

Chloe Pays Up Book 6 – Dance Night

By, Bridy McAvoy

All rights reserved

Copyright © Nov 2024, Bridy McAvoy

Cover Art Copyright © Nov 2024, Brightling Spur

Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced or shared by any electronic or mechanical means, including but not limited to printing, file sharing, and email, without prior written permission from the author, Bridy McAvoy.


Dedication

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


Chloe Pays Up Book 6, Dance Night

The following week, we were hanging out in a bar uptown, but the place was dead. I mean, really dead. I think there were four other couples in there and a single guy who looked to be two sheets to the wind already, and it was only nine o’clock. It wasn’t the seedy joint that Chloe had described Harry’s bar to be, but it wasn’t the cleanest or hippest place in town either.

We took our drinks to a small booth at the back where we could sit side by side and face out into the bar itself. The booths on either side of us were empty, as was the space in front of us. In other words, it was perfect to have a conversation that wouldn’t be overheard.

I guess my smile gave me away.

“What are you thinking?” Chloe glanced down at where my hand was gently stroking her bare thigh. She had on one of her denim miniskirts again, which exposed quite a lot of leg, and was capable of riding up. It was also more than just capable of being pushed up as my hand ascended. She dropped her hand to sit on top of mine, a subtle signal to tell me not to push higher. At least not yet. I stopped my upward progress and just drew small circles with my fingertips. She shivered but didn’t try to stop me.

“I was wondering…”

“What? Don’t try to be coy about it, it doesn’t become you.”

“Well, you’ve told me a couple of stories about what happened at home in the summer breaks, but you’ve not told me anything about anything that happened at college. Before you met me, that is.”

She gave me her arch look. I sort of knew what was coming. “Are you so sure I haven’t paid up on a sexy bet since I met you? I mean, other than those to you?”

“That’s a trick question. If I say I’m not sure, then it implies a lack of trust, if I say I am sure you haven’t, that implies I’m taking you for granted. Either of those could get a sulky reaction, which could put paid to both our fun later in the evening.”

She giggled. “Good answer, but you could have said you were sure. I would only have been offended if you’d said you weren’t.” Her soft tone told me she’d been playing.

“So, come on, tell me. Not like we’re going to get overheard.”

“What do I get if I do.”

“You know those woods near your dorm?”

She nodded. “We’ve been in there before.”

“Well, this time, you’ll be leaving your underwear hanging on a couple of the branches.”

She shivered. “Another good answer.” Her voice had dropped to its sexiest husky tone. She didn’t tend to do that as a deliberate act, it happened because she was getting turned on. “Are you telling me to tell you a true story?”

We’d played the dominant submissive type roles quite a lot to start with once I found it turned her on. Not so much recently, as we’d become more comfortable with each other.

“If you want, then yes, I’m telling you to tell me.”

“Okay, let me be for a minute, and you can get me a refill while I think.”

When I came back with the drinks, she was smiling.

“I know exactly which story you’d like to hear.”

* * * *

The first year I was here, our course society held an autumn ball, midway through the first semester.  I didn’t go because I didn’t have a date, and I didn’t have a gown. My best friends went, and they had, pardon the expression, an absolute ball. They’d gone even though they didn’t have a date. Apparently, most of the people there didn’t have dates, either. I’d missed out, been a bit too timid about it.

I vowed to go the next year. So, at the start of the next year, one of the things I packed for the ball was the prom dress I’d worn for my senior prom. It was a sexy backless number, bright royal blue, and it hadn’t dated. It was a bit of a Greek style, not exactly a tunic or a toga, but it hung nicely over my chest and came down to just above my ankles. It had a side split, too, one I could adjust with a couple of strategically placed hook and eye fasteners. I went shopping and picked up some navy hold-up stockings, a nice pair of lace boy short-style panties, and a pair of navy heels to complete the outfit. I thought I looked like a million dollars. I certainly felt like a million dollars. My friends were envious of the dress and couldn’t believe I’d managed to get away with it as a prom dress. I explained that for the prom, I’d worn a gold clip-on chain across the back that held the dress in place. I’d simply removed the chain now I didn’t need to comply with high school regulations.

Anyway, to cut a long story short and get to the good bits, we were sat at a large table, fourteen of us. Me, my friend, three couples, and six single guys, and the vagaries of the seating arrangements meant I was two places away from anyone I knew well. So, I ate my meal with two guys next to me and the two guys on the other side of them trying desperately to flirt with me. It was nice being the center of attention, but it was a bit over the top.

Somehow, I managed to turn the conversation to sports. The guys, being guys, were quite happy to discuss sports, considering it a safe topic. They were surprised when I gave as good as I got, especially on the subject of football. Somehow, and I’m not sure how, the conversation moved on to legendary teams of the past. Seeing as we were all born in the nineties, there was a lot of ground to roam over.

Being sure of myself, I contended that the Forty-niners of the eighties had been one of the best teams if not the best team of all time. The GOAT if you like. After all, they’d won the Super Bowl four times in the eighties.

One of the guys started to argue that point, and from a conversation, it devolved into a bet. They were all going to put up a ten spot each that I was wrong, would I match them? You know me, I don’t back down on a bet, but I didn’t have the cash on me to cover a bet that size.

“Okay, if you won’t put up cash, what will you put up?”

I chuckled. “I’m not betting a snog, let’s put it that way.”

I noticed that all the other people around the table were now interested in the conversation.

“If not a snog, then how about a dance.”

“A dance?”

I had memories of the striptease I’d danced back home a couple of months earlier. I also had very vivid memories of what had happened after that dance when I’d made the mistake of getting much closer to the men in the room. That couldn’t happen here, not without the entire group getting kicked out, but still…

“Yeah, a simple dance, once with each of the people at this table who want to dance with you.”

