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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 5, Cut-Throat

A couple of days later, my housemates were still away, so Chloe stayed over. I certainly wasn’t complaining about that. For me, it felt like a foretaste of what life could be like if I could persuade her to move in with me once we graduated. The only thing holding me back was the fear factor. What if when I offered to put a ring on her finger, she said no? I don’t think I could survive that level of rejection. I was trying not to let it show that I was worrying over it. If I let her find out something was worrying me, Chloe would worm the truth out of me. No, I had to man up and pop the question, but there was the little matter of when and how, as well as finding out what kind of ring she would like and, of course, her finger size. How was I supposed to measure that without giving the game away?

I know every guy who thinks about proposing has to overcome these things, but I was stressing myself about them.

That evening, Chloe gave me a speculative look. I raised an eyebrow her way, and she flushed.

“What’s up?”

She bit her lip and looked at me. “You remember that night I told you about my pinball obsession?”

I chuckled. “How could I forget? It was like bedding a tigress after that.”

She shivered. “Well, my strong, dominant lion, I was wondering…”

“Wondering what…?”

If you felt up to a repeat performance? I think I’ve got another tale I can tell that should trigger something at least...”

“I thought you said you never saw Pete again?”

He shrugged. “Who said it had anything to do with Pete? Or even pinball, for that matter.”

“Oh. I also seem to remember you saying you pulled your horns in and behaved for the next semester, if not your entire first year here.”

“I did. But this story isn’t about then, it’s about what happened the next summer.”

“Should I be worried?”

She giggled. “It was well before I met you, so what would make you worry about it?”

“Well, I was wondering how many firsts you would cross off your list this time around?”

She shrugged. “A couple.”

“Then, I’m all ears.”

“And what do I get in return for telling you the story?”

“What would you like?”

She shrugged again. “Maybe a new dress and a slap-up meal at that new Italian restaurant that’s opened up two blocks over.”

I smiled at her. “I could do the dress or the meal, but not both. The only thing is, if I bought you the dress…”

“What?”

“You’d have to let me choose it. No input from you at all.”

“But what if I don’t like the one you choose?”

“I thought you said I had impeccable taste.”

“Maybe you do, but not necessarily in women’s clothing.”

“Well, it would be quite a simple style. The hem would come down to here…” I touched her thigh about an inch below her crotch. “And the top would be halter neck and backless, so you couldn’t wear a bra.”

She sniffed. “No doubt it would be a translucent material, so I could join the free the nipple brigade.”

“Of course. You’d look sensational in that, especially if it was so tight you couldn’t wear panties either.”

She rolled her eyes. “You want me to go out showing all the goodies?”

“No. I doubt you’d get as far as the door before I wrestled you to the floor and stopped you from going out like that.”

She shivered. “Not sure if I should take that as you being aroused by the dress or you becoming possessive.”

“Not the possessive one, simply too turned on to stop myself ravishing you.” I thought that was a good answer.

When Chloe cuddled under my arm I knew it had been the right response. She gently walked her fingers up my thigh. “So, seeing as we’re both a bit too short of cash to buy such a dress, what do I really get in exchange for telling you about my next summer adventure?”

“The same as last time, or would you like more?”

“Baby, I’m insatiable when you get going, you know that. I want more, definitely more.”

“Then your wish will be my command. Now, do you want a coffee before you start?”

“Sounds like a plan.”

It didn’t take long. Ten minutes later, we were back in the same position, but this time holding mugs of coffee as she started her story.

* * * *

I’d enjoyed that experience with Pete and his father. Enjoyed it a lot, and I guess it had formed the central theme of my masturbatory fantasies for quite a while. However, it had also been intense, and I knew I’d put myself in danger. Not exactly physical danger, those self-defense classes had made sure of that, but in danger of things quickly escalating beyond paying off the bet. As a result, I pulled my horns in and didn’t make any bets at all for quite a while. However, as the spring semester started, I knew my self-imposed restraint was making my life more boring than it could be. I’d been dating, but nothing serious, just the occasional fumble or blow job in a car, but nothing more than that.

I guess what had happened that day had shown I was a bit of an exhibitionist. Not an extreme one, but I liked to be looked at, even lusted after. I did think about going with the girls for spring break in Florida and showing myself off in a dental floss bikini or even topless. However, Mom had an accident three weeks before, and I ended up spending time at home instead of looking after her. Turns out it rained almost every day, and the girl's spring break was literally washed out. The wettest season for fifteen years, apparently.

So, on my next few dates, I made some bets with my date. Nothing extreme, and in any case, I won more than half of them. I had to give a blow job as a penalty for one of the losing bets and had to spend the rest of the evening commando without closing my legs for another. Fun and somewhat sexy, but nowhere near the level Pete and his father had taken me to.

That summer, I went home, and my luck had changed. A new warehouse was opening in town, selling sportswear, and its busy season coincided with summer. They were looking for students for summer work, which was perfect for me. I ended up working in the offices, not down on the shop floor. It was a straightforward nine-to-five job, not even shifts, with an early finish on a Friday.

I was doing basic admin tasks, nothing that could be regarded as intellectually challenging, but it brought the money in. Mom had recovered from her accident and was back at work, I’d have been really bored if I’d been stuck at home on my own. All my friends from school who didn’t go to college had jobs, so weren’t around. Of the rest, most didn’t come home to our little town if they could help it. So I’d have been lonely and bored. At least with the job, which was admin, I might be bored, but I wasn’t lonely.

