door to her office. “Great! Wonderful! Ms. Blasio from Executive Adornments will be here Tuesday! See ya!” and he was gone. 

She had sat back in her chair with a grin watching his back. 

“Oh, Quinn, what would you think if you saw me now?” she said out loud. The buzzer on her door told her Buckley was here. “And what would you think if you saw me in just a few minutes!” 

She jumped up and opened the door to let her guy in.

***

They were in her bedroom minutes later. She shimmied her shoulders to allow the shoulder straps to glide down her arms. She watched his hands unbutton his white shirt and slip it over his broad shoulders and onto the chair nearby. His walnut dark skin glowed in the soft golden light of her bedside lamp. Next, the snap at the waistband of his tight leather pants, and the snick of the zipper lowering, his hands pushing them over slim, muscular hips and thighs as sturdy as oak.

God, he was beautiful. She reluctantly tore her gaze from his body to slip her thigh high stockings off, then her panties. From the look in his eyes, half closed drinking her in from her chin to her toes, he was feeling it as well. He stepped closer and wrapped his arms around her, holding her tight while his lips kissed the hollow of her neck, and across her throat to the other side.

Her breasts spilled from the sides of his hands that were like bear paws, rough against her tender flesh and sensitive hard nipples. His cock was hard once more, pressed into her slightly rounded tummy and ribs. Her leg swept backward, nearing the bed, hands tugging at the ropey muscles in his back, to pull him along with her.

The edge of the bed now pressed into the back of her thigh and she lowered her body until her ass rested on its smooth cotton surface. Her face was at the level of Buckley’s rock hard stomach and she reached for his cock cupping it in both of her tiny hands. He looked down into her eyes, love and lust plainly showing for a few moments, silently willing her to take him into her mouth.

As gentle as if it were a flower she was holding, instead of an iron-hard, dark, veined thick shaft, she tenderly kissed the purplish head of it, rolling her tongue over the satin surface, dipping the tip of her tongue into the slit at the top. She tilted her head to the side to flutter her tongue on the underside, all the way down to the base and lower still to lick the ridges of his tight balls. When her finger pressed the area behind his balls, the kick spot, he groaned and thrust his cock forward, skimming the surface of her cheek.

She continued to lick and kiss his balls, one hand rubbing up and down his cock, while her other hand continued its exploration, inching between the firm cheeks of his ass. He was breathing hard and moaning, softly rolling his hips pushing into her hand. Abruptly, she pulled her hand back, spit onto her fingers and slid them between the cheeks of his ass once more.

When her fingers touched the hard, puckered ridge of his asshole, she raised her head from his balls to take his turgid cock into her mouth. Her fingers rolled over his anus as she sucked him, until she felt him relax. Softly she applied pressure there until his tight ring was pressing the first knuckle of her finger. Again her finger went still as she sucked his cock like her life depended on it, up and down her head bobbed on his thick meat.

Above her Buckley was breathing hard, his hands cupped her head, forcing her mouth lower on his shaft. She pushed back for a second, eyes watering, her gag reflex threatening to overcome her. Breathing deep through her nose, she focused on relaxing her throat muscles, even as she felt his rectum relax its grip on her finger.

When she was ready once more, her mouth eased down until her lips pressed against his pubic bone, feeling her throat expand with his girth inside it. Her finger pushed forward again, until it was inside him to the middle knuckle and then to her hand, unable to go deeper. Her other fingers could feel his balls contract and she pressed the kick spot once more.

“Oh God…like that…don’t stop. God, keep doing that sucking me and fucking my ass. OH FUCK!!!!” Her throat became fuller still when his cock spurt a hot, thick load, and then another and another. She pulled back to swallow and dove her mouth onto him again, coaxing out every drop of cum.

His hips jerked backward away from her mouth and fingers, bent over her back, his hand on her shoulder pushing her away.

“My God woman. That was good but you’re draining me.” He stepped to the side and literally fell onto the bed next to her, eyes closed. She turned and kissed him softly. “Be right back.”

In her bathroom, she scrubbed her hands and then brushed her teeth. She’d have to buy an extra toothbrush tomorrow for Buckley…and maybe a robe.


Chapter 4

They didn’t spend all day Saturday in bed. 

That afternoon they went to a local craft fair in downtown Black Rapids. It was a pleasant early summer’s day.

Erica admired the artisans’ work in the sculpting and leatherworker’s booths while Buckley found some of the intricate woodworking displays fascinating. Holding hands, they wandered up and down the exhibits set out in the outdoor market. 

“Hey, Timmy!” a voice called from behind them.

“Oh maan…” said Buckley. He turned around to see his partner approach. “What are you doing working?” he asked.

“Overtime,” said Pennington. He gestured to where a few other cops were standing. “Easy duty, good money, what’s not to love?” He turned his head to Erica and back to Buckley.

“Joe Pennington, this is my girlfriend, Erica Porter. Erica, this is my partner, Joe Pennington.”

Pennington blinked twice at Buckley, then glanced at Erica.

Girlfriend. He just called me his girlfriend! Career woman, swinging single or not, Erica’s heart sang. He said it sooo… normally! She was flying. 

Pennington stuck his hand out and Erica gave him a hug. He raised his arms to hug her back, but seeing the look in Buckley’s eye, just patted her shoulders. Like any old older cousin, big brother might. Who had in his arms a Playboy Bunny. 

“Well, the Sarge over there is looking at me, bro. I’ll see you on Monday.” Pennington walked off.

Erica took her boyfriend’s arm and hugged into him. She looked up at him slyly.

“Let’s go home, Buckley. I want to show you my pictures.” And that’s not all, ‘boyfriend!

They had taken a nap after their late afternoon romp and were in the living room looking at Erica’s photography. Everything between them had happened so fast she never had the chance to show them to him with the same sort of detail he had shown her his own drawings. 

“You took all of these, right? They’re not something you printed off the internet or something?” Buckley asked. On the wall were images from New York City, San Francisco, Tokyo, Beijing, Mumbai, Rome, Paris and London. Plus another bunch of cities he couldn’t recognize.

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Vacations?”

“A couple, yes,” she said, gesturing at the European cities. “But for the most part I was in the area for work.”

“You travel a lot?” He didn’t realize just how widely travelled Erica was up until now. His own travels were limited to a trip to Disney World as a kid, and a vacation in Mexico a couple of times. 

Erica nodded. “It’s part of the job.”

“Is there any place you haven’t been?”

She smiled. “It’s a big world, Buckley.”

“So?”

“Well, I’ve never been to the South Pole… and Africa. I’ve not been there… yet.” She tucked her hair behind her ear and glanced down at her feet. Looking back up to him, she said, “But I’ll be going there in about six months.”

“You will? That’s so cool.” 

“You really think so?” She brightened up. “I’m so excited about this! It’s going to be in Botswana and it’s a big step for my career!”

“That’s great.” He tilted his head. “Uhh.. where’s Botswana?”

She smirked. “So much for African American heritage, huh?”

“Nahh… I know all about Jim Crow and the Civil Rights era, girl.” He pointed a finger at her flashing a white grin. “My people have been in America for hundreds of years, y’all, not like your family. Yo’ Grandfather showing up here from England back in the 40’s!”

“Yeah,” she agreed, bobbing her head, “you got a point there. Anyway, Botswana’s just above South Africa, and it’s a landlocked country.”

“What you going to be doing there?”

She gestured to the poster sized photo on the wall. It was a chemical plant lit up at night. The glinting of the lights off the various pipes, tanks and equipment gave it almost a Christmas card look. “We’re going to be building another one of these,” she said.

“What, they come in a kit?” he couldn’t help but snicker.

“No… in fact, the Botswana project’s a pretty big deal. My company’s going to make history with it. A chemical factory that actually improves the environment!” 

He could tell she was all pumped up over this. The nagging voice telling him he was only a cop, that she was out of his league was speaking softly right now. Even though environmental stuff bored the hell out of him, Erica was excited enough for both of them. 

Wait a minute. That picture’s of a big place. He looked at it more closely. There were vehicles in the photo, some cars and trucks… and they were so damn small. That damn factory is pretty damn big… He looked over to Erica. “Just how long you going to be in Botswana, baby?”

Erica looked away for a second, chewing her lip. “I hoped we wouldn’t be talking about this quite yet.”