I glanced around and saw everyone watching me, although I didn’t think the girls would let their partners dance with me, so that left six guys.

“Okay, it’s a bet.”

“The dance is the one your partner chooses.”

I giggled again. “As long as it’s not the Argentine Tango, I’m not supple enough for that.”

All the guys laughed, and I knew none of them believed me. Actually, I had no idea how to dance one of those. I’d been mesmerized in my early teens by the women on Dance With The Stars who’d danced that one, but I had no idea how to do it.

“We didn’t mean that kind of dancing.”

“What kind of dancing did you mean, then?”

“Shall we just say normal?”

I sighed. I’d made the bet, and besides, we’d come here to wine and dine or be wined and dined, depending on your perspective, and then follow that with a few hours of dancing. I’d simply just put six guys on my dance card. It was a good way to start the second half of the evening, assuming, of course, I lost, which I wouldn’t. Hell, most of the guys were good-looking enough that I’d let them dance with me anyway. The money would come in handy as a way to augment my drinks budget for the evening.

“Deal.”

One of the guys whipped out his cell and started tapping away. He scrolled down what was clearly a list of all Super Bowl winners, and when he reached the right point, he burst into a grin.

“Sorry, Chloe, you lost.”

“What do you mean I lost?”

“The bet was, the forty-niners won the Super Bowl four times in the eighties, right?”

I nodded.

“They won in 82, 85 and 89. They also won in 90. So only three times in the eighties.”

I glared at him and held out my hand to check his screen. He handed me his cell and I scrolled down the list for myself, a knot forming in my gut as I realized he was right. They had won it four times in ten years, justifying my claim, but I’d specified the eighties, and the last win had been outside the decade. Screwed by my own overconfidence.

“Damn!”

“Hey, what’s the problem? You simply owe us a dance, a proper dance each, that’s all.”

I shrugged. “I just don’t like to lose.”

“If you’d said in a ten-year period, you’d have won. It was the insistence of the eighties that cost you. But it’s only a dance.”

I rolled my eyes and gave another expressive shrug. At least I wasn’t going to be taking my clothes off while I danced in a room full of people. I’d simply be dancing with each of these guys in turn. That’s what I assumed, anyway.

A few minutes later, we finished our desserts, and I signaled to my friend. We made a dash for the restroom—not because we needed it that badly, but simply to get a jump on the crowd. When we emerged, there was a queue over twenty women long, so it was the smart move.

“You okay?”

“I’m fine. A dance is a dance, right?”

“Just remember you’re the one wearing a backless dress, and these guys will probably get a bit handsy. I suspect they’re already planning to bombard the DJ with slow dance requests.”

I shook my head. “Not yet, they won’t.”

“Why?”

“They’ll wait until the dance floor is quite full. I know what they’ll try, but they can’t go too far, can they? We’re still in public, and I have no intention of being danced out the door.”

We walked back past the queue and even smirked a little at the waiting girls who hadn’t had the foresight we’d had.

For the next couple of hours, we sat and chatted. We danced occasionally, the whole girls around the purses thing, and even a couple of guys from other tables asked me for a dance. A couple of the guys I owed asked them for a dance but stipulated this wasn’t one of the wagered dances. Since I’d come there to dance and have a good time, I didn’t mind. It was definitely preferable to being a wallflower.

At about eleven o’clock, I could see the dance floor had filled up quite nicely, and several of the guys from our table had their heads together. Now, it could have been simply a conversation, but I suspected the primary subject of the conversation wasn’t sports anymore, it was me. Sure enough, one of the guys broke off from the tight little knot of testosterone and came over to where we were sitting.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to be the first one to claim my winnings.”

“By all means.” I gave him a gracious smile, and as he did the gentlemanly thing of offering his hand, I rose to my feet and let him lead me out onto the dancefloor. Of course, as we joined the throng, I realized why they’d waited. Yes, it had been because they wanted the dancefloor to fill up, but also because they were waiting for a time when there would predominantly be slow numbers. Since I’d agreed to the bet, and I’d accepted that this dance was part of the winnings, I couldn’t exactly back out as he put his arms around me, his hands splayed on my naked back. There was nothing else I could do, so I put my arms around his neck and raised an eyebrow.

“Slow dance? Sorry, not sorry.”

I knew what he meant and let out a low chuckle. It didn’t really surprise me as he gently eased me closer to him as we swayed to a slow number. I couldn’t tell you now what music was playing, either for this dance or the rest of the night, but not only was this dance a slow one, the others were guaranteed to be, too. God, these guys were so transparent, I’d predicted their tactics a couple of hours earlier.

He slowly turned them so my back was to the group of guys. As he did so, I felt his hands slide lower, reaching his fingertips just underneath the edge of the dress.

“Naughty.” I smiled, though, knowing what I’d already agreed to.

“Within the rules, though. No objections, remember.”

“Hmmm…”

Since I was looking up into his face, he simply leaned down and captured my lips with his. I could hardly object, but at the same time, it appeared the bet was going to be harder to pay off than I’d anticipated. Once more, I’d got myself into deeper water than I’d intended to.

His tongue flicked out to lick at my lips, and I slowly opened for him. Not resisting but slowing him down, using up more of the track for the simple move. Meanwhile, his hands had slid down inside my dress, finding the top of my underwear and then sliding down over the lace. At least his hands weren’t on bare skin inside the lace. He broke the kiss and grinned at me.

“We wondered what type of underwear you were wearing, especially as there was no evidence of a VPL.”

“Happy?”

“Well, some of the guys were hoping for a thong, we assumed it was too much to hope that you were commando.”