There was one fly in the ointment, though. Gary, Pete’s friend from the previous summer, had a job in the warehouse. I suspect he’d been regaled with the tale of that day by Pete to the point he was sick of the fact he’d missed out. He tried to sweet talk me into going out with him, but while I might have considered a date with Pete, Gary, now a year older, just seemed a bit sleazy. I knocked him back, but I tried to do it nicely. I guess not nicely enough because he spread the story around the warehouse. He wasn’t the nice guy I’d known the year before. College had changed him, but not for the better.

So now all the guys in the warehouse knew I always paid up on a losing bet and was prepared to flash the flesh in the process, even to the point of putting out. Since I was still regarded as one of the prettiest girls in town, that fueled a lot of male fantasies and gossip. I was pretty much oblivious to this until my boss asked me to take over another girl’s duties. She was going on her honeymoon for three weeks, and they needed someone from the office to distribute and collate the stock-take information and then notify upper management about any discrepancies. It was still boring stuff, but it put me into the warehouse a couple of times a day. The stock-takes were randomized blind choices, so there was no way anyone could know what was going to be checked on any day. I had to put the sheets up on the end of the aisles late in the afternoon, and go down and collect them early the next morning.

Of course, venturing into the warehouse wearing my usual office attire, a tight blouse, and a short skirt, was a bit like putting a goldfish in the shark tank. Within days, I’d have guys waiting for me. Luckily not Gary, he’d been fired for smoking grass behind one of the dumpsters in the yard, so I didn’t have to deal with him. I’d been proved right, he was definitely not the guy I’d known. I guess weed does that to a guy. Without him around, it was basically flirting, albeit a bit suggestive, and I could cope with flirting. Face it, I’d been doing so for years.

Anyway, I had two weeks left before I was leaving to go back to college and it was a Wednesday. My last day moving around in the warehouse was that Friday because the girl I was covering for would be back the next week. My last two weeks would be back to my old, office-bound job. I’d got used to the banter and was able to brush the flirting off with a giggle and a shake of the head.

One of the foremen came up to me as I collected the stock take sheets. “Listen, your last week doing this, right?”

“That’s right.”

“Look, don’t be offended, but the guys have enjoyed having a nice piece of eye candy covering Petra’s job.”

I glared at him, Petra might not be the prettiest girl in the office, but she was by no means ugly. She just tended to wear trousers and a roll-neck sweater, so she was rather more buttoned up than me.

“No offense to her, but the guys like what they see when you’re down here, and I’m sure you know that.” He gave me a penetrating look, and I blushed a little, giving away the fact I’d noticed.

“And I quite think you like being noticed.”

“Now you’re getting personal.”

“I think it’s true enough.”

I shrugged. “It breaks the routine compared to filing invoices and getting the post ready.”

“All of which are important jobs. Look, seeing as you’re not going to be coming down here after Friday morning, how about you join some of us for a drink after finishing on Friday?”

“A drink? That’s a bit early in the afternoon for a drink.”

“Harry runs the bar up the street. He’ll stay open on a Friday, knowing most of us like a beer after the week’s work.”

I knew which bar he meant. A bit of a dive.

“Like I’m going to go for a drink with a dozen guys where I’m the only female? Like that’s going to happen.”

“Round up a couple of the girls from the office if you like. The permanent staff won’t, but maybe a couple of the other student hires wouldn’t mind. We’ll stand for the drinks. You know many students that turn down free drinks?”

I rolled my eyes. “Depends on if there’s a payment expected other than money.”

“Hey!” He actually had the grace to look hurt.

“Sorry, but in this day and age…”

“I know, you’ve got to be careful.” He paused, then brightened. “Look, have a chat with the girls, even have a chat with Maisie upstairs in accounts…”

I nodded. I knew her, a lot of the jobs I did around the office involved working with her section.

“Well, she’s my sister, she’ll vouch for me, and if there was any trouble, imagine what would happen to me on Monday if you told my older sister what had happened?”

I hadn’t realized they were related, but now he’d pointed it out to me, the family resemblance was obvious. Although I got on okay with Maisie, I wasn’t going to ask her that sort of question, after all, blood is thicker than water, and I didn’t want to make waves unnecessarily.

“Hank!”

He shrugged. “Duty calls. Think about it, Chloe, the invitation is open. We’ll all love to see you there on Friday.”

He didn’t put any undue emphasis on any word, but it seemed the see had been stressed just a little bit. I watched him go, a thoughtful expression on my face. I knew Gary had been gossiping before he was fired, so there were more than rumors around. Could I live with that, just for a chance at a couple of hours of socialization? Mom was working late on Friday, and with no friends around, my social life was zero, and I’d be on my own. Not a good prospect for a nineteen-year-old girl on a Friday night. I didn’t want to be seen as aloof, either, and I didn’t think any of them would be able to stop me if I decided to get up and leave. I didn’t think any of them would even try.

Over the day and the next, I did talk to a couple of the girls, but neither of them was that interested. I was thinking I’d have to say no, not wanting to be the only woman in the group. Then, one of the other girls, Kim, changed her mind. She quite fancied one of the younger warehouse guys and had somehow found out he was going along. I passed along to Hank on my next visit that there would be two of us attending, and he grinned like a loon but promised to behave.

