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Dedication

To everyone who helped me write this. Especially my husband who encouraged me to explore my fantasies in print.


Chloe Pays Up Book 1,

When I opened the door to my girlfriend and smiled a hello, she giggled. I guess it was my expression that triggered that reaction from Chloe. At least, I hoped so. I already knew she was gorgeous. We’d only been going out for three weeks, and already I could feel the hard stares from the guys on campus because I’d bagged the best-looking girl at the college. Here she was on my doorstep, looking unbelievably cute. The plain white T-shirt was tight and emphasized her bust without revealing much. Correction, her nipples were tight and showed bumps on the front of the garment, but nothing more than that. Not that that wasn’t enough.  Her denim miniskirt might be regulation campus clothing, but the way she wore it made the most of her gorgeous, muscular but thin, and very long legs. I didn’t need to see a back view, which I currently couldn’t, to know the skirt emphasized her tight ass in exactly the same way.

“It’s nice to be appreciated.” She giggled again. “Aren’t you going to ask me in?”

“Of course. Of course, I am. Come in, please. Sorry, you kinda took my breath away.”

I thanked my lucky stars for having both my housemates go home for the weekend, so there was the chance of some uninterrupted quality time with my girlfriend. Quality make-out time followed by some quality naked time. Well, I could hope, anyway.

It was the first time she’d been around to mine, so she was looking around with interest. I guess it was obvious to her that I’d attempted to clean up and tidy up. I suppose the fact the vacuum was still prominent in the corner of the room told her that.

“Nice place.”

“Please, I indicated the couch, not the newest looking piece of furniture, but not exactly ratty either. She looked at a couple of the stains on it and raised an eyebrow, but she was, at least, still smiling.

“Sorry, you know how it is.”

She shrugged. “Of course I do.”

“Drink? Coffee? We don’t tend to keep much alcohol in the house.”

“Coffee would be good. No alcohol. Can’t have you getting me drunk to get your wicked way with me.” The megawatt smile took any sting out of her words as she sat down, sweeping her skirt smooth underneath her. As she crossed her legs, the skirt rode up to expose even more of her succulent thighs.

“I said it’s nice to be appreciated, but don’t carry it too far, hey?”

It was my turn to shrug. “Sorry, it’s just you’re so fucking gorgeous.” I blushed as I realized I’d just sworn, but her smile didn’t waver.

“Fucking, or fuckable. Maybe the later if you start playing your cards right.”

I swallowed hard. Had she meant that? Was she telling me she was up for it? Fuck! I needed to get on my game and fast.

“Coffee coming right up. Won’t be a minute.”

I headed into the kitchen and quickly put the kettle on and grabbed the two cleanest mugs I could find. “Sorry, it’s not up to barista standards.”

“That’s okay, Andy. As it comes is fine for me.”

As I finished the coffee, I heard the TV fire up in the other room. She must have found the remote. The sound changed and then changed again as she flicked through the channels. It settled on something that had the resonance of a crowd cheering. I headed back through and put her coffee down on the side table nearest her. My own coffee went on the floor at the other end. We only had one side table.

She chuckled as I sat down. “I knew you were a little different. Maybe a keeper.”

“Oh, why?”

“You’re the first boyfriend I’ve had who hasn’t tried to snog my face off before I’m even in the door.”

Somehow, I found the perfect reply, or at least I thought it was perfect. “Only because I thought you’d like some coffee first, make sure your lips are nice and wet.”

“Ah, so I’m safe if I leave my coffee to go cold?”

“Only from my lips. I didn’t say anything about my fingers taking a little exploratory walk.”

I watched as a slow blush lit her face. She didn’t move away. Taking the bull by the horns, I shifted a little closer to her and gently rested my hand on her knee. So far, we’d not gone much further than kissing and a little touching. I’d been hoping today was the day, and she was certainly more than a little flirtatious.

On the TV, the crowd roared again, and her eyes returned to the game. I slid my hand an inch or two higher on her leg. She glanced down and smiled. “Not so fast, buster. I’m enjoying the game.”

“Oh, who’s playing?”

Seeing as the scoreboard currently filled the screen, I knew who was playing. She just rolled her eyes but remained watching as the action resumed. I’m not a big basketball fan, but I knew enough about it. The Chiefs were the current form team but, at the moment, were eight points behind in the third quarter.

“They’ll pull it out in the fourth quarter.”

“No chance they’ll lose by six or more.”

I didn’t want to talk about sports, but Chloe had turned the conversation in that direction, and it was clear she was a bigger fan than I’d anticipated. Still, her idea that the Chiefs could overturn an eight-point deficit and go on to win was a huge call.

She twisted to look at me, the expression on her face was clear, you prepared to put your money where your mouth is?

Well, I wasn’t going to turn down that challenge. “You want to convert that into a bet? A straight win, no point spread required, win or lose.”

She pouted. “Can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Don’t have any cash on me.”

“I’ll take your marker.”

Her smile morphed into a glare. “I don’t do markers. Full stop. Period.”

“Okay, okay, no marker, so what do you suggest?”

Her frown morphed back into a smile, and a naughty one at that.

“How about this, if I win…”

“Which you won’t.”

“If I win, then you have to seduce me out of my clothes and eat me to two climaxes while your flies remain closed.”

I swallowed hard. “What happens after that?”

“After I’ve cum twice, what do you think will happen?”

“Ah. And what about if I win?”

“Which you won’t. Let me see. She paused for a moment, I was pretty sure it was simply a theatrical device. “If you win, then how about… I do a nice sensual striptease for you and then blow you. Again, after that, we’ll see what happens. I should warn you, I’m banking on you having exceptional recovery speed.”

I chuckled. “Never had any complaints.” It was the truth, but not for the right reason. I’d never been in a situation where I could consider going again. It had always been a fumble in the bushes or the back of a car. Chloe operated on a totally different level, one I was going to have to match or, rather obviously, lose her.

Still, I couldn’t back out, not now. “It’s a bet.”

We solemnly shook hands and sat back to watch the game. I put my hand back on her knee, but she brushed it off. “No interfering with the bet, and no free samples.”

“I wasn’t…”

She rolled her eyes again. “Joking, except the no free samples bit.”

He put his hand back on her knee, and she didn’t push it off again. She also cuddled up to his shoulder as I put my other arm around her.

“Chloe…”

“Ssh… Watch the game.”

It wasn’t easy with my semi tightening my pants.

* * * *

The Chiefs mounted a spirited fightback in the fourth quarter, actually matching their opponents point for point. Then, with just over a minute to go, the other team scored a three-pointer and managed to hold up play in the middle of the court. Finally, the Chief's best player broke down the flank and tried a massive Hail Mary pass from well outside the scoring zone. I held my breath, and Chloe did, too, as the ball flew toward the basket. It hit the ring and bounced once, then again, and then fell away outside as the hooter went. The Chiefs had lost by three, not won. I’d won the bet.