“With a slit that opens this high, commando would be dangerous.” I winced as I realized I’d just dropped myself in it. The hook and eyes were still fastened. As far as anyone else was concerned, the slit only reached no higher than a few inches above my knee.

“It’s not high?” He chuckled. “Or is it adjustable?”

I sighed. “It’s adjustable.” My own fault for letting the cat out of the bag.

“Oh, good, why don’t we go ahead and adjust it.”

He stepped back, taking his hands off my ass, and I brought both hands down to the side of the dress. Releasing the two hook and eye fastenings was simply a matter of finding them and then undoing them. The finding was the bit that took the longest time.

“I thought that dress was spectacular, now I know it is.” He was staring down at my leg. As I’d released the catches, the two parts of the dress had fallen away, exposing my leg all the way up, almost to the bottom of my panties.

At that moment, the track died away, and I took a step back. “Thank you for the dance.” I had an amused smile on my face.

“No, not hardly. We lost half that dance dealing with your dress, so I think you owe me another dance.”

“Not fair.”

The next track started, and he stepped into the gap between us and wrapped his hands around my back again. I couldn’t escape this, not without causing a scene, and I guess his logic made a certain amount of sense. Besides, for the couple of minutes, we’d been dancing together, I’d enjoyed it, and there was nothing in terms of the bet that said I couldn’t voluntarily dance more than once with a particular partner. I closed my eyes, laid the side of my head on his chest, and let him guide me. Once more, his hands slid into the open back of my dress, but this time, not so far down, just almost absently, toying with the top edge of my underwear.

I could feel us moving, but to me, it felt like we were simply sashaying across and around the dance floor. When the music stopped, I realized that wasn’t quite the case. Closing my eyes had been a serious mistake. He’d been sneaky, and he’d taken his time, but he’d danced us across the dancefloor toward the far end. That far end was a folding partition, for larger parties, they could fold it back and double the size of not just the dance floor but also the room. I guess for safety reasons, the middle of the partition was slightly open, and it was dark on the other side of that concertina folding wall.

Not only that, but we weren’t alone anymore. No, the rest of the group from the table had followed us. I guess the single guys had simply worked their way around the edge of the room while the three couples had simply danced, so they were following us. The whole group now formed an effective shield, a circle surrounding the two of us, preventing anyone from seeing anything.

“What’s going on?”

“Shush.”

I opened my mouth to tell him not to shush me, but that simply made me a sucker for his next move. His mouth clamped down on mine, and seeing as my mouth was open, his tongue entered, finding mine and dueling inside my own mouth. Look, you know I’m a sucker for a good kiss, and this guy was one of the best I’d encountered up to that point. I let my eyes close once more, and although I didn’t exactly sag against him, I was pretty sure I was pressing against him.

For him, it was a simple matter to shuffle backward, taking me with him. I sensed the change of lighting, and when I opened my eyes, we were just inside the other half of the room, the darkened half. The others had simply filtered past the partition, too, filling the gap and spreading out inside the partition. That’s what made it so dark. Their bodies cut off a lot of the light. I was breathing heavily from the kiss, and he simply turned me, and another of the guys was right there in front of me.

He took me in his arms and immediately started to rub his hands over my naked back and then dipped lower as he kissed me. I could do nothing other than kiss him back. Well, yes, I could. I could have caused a scene and used my martial skills to bend him into a pretzel, but my body had worked out that I was now dancing in private with these guys, and that meant it could get interesting. My head was saying get out of there, but my body was saying more, more. Since they could only read my body language and not my mind, they saw my responses as a green light.

Nothing was said as they continued to pass me from one to another, although they did keep to the agreement from the bet. Each partner stayed for precisely one dance, then stepped back and turned me into the arms of the next guy. And so it went on, I was starting to lose track of the number of guys, but I was pretty sure none of them took a second turn. Each searing kiss felt different from the ones that went before or came after.

By the time the six single guys had kissed me, I was submitting to the treatment, enjoying it, my body wanting more, not exactly screaming for release, but my panties were now more than just moist, and my nipples were pushing at the front of the dress. A couple of the guys had slid a hand sideways rather than down and cupped a breast under my dress. They knew my nipples were hard, but they didn’t linger too long. It was almost as if they’d worked as a team before.

As the music stopped, I was panting for air, and I opened my eyes. They’d continued to be clever, moving me further and further away from the opening, so the chances of us being seen were less and less. My eyes were now more accustomed to the semi-darkness, and I noticed it wasn’t just the single guys in there, the three couples had followed us in, too. Now, it was one of the women who stepped close to me.

“Wha…?”

She cut me off by simply placing her hands on my cheeks and holding my face still as she leaned in and kissed me. She smelled very different from the men who’d been kissing me for the last twenty minutes or so. Her perfume washed over my nose. At the same time, the kiss was very different, too, much softer, less demanding, but no less erotic. I’d heard that was the case when two women kissed, but I’d never experienced that. I’d never even experimented with another girl before, so it was an absolute first for me.

I didn’t get given any time to think about it as her tongue pushed into my mouth, and her hands let go of my face and moved around onto my back. The angle was different, too, she was my height rather than taller like the guys were. She didn’t hesitate, she kissed me hard, not pulling any punches, and her hand slid down my back, under the top edge of the dress, and kept going. Unlike the guys, she didn’t play with the top of my panties or smooth her hands down over the outside. No, she was the first one to slide her hands inside my underwear and down over the bare flesh of my ass.

I gasped into her mouth but felt unable to object. After all, the terms of the bet had been anyone at the table. It had been my assumption that meant just the single guys, but that was clearly the problem with assumptions. It wasn’t just the guys. I’d been suckered again. After six guys had danced with me in the dark, I’d assumed things were coming to an end. It appeared they were only halfway through, and the second half was about to get much dirtier.