“Oh. That long, huh? Don’t want to talk about it kind of long, huh?”

She wouldn’t look at him, but nodded her head slightly, “Yes.”

He touched her shoulder. “Hey… can you at least ballpark me?”

She set her mouth and turned to him. “At least a year, probably 18 months, and maybe as long as two years.”

Buckley froze in place. He couldn’t have heard her right, right? She didn’t say two years, no damn way. 

Shit! 

He lowered his arm and just stared at her. After a moment he shook his head. Don’t be stupid, man. You know that anything good can end like that. So you got six months with this girl. But still… damn.

“So… six months, huh?”

She nodded.

He smiled again, and took her in his arms. “Then we better not be wasting any time.”

She reached up and put her arms around his neck. “You’re sure you’re okay with this?”

He leaned in and kissed her. “Look, baby, you’re doing pretty damn well for yourself.” He looked around her living room, taking in the leather furnishings, hardwood floors and 12 foot high ceilings. “This condo of yours is worth a bundle. Your car, your job… lotta guys would think that you were out of my league.”

“But— ” He hushed her with his finger.

“Let me finish. I kind of feel that way sometimes.” She started again. “But you know what? I’m not doing too bad either, you know. I got a few bucks put away, and I live alright. And I know a few things about you… about us.”

Her eyes widened with questions.

“Like we both like the same kind of movies, we read the same sort of books, we like the same sort of food, and we can talk about lots of things, you know?”

She nodded. 

“And finally, you’re the first woman I met who knows the difference between a touchback and a halfback and loves The Bears.” He leaned in and kissed her again. “We’ll figure out the rest, Erica. We got time enough.”

“How about we go out to the G Spot again tonight then?” she asked. 

“Sure, baby.”

“Is there anything you’d like to do there, Buckley? Time being short and all…” her eyes were merry. Damn! Her sex drive’s as strong as his, and he’s making up for lost time! 

He grinned at her. “Well, that Sherri woman… she’s pretty hot, for an older babe…”

Erica lifted an eyebrow.

“And, well, I’ve never seen you do girl on girl, you know…”


Chapter 5

Hours later, naked in the back playroom at The G Spot, Buckley was living the dream. On the ride over, Erica said that maybe they should just let whatever happens tonight, happen. He hadn’t gotten it on with any of the other women tonight, but they had only been in the back playing for about fifteen minutes. 

He was kneeling next to Erica, watching her go down on her friend Sherri, his cock growing thicker by the second. 

Sherri was lying with her back against the wall on the bed, with Erica between her legs, teasing her clit with her tongue. Her hands were gliding up and down Sherri’s thighs, up her stomach to her tits and fondling them as she licked the outside pink petals of Sherri’s pussy. 

Sherri was beginning to roll her hips into Erica’s mouth, to get that tantalizing tongue working harder. 

“C’mon, Erica! You’re driving me nuts! Get on that clit, girl!” she hissed.

With a chuckle, Erica bent her head down and began to nibble on Sherri’s clit, holding the tiny nub between her lips and flicking the end of it with her tongue.

“Oh yeah! That’s it!” Sherri cried out. She clutched Erica’s hair as the first orgasm washed over her. Erica pushed two fingers up inside and began to sweep her fingers across Sherri’s pussy walls, ending each stroke at the soft g-spot. 

Buckley watched as Sherri began to tremble. She pulled her knees up and spread her legs as wide as she could to give Erica as much room to pleasure her cunt.

“Oh fuck, Erica! You’re gonna make me squirt! Oh damn, girl!” Sherri gasped each word out.

She’s gonna squirt! Oh man, he was living the dream! He wrapped his arm around Erica’s waist and leaned in.

“Feed it to me, baby,” cooed Erica. “Come in my mouth, baby.” She kept her head down, licking and chewing at Sherri’s pussy as her fingers inside drove the woman over the edge. 

“Shiiiiit!” cried Sherri. Erica pulled her head back a little, leaving her mouth open wide as the clear fluid burst from Sherri’s pussy in a stream, dripping off Erica’s chin and funneling on the sheet. Erica’s fingers coaxed a second outcry from Sherri, and a second pulse of her juices. And a third. 

Buckley was hard as steel watching the two women. Erica was leaning into Sherris pussy, licking and nuzzling into it. Sherri reached down and lifted Erica’s face up to her and they engaged in a long, slow kiss, stroking each other’s body.

A hand snuck around his waist and began to stroke and fondle Buckley’s thick cock as Sherri and Erica changed places with each other. He glanced down and saw Carrie’s eyes smiling at him. Her heart shaped face and pageboy cut of dark hair made her look like a dark version of Tinkerbell. A horny version.

“May I?” she asked, her tongue darting out in a soft arc across the tip of his cock. 

He was going to call out to Erica, make sure it was okay, but she had her eyes tightly clenched as Sherri licked and stroked her pussy. Oh what the hell, a little head’s not going to hurt anyone, is it? He nodded down to Carrie who began to stroke and suck on the head of his cock.

He felt a dollop of pre-cum begin to force its way down the length of his shaft. This Carrie was a master at mouth work! He watched as with her eyes closed, her two small hands began to stroke and twist on his shaft, coaxing out that dribble of pre-cum. When it oozed out of the tip, Carrie brightened, and looking up into his eyes, her tongue slathered over it.

“Mmm…” she said, with a devilish smile, “more, please!” 

Her husband Josh had come up behind Carrie and was fingering her pussy as she continued to give Buckley head. Damn this girl was good! She was so petite, but had damn near his whole shaft down her throat!

Carrie’s eyes flew open wide with a gasp, and she pulled her mouth off of Buckley’s cock.

“Oh yeah, Josh! Right… there baby!” She buried her head into the mattress as Josh masturbated her. He had one finger up inside her asshole as his other hand stroked her pussy. Carrie started to grind her hips into Josh’s hands, drawing circles with her ass cheeks. She began to clutch at the sheet, twisting a section of it around her hand as she orgasmed.

***

Later that night, he and Erica were sitting next to each other in her bed, holding hands.

“That was some night, baby,” he said. “I could watch you and Sherri go at it for hours.”

Erica toyed with his fingers in silence.

“Hey, what’s the matter?” he asked.

She looked up at him. “I know that I told you that if you wanted to play with the other women there, it was okay with me…”

“Yeah…” he cracked a smile. “Carrie gives pretty good head. You got some talented friends.”

“Yes… and I’m glad that was as far as it went tonight.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, this has been some day, hasn’t it? You introduced me as your girlfriend to your partner this afternoon…”

He took her hand, “You okay with that? I mean, if you don’t want…”

She cuffed him upside the head. “No! I mean yes! I mean I love the idea of being your girlfriend!” She grew silent for a moment. “And that makes you my boyfriend.”

“Sounds logical.” She shot him a look.

“I haven’t had one since college, Buckley. And I think something happened tonight.”

“Oh, what’s that?”

“I don’t like the idea of watching my boyfriend have sex with other people.” She eyed him. 

He nodded. “Okay.”

“That’s it? Okay? You sure?”

He took her hand in his. He closed his fingers, covering her hand. He looked into her eyes and cupped her face with his other hand. “Look, baby, the fucking and playing at that club is supposed to be fun, right?”

“Yes,” her voice was soft.

“It was fun for me to watch you and Sherri, that was for sure.” He smiled at the erotic memory that would stay with him to his dying day. “But if we never go back there, that’s fine with me too. It’s what we got, is all that matters.” For a second his face clouded. “What we got is all we got, okay? I’m not losing anything if we don’t do that anymore.”

“You sure about that? You just said it was hot.”

“And it was! But it’s not hot if it takes a piece out of you.”

She leaned forward and kissed his nose. “Buckley, you sure know how to say the right thing.”

“It’s easy when it’s the truth.”


Chapter 6 

It was the best of times…

She had a boyfriend who was crazy about her. Which was exactly how she felt about him when she dared to take a quick peek inside her heart. Those quick glances scared her though, when you peel away the joy, when you lift up the great sex, when you move aside just how hot Buckley was… at the bottom of that was pain. She was leaving in six months, and would be gone for more than a year. 

The situation at work was making its highest demands ever. The Sustainable Manufacturing process she had floated was now the guiding paradigm for the rest of the design and implementation for the Botswana project. Her ten and twelve hour days became fourteen and sixteen hour days. To save her a long commute, the firm took a long term booking on a hotel that was just a block away from the office.