“Damn. I thought I had you there.” She giggled. “I was looking forward to grinding your face into my mound.”

I shivered. This was turning out to be a very much better day, even than the one I’d hoped for.

“I won’t hold you to…”

“Do not finish that sentence, buster.”

I did the right thing and stopped, the words dying on my lips.

“That’s better. Look, one thing you need to know about me.” She paused, but I stayed silent. “I never, ever, welch on a bet. I made the bet, I set the terms, so now I get to pay up. You got a decent sound system around here? I need some music. Something smooth and sensual but with a good beat.”

It appeared Chloe was completely ready to do as she’d bet and perform a striptease for me. The hottest girl on campus was about to strip naked for me. Hell, why was I still sitting here, not digging through my cell to find the music I wanted her to dance to?

I pulled my arm from behind her and grabbed my cell quickly, pulling up Apple Music and searching for smooth rock.

After a quick scroll, I looked up to see her smiling as she watched me.

“Can’t find anything modern, but there’s Drive by the Cars, and there’s Africa by Toto. There’s also virtually anything by the Eagles, but I tend to think they’re a bit too downbeat.”

I could see what she was thinking. “Play me a bit of the Toto one.”

She nodded along to it. “Can you put that through the sound system over there?”

“Yeah, it’ll hook up by Bluetooth.”

“Perfect, put it on repeat.”

As the sound started to fill the room, she rose to her feet and moved to stand in front of the TV. I quickly grabbed the remote for that and turned it off as she started to sway to the music.

Despite her reaction, I had to try again. “I meant it, you know, you don’t have to…”

“Would you have eaten me to two climaxes if the Chiefs had won?”

“Of course. It would have been an absolute pleasure.”

She giggled. “Then allow me my pleasure by doing this for you.” She paused. But continued to sway, her fingertips toying with the hem of her untucked T-shirt. “And it is a pleasure. Among the boyfriends I’ve had at college, you’ve been unique, you know.”

“Unique, in what way?”

“We’ve been on four dates, right? Today is number five.”

I nodded.

“You’re the only guy who hasn’t tried to get in my pants before the end of the second date. At least half of them expected me to put out on the first date. The fact that you waited for a definite signal from me is a huge plus for me. I mean it, a huge plus for you.” Her smile widened. “And now, baby, you are going to get the ride of your fucking life. This is my signal. Okay?”

I swallowed hard and leaned back on the couch, smiling at her. Her smile became a grin, and her hip movements became more pronounced. I glanced toward the windows. The blinds were angled to stop the sun streaming in, but the window wasn’t fully covered.

Chloe saw where I was looking. “Leave them. I’m not bothered. I want your eyes front and center. Understood?”

I nodded as she started to inch the T-shirt higher, exposing a swathe of tight-toned abs that somehow looked as soft as anything. My mouth watered. She might have lost the bet, but if she really did go through with this, she was going to get hers as if she’d won, although my pants wouldn’t still be fastened by then, of course.

As she swayed, the T-shirt rose higher and higher, exposing more and more skin to my sight. She was very polished in her movements. I already knew she could dance, but I didn’t think this striptease was her first rodeo. The fact she wasn’t at all bothered about anyone outside seeing her was a telling factor, too. She was going to pay her debt, and that meant I was going to get to see everything. I couldn’t wait. If she’d simply ripped all her clothes off and got naked, I’d have been almost as happy. Perhaps not quite as teased, but definitely happy.

She had the T-shirt up in a band underneath her breasts now, and she paused for a moment but kept smiling as she changed her grip by crossing her arms in front of herself. I had lost track of the music, my eyes fixated on her, my ears listening to her breathing, and the occasional satisfied little sigh that came from her mouth.

With a sudden tug, she pulled the T-shirt up above her breasts and then paused there for a second, drinking in my reaction. I already knew she was gorgeous, but those breasts were out of this world. Her bra was soft lace, so soft it hadn’t imprinted its pattern into the tight T-shirt. Thin enough that it was translucent, not quite transparent, and I could see more than just a hint of her nipples through it. Now they were on show, they quickly hardened from the tiny points they had been into full-sized nubs. My mouth watered at the thought of getting my lips around them. My expression must have given me away because she giggled and arched her back as if offering those fabulous breasts to me. I’d had a hand on one of them precisely once, but that had been it, mid-kiss. Now they were there right in front of me, encased in flimsy lace, begging to be kissed and sucked, squeezed and pinched. I’d thought she was a B cup, but I was sure I’d guessed wrong. They were either a C or she was even more slender than I’d thought.

She gave another giggle, but it definitely wasn’t a nervous one, it was simply a recognition of what had to be lust on my face. Her hands dipped back to the rolled-up T-shirt and pulled it off over her head before dropping it to the floor beside her.

“Your choice, baby. Skirt next, or bra next?”

I gasped, I’d assumed she was going to go for the skirt next and showed me the panties that undoubtedly matched the bra. She had way too much class than to go on a date without matching her underwear, even if she wasn’t sure it would be seen. There again, maybe she had been sure, the bet just a pretext.

“Skirt.”

“Good choice, baby, good choice.”

Both hands moved to her left hip, and she started to unzip the skirt slowly. All the while, she kept moving her feet in time to the sultry rock beat of the music, Her hips swaying enticingly. The skirt tried to keep up, but the heavy-weight denim couldn’t quite manage it. Still, it was an arresting sight, and if I opened my mouth, I’d be drooling. She was good, so fucking good at this. No way was this the first time she’d done this. I didn’t give a flying fuck about that. She was doing this for me and, not incidentally, for herself. Nobody else. The entire world contracted to just the four walls of the room and the two of us, with her dancing out of her clothes for our mutual benefit. My cock was now painfully imprisoned in my pants, but I didn’t want to release it and threaten an interruption to her sensual exhibition.

As she slid her skirt down her legs, I was treated to the sight of the panties that matched her bra. I didn’t think the vertical line in the front of her panties was a seam, that had to be a partially obscured view of her tight slit. I’d dreamed of seeing it, but now it was there right in front of me. I licked my lips, and her smile widened before her glance dipped to take in the bulge in the front of my pants.

“It’s nice for a girl to be appreciated, but that looks a bit painful.”

“It is.”

“Free it. I’m not going to be offended.” She waved her hand up and down her body. “I think I’ve gone too far to pretend to be affronted by the sight of an erect cock.”

Although she kept dancing, she wasn’t stripping anymore as her gaze zeroed in on my crotch. It appeared she was as desperate to see my cock as I was to free it. Now was no time to be bashful, so my hands dipped to my fly and undid the buttons before slowly easing my pants and boxers down in a single movement. There was a moment of increased pain as the elastic caught on him, but then he bounced free, springing straight up.