Kim and I both agreed we’d bring a change of clothes in with us and when quitting time came, we both took our bags into the lady's and quickly got changed. We didn’t have the time to do more than change clothes and freshen our make-up, but at least we weren’t wearing our work clothes. My silk shirt covered me quite well as long as it remained buttoned up. My skirt was shorter than the one I usually wore around the office, and I’d switched to a nicer pair of pantyhose. If anything Kim’s outfit was more revealing, her scoop neck top showing more than a hint of cleavage, while her skirt was a couple of inches shorter than mine. There again, I was going out socially, she was on the pull. Chas was going to get hit right between the eyes.

I know now that I was relying on a friend who wasn’t going to be reliable. If she succeeded in pulling Chas, which was her stated intention, she wouldn’t be staying with the group. She’d want to get him off somewhere on their own. If she didn’t pull him, then the likelihood was she’d be sulky, and she’d leave early. I guess I was too naive all the way around. There was no way of backing out, so I was going to have to make the best of it.

Hank was waiting outside and waved to get our attention, then linked arms with the two of us as he cracked slightly off-color jokes that weren’t really funny, but the way he told them, they somehow were. He certainly had us laughing and giggling as we made our way into the bar and then through into the back room.

I balked a little at that. “Harry hasn’t got a license to stay open in the afternoons. So, we use the back room so we can pretend it’s a private party. If any cop comes sniffing, it allows Harry to give them a cover story.”

“Oh, okay.” It should have been the first red flag for me, but it wasn’t. When Harry locked the door behind us, that should have been another red flag, but again, it fitted with their cover story, so, at the time, I didn’t think anything of it. As it happens, more fool me.

When we got through into the back room, there was a group of five guys waiting for us, and as soon as we appeared, they raised a cheer. It was a little disconcerting, but I already knew all these guys. Well, apart from Harry, the bar owner, he was all smiles, so he seemed okay.

For the next hour the conversation was lively but not in an uncomfortable way. I did notice that Kim had made a beeline for the seat next to Chas and they seemed to be having their own conversation rather than joining in the main one.  I think I’d had maybe three beers, but enough to fill my bladder, so I excused myself to the lady's room. Given how seedy the bar was in general I was surprised at how nice that room was. However, when I came out, Harry was just returning to the back room, having let Chas and Kim out of the front door. It appeared that Chas had scored, and from the comments the others made, they were sure he’d left on a promise.

Damn! From my point of view, it left me in the one situation I didn’t want to be in. Alone in the bar with five guys, not including the bar owner. Although I had known Kim had fancied Chas, I hadn’t expected her to make her move like that. Still, there was nothing I could do about it other than make the best of it.

One of the guys produced a pack of cards and suggested a game. The game the guys wanted to play was cut-throat, and it was obvious from their reactions that playing cards like this was a common thing for the group. I knew the game, and I also knew it had very little skill involved but could go pretty quickly. It was more of a luck game than a skill one. I tried to demur, saying I’d watch. However, one other thing my step-father had taught me, was to never back down from a challenge. Being called chicken was a huge challenge, so I gave in when one of them used the chicken word. “Alright, I’ll play, but only ‘til I’m out of money.”

“Good girl. Knew you were good for it.”

Now, cut-throat is a fast-paced game, and they are replaying for a dollar a hand. I only had a twenty in my purse, so I got Harry to split it for me, and he gave me ones for it.

Now, cut-throat is a simple game, the dealer gives everyone a card face down, and you can look at it. Then everyone flips them over at the same time, and the high card wins. There is one element of skill, you can fold, but you cannot fold more than once in every three hands. So, if you fold, you have to play the next two cards, however good or bad your card is.

As I said, the play can be a bit fast and furious. I wasn’t that happy about it, but I didn’t want to put their backs out after all. Everyone had been as good as gold so far, and I didn’t feel threatened at all. As the game progressed, they remained gentlemen.

I won a few hands and lost more than a few, and I used my fold a few times as well. I was down about ten dollars and I’d also had another couple of beers. That pushed me toward emptying my bladder again, so I asked to sit out the next couple of hands and headed for the restroom.

When I came out, they’d changed the rules on me, and since they’d all agreed to those new rules, there was nothing I could object to. The stakes were now double, and there were no folds. I had ten dollars to my name, so as soon as I’d lost five times I was out. I had a suspicion I was now being played, but I had nothing concrete to accuse anyone of.

I lost the first two hands but won the next, bringing me back closer to my original stake. I also won the next one, which brought me into profit. I knew I couldn’t back out at this point because a winner can’t be the first one to leave the table.

The play sped up, and I quickly found myself with a dwindling stack of ones in front of me. A few hands later, I won again, and then it dribbled away once more. Three hands later, I put my last two dollars in and watched as I lost to Hank.

“Right, guys, I’m out.”

“Ah, you can’t drop out now.”

“Sorry, no money, no play.”

“I’d take a marker for you.”

“Don’t do markers.” I watched as two of the guys gave what they hoped was a secret smile to each other. I now knew for sure I’d been played, the whole afternoon had built up to his. My problem was my stubborn streak that wouldn’t let me back down once I was committed, and that wasn’t helped by the fact the beers had given me a decent buzz. I’d skimped on lunch because I’d noticed I’d put on a couple of pounds over the summer, and I wanted to go back to college at the same weight as I’d left. That was probably, in hindsight, not such a good decision because it increased the effect the alcohol was having on my brain.