How is a woman supposed to balance work and relationship when work is so overwhelmingly one sided in its demands?

Buckley was patient. “Just give me Saturday or Sunday, baby—we’ll make it work for us.” 

She knew that things would ease up when her boss, Victor Quinn headed over to Botswana for the site development and initial construction next week. He’d be working closely with the client, architects and contractors, and her life would get back to normal. Sure, she would have to head over in six months, but until she did, she and Buckley would at least have some time together. 

But things can change in a heartbeat.

***

Coming into the office at her crazy usual time of 6:00 a.m., she was surprised to see so many people around. All the lights were on in Executive Row.

What was going on? She headed over to Vic Quinn’s office. If all those guys were in, he’d probably be in too. 

Quinn’s office was closed and locked. That was curious. He’d been coming in as early as she had for the last week or two. With a shrug, she headed back to her office. She’d leave him a voice mail and get filled in when he showed up. 

When she got to her own office, her voice mail light was blinking. She went and pulled the message.

“Erica, it’s Mr. Dunwoodie. I don’t have your cell phone number available… hell, it doesn’t matter anyway. Look, as soon as you get this message, report to my office immediately.”

And that was it. No ‘Goodbye’, or ‘have a nice day’. Short and to the point. She took off her coat, grabbed a clipboard, and headed over to Executive Row.

Walking down the hallway to Dunwoodie’s office at the end, she saw that every V.P’s office was open. Hell, every Director’s office was open—except for Quinn’s. Half of the open offices were occupied. As she passed, the occupants noticed her and all of them—every single one in every office—stopped what they were doing and stared at her.

What was going on? 

She went to the door for Dunwoodie’s office and entered. 

His secretary, Jean Cutter was already at her desk. At 6:00 a.m.? What the hell was going on?

Jean got right to her feet. 

“Thank God you’re here! It’s a disaster!” she scurried around her desk and opened the door to Dunwoodie’s inner sanctum. “She’s here!” she called in. Turning to Erica, she said “What are you waiting for? Get in there!” and held the doorway open.

What the hell was going on? She entered the office, scared shit and curious.

Dunwoodie was behind his desk, and was surrounded by six or seven other men. Many of them, like the CEO had their jackets off, and there was a mountain of papers on his desk and on the credenza behind him. Two of the men had construction plans spread out on the coffee table off to the side. Everyone was holding either a file folder or a sheaf of papers.

They all silently watched as she crossed the room to Dunwoodie’s desk.

She glanced around. Where’s Vic Quinn?

“You sent for me, sir?” she said to the CEO.

“Yes I did. We’re in a jam, Erica.”

“What’s the matter?” 

“Victor Quinn is no longer with us.”

“What!”

“He had a heart attack last night at around 2:00 a.m. at home.”

Erica’s eyes filled. It was like losing a favorite uncle. “He’s dead?” She grasped the edge of the desk. 

“What? No! Right now he’s in surgery. They’re doing some sort of bypass thing.”

“But you just said he’s no longer with us!”

Dunwoodie shook his head. “With the company, Erica. He won’t be able to come back to work. His doctors were pretty damn specific about that when I went to the hospital.” Dunwoodie sat back in his chair. “Sunzabitches tore a strip off me, saying I came damn close to working him to death.”

That was closer to the truth than Erica was going to agree with. 

“So he’s alive,” she said.

“Yeah, but he’s gone good bye from here.”

The relief swept over her like a wave. She stepped away from the desk and sat in one of the visitor’s chairs in front of it, moving a stack of files to the floor. Her knees were weak. She sat in the chair and tried to collect herself. 

“Okay, he’s not dead, thank God. Where does that put the project then, Mr. Dunwoodie?”

“Well, that’s the point. I’ve been on the phone with the clients in Botswana half the night. They’re being pretty insistent that they want the project to start as scheduled.”

“But we don’t have a Project Director!” she looked around the room. Any of these men could take it over, sure; but it would take her a month at least to get them up to speed.

“Well, yeah we do,” said Dunwoodie. “Remember that presentation about ‘Sustainable Manufacturing’ you did for them two weeks ago?”

Of course she remembered it! Her knees hadn’t shaken like that since she was in grade school. She nodded.

“Well, the clients are sold on you. As far as they’re concerned, you’re the only logical choice to run the project.”

“I’ve never…” Dunwoodie waved her off.

“Doesn’t matter. You’re going to. Period.” He looked over at the rest of the VP’s and senior managers in the room. The youngest of them there was her Dad’s age. She doesn’t belong here! Is Dunwoodie crazy?

“But Mr. Dunwoodie, I’m only 29!”

“Look Erica, the client’s actually right on this, to tell you the truth. Aside from Vic Quinn, you’re the only person in the firm with the comprehensive knowledge of the entire project up to today.” He gestured to the rest of the men in the room and pointed at his own chest. “Sure, any of us could take it over, if you gave us a four to eight weeks crash course to get up to speed, but that’s not in the cards. The client wants the timetable to proceed, and on top of that, you’re already up to speed on most, if not all of the aspects of the project.” He pointed his finger now at her. “And lastly, and most importantly, the client is insistent that the Project Director is you.”

“I don’t have a clue of the financials, Mr. Dunwoodie.”

“Barry?” he nodded to one of the men. Barry Heller was from Accounting. He was holding a stack of files.

“Got it, Mr. D.”

“Barry will be going as well.”

“Going?”

“Going. Yeah. Pack your bags, make your arrangements Erica. You’re going to Africa on Sunday.” 

It was the best of news; it was the worst of news.


Chapter 7

She went back into her office, annoyed. Annoyed at life, and at herself. She closed the door to her office and sat behind her desk with a huff. 

Here she was, not even 30 years old, and a woman in a male dominated profession, and was just handed on a silver platter the career coup. There wasn’t another 30 year old on the planet who was a Project Director of a job of this scope. There would be thousands of workers on the site, hundreds of millions of dollars in equipment, hell, billions invested, and she was the person who had to make sure everything came together. 

The faith of the client, the confidence of the Board and Dunwoodie… this was the crowning achievement of her career and she knew it. 

And yet…

She felt… she felt what? 

She smacked her palm on the surface of her desk. Damn it anyway! She should be ecstatic! She should be on the phone to all her friends, her parents, her favorite professors from school bragging and squealing over this! This is a time for celebrating! Exciting as anything she ever accomplished in her life! 

Oh for God’s sake!

It was just the sex, girl. He’s got an awesome body, he’s great in bed, he’s a nice guy, sure. 

But seriously, this is the guy? This guy is the man you’re going to fall in love with? 

A cop? Some kind of urban cowboy?

She tapped her fingers on her desk. They both came from two completely different worlds for starters. And lived in different worlds now. Let’s at least try to be honest here, Erica. How could they even talk about their day at work? He’d have spent the day chasing and catching all kinds of bad guys, pumped up on adrenaline day in and out. Maybe, maybe he’d get a promotion to Detective or something, but it would just be another version of cops and robbers, right?

Right.

Where was she going to be in five years? If she’s spearheading a change in manufacturing right now, what sort of projects would this one lead to? She glanced at a copy of ‘Engineering Times’ on her desk that had a headline about how entire cities were now being built in nations. Entire cities—talk about a mega project. Or reclamation of toxic landfills all around the world? How much would Buckley understand about what she’s doing, what she does for a living? 

She sighed. He would wind up holding her back. She’s going to spend her entire professional life building things, big things that will make the world a better place. 

While he plays cops and robbers. 

But isn’t he making the world a better place?

It’s not the same!

No, it isn’t… you’re building things, he’s helping people.

She leaned forward and buried her face in her hands.


Chapter 8

At midnight, Tim Buckley was signing out for end of shift. He gave a nod to the sergeant at the desk and left the station house and headed to the parking lot. What the hell? Erica was leaning against the front end of his Mustang. He quickened his pace.

“Hey, girl, is this a pleasant surprise or is something wrong?” The look on her face told him that this wasn’t a good news visit. He reached out and took her in his arms.

She twisted out of his grip and stood off. What the hell? 

“What’s the problem, Erica?”

She had her hands on her waist looking at him. Damn woman was pissed off about something.

“You’re the problem, Buckley.”