She quirked an eyebrow, but her smile didn’t fade. “As I said, it’s nice for a girl to be appreciated.”

Chloe continued to dance, but somehow, there seemed to be more urgency to her movements. She flicked the shoulder straps of her bra down onto her arm, and then her hands went behind her back. I watched, breathless in anticipation, as the bra cups went slack across her breasts. Then one hand reappeared in front of her, crossing her chest to shield her breasts while the other hand worked the strap down and off on that side. She switched hands, not giving me a glimpse of her near-naked chest, and worked the bra all the way off. Her gorgeous breasts were now only shielded by her arm as the bra joined the rest of her clothes on the floor.

The music paused for a moment, giving her the perfect opportunity. Her hands raced skyward, entwining above her head, as her breasts bounced into my view for the first time. The music started again, and she started dancing again. Now, her movements were far more suggestive, far more of a bump and grind.

Freed now, her breasts tried to keep up with the rest of her body but were always slightly behind time. It was a fascinating and totally erotic sight to see her large breasts bobbing almost to their own rhythm.

“Oh, fuck!”

She grinned. “You like?”

“Like is not a strong enough word. You are something else. Gorgeous with a capital F.”

“There’s no F in gorgeous.”

“The fucking is, you are fucking gorgeous.”

She giggled. “As I said, a girl likes to be appreciated.”

“Come over here, and I’ll appreciate you from now ‘til next Tuesday.”

Her grin was wider now. “Be careful about making promises your body might not let you fulfill.”

She spun around and presented me with the view of her naked back and the tight panties stretching across that fabulous butt. Wearing this little, it was mouth-wateringly good. I was panting for breath and desperately trying to will my throbbing cock not to let go. I wanted what appeared to be on offer in front of me, and I didn’t want to mess it up by being mister quick on the draw.

Her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down an inch or so. She looked back over her shoulder and gave me a saucy wink. The track seemed to come to a crescendo at that moment, and she seized it. One moment, she was standing there, her panties still covering her, the next, she’d bent over, and her panties were around her knees. Not only that, she’d kept her knees locked straight, and her perfect thigh gap allowed her split peach of a pretty pussy to peep from between her legs. It seemed like it was winking at me.

I gasped and groaned and then pinched my cock at the base as hard as I could to stop myself from cumming at the sight in front of me. She looked back at me over her shoulder, that impish grin still lighting her face. She knew exactly what effect she was having on me. The one she wanted. She scissored her legs a couple of times to work her panties down to her feet and then stepped out of them before swiveling to face me.

“You like?”

“Fuck! I’ve died and gone to heaven.”

I beckoned her, indicating I wanted her to climb on my lap, but she wagged a finger at me even as she closed the distance between us.

“There were two halves to the b et, remember. I’ve only completed the first half. Now I get to do the second half.”

“You don’t have to.”

“I do, I really do. A bet is a bet is a bet, so now I’m going to let you make me suck your cock.”

I opened my mouth to say something but then realized what she’d said. “You said…?”

She blew me a kiss. “Make me…”

I beckoned her closer and then used my hand to motion her to get lower. My eyes were fixed on her gorgeous, naked body, but I glanced at her face in time to see her shiver. She dropped to her knees, moving slowly, gracefully. Somehow, I managed to kill the music on my cell because we didn’t need the sound anymore. We were moving to our own rhythm, I leaned forward and reached out with one hand. I moved as slowly as she had, and she watched my hand as I reached to the side of her neck. She shivered again but made no attempt to move away. As my hand moved to the back of her head, she licked her lips and winked at me, obviously happy with what I was doing.

“Suck my cock.”

I’d been blown before, but I’d never uttered those words, let alone in such a commanding tone. I was rewarded with a shudder and a beaming smile. Then, as I pressed against the back of her head, she shifted forward, allowing herself to be drawn down toward my lap. She shuffled closer, pressing her legs against the front of mine as she placed her hands on her thighs and lowered her face toward my seeping cock. I’m not sure how long I’d been leaking salty precum, but my pole was coated in the slimy liquid. It didn’t bother her one little bit. Indeed, she extended her tongue and gently lapped around my swollen end, licking it clean and very obviously savoring the taste of my precum.

“Tasty.”

“Just suck it. I’ll warn you when I’m about to cum.”

She batted her eyelashes at me and then lifted up for a moment. “Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why warn me? I don’t need a warning.” She gave me a throaty chuckle and then bent back to her task, licking up and down the length of my shaft.”

That felt so good, so damned good I almost came on the spot. Only a supreme effort of will prevented that ignominious end to the blow job. Or should that be an embarrassing start? I didn’t know, I didn’t care. I just wanted those fabulous lips of hers to encircle me and draw me into the volcanic heaven inside her mouth.

Without warning, she did just that. Opening wide, she plunged her head down, drawing most of my length into her mouth and sealing her lips around my shaft as she sucked hard. The tip of my cock bumped against the top of her throat, and I almost jumped out of my skin.

“Fuck!”

I could feel what she was doing, but I was at a loss to describe it. It felt so damned good.

After a few seconds of that, she started to bob her head up and down, making my cock slide over the surface of her tongue. I almost lost it again right there and then. She seemed to sense that because she pulled off and went back to licking the shaft, ignoring the more sensitive end of my cock as I panted for breath above her head. I noticed one of her hands had moved from my thigh and had disappeared down out of my sight. As her body jerked a little, I realized why, she was in the process of getting herself off at the same time.

She’d said make her, she wanted me to control what was happening, right? That meant she wanted me to stop her. Well, that was my reasoning.

“Stop that.”

“Why?” She looked so sad with her big puppy dog eyes and her pout.

“That’s my job.”

“Oh.” Her megawatt smile was back. “That’s okay then.”

She returned her full attention to her self-imposed lollipop and started sucking me as hard as she could.

“I’m not going to last long. You teased me too well.”

I felt her grin around my cock, but she didn’t pull off or slacken her intensity. My cock knocked against the inside of one cheek and then the other, and then the top of her throat again, as she expertly moved me around inside her mouth.

A previous girlfriend had been the only one to swallow for me, but it was obvious Chloe had every intention of doing that.

I couldn’t hold back, believe me, I tried, but I couldn’t. Both my hands found her hair and locked in place in the otherwise perfectly coiffed locks. She knew what was about to happen, and she redoubled her efforts.

She was sucking hard as the first jet of my goo sprayed out of the end of my cock and painted the back of her mouth. She didn’t even gag. Jet after jet followed. I’d been building up a head of steam after a dry spell, and I’d been frustrated with myself for not putting the moves on Chloe yet. I was glad I’d waited, this was so far beyond my expectations, and her earlier words had told me she was happy I’d waited, too.