I knew I should just leave, but that stubborn streak made me stay and listen to whatever Hank intended to propose.

“Okay, how about this? We give you a chance to win all the money on the table.”

“And if I lose?”

He shrugged. “You entertain us.”

“In what way?” I thought I knew the answer, and I was ready to refuse.

“You do a little song and dance number on stage for us.”

“Apart from the fact the odds are way not in my favor and that I can’t sing, I don’t even see a stage.”

“Well, let me deal with that one bit at a time. Harry! Would you please reveal the stage to our unbeliever here?”

Harry grinned and walked around behind me. What I’d thought was quite a solid wall was, in fact, a concertina partition. He undid a bolt at the bottom and then pulled on a hidden handle. After a moment of resistance, the concertina slid open. It must have been counterweighted because both sides slid open, even though he was only pulling on one side. I guess my mouth drooped open in astonishment as it revealed there was more to the room, as a six-foot-wide and a couple of feet high stage emerged from behind the folding wall.

“Fuck me!”

“Harry’s got a full karaoke set up, so you can choose any one of a couple of thousand songs. I’m sure there’s something you can sing along to.”

“Six thousand and change, actually.”

I tried another throw of the dice. “Have you got Cozy Powell’s Dance With the Devil?”

Harry frowned and then pulled his cell out of his pocket and clearly looked it up. Ah, well, it had been worth a try. He chuckled.

“If I’d said yes, you’d have been suckered there, Hank. Your young friend here just asked if I’d got an old eighties track, which is a drum solo. No vocals.”

I shrugged and smiled. “Worth a try.”

“So, I’m sure you could find something to sing along to.”

“Not doing it because the odds are still so badly in your favor.”

Hank seemed to think about it, but I noticed one of the others tip him a sly wink. Yep, I was now absolutely certain I was being played, but I had no idea why they wanted to hear me sing. Hell, I didn’t want to hear me sing, I knew how bad I was.

“Okay, how about we change the deal like this? If you win, you take all the money, but if you lose, you sing and entertain us, and we pay you all the money as your fee. That way, you get the money either way.”

“Am I allowed a fold?”

He shook his head. “No, no folds allowed.”

I knew there was more than a couple of hundred dollars on the table. The guys had all started with more money than I had. I guess that had been to make sure I was the first one to lose, but that two hundred dollars would be a useful addition to my college fund. It would buy a week’s worth of takeaways for starters. The alcohol was making me reckless, and I didn’t think about it too long. How bad could one song be?

“One song.”

“As long as you entertain us, yes.”

That alcohol made me miss that simple warning sign, and as I nodded and took the bet, I sealed my own fate.

Hank shuffled and dealt the cards. I didn’t see him stiff me by dealing from the bottom of the deck, but he might have done. Anyway, I had a five, not a very good card. When everyone else turned over a higher card, I was fully blown out of the water.

“Ma’am, your destiny awaits. Harry, would you operate the karaoke machine for her?”

“Sure.”

Harry’s grin was positively malicious, but I was a bit fuzzy as I rose from my chair and made my way over to the two steps that took me up to the stage where Harry was waiting.

“How do you fancy a Celine Dion song/ They’re always popular.”

I shook my head. “No, I’m nowhere near good enough for that. Got any Taylor Swift? That school one?”

He flicked through the on-screen catalog and handed me a set of headphones. I slipped them on as he played the first twenty seconds of the song. I couldn’t remember the title, but he’d found the right one, Juliette singing to Romeo. I didn’t think I could carry it, but at least it was a pretty modern one. I’d definitely danced to it a few times at school discos anyway.

Harry wheeled the monitor to the middle of the stage and gave me a cordless microphone. Meanwhile, the guys had all moved to stand in a line right in front of the stage. At least the stage wasn’t so high that they’d be looking up my skirt.

“You know how it works, sweetie. Follow the bouncing ball.”

Hank called out as well. “Don’t forget to move to the music, too.”

I glared at him, but he was grinning, as were the others. The only person not enjoying it was me, but I’d taken the stupid bet. At least it was just one song.

Harry set the system going, and I waited for the first word to appear. I twitched my hips to the music, gradually increasing the movement. Then, the first lyrics appeared on the monitor. And I took a deep breath and started singing. “We were both young when I first saw you.” Only that wasn’t what came out of the speakers. It was an unholy screech, I doubt it even sounded human.

Everything stopped, and I could see my attentive audience wince. I looked at Harry in confusion.

“Sorry, everyone. My bad. The lady said she couldn’t sing that well, so I tried to help by putting some reverb on. Must have twisted the dial too far. Okay, sorted now, starting again. All yours, baby.”

The music started again, so I started trying to move to the music, and when the lyrics came up, I started singing. At least this time, it was recognizably my voice.

“We were still young when I first saw you…”

“I close my eyes, and the flashback starts…”

“I’m standing there…”

“On a balcony in summer air…”

I saw Hank gesturing to Harry, and the music faded away. I’d thought my performance wasn’t too bad, but apparently, Hank didn’t agree.

“Sorry, sweetie, but when you said you couldn’t sing, I thought you were trying to get out of performing.”

I turned a laser-like glare onto him. “I don’t welch on a bet. Period.”