“What?”

“You came into my life, and today, today which should have been the best day of my life has instead been one where I’ve been going around like my dog died or something! Thanks a lot!”

He knew his mouth was hanging open and he didn’t give a damn. “What?” was all he could get out.

Her mouth was set. She was dressed like she just came from the office, and it was after midnight. “I just got the biggest promotion anyone could ever expect in my field! I was just named Project Director for a multi-billion dollar contract! I am Queen Bee of engineers!”

“And this has you pissed off. At me.”

“Damn right.”

“Makes all the sense in the world. Would it help if I say I’m sorry? About what, I haven’t got a clue, but I’ll be sorry for your promotion if that makes you feel better.” He’d be laughing right now except the look on her face showed that this was no damn joke. He crossed his arms, leaned against his car and waited.

She stared at him from about four feet away. Her hands flexing into fists and opening. Her chin jutted out and her lips made the thinnest possible line. He watched her face slowly fold in on itself. Her hands now came up and cupped her face. “Oh, Buckley, you made such a mess of things, damn you!”

Fuck this shit. He stepped off from his leaning post and took her in his arms, his hands firmly on her hips. Gathered into him, she took her hands away from her face and gazed into his eyes, her own now wide. “Oh, Buckley…” she barely whispered his name.

In a flash, her eyes went steel hard. “Damn it!” she said, and began to pound on his chest with her hands. “Damn it! Damn you!” She was beating on his chest now. It was starting to sting. He stood there and took it. 

Girl definitely had some shit to work out.

Then the psycho woman stopped beating on him and stared at him wide eyed again, this time they were brimming. “Oh Buckley!” She threw her arms around his neck and snuggled in. 

And began to cry.

And not a dab at the corner of your eyes sniff-sniff cry either. Nope. This was a full blown, honking, snotting, hiccupping harw-harw as Momma would say. This was bad. 

Not because her cat died. Not because her own Momma died. No, because she got a big deal promotion. He held her and nodded to himself. 

Erica was looney tunes.

He held her tighter into himself until she settled down. 

When her breathing leveled out, he took her by the shoulders and gazed at her. She’s wearing makeup to work now! His eyes wandered up and down checking her out. She’s wearing a suit with a skirt too? And heels? To work? Didn’t she tell him that she went to work dressed as dowdy as she could? What the hell was up with this? Never mind. Let’s get to the problem.

“Erica, what is with you?” he said it as softly as he could.

“I spent the afternoon in a doctor’s office. I’m juiced up with every anti-biotic known to man. I’ve been stuck with so many needles, my arms—both my arms—look like a case of the measles.”

“What, you’re sick with something?”

She shook her head. “No. These were all immunization shots, to keep me from getting sick.”

“You’re not making a lot of sense.”

She closed her eyes and nodded. “I’m working my way up to it.”

“Just spit it out.”

She looked at him directly, strength and anguish battling in her eyes. She sucked in a breath. “I’m leaving. In four days. On Sunday. I’m leaving the country, and I’m leaving you. Probably for two years. Probably…” Anguish won. “Forever, right?”

His head snapped back. “Oh man…”

She nodded, again her lips were thin. 

“You told me we had six months! Why did you move it up like this? I thought we had something here!”

“It wasn’t me! I wasn’t given a choice!”

“Erica, we’re not ready for this!”

“I knoooww!” She started bawling again.

This time though, he didn’t take her in his arms. “What do you mean you don’t have a choice? You could always say no. Just in case you haven’t heard, slavery’s not legal in the United States.”

“It’s not like that! If I said no, the client would cancel the contract, and I’d lose my job!”

She reached out for him, but this time, he pushed her hands away, shock registering on her face.

“So you don’t want to quit, right?” 

She nodded.

“So you have a choice, right?”

“Come on, Buckley! It’s not much of a choice! What if I did quit, and it doesn’t work out for us? Where would I be then?” 

“It’s not like it’s life and death, Erica. You’d be able to get another job.”

“And start at the bottom again? Are you nuts? I’ll never have this chance again in my entire life!”

“Yeah, but at least you’d have a life…” his voice faded as he looked over her shoulder. He brought his lips together as he stared off. They stood in silence until he smiled, then chuckled.

“What’s so damn funny?”

He scratched the side of his head. “I’ve been here before,” he said almost sighing.

She folded her arms. “You’re not making any sense now.”

“I need to tell you more about me, I guess.” He looked around. “I didn’t expect to tell you this in a parking lot at midnight though. I thought we were going to have more time.” He sighed. “But things are different now.”

She waited in silence.

He pointed his finger at her. “You do have a choice. You think that your job is your life. Your life is your life… your job is just the way you pay your bills.”

She closed her eyes and opened them. “It’s different for me. This is a career, a profession. Me being an engineer is a big part of who I am.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really.”

“Well, what would happen if you got hit by a car? How much would your profession mean to you then? What if you slipped in the shower and fell down and hit your head? How much would your profession mean to you then?”

“Those are accidents, they happen to other people.”

His nostrils flared. “Oh really?”

“Yes, really. What’s your damn point?”

He stepped into her. “I’m one of those other people. Anyone could be one of those other people you damn fool.”

She waved her hands at him. “Would you start making some sense!”

“I was married before,” he said.

“And?”

“We met in college, and got married right after I got hired by Black Rapids P.D. eight years ago.”

“And it didn’t work out?”

He didn’t even hear her. “I was so proud. So was Tanya. She was a nurse. We were going to have a great life. But I had to pay some dues, you know? It’s pretty competitive to advance. If you want to become a sergeant and move up like that, you got to study like crazy. I wanted to become a Detective, so I had to get into plainclothes.”

“Well that’s what you’re doing now…”

“Yeah, I know. And I’m in line for the promotion to a Detective too. My career’s going great.” He took a breath. “Now.” He jerked his thumb over his shoulder. “But back in the day, I was grabbing all the overtime I could, making any and every arrest I could, because I had to show the powers that be that I was a go-getter, y’know?”

She shrugged. “So?”

“Tanya was on my ass over spending so much time at work. She understood that I wanted to move up, and we were going to start a family.” He looked at his shoes. “We even decided to start one. Hell, we’d been married a few years, and had been together for almost seven, it seemed like a good thing, right?” He looked up at her. “Tanya was asking me, when she was a couple of months along, that after the baby came, I’d be around more.” He smiled. “I said ‘hell yeah, who gonna teach our son how to be a man?’, you know?” He hung his head. “And I would have too.”

She stepped closer to him, putting her hand on his arm. “What happened, Tim?”

His head shot up, his eyes black coals. “An accident,” he spat it out like a curse.

“Oh no…”

“Oh yeah. And not one of those tragic ones either. A stupid accident. The kind that never happens. She was five months along, barely showing. I was working a four to twelve, and she was off. She took a bath.” His eyes got far away. “She loved that bath tub… it was one of those big old fashioned ones that stood on some kind of feet. Damn thing weighed a ton, but she could get in and soak right up to her neck.”

Erica was barely breathing.

“They figure she snagged her foot on the shower curtain or something getting out. Just enough to trip her up. They figure she then slipped, and went over… she cracked her head on the corner of the sink… and was out cold before she banged her face into the floor… she hit her head hard enough to give her a brain hemorrhage… it must have been a big one… she was dead and cold when I found her…” A single tear glistened against his ebony cheek. “Yeah… so… I’d go and be a cab driver to have her back.” He reached into his back pocket and took out his badge, flipping open the leather case. “I’d throw this in the sewer in a minute and spend the rest of my life digging ditches if that’s what it took to have her back.” He looked at his badge. “This fucking thing don’t mean so much to me anymore, you know?”

“Oh Tim…”

He flipped the badge and put it back in his pocket, nodding. “Yeah. I know. You sure surprised me with your news… and I guess I kind of blindsided you back.” 

He stepped back to her, and held out his arms. “C’mere.” 

Erica stepped into his arms and was enfolded. She laid her head against his chest. She could hear the steady thrum of his heart.

“I loved that woman, Erica. It wasn’t till she was gone that I really understood how much I loved her. I got some news for you girl.” He put his hands on her shoulders and pushed her back so she could look up at him.