I could sense what was happening, what was going to happen, but I was being carried along on a wave of what I can only describe as anticipatory lust. I wouldn’t have wanted this, but now I was in the middle of it, I was prepared to let it go wherever it went. It wasn’t that I wanted to be gangbanged by such a large number of guys or that I wanted to experience a woman, or more than one woman, for the first time in my life. It wasn’t that I wanted to be watched having sex by such a large group, hell, by any sized group, but I wasn’t saying no. I wasn’t even attempting to say no. Okay, they were working by implied consent, but it was still consent that would have been given if asked for.

I realized one other thing, too. I couldn’t remember the name of the woman kissing and fondling me. Hell, I couldn’t remember most of their names. My gaze swept around the dim room, doing a quick headcount in the respite when she transferred her attention to nibbling on my neck. Not counting myself, there were twelve people there, nine guys and three women, the girlfriends of three of those guys. The only one missing from the dinner table was my friend. She was nowhere to be seen. I guess they’d excluded her from their plans, and she’d sort of wandered off. Either that or she wasn’t really my friend, she was outside the gap in the paneling, running interference to make sure they weren’t disturbed.

The girl broke away, stepped back, and gave me a saucy wink. I panted for breath, but they didn’t give me enough respite to summon up the wherewithal to raise any form of coherent objection. Before I could say anything, the two other women closed in on me. Two of them together? This was new.

The two women moved up, one to each side of me, turning to face me. They worked together, leaning into each side and placing a soft kiss on my cheek. Given I wasn’t being kissed, that allowed me to catch my breath for the first time in several minutes. That didn’t mean they were still, no, not by a long chalk. Both of them pressed against me, rubbing their breasts against my arms, filling my nose with an intoxicating mix of different perfumes. Their hands weren’t still either, one hand each caressing over my stomach and slowly working higher. Their other hands found the top of the back of my dress and worked down inside. It was as if everyone had a fascination about my ass tonight.

It wasn’t the case, it was simply the most accessible place to start getting me hot. I couldn’t deny it, I was hot, my entire core almost vibrating with the need for a release. My nipples ached when they weren’t being touched. With a start, I realized they were being touched, both women had simply pushed a hand inside the front of my dress through the relatively open sides. They were fondling my breasts and squeezing my nipples in front of the rest of the group. I moaned, and my hips started to grind to the beat of the inaudible music they were wringing from my body, as well as from the muted music from the room next door.

The woman on my right shifted her focus, taking her hand off my ass and then coming on to me from a different direction. I’d precipitated my own downfall by undoing the fastenings on the side slit of the dress. Her fingers found the slit and unerringly stroked across the top of my leg and found the front of my panties.

“She’s wet.”

I blushed, how could I not? She was telling the truth. The whole dancing, kissing, and touching sequence had been designed to set my arousal on fire. Every nerve ending in my body wanted release. I moaned as she softly stroked two fingers across my labia, not trying to part them or penetrate me, but touching nevertheless. Her touch was soft and gentle, much more so than a man’s would have been. It didn’t matter that it was a woman, I just wanted to be touched as my breath came in throaty gasps. The woman on my left now also surrendered my ass as she reached into the top of my dress and cupped both breasts. A third pair of hands touched my ass, and I knew one of the guys was there. I could see the first woman to touch me coming closer in front of me. Once more, she took my face in her hands and started to kiss me. I had four pairs of hands on me, all at the same time, and three of those belonged to women.

The kiss sucked every last ounce of resistance from me. If they had decided to throw me on the floor and rip my clothes off, I’d have let them. If that had resulted in a gangbang, again, I couldn’t have summoned up the will to prevent it. I wouldn’t have wanted to. I was theirs, my body was theirs to dispose of and use how they wanted. If they’d bundled me outside through a fire escape to fuck me in the alley next door to the venue, then I’d have gone. I didn’t care, I just needed to get off.

As she caressed my mound, the woman touching me slowly increased the pressure, parting my lips as she switched to stroking vertically rather than across them. I spread my legs for balance as the guy behind me started to ease my panties down inside the back of my dress. She left off playing with my pussy to help, and the two of them eased my panties down onto my thighs before her nimble fingers returned to their claimed prize. I moaned again, much louder, as the woman kissing me broke off. One of the guys took her place. I couldn’t tell who, it didn’t matter to me, I was in the grip of a sexual fantasy, nameless men and women just taking and using me. I think I’d truly gone into some form of subspace in my head, reveling in submitting and letting them use me any way they wanted.

Nobody was talking, no words were needed. The woman on my left eased the shoulders of my dress down onto my arms, exposing the upper slopes of my breasts. I moaned again, almost whimpering as she worked the dress down, knowing that despite the dim lighting in this otherwise deserted, a dozen people were going to see my breasts. I was shaking from sheer passion, very much on the brink of an orgasm. The woman touching my pussy suddenly drove two fingers up inside me.

That was all it took, one moment, I was whimpering in their clutches, and the next, I was cumming as if all life on earth depended on it. I know it’s a cliché to say I felt the Earth move, but I really did.

The guy in front of me smothered my yells and moans with his mouth while the others held me up. I’d have collapsed in a heap if they hadn’t, no way were my legs going to keep me upright.

I was still in the throes of the incredible release when I suddenly heard a voice.

“You shouldn’t be back here.”

“What?”

“You shouldn’t be back here. Now, rejoin your party, let me close this space off. It’s out of bounds.”

The male voice seemed to echo around the space. It was clearly a member of staff, but I suspect, having come from the more brightly lit space, he couldn’t quite see what was going on. The two women seemed to go into overdrive. One of them pulled my dress back up to my shoulders while the other straightened the bottom half of my dress.