“Okay, sweetie, okay, but I guess we’ll have to see how well you can dance. I think we need to forget the singing.

I’m not stupid I could see where this was going, and Hank was clearly the ringleader. This whole event had been set up to get me up on the stage and out of my clothes, and stupidly, I’d gone along with it until, by my own rules, it was too late to back out. Oh, I could have just marched out, if necessary, kicking the fire escape open if Harry refused to open the front door, but that would have damaged my self-respect. I’d made a bet and lost, now I had to pay up. The whole singing and dancing thing had been a pretext. Reducing it to just dancing was an obvious ploy.

“Hank?”

“Yes?”

“Why don’t you tell me what you really want? You don’t want me just to dance, do you? What you really want would be a striptease?”

“Oh, what a good idea. Please continue, I’m sure Harry can sort you out with some good stripper music. Three track standard?”

“Three track?”

He shrugged. “First track, lose the outer clothes, second track, get nekkid, final track, dance nekkid.” He chuckled. “Notice you didn’t balk at me taking you up on your brilliant idea.”

I set my lips in a straight line and just glared, focusing on each of the guys in turn. They were all grinning, obviously looking forward to me doing exactly as Hank had just said. I glanced at Harry, he was grinning, too. I’d been well and truly set up, and I’d not only ignored the red flags, but I’d also even made helpful suggestions that had moved their little scam along.

“Harry?”

“Yes?”

“Give me some nice soft rock tracks and take this damned monitor out of the way. Don’t think what I’m about to do will follow any fucking bouncing ball.”

It was obvious I was about to get naked in front of six pairs of male eyes. My problem wasn’t with that, even though it would be a definite first. No, my problem was that I could tell my body liked the idea, anticipating the exposure in the worst way.

The first track started playing, and I instantly recognized it. Seeing as it was a karaoke machine, it didn’t have the vocals, but that possibly made it better. Since Harry hadn’t had much time to line up the tracks, either they were preplanned, or Harry was used to hosting strip shows in this room. I couldn’t think why else a seedy bar like his would have a stage. My hips were moving fluidly to the beat, and I started moving my shoulders, too, as my hands rose to the buttons on my shirt. In some respects, the outfit was close to a mirror image of the one I’d removed for Pete and his father. Not quite, because I was, at least, wearing a bra underneath. I was also wearing pantyhose, which would give me a bit of a problem. At nineteen, I didn’t think there was any way to remove the damn things sexily, and they were an expensive pair I didn’t want ripping.

Still, I had more pressing problems, like how to sexily remove my shirt and skirt before the end of this track and the start of the next one. The pantyhose can wait until I reach that point.

Moving slowly but keeping my body moving faster than my hands, I unbuttoned my shirt, starting at the top and working down. I realized halfway it might have been sexier to start at the bottom and work up, but by then, it was too late. When I undid the final button, I pulled the shirt clear of my skirt and stared at Hank as I pulled the shirt tight around me, overlapping it at the fort. I kept dancing for a few more seconds, then stopped stark still. I watched Hank’s face as he started to frown, and then I flung my arms out to the sides, taking the two sides of the shirt with them. His frown morphed into a grin as he realized I was simply pausing for dramatic effect and not losing my nerve.

Pushing it back off my shoulders, I let it slip down my arms and fall to the floor. I guess they’d been hoping to see transparent lace, but I was wearing a silk set today, solid black, with nothing to be seen through it. It hadn’t been deliberate, simply the first clean set in the top of the drawer. At least I had matched top and bottom, which, in this context, was probably a big deal. Ever since that day I’ve made absolutely certain to match bra and panties. Not because I expect to be performing like that, but just in case I put myself in such a situation again.

With the blouse discarded, I went for the fastening on the skirt. This one had a side zip rather than a back zip, so I turned side on to the guys and let them watch as I undid the button and then the zip. Once they were undone, I turned again to face away from them and bent forward as I wriggled my skirt down. This, of course, stretched my panties tighter across my butt, and I got several whistles of approval for that. As I stepped out of the skirt and turned back to face the guys once more, I realized my nipples were betraying themselves. Just removing my outer clothes had hardened them. The bumps they had made were frighteningly obvious in the front of my bra. As I continued to dance, the track ran down to its conclusion, and they all clapped in the silence that followed.

I’d reached my decision about how to remove the pantyhose. I leaned down to Hank. “Pass me a chair, now.” I wasn’t asking, I was telling him, and he wordlessly grabbed one of the chairs from behind him and passed it up to me. I positioned it a foot or so back from the edge of the stage with the back facing them. I just managed to sit on it, straddling it, facing them as the next track started. I knew that I stretched the front of my panties across my mound, and I knew that I had the whole group zeroing in on my bottom half. Not that they could see anything, because the panties were opaque as well as being covered by the pantyhose.

It wasn’t easy to dance sitting like this, but I swayed the top half of my body to the music as I slowly lifted my left leg and planted my foot on the chair. My knee was bending at a bit of an acute angle, and it was stretching the top of my thigh muscle, but it was only going to be for a few seconds as I removed my shoe. It had an unexpected effect, too, the stretch of my leg muscles pulled my outer labia apart, allowing a little drip of moisture to escape into the fabric of my panties. I quickly suppressed the moan that rose to my lips, not wanting to let them know I was aroused by my own actions.