He was smiling. “You’re having such a shitty day ‘cause you love me and don’t want to admit it. You’re going to say goodbye to someone you really love, and it sucks.” He bent his head and kissed the surprised O shape of her mouth. Pulling back, he said, “And I love you as much as I’ve ever loved anyone. That’s why we’re both messed up from this opportunity you got.” 

Her mouth was now hanging open. “I do? I’m in love with you? Is that it?”

He looked at her with a quiet smile and nodded.

“Oh my god! I do! I love you Buckley! Oh nooo!” she started to cry again and laugh at the same time.

As they held each other in the night.


Chapter 9

“So what are you doing now?” She had Sherri on speaker phone as she was packing her luggage. She’d been packing all day. Her flight was leaving the following afternoon.

“I managed to get out of the office and do some shopping—you wouldn’t believe the list of things I had to make sure to bring! Botswana’s doing pretty damn good as a country, but they have yet to move into the Wal-Mart era!” She struggled with the last bag. Dunwoodie told her to bring enough clothes and supplies for a month. On the other hand, her contact in Botswana had emailed her telling her that if there was anything she’d need, they could have it brought in and not to worry. 

She had met Mr. Tebogo when she gave the presentation for the clients on Sustainable Manufacturing and Industrialization. Everyone in his entourage deferred to the 72 year old Minister of Economic Development. He was thrilled with her brief and told her that she was going to create a legacy on his behalf. 

She sat on the edge of the bed. “Well, that’s it. I got nothing to do now until my flight tomorrow afternoon,” she said to the phone on her night table.

“Buckley’s not around?”

“No. He said he needed to go with his Dad on some important family business. He said he’d be back today, but I haven't heard from him yet.” She sighed. “We had a great night together after we both wised up and realized that we’re the best thing that’s happened to each of us, and then he leaves town for three days!” She shook her head at the absurdity of it. She also smiled at the night they spent together.

“Well, why don’t you guys come out to The G Spot and say good bye to the gang then?”

Now going from the absurd to the absolute crazy. She and Buckley were in love yet her going away party would be at a swinger’s club. Oh what the hell. “Okay.” She smiled to herself. “I mean, in a weird way, it’s because of The G Spot that Buckley and I got together in the first place.”

“That’s great. If you can’t make it, let me know, okay?”

“Okay.” They said goodbye and she ended the call.

As soon as she hit ‘End’ her text message beeped. 

Just got in, your phone was busy. Give me a call when you get this- B.

She called him right away and he picked up on the first ring.

“Hey, baby.”

“Hi yourself! Everything alright? How’s your Dad?”

“It’s all good. He had an old family friend he needed to see and insisted that I come with him. I didn’t want to at first, but I’m glad I did. So where are you? At the office?”

“No, I’m home. I just finished my packing.” She ran her hand through her hair. “Honestly, this is the first full day I’ve been away from work all week! I’m sorry it’s been so hectic for you with your Dad, but to tell you the truth, I don’t know how much we would have been able to see each other anyway.”

“Yeah, I figured that.” She could hear his smile through the speaker. “I love you, you know... and that’s all that matters. We’ll figure out the rest.”

“Do you really believe that? I’m worried that this is just going to wind up fading. I’m going to be be six thousand miles, and an ocean and continent away! For years!”

He was silent for a moment. She could hear him breathing. “Sometimes, baby, you just got to believe. I do. You just try, okay?”

Pretty damn weak if you asked her. She sighed. “Okay, I’ll try.”

“Hey, why don’t we do something crazy for your going away?”

She held the phone away from her ear and glanced at it. Putting it back, she said “What do you have in mind?”

“Why don’t we go to The G Spot tonight? Your friends will be there… and besides, if it wasn’t for that place, we’d probably never get together, you know?” 

“You read my mind, Buckley, sounds like a plan.”


Chapter 10

A few hours later they were sitting in his car outside the club, his hand on her knee, his eyes boring into her.

“Okay. Ready?”

At her silent nod he got out of the car and held the door for her. This was going to be some goodbye party. She was almost surprised with how normal it felt. 

She stepped out of the car and took his arm. She was no longer The Unicorn. She was in love with this man and they were going to have a great time. 

Yes, tomorrow would be time to say goodbye, but it wouldn’t be forever, would it? Under her breath she whispered over and over ‘Believe, believe…’

She looked up at him, struck once more by how good looking he was. She felt so stupid for how angry she’d been with him. Yes, they were from different worlds, and yet… they had so much in common.

When they went inside, Gloria’s eyes darted from Buckley and back at her, before a wide knowing grin appeared on her face. “It’s a great crowd tonight and Sherri and Richard are sitting near the back, as usual.”

“Hi Gloria. When isn’t it a good crowd?” Erica removed her woolen wrap and moved to hang it up.

“Well, it’s better with you two here!” Gloria answered Erica but her eyes never left Buckley’s face. Oh well, who could blame her? He was serious eye candy.

Buckley’s hand rested on the small of her back as they walked into the bar area of the club. She turned to him and smiled. “Can you get me a screwdriver?”

His head jerked toward her, eyes wide, at the code word established if one of them wanted to bail..

“Kidding! I’ll have white wine.” She grinned up at him before turning to scan the crowd. Her breath hitched in her throat when she saw the tall blonde guy, (what was his name?), that she’d met that Friday night. Now it seemed like another lifetime ago. He waved and she waved back before turning and placing her hand on Buckley’s wide back, feeling the soft linen fabric.

When he turned he held her wine and a glass of bourbon filled almost to the rim. She took a sip and led the way through the crowd, seeing many familiar faces.

At the back of the room there was a table for eight set up. Oh God! There was a banner hanging on the wall behind the table that said ‘Bon Voyage Erica!’

She shot a look at Buckley. “Were you in on this?” 

“I’m pleading the fifth until I find out whether or not I’m in trouble.” He blinked at her a bunch of times doing his best boyish innocence.

They had a little coffee and cake thing at work that lasted maybe twenty minutes. No send off luncheon or dinner—she had been buried at work, and everyone else was tired winding up this stage of the project. When Dunwoodie asked if she would like a little get together, she told him that everyone in the office would appreciate a good night’s sleep more.

“You’re not in trouble. This is sweet.”

“In that case, it was my idea?”

“Really?”

“No—to tell you the truth, it was Sherri’s. She called me and asked if I would mind though, so it was with my blessing. So yeah, I get some kind of credit.” Now he was smirking.

They joined the eight or ten people at the table and began to make their hellos.

“I’m so glad you guys decided to come, no pun intended.” Sherri stood up, threw her arms around Erica’s neck and kissed her lips.

As Erica smiled at Richard and stepped into his arms to kiss him, Sherri’s voice could be heard behind her, welcoming Buckley. She probably planted a kiss on his lips as well. Come to think of it, that was the first time Buckley had seen her kiss another man.

She took a seat next to Richard and glanced at Buckley’s face. He was still smiling so that was good.

She was really going to miss these guys. And Buckley especially. Now stop that. You’ll have plenty of time on the plane to cry. Right now, have as much fun as you can stand, girl. This was ridiculous—she was sucking it up to have fun.

“Would you like to dance Erica?” Richard rose to his feet and took her hand. Her gaze flitted to Buckley and she smiled at Richard, rising to her feet.

They had only danced a few minutes to a song with a fast beat, when Sherri and Buckley appeared next to them. Sherri was wearing a halter dress cut in a V to her navel, her large breasts barely contained in the sheer fabric, nipples erect. Her shapely legs were in shimmering stockings, the tops of which peeked out under the short length of her dress when she moved. She was dancing suggestively, turning and pushing her round bottom into his crotch.

When she glanced at Buckley’s face, he was smiling, his large hands almost covering all of Sherri’s ass cheeks when she turned away from him. He was enjoying this and…surprise, so was she. It was a turn on for her as well!

Another slow song began to play and Richard took her into his arms, pulling her body in close. His eyes looking down at her were crinkled with amusement. It was kind of odd. A couple of months ago she had been fucked by this man, screaming in ecstasy when he gave her a G spot orgasm, sucked his cock. And now the contact was tentative, experimental.

His hands moved down to cup her ass and he leaned in close to kiss her, softly at first, then taking her lower lip between his and finally kissing her deeply. His hard cock pressed into her stomach and he rubbed himself against her. It was hot and she knew she was becoming wet and aroused. A part of her arousal was because she wasn’t sure when or if it would stop. If Buckley wasn’t okay with this, it would end. And Richard was a good enough friend to understand completely.