Finally, the spasms slowed and stopped, and I let go of her head, sitting back on the couch with a stupid grin on my face. Chloe lifted herself off me and looked up into my eyes. She did that Pornstar thing, opening her mouth to show me she had a mouthful of my sticky white goo and then closed her mouth. I watched her throat as she convulsively swallowed before opening her mouth to show me it was empty.

“I think I paid the bet.”

“I think you did, too, although there’s one thing left.”

“One thing left?”

I pointed at her, “Your turn.”

“But…”

“No, definitely your turn.”

Before she could raise any kind of objection, not that I thought she would, I grabbed her, lifted her, and deposited her on the couch next to me. It was a simple matter to guide her to lie back and then lift one leg and push it off the edge of the seat, opening her up to me.

“Oh.” Her soft exclamation made me shudder. It wasn’t an indication of resistance or rebuttal. No, I could see she wanted this and wanted it a lot.

I’d seen her gloriously naked body when she completed her strip, but that had been at a little distance. When she’d been closer to me, she’d been on her knees, my body hiding most of her body from me. Now, she was stretched out along the couch next to me, and I could see everything in all its glory. Her nipples were pebbled, her areolas crinkled with goosebumps, their color highlighted on her pale skin. Her perfectly flat stomach showed she was fit as well as beautiful, while her long, toned legs were sculpted excellence, even if they were currently bent up out of the way in anticipation of my next move. Above all else, my target, her pretty as a penny pussy was sitting there for the taking.

Without hesitating any longer, I twisted to face her and dropped my head down toward her mound. She moaned and struggled up onto her elbows to watch in breathless anticipation as I moved in. I didn’t go straight to the target, remembering how she’d teased me before the blow job. Now, it was my turn as my lips landed on her soft skin a few inches above my target. My kiss caused her to suck in a breath, exposing the fact she was trembling. A glance at her face confirmed it wasn’t from fear, it was pure anticipation of me doing what I’d promised. Now, it was down to me to deliver.

I planted a trail of tiny kisses working down over her stomach and onto her mound, just above her pussy. The skin was slightly rougher there, as if she’d shaved recently. I didn’t care, it wasn’t a bad sensation, just a different one. Above all else, I could smell her, that tang of an aroused woman filling my nose with its wonderful aroma. Despite the fact I’d just cum, I could feel my cock elongating again, wanting more. So much for performance anxiety.

Actually, my performance anxiety was centered on what I was about to do. Yes, I’d done it before, a couple of times, and never taking it all the way, just enough to get the girl aroused. Now I had to go further, could I? Would I be able to deliver on what suddenly seemed like a rash promise? Could I actually get her off? More than once?

The questions flooded my mind, insecurities piling on insecurities as my lips finally found her slit, and I started to kiss her in earnest.

Above my head, I heard her moan, and then her hand found the top of my head, pulling me tighter against her, pressing herself into me. I brought my hands closer, pushing against her thighs to open her wider. She shuddered underneath me, and then my fingers found her outer lips, pulling them apart, opening up the tender coral flesh to my lips and tongue. Tongue! Of course, the fucking tongue! Quickly, I extended it, teasing her inner lips apart and pressing into the wet heat in between. I was in heaven, and it appeared I was doing something right because her hips were starting to churn underneath me, and her grip on the top of my head tightened.

Chloe was moaning now, almost non-stop, as my tongue delved into her. I didn’t want to stop, but I knew I needed to give her clit some attention. I could feel it pressing against my nose as my tongue plundered her slit. Lifting up against the push of her hand, I shifted my position and started to lap around her clit. I didn’t neglect her channel, using a finger to probe between her lips.

“Oh, fuck!” Her imprecation told me she was enjoying it, even as her churning hips went into overdrive. I guess the striptease had fired her up, and the blow job had been pleasurable for her as well as for me. A moment later, I found out just how ready she was.

Her fingers wound into my hair and pushed my face down as my tongue circled her clit, making it move against me. My finger pistoned in and out of her as her hips bounced and then spasmed.

“Fuck!” This time, the cry was louder, and her entire body stiffened. Her head dropped back to the couch with a thump, and then she was coming on my tongue and my finger. My insecurities vanished, and my cock, now hard again, twitched in anticipation. I knew she wouldn’t object if I climbed on top of her and fed it into her, but I’d promised her two, not one. I waited a few seconds to allow her to catch her breath and then started again.

“Sensitive.”

I almost didn’t hear her almost plaintive whisper, but she didn’t try to pull me off as I resumed. Her slit was now incredibly wet, and I lapped at the juices, taking them into my mouth to taste her while also spreading them over the tops of her thighs as well as my cheeks and chin. Before long, her hips started to churn again, and her hand returned to the top of my head. I was in nirvana, absolutely in thrall to this beautiful, bounteous goddess in front of me. My fingers were working hard as I alternated my tongue between her channel and her clit. I wanted to worship her breasts, too, but I couldn’t pull myself away from the target in front of my face.

This time I felt her pussy start to throb a few seconds before the orgasm hit. Her primal scream would have deafened me if she hadn’t lifted her legs and pressed her thighs against my ears, locking me in place as I had no choice other than to ride out her climax with my face pressed right against the epicenter.

After a few seconds, it seemed that every twitching muscle relaxed all at once. Her legs fell away to the sides, and her hand relaxed its grip on my hair and moved away.

“Enough.”

The single croaked word alerted me, and I stopped what I was about to start doing again.

“Too sensitive, enough, okay?”

I lifted my drowned face from her wet and slick slit.

She smiled at me weakly. “Enough for now.” I sat up, and we both panted for breath. I watched her face as she lifted herself back up to her elbows and looked down at my lap. “Already?”

“For you, yes.”

She swallowed hard. “Well, seeing as you did what you said, and I want something else.”

“Something else?”

She gestured toward my rampant cock.

“I want that, but can we go somewhere more comfortable?”

Without even stopping to think about it, I rose to my feet, turned toward her, and scooped her up into my arms. She squealed softly but wrapped her arms around my neck as I carried her naked body into the bedroom. We were kissing before we reached the door to the bedroom, and I had to struggle not to lose myself in the kiss, close my eyes, and stumble as a result. It wasn’t easy with her warm, fragrant, and warm body pressing against me. Hell, she was naked, and I was still dressed, even if my cock was sticking out of my fly and bumping against her ass with every step. She giggled, obviously feeling that.

“In a moment, big boy. Put me down.”

“I thought I was the one in charge here.” It was pushing it a little, but the way her breath hitched in her throat confirmed it for me. Chloe was a little submissive, and she’d deliberately let me know that earlier when she’d tasked me to tell her to blow me.

“You are.” Her breathy response confirmed that. Jackpot!

“Then…” Without saying anything else, I dropped her to the bed. She squealed as she flew through the air but hit the bed and bounced before settling back.