Luckily, the shoe was a slip-on rather than something that buckled around my ankle, so I was able to remove it and drop it down at the edge of the stage. Lowering the foot back to the floor was a relief but a short-lived one as I repeated the same move on the other side. With my shoes off I was now able to remove the pantyhose. Quickly swinging the chair around to face them, I danced behind it as I slipped my fingers into the waistband. Although the chair didn’t really conceal me, it did provide a notional shield as I slid the pantyhose down onto my thighs, making sure to leave the panties where they belonged.

The guys started a rhythmic clapping now, egging me on as I strutted back around in front of the chair and then sat back, making sure I didn’t trap the thin nylon underneath me. From there, it was a simple matter of raising my legs into the air and pushing the pantyhose down. Somehow I ended up with my feet higher than my head, exposing the whole of my panty-covered ass as I stripped them off and then discarded them. My very last act before I stood up was to slip my heels back on. The whole performance had consumed half a track, and according to the schedule I’d been given, I would have to hustle to get naked by the end of this song.

As I stood up, the encouraging clapping changed to a roar of applause. I quickly swung the chair to the back of the stage out of the way and started dancing for real. Even as I danced, my hands went behind my back and released the catch of my bra. My breasts seemed to swell forward into the now loose cups as my hands rose to my shoulders to flick the shoulder straps down. I kept one arm mashed across my breasts as I slowly stripped the bra down and then off before taking a deep breath. The roar of approval was deafening as my hands reached for the ceiling above my head. My nipples felt like they wanted to burst, they were so damned hard. I had goosebumps all over my areolas, too.

All the guys were visually feasting on my breasts as I dipped my hands to my waist, hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my last remaining item of modesty. The cacophony of noise subsided as they all stared at my loins. I spun around, showing them my ass as I drew the garment down. As my ass came into view, I debated turning around to show them my slit, then decided it was better not to see their faces as I revealed the ultimate prize. Instead, I let my legs part a couple of inches, enhancing my thigh gap, and then slid the panties down over my thighs. As I slid them lower, I bent over but kept my legs straight. The roar of approval told me when my pussy peeped from between my legs.

I was breathing heavily, but it wasn’t from the dancing. No, I was enjoying what I was doing, and my body was screaming for even more. As the panties hit my ankles, I straightened up and stepped out of them, kicking them to the back of the stage before turning around and facing my hugely appreciative audience. Thank God, I wasn’t going to have to go down to the warehouse in my last weeks at the job. Otherwise, I’d have to face and work with a group of guys who’d seen me naked.

Not just naked, either, naked and aroused. I could feel how wet I was, and I knew the evidence of that would have leaked out to coat my pussy lips.

The track ended, and after a few seconds, the third and final track started. This was the one I was supposed to dance naked to, but to be honest, I had no idea how to dance when naked. I knew how to dance, and for the last two tracks, I’d been concentrating on taking my clothes off and trying to look sexy doing it. Now, I was naked, and I was supposed to dance. I knew that meant I was supposed to be displaying myself to them, but I was in such new territory I was lost. The simple act of stripping on a stage for a live audience had been such a rush, staying naked in front of them was a very different experience, and I wasn’t sure  I wanted to do this.

Looking past the guys, I could see my half-empty beer bottle was still sitting there on the table, and the idea came to me right there and then. I’d read of, or maybe seen, a porn clip of a so-called private dancer stripping and then mingling once she was naked. The guys weren’t going to complain if I mingled instead of danced, were they? I guess I didn’t think that through.

If I’d stayed on stage I might well have got out of there with nothing else happening, but I hadn’t thought it through. Maybe I would have, maybe not.

I shook my tush as I walked over to the steps at the end of the stage and then down to the same level as the men. They were all watching as I headed over to the table, leaned back against it, facing them, and grabbed my beer, downing it in one go.

My nipples ached to be touched, and my pussy was almost dripping, but I tried hard to keep control. Putting the beer bottle down before someone suggested somewhere else it could go, I moved toward them, starting at one end of the line, and leaned in and gently brushed his cheek with my lips. His arm went around my waist, but I twisted away from him and moved to the next guy.

This time, as I tried to do the same, he was pre-warned, so his arm curled around me and held me tighter against his side. As I kissed his cheek, he ran the fingers of his other hand across my stomach. Once more, I twisted away and, this time, strutted past Hank to the guy next to him. As I went to kiss his cheek, he was ready for me. Turning so we were face to face, and his hands both went to my waist as he kissed me on my lips. I spluttered and twisted my head back. His response was to drop his hands onto my ass and pull my lower body against him.

“Oh.” I could feel his erection pressing against my stomach. He kissed me on my lips again, but I kept my mouth closed to prevent him from using his tongue. He squeezed my ass but let me go when I pushed against his chest with my hands.

I now knew I was in trouble, my causal mingling had become something else entirely. I was rapidly losing control of the situation, and there was no doubt that the next guy and Hank would want the same privileges I’d just granted to the others, and no doubt they were going to press into me. Since that meant the first two guys had missed out, no doubt they’d follow on. I was in more than just trouble. My libido, though, was reveling in being the center of sexual tension in a room full of turned-on men.