“Come on, let’s get you freshened up. You’ve paid off the bet.” The whisper in a feminine voice drew me back into the present. I half-walked, half-waddled, my panties were still around my thighs, with the two women on either side of me, the other one bringing up the rear.

“She was feeling a bit unwell, we thought this space would be cooler and give her a chance to recover. Possibly drank too much.”

“Well, not here.”

We moved back into the well-lit main area, and the women continued to shepherd me around behind the DJ station and from there into the restroom, which, thankfully, was empty.

* * * *

“Wow! That was fucking hot!”

Chloe turned her gaze on me. “I’m glad you liked it.” Her throaty laugh was enough for me to drag my gaze down to the front of her top. Her nipples had definitely pebbled in there, telling me she’d enjoyed telling me the story as much as I'd enjoyed hearing it.

“Come on, drink up. It’s time to go find a special tree.”

She frowned at me. “Special tree?”

“The one that’s going to get renamed as a new species tomorrow morning. The underwear tree. Let’s go find the right tree to decorate with the underwear you’re wearing.”

She gasped. “When you said that earlier, I thought you were joking.”

“I wasn’t joking, and as soon as I’ve found a suitable tree, I have every intention of making love to my girlfriend against it while her lingerie is hanging off a couple of the branches.”

She closed her eyes for a moment and gave a delicate shudder. When she opened her eyes again, they were dark and clearly primed with lust. She wanted that as much as I did.

Thirty seconds later, we left the empty glasses on the table and were heading out of the door. As we closed the door behind us, Chloe burst into giggles.

“What?”

“I think they all know you’re getting lucky tonight.”

“Oh, how?”

“Because your dick led the way, silly. You’re hard, and in those pants, it’s rather visible.”

I blushed, I couldn’t help it any more than I could help the erection.

“By the way, you scored a hundred or so brownie points a couple of minutes ago.”

“I did, how?”

“By telling me you were going to make love to me against the tree, not fuck me against it.”

“And if I’d said fuck?”

She giggled. “We’d still be heading for a tree, but I might need a bit more warming up. Now, which direction are we heading?”

“Back toward your dorm. There’s a nice stand of trees I seem to remember using before.”

She shuddered but linked her arm through mine and started down the road, almost pulling me with her.

“Somebody’s eager.”

She shuddered. “Somebody wants to stop talking about other women and get the man she wants.”

Something about the way she said that implied I’d actually interrupted her tale. She hadn’t actually told me everything about that night. Still, seeing as she was effectively leading me by my dick to where I was going to get laid, I wasn’t going to question it right now. I filed away that titbit of information for later. Now was not the time for that kind of interrogation.

We were only about ten minutes from the college campus and on the same side of the campus as her dorm. She almost dragged me all the way there. It wasn’t that I wasn’t eager to get in her pants, more that she was more eager than me to get me into her pants. As soon as we’d turned through the gate, she took off across the grass. Luckily, it hadn’t rained for a couple of days, so the grass was dry, but if it had been wet, I don’t think that would have bothered her one iota.

The direct route to the trees seemed to take no time at all, and she led me further into them than last time. Last time, she’d needed to pay a bet and risk getting caught. This time it was more about the promise of what would happen, rather than the result of one of her, to me, infamous, bets. Deeper in under the trees, there was a lot less light, but I could see the look on her face. She knew what she wanted, and she would stop at nothing to get it. I dropped my jacket off my shoulders and offered it to her.

“Are you cold?”

“Not in a way that a jacket would help. I’ll have your body to warm me up. She backed up against the smoothest barked tree she could find and beckoned me to follow her.

“I seem to remember someone who wants to decorate one of these trees with my lingerie.”

“True, but that still leaves me a choice.” I closed the distance between us.

“It does? What choice?”

I shrugged and grinned at her. “The choice of whether to strip your underwear out from under her clothes, watch you do it, or strip you naked?”

She shivered, but I saw her lick her lips. “There might be another choice.”

“Oh, what?”

“Tell me to stirp my own clothes off. Tell me to get naked?”

“Is that what you want?”

She giggled softly. “It depends on what you want. You’re the boss.” She might be gagging for it, but she also wanted to play the submissive act, too. Her look was an attempt to look coy, but that was difficult with the lust shining in her eyes, reflecting in the moonlight under the trees.

I stood back and crossed my arms, this was going to be fun. “Strip.”

She let out a little whimper, but her hands went straight to the top button on her top. I could see her mouth was open as she panted for breath. Part of that was the speed she’d put into the walk from the bar to here, but a lot of it was the lust wracking her body. She wanted this in the worst way, and I was going to oblige. She’d suggested she should strip herself, and I wasn’t going to take that pleasure away from her, or for that matter, from me.

As her fingers worked their way down the button band of her top, her breathing got harsher. My eyes were glued to the view I was getting. Chloe’s cleavage had always been ravishingly gorgeous. Now, although I’d seen it many, many times before, it seemed to be being revealed to me for the first time. The fact she’d had an experience with members, note, not a member, but members of her own sex, seemed to heighten the tension and arousal inside me. Telling me about it seemed to have had a similar effect on my borderline exhibitionist girlfriend.

It didn’t take her long before she had the entire top unbuttoned, and her hands worked their way around her waist so she could untuck it from her denim miniskirt. She licked her lips, concentrating on getting naked but at the same time making sure I was the focus of her performance. It was intoxicating, and I reached down and adjusted myself in my pants. My erection was trapped in there and starting to get a little painful.

“Take it out, baby.”

“When you’re naked, and you’ve decorated the tree with your underwear.”