She turned her head to watch Buckley. Sherri’s chest was pressed into Buckley’s, her head tilted, looking up at him smiling as if they were sharing a joke. But her hand was serious and was openly rubbing his cock through the leather pants. He probably hadn’t even seen Richard kiss her.

Well, it looked like he was enjoying Sherri’s attention and again the only emotion she felt was happiness for him. He was with the hottest MILF in the club and she was stroking his cock, why wouldn’t he enjoy it?

Erica’s hand glided down Richard’s back to cup his ass and then around his slim hip to land on his straining cock. She stroked it, recalling what it had felt like when he fucked her so deep with it, while Sherri’s fingers and mouth played with her clit. And if things kept going the way they were going, there was a good chance that she’d enjoy that again. Except it would be better because Buckley would be there.

When the song ended, her emotions were like the tail of a kite, flying this way and that. Apprehension that Buckley would end this, lust for a foursome and love, knowing she’d stop in a heartbeat if he wanted to. Richard took her hand and led her back to the table. As she passed Buckley, she had to see what was happening.

His back was to her as he pressed Sherri to the wall, kissing her while Sherri’s leg was raised and hooked around his ass and…his hand was under her skirt, moving on her pussy. Erica gulped and turned away.

When she sat down, she almost drained the glass of wine.

“Well? How are you doing?” Richard leaned into her, his hand stroking her leg. “I noticed on our way back to the table as well.”

“I’m fine…I think. Maybe it’s because it was Sherri?” 

“That’s probably it. You and Buckley need to touch base when they get back.” Richard looked at the dance floor. “Here they come. I’m going to snag Sherri and we’ll get a fresh round of drinks at the bar.” He stood up just as Buckley and Sherri appeared at the table.

“C’mon my dear. We’re going to the bar and leave these two lovebirds alone for a few minutes.” He took her arm and they disappeared into the throng of people.

Buckley was smiling when he sat next to her, slipping an arm around her shoulder. “Time to take each other’s pulse?”

“Yeah. How were you, watching Richard and I?” She leaned closer into his body and stroked his thigh.

“Surprisingly okay. If it were some young guy here, on the make, I’m not sure I’d feel that way. But, you with Richard was fine. How ‘bout you?” His dark eyes gazed intently at her.

“I’m kind of the same.” She smiled at him, and took a deep breath. Good. They were on the same page.

“So what’s the next step? That dance with Sherri was hot. I wouldn’t mind doing that again but first I’d like to dance with you.” He reached for her hand and stood up.

“I thought you’d never ask.” She rose and followed him.

With her arms around Buckley’s neck, swaying to the slow, romantic song playing, everything was perfect. The way he was looking at her, his dark eyes drinking all of her in, his hands on her back holding her firmly in his arms—all of it was proof that she was the most important woman to him. And from the hardness of his cock, pressing into her stomach, he was hot for her.

He lowered his head and kissed her, softly at first, but becoming passionate exploring her mouth with his tongue while his hand left her back to roam lower, lifting the hem of her dress and cupping the naked flesh of her ass cheek. In response, Erica’s hand slid from his shoulder, down his taut abdomen to his bulging crotch, stroking along its length, squeezing the bulbous head of it.

In her mind’s eye, a picture of this wonderful big cock entered Sherri. There was no tightness in her gut, just a floating sensation, and tingle in her pussy. Buckley would enjoy Sherri, be hot and lusty for her body and she’d experience that with him. She could add to the eroticism by touching his balls or even kissing him while he did Sherri. Whether it was the wine or swaying so close to him, her hand on his cock, that was making her feel this way, she couldn’t say. All she knew was that she wanted this.

She broke their kiss and rose of her tiptoes to whisper in his ear. “I want you to fuck Sherri. I want to watch and be part of that.”

His head jerked back and he looked at her. “You’re sure?”

Her hand went to his, still cupping her ass and she pulled it around and placed it between her legs. “I was picturing it in my head when we danced. I’m wet and horny just thinking about it.”

“Erica, I’m gonna’ shoot a load soon, you’ve got me so hot. Let’s have a drink so I can cool down.” He grinned and placed his hand on her shoulder, turning her to go back to the table.

Sherri and Richard watched them as they walked to the table. No doubt they were wondering if the full swinging would continue.

“Thanks for the drink Richard. Next rounds on me.” Buckley sat down and took a large swallow from the glass. “We’re in. Full swap.”

“Great! I was hoping you would after feeling your package on the dance floor.” Sherri smiled at Buckley and then Erica.

“He’s good and there’s no one else I would rather share him with than you.” Erica leaned towards Sherri and kissed her, lingering for a few moments, relishing the soft lips and sensation when their tongues met. Sherri’s fingers crept inside the low cut neckline of the dress and rubbed the hard tip of Erica’s nipple. Buckley wouldn’t be the only one to enjoy Sherri’s body later.

“Isn’t watching two gorgeous women kiss and fondle each other one of the most beautiful sights, Buckley?” Richard said, his eyes never leaving the two women.

“Couldn’t agree more, Bro.” Buckley’s voice was low, almost a whisper. “I’m ready to visit the play room any time you guys are.”

Erica leaned towards Buckley and kissed him. “I’m ready too.”

“Well, we’ll get there, gang, but first we have a surprise,” said Sherri. She gave a high sign to Carrie and Josh who got up and left the table. 

Standing up, Sherri spoke over the music playing on the dance floor. “Hey everyone! We’re all here to wish Erica the best of luck as she goes off to start a huge project on the other side of the planet! In the past six months, she’s become very dear to us, our favorite Unicorn!”

People clapped and cheered. Erica couldn’t help it, but she was blushing.

“But she’s no longer a Unicorn! She’s met a wonderful guy, and these two are crazy in love!”

“We’re going to be heading to the playroom, but first,” she waved at Carrie and Josh. They came in carrying a cake that was in the shape of an airplane, along with a tray with champagne and glasses. “First, our best wishes and love to a wonderful woman, Erica!”

She began to sing ‘For She’s A Jolly Good Fellow’ and the rest of the table joined in. Buckley snagged a champagne bottle and started opening and pouring. Some bubbles must have gotten in her eyes.

As the cake and champagne was passed around, people from around the club as well as her seat mates stopped by giving her their best wishes. There were a few small, wrapped presents and a stack of cards next to her by the time the crowd thinned out.

She knocked back probably half a bottle of champagne by herself by the time the well wishers had thinned out. 

Buckley was sitting next to her, his leather clad legs spread out, watching her with a smile. God he was beautiful. 

She leaned into him. “Would you like a screwdriver, honey?” she said sweetly, batting her eyes.

“Hell no. I want to screw though.”

She stood and took his hand. She nudged Sherri and Richard. “See you in the back!”

They got up and the four of them headed to the playroom.


Chapter 11

The two couples smiled at each other while shedding their clothes in front of the series of lockers. Erica glanced at Buckley who was bent at the waist removing his socks. He was almost completely undressed and definitely aroused.

Sherri was down to a lacy red bra and panties above her thigh high stockings. She placed the towel around her waist and smiled at Buckley.

Erica slipped the stiletto heels off and grabbed a towel to cover her mostly naked body. She stepped close to Richard and they led the way to the play area. A king size bed across the dimly lit room caught her eye and she walked over to it, the others trailing behind. God, this was going to be good. Her pussy was swollen and needed some attention, fast. 

She whipped the towel off and felt the coolness of the bed’s crisp white cotton sheet against her back, centering herself on the bed. Her eyes were half closed and a lewd smile played on her lips when Sherri’s body hovered just above her. The full breasts topped by the small dark pebbly nipples were so inviting. Erica raised her head and took one of the nipples in her mouth, grazing the puckered surface with her tongue.

Sherri placed her hand on her mons and lower, urging her thighs open. Her fingers pushed the narrow strip of fabric to the side and traced along the line where her pussy lips met, pushing into them and landing on her clit. Her breath hitched in her throat and her body arched forward at the hot sensation on her clit.

Now it was her turn. She reached for Sherri’s pussy and ran her hand over the soft stubble of her clean shaven groin. Farther, reaching, her finger rubbed the firm protruding bud of her clit. Oh God, the sensation of Sherri touching her while she excited Sherri was exquisite. Richard and Buckley were kneeling at the bottom of the bed, their hands stroking their hard cocks.