By the time I reached the end guy of the line of five, I was panting for breath, and I think he could see in my eyes I wanted more. The situation was escalating, and he didn’t disappoint. His lips found mine, and this time, I opened for him. As his tongue pressed into my mouth, his hand rose to cup my breast while his other hand dipped low on my ass to rub just above the top of my legs. I moaned into his mouth and let him continue for a few seconds before breaking away.

My legs were getting weaker by the moment, and I leaned back against the back of the chair behind me for support. Hank took matters into his own hands and approached me. I sensed the others were moving closer to and surrounding me. I whimpered but turned my face up for the inevitable ravishing kiss from the ringleader of the small group. There was only one place this was going now, it was simply a question of how in control I could be and how long such control would last.

As my mouth opened to him, his tongue speared out to take possession of my mouth, rocking my head back with sheer passion. He crowded closer, his hands circling around my waist and then dropping to my ass. As he kissed me, it consumed me, taking away any rational response and resistance. My arms circled his neck as his tongue plundered my mouth. One of his hands slid down my flank onto my thigh and then behind to lift my leg. Of course, I knew what he wanted, and I was more than willing. My leg circled his as I lifted it, opening myself as he pressed forward. His erection rubbed against the top of my mound, and I was utterly lost. A naked woman, alone in a room with five horny men, no six if I counted Harry, I hadn’t even set eyes on him for several minutes.

His other hand wormed its way between his body and mine, seeking and finding the gap at the top of my parted legs. I moaned deep into his all-consuming mouth as his fingers found my slit, and one finger advanced into the wet cavity.

I didn’t break the kiss, he did. “Simple choice, Chloe?”

“Oh?”

“You want us one after the other, or you want all of us together. We know you like to be spit-roasted.”

I moaned softly. obviously, my erstwhile friend had told them about what had happened the previous summer.

I managed to gasp out one word. “Together.” If this was going to be a gang bang, then I wanted the full experience, not them cheering themselves on one after the other.

“You got it, baby. Now, any limits?”

His teeth nipped at my ear, and I moaned again.

“No ass. No hickeys.” I managed to gasp that out with the last vestiges of my sanity.

“You heard the lady. No anal, no biting.” He chuckled. “Well, not where it's going to be seen in polite company, anyway. Let’s use that table, it’s cleaner.”

I shivered in his grip, his finger still audibly squelching as it moved around inside me.

Hank just picked me up and carried me, still draped around the front of his body, my arms around his neck, one of his hands holding my butt as he shifted across to the next table, rather than the one we’d been using to play cards.

Before I could say anything else, he sat me on the edge of the table and gently pushed me until I dropped my hands to the table behind me for support. My legs were splayed wide apart, and he was right in between them.

“Lay back, girlie. Let’s get this show on the road.”

I whimpered but did as he said, leaning back on my elbows before lowering myself to the hard wooden surface. My legs were trialing over one side of the table, and the table only reached the back of my neck on the other side. I gasped as I realized what that meant, it would be so easy for any of them to face fuck me in this position. Hell, not any of them, all of them. I moaned, but it wasn’t in panic at the thought, no, it was purely in anticipation. I’d never expected to cross gangbang off my list of first experiences, but it was clear I was going to. I’d more or less invited them to do it.

Somehow, I hadn’t noticed that Hank had undone his fly. Suddenly, there was a hot presence pressing against my inner thigh. It was his cock, and I moaned at the sensation and how hard it was. It felt big, too, but I suspect, and later confirmed, that was simply the way he pressed against me, letting it slide up my thigh on a trial of his own precum until it reached my own juices leaking out onto my mound.

I grunted softly as I felt him slide into me, Not far, just the tip, parting my lips and resting at the entrance to my channel. I was hot and ready, and that had to have been obvious to him. He grinned down at me, and then my view of the man fucking me was cut off as one of the others took hold of my head and rotated it back, presenting my mouth to his cock. I opened, and he thrust in, making me gag as he plunged in so deep on the first penetration. I guess having my head like that meant he could go deeper.

“Support her head, for fuck’s sake, don’t break her neck.”

I have no idea which one of them told him that, but at least he did as he was told and put a hand behind my head, holding me and stopping my neck from stretching too far. In actual fact, my neck was sore for the whole weekend after that afternoon. I told my mother I’d been sitting in a draught, but I had no idea if she believed me or not.

At that moment, I had a cock partway into my pussy and another quite a long way into my mouth. Hank pushed a little harder, inserting himself into my channel and making me moan and gurgle around the cock in my mouth. My hips twitched which resulted in a shout of approval from Hank. “See, told you she was a goer. She fucking loves this.”

It was demeaning, but I was too far gone to care. My hands moved to my breasts, isolating and pinching my nipples in an attempt to get myself off. I needn’t have worried about that. The moment I started stimulating my own breasts, my hands were batted out of the way to allow two of the guys to lean in and suck and nibble on my nipples.

My back arched, and the guy in my mouth had the sense to withdraw as I started to shake and spasm. It wasn’t a big orgasm, but it was still a climax.

As I came down from the high, my mouth opened again to let me gulp down air, but his cock was quickly inserted to block my airway. Hank hadn’t even started fucking me yet, and my pussy had squeezed down on his end, trapping him in place. Now, as my muscles relaxed, he started to thrust, in and out, in and out, gathering both pace and force until my lubrication allowed him to get all the way in. I moaned again as I felt his balls bouncing on my ass as he lifted my legs up.