She looked up at the tree behind her. The lowest branch was a couple of feet above her head, the next nearest a good foot higher still. “What if I can’t reach.”

“You’ll toss them up there until they stay up there. Only then will I let you get dressed again.”

I probably wouldn’t be that cruel at all. I didn’t really have that in me, but I knew teasing her like this only got her hotter still. As she dropped the top off her shoulders, she let it catch on her elbows before straightening her arms to let it fall to the floor behind her.

She was wearing white lace underwear, and I knew from pleasant experience that she’d have matched top and bottom. The bra exposed her nipples a little through its translucent lace. I was sure I’d be able to see the line of her slit the same way. My cock throbbed in my pants in anticipation.

“Bra next.”

She shuddered and brought her hands behind her back. Despite the dim lighting, I could see the moment she released the catch, and the bra cups went loose around her full breasts. The ones I worshipped. Slipping the bra straps off was a simple process, and she faced me, looking straight at me as she let the bra slide forward and off, letting it fall to the floor at her feet. My eyes, though, remained fixed on her hard nipples, and she shivered as I licked my lips to signal my appreciation of her display. She shuddered again, her breasts shaking in a vain attempt to keep up with her shoulders.

“Skirt.”

“You don’t want me to…?” She pantomimed, throwing the bra up into the tree.

“No, you’ll do that last.”

“Oh.” She actually gave me a hard look. I knew what she was doing. It hadn’t been a bet but more of a promise. She took those just as seriously. She was letting me know I’d be in trouble if I tried to back out of decorating the tree with her underwear.

Her hands went to her left side, and she quickly unzipped the skirt. This was one of her tighter skirts, so she had to do a delicious wiggle to pull the skirt down over her hips. I think she saw my rapt attention, so she exaggerated her movements. I took a deep breath and concentrated on staying where I was rather than pouncing on her while she was still half-dressed. Watching her wiggle out of the skirt, even without decent lighting, was enough to drive me close to breaking point. Somehow, I maintained my self-control, but don’t ask me how I didn’t just jump her.

She lowered her hands as she dropped the skirt down as far as her knees then let go of it and stepped out of the ring of denim. As she straightened up, my eyes feasted on the front of her white lace panties. As I thought, there was a hint of her slit visible through the thin fabric. She’d told me once that she tended not to like the double-layer gussets of most of her underwear, so she routinely cut out the additional layer. I wasn’t going to complain, that tended to show me a lot more of her gorgeous body.

“Time to get naked.”

She stood still for a second, and then her hands blurred into motion. Hooking her thumbs inside the elastic waistband, she stripped the panties down onto her thighs. For a moment, she posed there, letting me peer through the gloom at her naked pussy, and then she pushed them down further and finally let them fall. She stepped out of what was undoubtedly a ring of damp lace and then took a pace backward, backing up against the tree. She stood there and shuffled her feet further apart.

“Come and get it, tiger.” Her voice was low and husky, totally seductive.

She wasn’t telling me what to do, but I still did it, anyway. Even as I crossed the short distance between us, my hands were busy undoing my pants. She licked her lips and reached to her own body and cupped her breasts, isolating her nipples between her forefingers and thumbs and squeezing them until she moaned. Her hips rotated and thrust as her body tried to draw me to her even quicker.

Not that I needed any encouragement. I was leaking pre-cum in a copious amount, turned on by her impromptu striptease. She could tease with the professionals, but sometimes, just watching her undress was as much fun as watching her dance out of her clothes. Out here, in the dim light under the trees, knowing we could be seen or caught, just made her behavior electric. My arms went around her as my mouth sought hers. As we kissed, she let go of her breasts and wrapped her arms around the back of my neck as if she was never going to let go.

My hands dropped lower, finding her ass and then cupping her cheeks. She almost launched herself up as her legs wrapped around me. I grunted as her weight bore down, but she tightened her grip across my shoulders and took a lot of her own weight that way. Holding herself in position, she slowly lowered herself, feeling my cock feel its way along the inside of her thigh and then to her entrance. She slid a little to one side to adjust her approach, lifted a little to ensure she wasn’t trapping my cock against her, and then lowered again. Her outer lips split apart around me, and my tip entered her hot wetness. I grunted and then gasped as she smoothly slid down my length. She was more than just ready for this. Telling me her story had got her so fucking hot she accepted my penetration without any resistance.

“Fuck!” She moaned into my mouth as she continued to slide down until I was all the way inside her. She held still for a second, and then it was my turn to control what was happening. I twitched my hips and then started bending and straightening, thrusting into her. She moaned with each thrust but only stopped kissing me to be able to pant for air. We moved backward a little, capturing her lithe body between mine and the tree behind her. She’d chosen wisely a smooth-barked tree, but it must have caused some discomfort, but she didn’t let on. I was thrusting strongly now, her boy bobbing up and down on my erection as she clung onto my neck, her legs wrapped around me, holding me as tight as possible as I rammed into her.

There was no finesse, no love-making involved. This was a raw fuck. She came quickly, wailing and moaning, babbling into my shoulder as her entire body spasmed. Her channel clamped down on me, letting me lock in place and draw a calming breath. Then, as her muscles relaxed, I was off again, pounding into her with long, smooth strokes that had her whimpering and moaning once more. She showered my face with fleeting kisses, covering every inch from under my chin up almost to my eyes.

She was mumbling something underneath the veneer of moans, whimpers, and kisses, but I couldn’t quite catch it. Then, as I took a breath, her words became clearer.

“I love you, I love you, I love you.”

It wasn’t quite a litany, but she was saying what I wanted to hear from her, what I wanted to say to her. Yes, we’d both said it before, but somehow, what we were doing made it more special.

“I love you too.”