The women kissed softly, their tongues extended and dancing together. Sherri rolled off of Erica to lay by her side, spreading her legs, inviting Buckley with a wagging a crooked finger. On his knees he approached her, his cock thick and oozing pre-cum. Richard was now next to Erica’s body, his hand fondling and tweaking the hard nipple of her breast.

Erica rolled onto her side to watch Buckley, guiding his cock with his hand, to enter Sherri. His eyes were squeezed shut for a moment and he moaned before withdrawing and driving himself deeper into her. Sherri’s legs were wrapped around his waist, her fingers dug into the flesh of his ass pulling him hard into her.

Now Richard’s mouth was in the curve of Erica’s neck, kissing the tender area while his hand rolled over her side and down between her legs. His finger on her clit, slowly rubbed, teasing until she opened her legs and pushed her ass backwards, ready for his cock, wanting it inside her cunt.

The sensation was incredible, and a small orgasm was building within her. Buckley’s gaze fell on her and Richard and he smiled, still pumping with long strokes into Sherri. Her body tightened and shuddered when Richard’s cock deep inside her, rolled with the sideways thrusts his hips directed. And his finger on her clit was rubbing faster.

Her eyes closed and she was panting as the orgasm flooded through her. Soft lips were on her mouth, tongue seeking hers. Oh God, the feeling in her body was intense. Richard’s cock pumped into her slippery tight cunt, his thrusts now fast and hard, his breath warming her ear.

She reached for Sherri’s breast and rolled it in her hand and then down her side to touch Buckley’s iron hard thighs as he pumped into Sherri. Closing her mouth to break the kiss, she turned to watch him, to see the ecstasy and lust in his eyes, meeting his gaze.

Richard withdrew from her and she sat up, about to turn to take his cock into her mouth. Her eyes opened wider when he moved closer to Sherri, holding his glistening meat in his hand, aiming it at her lips. Sherri’s mouth closed on him, head bobbing to take all of the hard shaft inside. Erica knelt beside Buckley’s thigh. Oh God this was hot, watching the three people next to her, fucking and sucking.

One hand snaked around Buckley’s thigh and caressed his tight balls, while her other hand reached for Sherri’s clit. She was part of the arousal and pleasure of a man she cared a great deal for as well as a close friend. And Richard had been sensitive enough to join with Sherri, allowing Erica this moment.

Sherri was writhing, her hips thrusting upward, moaning softly even though her mouth was full of her husband’s cock. She was close. Erica’s fingers rubbed Sherri’s clit faster, following the movement of her hips. And Buckley was breathing hard, his hips like a piston pumping into Sherri, his balls tight and hard tucked into his body.

When Sherri’s body stiffened, her eyes squeezed shut, lost in a sea of lust and pleasure, it had a cascade effect. First Richard, thrust deep into Sherri’s mouth, his cock pulsing as it spewed cum deep into her throat. And then Buckley, the cheeks of his ass tensed as he drove deep into her, hips rocking as each spurt of cum shot out of him.

He gasped and opened his eyes, looking at Erica with a small smile on his lips. Lips that she couldn’t resist. She stretched upward, her hands now around his neck, kissing him deeply, her tongue gliding across his.

He put his arm around her waist and held her gently, lowering her body onto the bed, still kissing her. It was a tender moment that would stay with her forever. A threshold had been crossed in making love with her friends. In an odd sort of way the connection between them was now tighter, having shared this experience.

Both couples snuggled with their partners, enjoying intimacy and affection. After a while Erica felt a small hand caressing her hip absently. She rolled over to see Sherri’s laughing blue eyes regarding her.

“Oh my God, that was good. How are you guys doing?” Sherri’s voice was soft but there was a trace of concern in her tone.

Erica was about to answer when Buckley spoke. “We’re good. I can’t believe I’m saying this. I just fucked a sexy woman, in front of my woman and watched her orgasm with another man. It’s crazy, but it was sexy as hell.”

“Speak for yourself, buster, I’m not okay,” said Erica.

All eyes were now on Erica. She grinned and continued. “The rest of you had mind blowing orgasms. I only had a little one because I was too focused on Buckley and Sherri having a good time.”

“Ah, poor baby.” Sherri slid close to Erica and down so that her face was level to her crotch. Erica’s legs opened as Buckley sat up to watch.

Sherri’s fingers parted Erica’s pussy lips and she touched her clit with the ball of her finger, stroking it. A jolt of pleasure shot through Erica’s body and Sherri’s tongue was now licking the underside of her clit, the fingers of her other hand pushing into Erica’s wet opening.

As Sherri licked and finger fucked her, Erica’s arousal rose. Her tongue and fingers were perfect, touching her in the way only another woman can.

“Yes…just like that…don’t stop. Lick me.” Erica’s upper body strained forward when the first intense wave of ecstasy flooded her body. Sherri’s fingers were pumping fast and hard into her, her tongue sucking and licking her clit with wild abandon. Another shudder of ecstasy, this one more intense.

Erica’s hands flew to the side of Sherri’s face, pulling her head away from her over sensitized clit. She gasped taking deeps breaths, heart pumping hard in her chest and collapsed back onto the bed. Oh my God, it had been good.

She glanced at Buckley. He was hard again. A look at Richard showed that the girl on girl had aroused him as well. Now it was her turn to watch once more.

Richard’s arm went under Sherri’s belly and pulled her up and towards him. His hand was on his cock stroking it to full hardness and he placed it on Sherri’s opening, entering her all the way.

Erica’s hand crept up Buckley’s thigh until she reached his thick, hard cock. She took it in her hand and stroked it, feeling the wet stickiness of pre-cum at the slit. She urged him to rise to his knees and forward to Sherri’s mouth. This would be a real mind blowing scene for him, getting sucked by Sherri while he watched Richard fuck her.

Sherri strained forward to place her lips on Buckley’s cock, extending her tongue to roll over the thick knob. When he eased towards her on his knees, his hand on the side of her head, her mouth opened wide to take him in. Erica reached under Sherri to touch her breast and tease the nipple and then to her pussy to stroke her clit.

Richard’s eyes were almost shut, looking down at his cock entering Sherri and then at Sherri’s head as she sucked Buckley. His thrusting was harder now, fingers digging into the soft creamy flash of her ass. Sherri’s moans could be heard as her body bucked back against her husband. Erica’s hand became wetter still when Sherri came, her pussy wet and slippery.

Erica rose and kissed Buckley and then slid down his body trailing kisses until her head was next to Sherri’s. Her fingers touched his balls and upward to Sherri’s chin. And then Erica’s mouth was on him, tasting and licking the long shaft down to the base and back to the tip before releasing it for Sherri. They alternated taking him into their mouths, greedy for his cum. His hands were on both of their heads and he groaned when he came, drizzling cum onto their tongues licking him.

The sight must have rocketed Richard over the edge because he clutched Sherri, grinding into her and spurting hot cum deep into her.

Sherri turned to kiss Erica and then shifted to kiss Richard. When Erica looked up at Buckley, his breathing was shallow through parted lips, his eyes smiling, as they gazed at her His arm went round her shoulders and he lowered his body to hers, kissing her lips, cheeks and neck.

“I’m really going to miss this,” he said in her ear. “I won’t be coming here without you, you know.”

She nodded. 

But honestly, how long could she expect him to wait?


Chapter 12

She got through the rest of the next day on sheer willpower. 

They spent the night at her place. The firm was going to sublet it for her, and if they couldn’t find a tenant, they’d just pay her mortgage for the first year, and figure out what to do after the project was running smoothly. 

She trudged through the morning and afternoon. 

One moment she was angry at God, and at Buckley all at the same time. How could you be so in love with a person and so angry at them for being in love with you back? The next moment she was barely able to keep from bursting into tears. The unfairness of it all. 

Unfairness? Who the hell is she to whine about unfairness? Buckley buried his wife and unborn son because of a slippery bathtub? 

She made a final phone call to her parents in Florida. She had kept Mom and Dad posted on her career developments and her love life. They hoped Buckley would come down for a visit while she was in Africa. She was surprised that they could care less he was African American. Well, at least she knew where her own color blindness came from. 