She didn’t stay there, though, she bounced back to a sitting position, swung her lovely legs off the bed, and reached up to the front of my pants.

“What are you doing?”

She giggled. “Allow me to undress you, master, if it pleases you.”

The line was so corny, so plucked from some bad porno, that it couldn’t be anything other than a joke. Even before she’d finished saying it, we were both in hysterics. Somehow, between us, we wrestled my clothes off, and we fell back onto the bed with her shuffling herself into position so I could slip straight into her. We’d had the foreplay before the bedroom, so I slid straight into her. She let out a breathy moan and flexed her hips up against me in an attempt to draw me deeper.

Somehow, I managed to bring her off once more before I finally emptied myself inside her.

* * * *

As we lay there in the afterglow in a tangle of arms and legs, we kissed for a few seconds, and then she broke off and looked at me.

“There were a couple of firsts for me in there.”

“There were?”

“That’s the first time a guy has ever kissed me after I’ve blown him.”

“Oh? I guess I never stopped to think about it.”

“Would you have still kissed me if you had thought about it?”

I shrugged, there was only one safe answer to that question when you had a naked woman in your arms. “Of course.”

She giggled. “Nice save.”

“And the other first?”

“Never cum on a guy’s tongue like that, once, let alone twice. Where did you learn that technique? You were amazing.”

“Stop stroking my ego.”

She chuckled again as I grinned at her, somehow, my thumb had found her still erect nipple and was lazily brushing it in one direction and then the other. Her breath hitched in her throat, and she arched her back. A subtle signal to tell me to keep doing what I was doing.

“Honest answer again? I have no idea. Never eaten a woman to an orgasm before.”

She shuddered. “I don’t believe that.”

“No, it’s the truth.”

“Fuck! Where have you been all my life?” She paused and then looked at me. “Why is it we’ve waited ‘til the fifth date to do this? We could have been doing this for the last four dates, too.”

I shrugged. “I guess I was worried if I came on too hard, I’d frighten you off.”

She paused, clearly thinking through her response. “You know, you might have something there. I’ve had way too many so-called boyfriends who thought they were onto a sure thing simply because I agreed to a date. They all got dumped on the sidewalk.”

I kissed her, not sure if I wanted to listen to her dating history, but she plowed on.

“So you waiting until I, literally, threw myself at you.”

“Hardly threw.”

“No, threw. If you didn’t take me up on the bet, I had one more throw of the dice, and if you didn’t try to get in my pants, then I’d have cut and run.”

“Ah. And there was me going slow, so I didn’t scare off the most beautiful woman on campus.”

“You don’t need to shower me with compliments. You’ve already won.”

“Won the lottery as far as I’m concerned.”

I could feel my cock extending where it brushed against her thigh.

After a couple more seconds, she could obviously feel it, too. She looked at me with those wide-open eyes. “Again?”

I grinned at her. “Told you, you were beautiful. I want to make up for lost time. Four dates without means four missed opportunities to feel this.” My hand squeezed her breast until she gasped. “And this.” My other hand squeezed one of her butt cheeks as she moaned in pleasure. “And, of course, this.” My mouth found her neck, nibbling at the soft skin there.

“No hickeys.”

“No problem.”

She slapped at my shoulder. “I want a shower.”

I grinned at her. “Shower sex? Wonderful idea.”

Chloe stared at me, open-mouthed, and then giggled. “Well, I was thinking about the shower, but I guess we can have a shower after the shower sex, right?”

She extricated herself from my embrace and rose to her feet. Even the back view was perfection.

“Come on then, you’re the one who said he wanted to make up for missed time.”

We did.

Sunday lunchtime was the first time either of us got dressed again. That was only because she had to get some studying done before Monday.

* * * *

Monday, we went to a sports bar just off the edge of the campus. We had a great time cheering on the local football team. Chloe made a rash bet with me about one of the running backs. She lost. As a result I got to collect on that bet. On the walk home, we deviated into the park. As soon as she was sure we were alone, or at least there was nobody within a couple of hundred yards, she grabbed my hand and pulled me into the middle of a small stand of trees.

“It’s more sheltered here.”

“Why does that matter?”

She rolled her eyes as she grinned at me. “Because, silly, the bet was you’d get me topless somewhere on the walk home.” She looked around. “This is somewhere, isn’t it?”

“I guess.”

She thrust her chest toward me. “So, get started.”

“Here?” I wasn’t being that thick, I was teasing her, even while my hardening cock was shouting get on with it from inside my pants.

Tonight, she was wearing a button-up shirt rather than one of her more usual tight t-shirts. The way she put her hands behind her back and thrust her chest forward invited me to unbutton her shirt from top to bottom.

“Are you sure you want me to unbutton it, or would you like me to rip it off you instead?”

In the moonlight filtering down through the branches of the trees, I saw her eyes go big and round. She shivered and then straightened. “You won the bet, boyfriend. Your choice.”

“Depends. Was the shirt expensive?”

She shrugged. “Does it matter?”

“A bit.”

“Well, I’ll say no, it’s an old one, so no, it doesn’t matter if it survives the next few minutes or not. Doesn’t matter if the bra does, either.”

Seeing as she’d told me earlier that the shirt was actually new when I’d complimented her on it, I knew she was lying in order to tease me. Since I was sure she remembered we’d had that conversation, I knew the tease was deliberate. In any case, there was no way I was going to escort my girlfriend to the door of her hall while wearing ripped clothing. That would be asking for trouble. I had a vision of a baying, angry mob of women chasing me, calling me every name under the sun. Not happening.

My hands rose to her neck just underneath her chin and flipped the first button undone. She let out a soft moan and somehow managed to arch her back even more. She kept her hands behind her back, giving herself no chance to interfere. I looked around, we were secluded from three sides, but the cover from the other side was much sparser. Seeing as that was deeper into the park, I didn’t think that would matter as much. Not that I wanted to expose my girlfriend to prying eyes, but it appeared she was only prepared to take so many precautions. We could have moved deeper under the trees, but she’d decided this was far enough. My fingers found the seconds button and then the next two in quick succession. The shirt parted a little, and I helped it a little, exposing her cleavage to my eyes. I couldn’t help it. I licked my lips, which startled an earthy chuckle from her.

I could see a little detail of her darker-colored bra peeping out of the opening of her shirt, so I quickly undid another couple of buttons and peeled it wider open. She moaned again as more of her underwear came into view.

“Nice. I like a black bra.”

She pouted. “It’s navy.” Then she giggled. “I guess you can’t see the difference out here with such poor light. Let me grab my cell and use the torch function so you can see properly.”

“I think not. My eyes only.”

She pouted again, and this time, I sensed real disappointment. It was almost as if she wanted someone to see what she’d goaded me into doing to her.  There were only a couple of buttons left, so I quickly undid those and then pushed the opening wider still, exposing her entire bra-encased breasts to my sight.