That was enough, she tightened her grip around my neck and started bouncing up and down on my cock even as I thrust. She squealed as she came for a second time, and this time, she kept bouncing as her pussy tried to squeeze the life out of my erection. I couldn’t take anymore, I’d defy any man who would be able to resist that.

I came myself with an almost inhuman roar that elicited another long, shuddering moan from her.

I pulled out and gently lowered her feet to the ground but didn’t let go until I was sure her legs would support her. I moved toward a nearby stump, preparing to sit down and have her sit on my lap.

She giggled. “Let me put my skirt on. Can’t have you walking home in cum-soaked pants.”

I glared at her, having been quite happy to cuddle her naked body. Still, half-naked was almost as good.

“Leave the top off, though.”

She gave me an arch look and then shivered, but I knew it wasn’t from the cold, although it was decidedly cool, the trees provided shelter and remained warmer than the surrounding area.

Once she pulled her skirt up she grimaced and then giggled. “You got me good, you bastard. Cream-pie doesn’t even begin to describe it.”

“So, you can shower when you get into the dorm.”

“And I’ll be walking there with it dripping down my leg.”

“Put your panties on then.”

“Tree decorations, remember?”

“I’m not going to hold you to that.”

She sat on my lap and then thumped my chest. “Yes, you are.”

“I held up my hand in mock surrender, then wrapped my arms around her and cuddled her in close. Satisfied she’d won her argument about keeping her promise, even if it wasn’t a bet, she relaxed against my chest.

“Chloe…?”

“Umm…”

“I very much got the feeling…”

“About what?”

“That you only told me part of the story.”

She looked up into my face, and even in the dim light under the trees, I could see she was blushing. “What makes you think that.”

“For starters, the way you finished telling it, and now, because of the way you’re blushing.”

“Am not.”

“Am too.”

She pouted and then sighed.

“So, do I get to hear the rest?”

“You want to hear what happened in the restroom despite what we were just doing?”

“Yep.”

She sniffed. “Just don’t go letting it get you turned back on. I’m done for the day, my pussy and ass are sore from that.”

“I’ll rub it better.”

“You will not. I’m a total freaking mess down there.”

“So, what happened in the restroom…”

* * * *

The three women, girls, I guess, the same age as me, anyway, led me along the edge of the room, staying out of other people’s attention. They were clustered around me, keeping my disheveled state away from prying eyes. A few moments later, we entered a restroom, a different one from the one we’d used before. It was larger, with three stalls and quite a large vanity unit. My friend slipped in behind us, gave me a wink then stood with her back to the door with her hands behind her back. I distinctly heard the lock click as it engaged. She was standing guard, and that was the first definite indication I’d had that she was involved, too.

It was also the first indication I had that things weren’t yet finished. The three women surrounded me and supported me against the vanity. I was still struggling to keep my wits about me.

“Wha…?”

The girl in front of me silenced me by kissing me full on the lips. With my mouth open in an attempt to speak, I was a sucker for her invading tongue that quickly found mine and started the age-old dueling game. I couldn’t help it, I was still mightily turned on by what had happened in the closed-off section of the ballroom, so I kissed her back. The other two women had moved to stand on either side of me, the same as they’d done before. I think they had switched around among themselves, but I couldn’t be sure. The two women reached in and cupped a breast each, making me moan into the kiss of the third woman.

My emotions were all over the place, but my body knew it wanted more. They knew it, too, which was why they didn’t stop to ask, they just took what they wanted, and what they wanted was my body.

Their fingers grazed over my sensitized and very sensitive nipples and then returned to nip and pinch them to even greater hardness. I writhed under their touch, which let them know they shouldn’t stop, that I didn’t want it to stop. I don’t think I did, as my eyes closed, and I moaned out loud. The woman in front of me had changed targets, leaving my mouth and kissing the soft spot under my ear. I could feel the other two women doing something behind my back, but I wasn’t paying any attention to them other than what they were doing with one hand each to my breasts. That felt so fucking good. Being seduced by three women, even without the male audience, was heavy enough itself. I opened my eyes and looked over at my friend to see she was enjoying watching. One hand had appeared from behind her back, and she was slowly massaging her breast as she watched the three women seducing me.

The shoulder straps of my dress were whisked down onto my arms, and the dress gradually peeled away from my chest to expose my naked breasts. With them in the open, the two women to the side simply switched, letting go with their hands and stooping to suck my nipples. Their performance was very polished, I was pretty sure they’d teamed up on another woman before. I didn’t care, though, I was close to another climax, my body loving what they were doing.

A moment later, the woman in front of me pulled me forward toward her, creating a gap between the edge of the vanity and my butt, allowing her to pull the dress down at the sides. Although tight, it still slid past my hips and puddled on the floor around my feet. Within seconds, my panties had been ripped down, exposing my naked body to their depredations.

“Up.”

It was the first word any of them had spoken since escorting me into the restroom. The three of them simply manhandled me up, so I was sitting on the vanity unit. The one in front just pushed my legs apart and then bent my knees up so my heels were on the edge of the vanity. I gasped as I realized just how compromising a position I was in.

I didn’t sit there, exposed like that, for long, she bent down, held my splayed legs open with her hands pressing against my inner thighs, and tasted me with her tongue.

I yelped at the sensation, never having let another woman that close to me before. In part, it was exactly the same as a man’s tongue and lips eating me, but in another part, it was very different. For starters, there was no hesitation in what she did. She knew exactly what I’d like, and she just did it. I guess, and I rationalized afterward, that she knew what she liked and simply did the same to me.

