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About This Book

In the Swinging Lifestyle, an unattached woman is known as a Unicorn because she’s so rare. Erica never expected to be one. She and her girlfriends were just going to go to a Swinger’s Club for a girl’s night out adventure—have a drink, laugh at the perverts and leave. Except her friends chicken out at the last minute, ditching her at the door.

Walking through the door of The G Spot opens a new world. Hedonistic joy pulses through the club. She’s treated with more courtesy and respect here than at any ‘normal’ night club. She forms friendships with people who also bring her to heights of ecstasy she had only heard about.

Erica’s single. Very single. That’s the price one pays for the kind of career advancement she’s been having. So what the heck- casual encounters have their purposes too, don’t they? It's only No Strings Attached intimacy, right?

Until she meets a street cop named Buckley. There are a lot of facets to this man… this fascinating, strapping, muscular man…

But things can change in an instant. A calamity at work presents a once in a lifetime opportunity for her career. She’s going to have to make a choice.

She’s going to have to say goodbye. It was all casual, no-strings anyway.

Right?

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!

Published by Mia Moore

Copyright 2013, Mia Moore

ISBN 9781927984185

License Notes

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to it and purchase your own copy.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

031821


Table of Contents

About This Book

Episode 1 No Strings Attached

ONE

TWO

THREE

FOUR

FIVE

SIX

SEVEN

EIGHT

NINE

TEN

ELEVEN

TWELVE

Episode 2: Running With The Bulls

THIRTEEN

FOURTEEN

FIFTEEN

SIXTEEN

SEVENTEEN

EIGHTEEN

NINETEEN

Episode 3: Drawn To You

TWENTY

TWENTY ONE

TWENTY TWO

TWENTY THREE

TWENTY FOUR

TWENTY FIVE

TWENTY SIX

TWENTY SEVEN

TWENTY EIGHT

TWENTY NINE

THIRTY

THIRTY ONE

Episode 4: Time To Say Goodbye

THIRTY TWO

THIRTY THREE

THIRTY FOUR

THIRTY FIVE

THIRTY SIX

THIRTY SEVEN

THIRTY EIGHT

THIRTY NINE

FORTY

FORTY ONE

FORTY TWO

FORTY THREE

FORTY FOUR

THE END

Invitation to my Readers Group

Other Works by Mia Moore:


Episode 1 No Strings Attached

[image: Ep 1 Final copy (Large).jpg]


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’ve never been in there before?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They both looked at her silently.

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


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

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

“Ten dollars—half price for Unicorns.”

“For what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

“I live here. How about you?”

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

“Do you come here regularly?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

“But what about—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well I did, sort of…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yeah, this girl was ready and would be hot.


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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“You two were sexy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The other two couples rose to their feet.

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Richard….” Her voice was a whisper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At that moment Sherri pinched her nipple hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“Wow! That’s HUGE!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The time before noon flew by.
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Hello?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh my God.


Episode 2: Running With The Bulls
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Erica’s eyes flew wide open as her head drew back seeing Mike standing next to her at the bar. For a second, he looked as shocked as she felt. And then it was gone, replaced by a smirking, confident smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That was then. I’ve moved past it. You should too.” Again the sweet, butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth smile, before stepping away from the bar and surveying the room to find a table.

She saw the busty, blond haired woman who had danced provocatively with Sherri the week before. Her forehead wrinkled. Yes, Sylvia was her name. There was a spot at her table and if she was friends with Richard and Sherri, she must be nice. Anything to get farther away from Mike. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You got it. Every now and then Byron and I like to come here on a bull night. He likes to watch me get fucked by a young stud and I don’t complain. What are you into Erica?” Sylvia took a sip of wine, her eyes never leaving Erica’s face.
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Erica was silent for a few moments. There was no question she wanted everything, a full orgy with everyone at the table. But the idea of getting royally fucked by one of the two guys she’d seen was appealing as well. Hell, why not both of ideas, the night was young!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Would you like to dance?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The man behind her withdrew and she rolled off Byron onto her back. She had barely heard anyone around her when she was being fucked but now, the slapping of flesh against flesh and moans were audible. She turned her head to see Luke and Tony doing a double entry on Sylvia, while Dani watched. Sylvia’s large breasts were against Tony’s chest, while Luke knelt one legged behind her, his hand on her ass as he pumped his sheathed cock into her asshole. Wow! A double entry. What would that be like?
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A soft touch on her shoulder broke the mesmerizing scene in front of her. She turned her head to see Carrie’s pixie-like face, eyes half closed in the afterglow of awesome sex, edging closer, inserting her body between Byron and her. Carrie’s hand glided from her shoulder to circle Erica’s breast, her fingertips soft on her skin while a small smile played on her lips. Her brown eyes rose from admiring the full breasts to meet Erica’s, as if asking permission.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His large eyes rolled. “Timmy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With lips barely touching hers, “Yes what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Whatever you want.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

***

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

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

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

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

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

“Erica…” His tone was a negative command.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Episode 3: Drawn To You
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TWENTY
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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.
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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, huh?”

“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, huh? 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, huh?” 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, huh?”

“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.
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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.”
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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!”
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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.
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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.
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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 nodded 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.
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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.


TWENTY EIGHT
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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!”


TWENTY NINE
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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 ‘girlfriend 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.
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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.”
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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.”


Episode 4: Time To Say Goodbye
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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, huh?”

“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.”


THIRTY THREE
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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.”


THIRTY FOUR
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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.


THIRTY FIVE
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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…”


THIRTY SIX
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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.”


THIRTY SEVEN
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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.


THIRTY EIGHT
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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.


THIRTY NINE
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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.


FORTY
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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.”


FORTY ONE
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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.


FORTY TWO
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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?


FORTY THREE

[image: Ch Header Flourish copy.png]

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.


FORTY FOUR
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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.

THE END

Go to the next page for a Special Invitation!


Author’s Note:

Thank you for reading this far!

If you would care to leave a review, I’d really appreciate it. Reviews help struggling authors find more readers JUST. LIKE. YOU. And your opinion will help others make their purchasing decisions.

Click Here To Have Your Say!

Thank you so much for your readership. It means the world to me!

[image: Mia Sig copy.jpg]

Invitation to my Readers Group

(If you like my work, this is the BEST way to keep in touch!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books! (Keep readin’!)

[image: 3 in one cover for front matter copy.jpg]

TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,

[image: Mia Sig copy.jpg]

Turn the page for more info on my work!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers

[image: Accidental Swingers BM.jpg]

Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City…
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On a Friday movie night at home, Tina and Ken’s marriage changed…
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