“Fuck! You are gorgeous.”

“Compliments like that will get you anywhere you want to go, big boy.” Her voice became much breathier. “Anywhere at all.”

I pulled her into a hug, my arms encircling her underneath her shirt so I could reach for the clasp to her bra.

“Cold hands!” She shrieked out loud, and I chuckled.

“I’ll warm them up on your back.”

She shuddered but didn’t attempt to move away as I tortured her by running my hands over the warm skin of her back before my fingers settled on the middle of the back strap of her bra. A quick twist, and it came open. She shivered again, but she remained as she’d started, her hands locked together behind her back, allowing me completely free access to her chest.

I decided to quickly test her again to see if she was really as submissive as the weekend had suggested.

“Lose the shirt and the bra, now.”

She smiled at me, a saucy expression that spoke volumes. Her hands emerged from behind her back and went to her shoulders, sliding the shirt and her bra straps down at the same time. Dropping her hands to the side allowed the shirt to slide all the way off while the bra unpeeled itself from her magnificent breasts, falling away in front of her. She caught the bra strap in the finger of one hand and tossed it to the side. I don’t think it went too far, but I wasn’t really paying any attention to the black lace flying through the air. No, my attention was fastened on the twin perfect orbs of delight right in front of me. Her nipples had clearly been hard, now exposed to the cool autumnal air, they hardened further, standing out proudly and pointing up. Her hands returned to their position behind her back, both challenging and inviting me to touch her.

“So, you’ve met the terms of the bet.”

She nodded.

“What happens now?”

“That depends…”

“On?”

She shuddered. “Whatever you want to do to me, now you’ve got me half-naked.” Her grin was as broad as ever, she wanted this, and she knew I wouldn’t stop there. She didn’t want me to.

I didn’t waste a second, moving right up to her and wrapping my arms around her, one hand going to the middle of her back, the hand dropping lower onto her ass, even as my mouth descended on hers to deliver what I hoped was a searing kiss. Her arms went around my neck, and she pressed her topless chest against my still-clothed chest even before I tightened my grip. My left hand now dipped to match its counterpart, clasping one cheek in each hand as I slowly pressed forward, backing her up against a tree. I’d already checked that the trees were quite smooth-barked, I didn’t want to rip her skin to pieces.

As I broke the kiss, my mouth dipped down to the side of her neck, and she tilted her head to one side to grant me access. Her soft murmured, “I said, no hickeys.” Seemed extra loud in the stillness under the trees. My hands clenched, and I lifted, pushing her against the tree with her feet dangling to either side of me. My clothed erection pressed against her belly, and she moaned into the kiss as she started to grind against me, dry-humping me. She knew she was about to get fucked, and she wanted it as much as I did, if not more.

“I want you stripped.”

She shuddered, but as I gently lowered her, she stood up on her own feet once more. I held her by her waist and looked straight into her eyes, then let my hands slide down over the skirt until I dipped a little to reach the hem of the lightweight garment.

The floaty multi-colored skirt with a flower pattern had looked pretty cute on her in the bar. Now, it was just in the way. I jerked it up carefully enough to make sure I didn’t rip it, but it quickly formed a wide belt around her waist, exposing the black panties that matched the bra.

“Panties off.”

“A lady never removes her underwear in the presence of a gentleman.”

She was inviting a response, but her hands had already moved to her waist to comply.

“I’m no gentleman, panties off.”

Chloe shivered, but her hands moved down, dragging her panties down, exposing her fully shaved naked pussy in the moonlight that lit us.

“Maybe now I should be using my cell in flashlight mode.”

She moaned, and I could sense her breathing was a lot harsher as the amount of clothing dwindled. I used my knee to ease the panties lower, and then, as they fell down to her ankles, she stepped one foot out of them.

“Skirt, too. Remember, I want you stripped.”

That, too, elicited a moan, confirming to me just how much she liked to be ordered around. As she stepped out of her skirt, leaving herself naked except for her cork platform-heeled sandals, she backed up against the tree and carefully spread her legs open. Her look was a challenging one. Right, you’ve got me naked, what now?

I stepped back in close, and my hands went to her chest, finding and squeezing a breast in each hand as my mouth devoured hers. The all-consuming kiss went on and on, longer than I’d intended, as she kissed me back with absolute abandon. My hands had moved, finding and isolating her nipples and squeezing them until she squealed into my mouth.

“You’re being a little rough today.”

“Sorry. Is it too much?”

She shook her head, so I pinched her nipples again. She started to tremble, and I could feel that as my hand slid down over her stomach to find her mound. Pushing even lower, I found her slit, finding it soaking wet as she mewled and the trembling increased.

“You need to cum?”

She barely managed a nod before the orgasm crashed through her. It was a good job she was hanging on to my neck because her legs gave way on her.

As she recovered, my hand dropped to my fly and quickly released my erection. I felt I was diamond-hard, ready for her. I don’t think she’d realized what I’d done, that she was about to be had, but that became apparent as I lifted her with my hands under her butt and pushed her back against the tree behind her. Her legs wrapped around me for support, and I held her there and then positioned myself before lowering her down onto my cock. Her eyes flew wide open as the tip penetrated past her outer lips.

“Oh, fuck!”

I chuckled.

“I was only going to flash you…”

I let her sink another couple of inches, and she shuddered but didn’t make any attempt to get away. If she had, I’d have pulled out and backed off, but she clung on as I slowly eased her down onto my length. She wasn’t exactly babbling into my ear, but what she was saying wasn’t making any sense, either.

As her weight came down onto the base of my cock I pushed deeper still and held her there, her naked body impaled on me and sandwiched between me and the tree.

“Fuck!”

I chuckled and then flexed my knees, slowly pulling out a little and then pushing hard into her once more. I didn’t try to move too much, knowing rubbing her unprotected back against tree bark wouldn’t be good.

It didn’t matter to her, she clung to my neck and let me pound into her. Another six or seven strokes, and she came again. Then I was off and moving, unable to control myself as my own orgasm approached. Somehow, she managed a third climax just before I spent myself in her.

Slowly, I lowered her back down and then quickly spun her around so I could check her back. Thankfully, there were no scratches, just a couple of red marks that would fade overnight.

“You okay?”

She rolled her eyes, a movement barely visible in the moonlight. “After three orgasms, lover? Stupid question. I’m better than all right, okay?”

“Sure.”

“Now, help me find my clothes.”

The shirt and skirt were easy to find, and her panties weren’t very far away. We couldn’t see her bra. She insisted on getting dressed before I was allowed to use my torch to try and locate the scrap of black lace in the darkness. When we did, she balled it up and stuffed it in the pocket of her skirt. That was a bit creased, but not too bad. At least her new skirt had survived.

“I’ll stand guard if you want to put your bra back on.”