The guys who’d batted my hands away from my tits now grabbed my arms and stretched them out to the sides. A moment later, I felt something long, hard, and heavy fill my palm on each side. Instinctively I gripped the cocks they’d just given me, and there I was, one step past being spit-roasted. Now I had a cock in me, another one in my mouth, and one in each hand. My hands seemed to have a life of their own as I started jerking them.

I started bucking my hips against Hank’s thrusts while trying to control my breathing around the thrusts of the guy still face fucking me. At least he was still supporting my neck. There was little else I could do, with my pussy, mouth, and hands occupied and my ass off-limits, I was as fully occupied as I could be.

The guy in my mouth came first, pumping his goo straight into the top of my throat. I had to swallow to stop myself from choking. I’d barely managed to get it down before someone had pulled him out of the way, and another cock took his place. Seeing as I hadn’t let go of either cock to the side of me, it had to be the fifth guy, the one who, up to now, had been nothing more than a spectator.

A couple of minutes later, Hank thrust harder, and I could distinctly feel him throbbing as he fired jet after jet of searing hot cum into me. I moaned and writhed as another orgasm flowered in my head. Hank pulled out, and then another cock replaced his. I couldn’t see who it was, but given two had cum and I knew where the other three were, it could only have been Harry. The fucking bar owner was having a turn!

That thought was another to trigger another climax. I’d never behaved, let alone been a slut, but in that instant, that was exactly what I’d become. Just the thought of that had my body shaking and spasming as my ass bounced on the tabletop.

After Harry, one of my hands was free as the guy on my right moved to take over fucking me. The guy in my mouth ejaculated, and the guy on my left took his place. They’d both been directly stimulated by me jacking them off for several minutes by then, so they didn’t last long.

The gangbang wound down after they both came, that was it. I didn’t cum again. Good job, really, because I was seriously fucked out. I think every part of me was sore.

They helped me into a sitting position, and Harry gathered up my clothes and led me over to the restroom. I desperately wanted a shower, but I had to make do with a wad of paper towels and a sink full of warm water.

Once washed, I felt a bit better, but pulled on my panties, bundled up my pantyhose, and stuffed them in a pocket as I dressed.

When I walked out of the restroom fully dressed, albeit with my hair a bit in a mess atop a ruddy complexion and an enormous blush, the guys knew the fun was over. I think they already knew that because they were all dressed and presentable again. Harry solemnly handed me a glass of water and I quickly drank that down. The idea of another beer was anathema, I’d have probably been sick if I’d had that.

Hank even called me a cab and paid the fare, so I didn’t have to sit on a bus stinking of sex.

I managed to get home, get my clothes washed, and give myself a nice long soak in the bath before my mom got home. By the time she got home, I was feeling fine, and they’d obeyed the no hickeys rule, so the only evidence was a stiff neck, which, as I said, I put down to a draught.

The next week, my last week, I stayed out of the warehouse, and I made sure I never saw any of those guys again that summer.

* * * *

“You said that was a hot experience, but, honestly, it was way more than that. Come here, and I’ll give you the same reward as last time.”

Chloe gave me an arch look. “Maybe I want more than the same reward, a lot more.”

“Tell me what you want, and I’ll do it.”

“Maybe I want you to go down the local dive bar and round up a group of guys for me… Bring them back here, and let me repeat the experience.”

Something told me my girlfriend was kidding, maybe kidding on the square a little, but definitely wasn’t serious about wanting a repeat performance. It was perhaps a little risky, but I decided to play along and call her bluff. The way she’d said maybe was the giveaway from my perspective.

“Let me get my coat, and while I do that, maybe you can take your top and bra off so I can take a picture to show them to get interested.”

Chloe gasped, and then she reached for the hem of her top. She even pulled it up a couple of inches before she collapsed in a fit of near-hysterical laughter.

It took her a couple of minutes to calm down before she could talk again. “You should have seen your face. I think you knew I was joking, but your face…” She laughed again. I just mock-glared at her, but she knew that, too, was an act.

Twisting, she turned to me and cuddled back under my arm, lifting her face for a kiss. “You are all I need, lover.”

“Good. Because I was thinking of something a little closer to permanent.”

She blushed a little. “What do you mean?”

“Well, after Easter, Henry will be giving up his share of the tenancy as he’s got an extended field trip in Montana that’ll take up the whole term. Phil’s got a major dissertation to write, and he’s thinking about moving back into a dorm so that he can be closer to the library, which is where he’ll be hanging out all day. That means you could move in here for the term. What you pay for your dorm room would cover a share of the rent…”

“Someone’s been doing some planning.”

“Also, we both had issues with being apart over Xmas, so I was thinking…”

“What?”

“The Easter break. We could both go stay with your Mom for a week and then catch a flight to my parents for a week before coming back here. That way, I get to meet your Mom, and you get to meet my folks…”

I didn’t get to say anything else. My words were smothered in a myriad of tiny kisses as my girlfriend pounced on me, holding my cheeks in her hands as she rained those fabulous little smacks of desire on my face.

We didn’t get to do any talking for quite sometime after that. Quite a long time, in fact.


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.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


Derby Dates

[image: A person wearing sunglasses and a vest  Description automatically generated]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

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?

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


Department Store Amy

[image: A person in a skirt  Description automatically generated]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

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 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.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


Three Passes Each

[image: A person wearing tights and heels  Description automatically generated]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

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.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


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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