Buckley was driving her crazy. The bastard was so emotionally steady compared to her own flip flopping. The hell with that—he was actually pleasant! Was it too much to ask for him to be just a little mopey?

She was just finishing up checking in for her flight when she called him on it.

“It doesn’t seem like you’re going to be missing me at all, Buckley.” 

“What do you mean by that? I love you! Of course I’m going to miss you!” He was grinning when he said it.

“You sure aren’t acting like you’re saying goodbye,” as much as she didn’t want it, her lower lip stuck out on its own accord.

“Hey,” he cupped her chin in his hand and she stared up into his deep black eyes. “You’re going away, to do some pretty important shit. We’ll have email, and Skype, and who knows, I’m able to buy plane tickets too you know.” He leaned in and kissed her. Pulling back he said, “Who knows? You’ll probably see me before you even get a chance to really start missing me, okay?”

He had her carryon in one hand and was holding her with his other as they walked to the gate. She was flying first class, and her flight was departing in just a short while. 

At the security gate they stood and held hands, looking at each other in silence.

Now the tears were starting to flow again and she didn’t give a damn. 

He leaned over and kissed her. She reached up and put her arms around him, holding him tight. She needed to remember this for at least a year.

Probably forever.

The tears flowed again.

“It’s time to say goodbye,” he said quietly.

She couldn’t. 

So she just kissed the tip of her finger, touched his lip and went through the security gate. She didn’t look back. She’d cry on the plane.


Chapter 13

Things were quite different in first class on a 747. Entering the airliner, a flight attendant directed her to her seat. It wasn’t like any airline seat she’d ever seen before, it was more like a pod. She sat down buckled in, and stretched out her feet as far as she could and was still a couple of feet away from the seat in front of her. She took the brochure from the pocket next to her and read that her seat would completely fold out to a bed well over six feet long.

Even Buckley would have been comfortable on this flight.

Buckley. Oh Tim…

A flight attendant came by and she ordered a double scotch. They were going to be in the air for 18 hours—she had plenty of time to get well and truly smashed and recover from a hangover before landing. And that’s exactly what she intended. She nestled into her seat for the long haul, checking out the huge TV monitor and remote control. She would keep busy with whatever until they were airborne.

She prayed that the seat next to her would stay vacant. If it did, she’d be able to start the work of repairing her broken heart with a good long cry.

Before long the flight attendant collected her now empty glass.

“I’d like another please.”

“Certainly. We’re about to take off, but I’ll bring it to you as soon as I’m able to.”

“That’ll be fine.” She looked past and saw the crew shutting the doors to the cabin. Yes! She’d have the seat next to her all to herself!

Before she knew it, they were at cruising altitude. She reached under her seat and took out her laptop case. She could do some work and prep for the next day, then have her cry and maybe only have a couple of drinks. No sense starting off this trip with a hangover.

She slid the laptop out of its case, and placed it on the seat next to her.

She no sooner did that, when the flight attendant came by.

“You need to keep your neighboring seat clear, Ma’am.”

Erica looked up at her. “What’s the problem? The seat’s vacant.”

The attendant bit her lip. “Well… it’s a new policy that we’re experimenting with? Could you please remove it?”

Oh for God’s sake! Erica plucked the leather case out of the seat and tucked it back under her own. She looked up at the flight attendant and spread her hands. “Is that in accordance with your policy? Satisfied?” Doesn’t this woman have anything better to do? Wait a second… she looked back up to the woman.

“I do believe I asked you for a scotch?”

“Yes you did.” She glanced around the cabin and looked back down. “I’ll bring it right away.”

“Thank you.” Erica went back to her laptop and resumed poring over a spreadsheet. The supply chain for materials looked out of whack to her and she wanted to see if she could figure out why.

“Excuse me,” the attendant was back. “Would you please make some room so I could put these down?” Erica looked up and saw the woman holding two champagne glasses.

“I asked for a scotch.”

“Yes Ma’am. Could you please make room on your tray table?”

“But…”

“Please?” The woman’s eyes were almost laughing at her, they were dancing! Like she hadn’t had a bad enough day, and now she was dealing with a crazy flight attendant. She bit her tongue from biting the woman’s head off though—in this day and age, an argument in the air with airline personnel usually resulted in a trip to jail.

With a huff, she snapped her laptop lid down and shoved it under her seat. She held her hand out to her tray table. “Be my guest, I guess.” Ditzy stewardess.

“Thank you so much, Ma’am.” The woman deposited the glasses and walked back up the aisle to the front of the cabin.

Erica stared at the champagne. Obviously, there was some couple in the cabin who was waiting for it, and is staring at a glass of scotch. Let them straighten out the ditz’s mess. She’d down these and then have her scotch! She took one of the flutes in hand and stared out the window.

Now the tears were coming and she didn’t give a shit. She raised the glass to the window and said softly, “Here’s to you, Buckley. Now it’s time to say goodbye.” She sipped her toast and sobbed.

****

A hand rested on her shoulder. “Now woman, no cry,” a deep voice said softly. 

She dropped her head, hearing his voice, feeling his touch and all the sorrow, all her misgivings burst out of her in a wail.

A chocolate brown, large hand appeared over hers and took the champagne flute away. It came back and turned her face up to his.

Buckley. “Shhh… no time for crying now, Erica,” he said, barely above a whisper.

She flew out of her seat and wrapped her arms around his neck squeezing him with all her strength to make sure it wasn’t a hallucination. She buried her face into that sweet spot between his neck and shoulder and sobbed and sobbed. She felt her tears dripping onto his skin. His tangy skin. 

He rocked her back and forth gently until she began to calm down in the hammock of his arms.

She pushed back from him and taking his face in her hands she began to kiss it. She was going to kiss every square inch of the beautiful, black Buckley face and never, ever let it go. Never again.

She stopped kissing his face and pulled back and stared into his eyes and planted the last kiss on his mouth. His hand came from around and crushed her face into his as he opened his mouth to hers, and they feasted on each other. 

For what felt like forever.

She pulled away and began stroking his face. Now his eyes were dancing.

“What? Why?”

He laughed. “I did it this way so you wouldn’t try to talk me out of it. And I wasn’t sure if I would be able to pull it off until I got back from my travels with my Dad.” He looked down for a second, still grinning. “I didn’t have everything in place until just yesterday.” He looked up at her. “So surprise!”

“But your job?”

“Got a new one now. I’m going to be teaching at their Police Academy.”

“How the—”

“State Department. The top boss there, the Secretary of State phoned their Minister of Public Safety and asked for a favor.”

“The Secretary of State? He’s a friend of yours?”

“Never met the guy.”

“What?”

Buckley shrugged and held out his hands. “It’s the truth!” He waved a finger in the air. “However—his boss and my family go back a ways. Now that guy used to coach me in basketball in Chicago when I was a kid. And my Dad drove him allll over Illinois when he was running for Senator back in the day.” Buckley was grinning widely now. “So when Barry moved to D.C., he told my Dad that if there ever was anything he could do for us, just pick up the phone.” 

“Just pick up the phone.”

“Well, yeah. I was a little pressed for time, so I wasn’t going to send him a letter, you know.”

“You have his phone number.”

Buckley took out his wallet and riffled through it. “Yeah, got it someplace here. We used Dad’s… yeah, here.” He took out a business card and handed it to her.

She looked at it. It was an engraved business card, absolutely top quality. All that was printed on it was ‘The White House’. Puzzled, she turned it over. On the back, hand written was a phone number, and ‘Barry—to Tim’. She looked up.

“Could never get that man to call me Buckley. He said it sounded cooler than ‘Barry’, so no way.” 

Now her mouth was hanging open. He reached over and chucking her under the chin, closed it for her. 

“I couldn’t let you get away, Erica. I love you. And I’d move heaven and Earth for us to be together.”

“Or governments.”

He nodded. “If that’s what it took, yeah.” He dropped his head. “I never thought I’d love again…” He looked up at her. “I sure as hell didn’t realize I could love more.”

He looked over at the seat next to her and sat in it. He waved to the flight attendant who scurried over and refilled the champagne flutes and giggling. She gave Erica a wink and left them alone. 

Buckley passed her a flute and took the second. “It’s a long flight, baby, let’s figure out what we’re going to do with the rest of our lives, what do you say?”

They clinked glasses and sipped. And made a toast.

And said goodbye to ever being alone again.
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