She giggled. “I won’t be the first girl to straggle home to the dorm with my underwear in my pocket. Nor the last.”

“Probably, not the first time you’ve done it, too.”

She gasped, and I winced, that might not have been the most diplomatic thing to say. After a moment, she started laughing. I guess my expression was priceless.

We walked back to her dorm in silence, but she insisted on a long kiss just outside the dorm door. Her hand stopped mine from taking liberties where we could be observed.

The next night, it was raining hard, so we stayed in the dorm rec room and played pool. When she insisted on betting on the result of the last rack, we did, and she lost. I’m not that good a pool player, but it seemed I was better than she was. She disappeared into the ladies and emerged, handing me her underwear, which she’d removed in private. I'm not really sure why she’d done that in private because she seemed to make sure everyone else in the rec room saw her hand the white lace garments to me.

Two nights later, she bet on a basketball game, and we ended up out the back of the bar with her leaning over a dumpster while I fucked her hard.

I’m not stupid, I can sense a pattern developing. One thing, though, was for sure, I wasn’t going to complain about Chloe paying up on her bets.


If you enjoyed this book,

Please consider leaving a review on your Amazon site. Reviews are a great help for authors, as well as for other readers who might enjoy this book. The review doesn’t have to be long, just honest.

Thank you in advance, I’d love to read your feedback.
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For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!
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With the twins to raise, money is tight for Jen and Chris, and they have to face up to the prospect of losing their home. He can’t work more overtime and she can’t find a normal job that covers child care costs. In desperation, Jen suggests she returns to the job she had when they met. Chris isn't keen on letting his wife go back to the club, where as Starz--her stage name derived from the tattoo on her stomach--he’d been mesmerized and fallen for the lovely dancer. The idea of her stripping again isn't something he finds easy to deal with, and the thought of her working for Tom, the sleazy club owner, is even worse. But Jen has made her mind up. Starz is going to make a comeback to save their home, hopefully without risking their marriage.
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Sian Ash had just turned 20 when her world was turned upside down. The minibus carrying her roller derby team home from an away match lost a tire, and overturned down an embankment. Four families lost their wives and mothers that day - five young children cast adrift, four fathers seared by a pain Sian recognized and felt with them. The heroine of the crash, she started providing a substitute parent service for the four families. Hailed as the town angel by everyone, only four others knew the real truth. It had started when one of the widowers had called her by his dead wife's name. The emotional angst that required a hug had led to something else - something more. Now Sian was proving in secret that she was no angel, no angel at all, and her four employers were loving every minute of it.
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Charlotte knew there were two ways to get to the top of the corporate ladder. She could work hard and hope she got noticed, or she could play hard and make sure she got noticed. The only problem for Charlie was a very simple one, the men she saw as her rungs on the way to the top, weren't the straight-forward vanilla sharp-suited businessmen she thought they were. Getting their attention was easy, keeping it simple enough, but was the price too high for the secretary who had just acquired a bottom name - Charlie? More importantly, could her bottom stand it?
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Amy's been happy working in the department store, and happy at home but there's something missing, so she's changing her job. Now Amy's got a real problem, she desperately needs money to fix her car. When her boss offers her some overtime she knows exactly what he's offering, and it might just plug the gap in her relationship too. She never realised she was quite so submissive though, nor that her boss was quite so dominant, something her loving husband could never be.
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Previously available as three separate novels, the entire trilogy is gathered here in a single volume of over 150,000 words for one unbelievable price.

Leah’s Home Lens

Leah was only trying to tease her photographer neighbor, but it went too far. Now Owen is blackmailing her into posing for ever more explicit photographs. She never realised just how much of an exhibitionist she could become, nor how much Leo, her husband, would enjoy watching her via the recordings from the CCTV system. Just how far can she fall? Can she turn the tables on Owen before she's in too deep? Does she want to? Who is actually blackmailing who?

Leah’s New Lens

Having given in to Owen as far as she has, it's very difficult for Leah to refuse Owen when he takes her a few steps further. When Leah poses for him again, he pushes her boundaries much, much further than she ever imagined. Leah is far more innocent than she herself ever realised, and Owen most certainly isn’t. Introducing another player into their "game" gives her a real BIG problem in every sense of the word.

Leah’s Long Lens

With Stan coming back for a solo session on his own, Leah is starting to feel the pressure. When it turns out Stan isn't on his own, the new experiences are mounting up for her. Will her relationship with Leo survive the strain?

She has a bigger challenge to overcome first though, can she get through the Camera Club session without it developing into something more?
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The Last To Know Trilogy
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The complete The Last To Know Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, almost 200,000 words, over 550 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 – The Last To Know – What I did before we dated

For marketing manager Simon, his gorgeous wife Samantha is his reason for existing. From the moment, he first set eyes on her innocent beauty that day behind the counter in the library, he’d been hooked.

Her shy reserved exterior hid a passion that took him a long while to uncover, but for Simon, it was worth the wait. Only, now, five years on, a newspaper exposé is threatening her career, and the very rock their marriage is built on.

As Sammie starts to confess, Simon wonders if their marriage can survive. Was everything he thought he knew about her a lie?

Book 2 – The Last To Know – What I did while we dated

Sammie has confessed her dirty little secret – she wasn’t the innocent young lady she’d made herself out to be.

Even after she’d started dating Simon, she’d still been playing the field, still messing around after hours with her boss at the library.

She’d promised to tell Simon everything, every sordid detail in a last-ditch attempt to save their marriage.

Could Simon, though, hear it all? And, if he could hear the details, could he truly forgive her?

Book 3 - The Last To Know – What I did while we were engaged

Simon had thought his librarian girlfriend was exclusive, but as Sammie’s confessions build toward a shattering climax, can he still love her enough to forgive her?

As revelation piles on revelation, as each dirty confession becomes more sordid than the previous one, the worst truths are yet to come.

While he respected her limits, her desire to save herself for marriage, on the nights he didn’t see her she was out painting the town red – or at least whatever color her underwear happened to be.

Had he truly been the last to know?
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The complete A Model Descent Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, 245,000 words, over 750 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 - A Model Descent

“We wondered if you had ever done any modeling?” I mean, how corny can you get? But it was a woman who was asking me the question, and we were right outside the photographer’s studio at the time. I wasn’t even dressed nicely – the thick wool department store uniform made me look frumpy.

So began Sylvia’s modeling career working for Dewi Morris and his wife Christie. The devastatingly pretty blonde had never considered posing in front of the camera. She wasn’t that innocent, or naive, but the lure of the lens made for an inexorable pull and before long the photographer was pushing her boundaries.

The first full-length novel in a trilogy detailing Sylvia’s fall from innocence into something much more...

Book 2 - A Model Descent – Freefall

The second book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s descent into the world of glamor modeling. Now renting the flat above the studio, Sylvia is starting to live the high life that comes with being very well paid for what she does. Only, she can’t tell her family what she actually does in front of the camera.