I guess I came within fifteen seconds or so of her starting to eat me. My cum painted her face, and she twisted to look up into my face and grinned at me. She was enjoying herself almost as much as I was enjoying what they were doing to me. I could see the glistening coating of my liquor, coating her mouth and chin. She returned to her self-appointed task. The other two women closed in from the sides, capturing a breast each and mauling and sucking and slobbering over them. My hands simply went behind their heads for support but stayed there, locking them in place as my nipples communicated with my overheated pussy, and my pussy continued to heat up.

I came again less than five minutes later and then again before I managed to croak out any form of objection. “Enough.”

The woman eating me pulled back and straightened up.

“Had enough, or just want a rest.”

I shuddered, at that moment, the last thing I wanted was anyone else, or even the skilled woman who’d done it to me, doing more. I was way over-sensitive, my pussy throbbing in its emptiness. If they’d let the guys in at that moment, I might have pulled a train, but that would have been straight fucking, no foreplay, no touching, just fuck me, cum, and then leave and let the next man have me.

Since I didn’t really want that either, I just weakly shook my head and repeated that single word. “Enough.”

The three women straightened up, and wonders of wonder left me sitting there alone—naked and exposed, but alone. They moved along to the other sink, and two of them quickly repaired their makeup. Then, they worked on the third woman, wiping her juices off her face, doing her makeup, and quickly teasing her hair back into shape. They were all still perfectly dressed, not a stitch out of place, unlike me.

I’d got my breath back by then, and the three women moved over to the door and relieved my friend. “Go and dress her, sweetie.”

My so-called friend did exactly that, pulling my panties and dress on over my feet and then helping me stand while she gently drew my clothes up my legs, pulled the dress up onto my shoulder, and made sure I was decent. She could do very little about my ruddy complexion and the rivers of sweat running down me, but she did what she could with a wad of paper towels before giving my lips a coat of lipstick.

The one in the middle, the ringleader called out. “You okay, sweetheart?”

I glared at her but nodded. For some reason, my glare elicited a snort of laughter. I guess I could understand why she’d just given me or been involved in giving me four massive orgasms. Like, I could really complain about that.

They unlocked the door and left, and a couple of minutes later, the two of us followed. My friend led me back to our table and got me to sit down with a drink, which was mostly water, and then left me alone. A couple of the guys checked if I was okay, and they simply got a sharp nod, so they left me alone. I’m not sure how long I sat there, but it must have been half an hour or so. I watched the dance floor, watching the three women who had just had me like that, dancing with their boyfriends.

When nobody was really looking, I headed out the door, collected my coat, and went home. When the invitation came around a year later, I declined. As it happens, that was the day of our second date. I’m certain I made the right choice.

* * * *

I hugged her close to me, trying not to give into the temptation to caress her very naked breasts that were pressing against my chest.

“Are you sure that wasn’t rape?”

Chloe giggled. “I’m sure. In any case, how could I prove anything if I made a complaint? No, it wasn’t rape, or assault, or anything else. Nobody had done anything that I’d remotely objected to. In fact I’d encouraged it by my actions, if not by my words.”

“Did they ever try anything again?”

“One of them tried to get me to go for a coffee, but I refused, saying I didn’t like cream in my coffee. I think she understood my meaning, anyway, after that, no, they kept their distance. My so-called friend dropped out of my circle, too, although that was her doing, not mine. The two of us had a heart-to-heart about it a week later. She confessed what had happened to me was similar to what had happened to her the year before, and she’d really enjoyed it. She hadn’t had the same starting point, but she’d ended up in the restroom naked and then fucked out by the same group of three young women. They hadn’t had boyfriends in tow at the time. They’d cornered her and seduced her and given her the most mind-blowing night of her life.”

“Ah.”

“No, she hadn’t set me up as a patsy of the three of them. She’d simply helped things along and guarded doors and openings where she needed to. After that, though, I guess we both felt a bit awkward, and the friendship sort of dissolved, and we went our separate ways. I still see her around college, and we smile and talk. We even grab a coffee every so often and catch up, but it’s now as acquaintances, not friends. Pity, really. The three women? Well, they were a year ahead of me, so I have no idea where they are now.”

I chuckled. “Guess I won’t be looking them up to see if I can arrange a repeat performance. A command performance.”

She knew what I meant by command, that I’d expect her to do it. She shivered, but she didn’t outright say no. After a few moments, she twisted her head and planted a fierce kiss on my lips. I reached around her and cupped her breast, feeling her nipple harden against my palm. She murmured into the kiss but had to repeat herself afterward.

“I’ve got an early lecture tomorrow, so I’d better go. Besides, I need a shower before bed.”

“I’ll let you.”

She slowly rose to her feet, stretching and arching her back. I was sure it was more to give me another view of her naked breasts rather than trying to stretch any kinks out. As she gathered up the rest of her clothes, she handed me her bra and panties.

“You want to do the honors?” She gestured toward the branches above us, obviously intent on decorating the tree with her underwear as per our agreement. I thought about objecting but didn’t open my mouth. It was not worth arguing about, and I knew she’d argue she was committed to doing it.

Once she had her top on and straight, I tossed her underwear over the nearest branch and then grabbed her hand and led her back through to the edge of the tress. We stopped and cuddled and kissed for a couple of minutes just outside the door to her dorm, but then she gently disengaged herself and headed in. We’d already arranged where and when we’d meet the following day. I called out a soft. “I love you.” I got one back, too, and then she was gone.

I don’t know if she expected me to, but on my way home, I diverted into the trees and retrieved her underwear, stuffing it into my pocket and whistling as I walked home.

It appeared my girlfriend had even more hidden depths to her than I’d realized.


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.


Other Titles by Bridy McAvoy,

Tuesday Nights

[image: A group of women playing cards  Description automatically generated]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU
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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 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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