Working as the course model for aspiring glamor photographers is a real goldmine for both the studio and for her. However, the wedding shoot course is a bit much. Can she really bring herself to pose in a bridal dress, in a church, knowing the only part of the outfit she’ll be wearing for the reception shoot are the stockings and heels? Especially after the shots they took of her in the limo.

When one of the photographers turns out to be a close friend of Dewi and shows a more personal interest in her, can she remain professional despite the growing mutual attraction?

Book 3 - A Model Descent – Final Fall

The third book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s move from glamor modeling into video shoots. The discovery that Tyler had been shooting video rather than stills left Sylvia traumatized.

Can she cope with the apparent betrayal by the man she’s starting to see as her boyfriend, and not just another photographer? Dewi, though, has plans for Sylvia, and she finds herself drawn more and more in front of the lenses of the video cameras rather than Dewi’s still camera.

As the videos become more and more hardcore will she stay balanced, and perhaps, more importantly, will she be able to build a real relationship with Tyler, the man who’s at home either in front of the camera, or behind it, when she’s in front of it with someone else!
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Housemates, Neighbors and Workmates
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All twelve novellas collected here in one amazing 275,000 word volume for one fantastic price. 
Things might have been different if Lizzie hadn’t been desperate enough to borrow the money to pay the rent, without telling Phil what she was doing. Now, after fate placed them in his hands, Phil leads Lizzie, Susie and Carrie down the slippery slope into glamour modelling and beyond.

Housemates and Friends

Housemates and Rivals

Housemates and Partners

Housemates Forever

Lizzie and Phil are back, and this time they have some new, willing—well, kind of—partners for their sexy games. As their neighbor, Carol, is drawn deeper and deeper into their web, her unwitting husband Peter is drawn in too. When they also ensnare their other neighbor, Rebecca, things start to spiral out of control. When Phil runs for office as deputy mayor, Carol, Rebecca, and the irrepressible Susie, are mere pawns in a high stakes game.

Neighbors and Friends

Neighbors and Rivals

Neighbors and Partners

Neighbors Forever

When the mayor succumbs to a fatal heart attack, Phil is left in charge. He has to form a campaign team to organize the support for his upcoming election battle. Winning over the hearts and minds of the movers and shakers within the city, bringing in new business from outside, needs a special kind of team. Phil has just what it needs, in the sexy form of his pretty neighbors, Carol, Rebecca and Susie. When he adds his wife to the mix in order to keep Carol’s husband on side, things are going to get even more interesting.

Workmates and Friends

Workmates and Rivals

Workmates and Partners

Workmates Forever
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Penny Lane’s Seduction
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Over twenty years after the Beatles hit, would you saddle your only daughter with the name Penelope if your surname was Lane? Taunted and bullied through childhood, she grew up to be a beautiful but introverted young woman. But when Gareth met her, he thought she was perfect.

With Gareth working days and Penny studying at college then working nights, their time together was limited, but they were determined to make the most of what they had despite the little money they had between them.

As their relationship developed, their love deepened, but a voyeuristic game gone wrong has left Penny exposed to manipulation from her devious older neighbor. As things start to get out of control, events build toward a devastating conclusion.

Frank’s seduction of the pretty twenty-one year old Penny is going to shatter lives as well as hearts.
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The Camera Loves Candy
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Candy could have been a model if only she was taller. At least, that was her husband’s belief. On a whim, he asks her to pose sexily in front of his camera for him, on a promise that he’ll never show the results to anyone.

She thought he had talent, and liked to encourage his hobby, but as each session got more and more daring, the sessions were affecting both of them. As their sex-life continued to move on, in leaps and bounds, Candy knew it wouldn’t be long before he got her naked in front of the camera, and not just after the shoot!

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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Two For The Road
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Ike and Allie knew that getting promoted to a field sales position was a career-high. The husband and wife never expected to both be competing for the same role. When fate deals a different hand, and they’re both promoted, their boss gives them the pep talk about how the loneliness of life on the road could take its toll on their marriage.

Unknown to him, Allie and Ike have agreed their own way to deal with the enforced separation, a very different, and possibly scandalous way. A simple bet, with a significant prize. The winner gets to choose the holiday, and the loser gets to pay for it.

The bet? Well, let’s just say it will be a lot of fun every time, even though they’re hundreds of miles apart.
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When KC Comes To Town
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When Tim asked Emma on a date, he hadn’t expected to get a yes as a response. The tall blonde with kick-ass looks and legs to die for was so far out of his league, he knew he had no chance. When she said yes, and kept saying yes all the way up to the altar, he couldn’t have been happier. For him, it was a match made in heaven.

Demure in public and a tigress in bed, she was a perfect match for him… most of the time. There was one bump in the road, though. Her best friend from college, Katherine Cassandra, or KC for short. KC was a sales rep for a pharmaceutical company, and she hit town every eight weeks or so. The Saturday night when KC was in town was girls’ night out, when the two relived their wild college years. Those girls had been wild then, and boy, they still were.

Seven weeks out of eight, Tim had the perfect wife, but one week in eight, well—that was the price he paid for his otherwise flawless marriage, when KC comes to town.
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Three Passes Each
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James thought Carla was a little young for him, but Carla thought otherwise. She confessed she preferred older men for their experience, and James couldn’t do anything other than take up such a challenge from the gorgeous brunette. Their romance was perfection, right up to the point where Carla forced his hand over a prenup, one she insisted on in his favour. It created their first real row, and it wasn’t so much the financial settlement, as the unusual caveat Carla insisted on. It had nothing to do with money, and everything to do with their relationship.

Given how in love he was with his wife, he had no intention of ever using one of the three free passes she’d insisted on, free passes that gave him the right to step outside his marriage vows. In fact, he insisted that turn was turnabout, and she had the same privilege. The last thing he expected was to use one, let alone for Carla to use one too.
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Three Passes Each – Second Pass
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James had accepted the wisdom of Carla’s forward planning when they’d both used one of their free passes to step outside their marriage. James, though, was insistent he wouldn’t need to use one again, and he was sure Carla had no such intention, either.

Fate sometimes throws a couple a curveball, and this time was no exception. They hadn’t intended it, and they hadn’t wanted it, but somehow they both ended up in another situation, one which meant they would use that second pass of the three written into the marriage contract.

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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For even more titles and for new releases visit my Amazon author page,
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About The Author

My name is Bridy, and I live in upstate New York. I’ve written for as long as I can remember, which is thanks to my parents for teaching me to read and write before I went to school. I’ve been fascinated by erotic tales all my adult life, my husband thinks they’re silly but indulges me. I won’t tell you how old I am because a lady never gives away her age. My other interest is photography but writing will always be my first love, other than my husband of course.
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