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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 3, Half-time.

That year, the Xmas break was pure torture for me. I was sure it felt the same way for Chloe. We were three states apart, me in one direction, her in the opposite, with the college smack in the middle. Oh, we video-called and messaged a dozen times a day, if not more, often long into the night when everyone else was asleep, or at least we hoped they were, so we could get a little naughty. Those tiny little gasps and moans as she came on her fingers became the soundtrack to my otherwise lonely Christmas.

Since my father’s birthday fell on the day after New Year, I couldn’t shave much time off the holiday and go back too soon. Nevertheless, I managed to get back the day after his birthday. I could see the sparkle in my father’s eyes, he knew exactly why I was so eager to go back to college, having been so reluctant the previous two years. Chloe came back the day after, too, bad weather at her home had caused the previous day’s flights to be canceled.

As the Uber dropped her off outside the house I shared with Henry and Phil, I was already waiting on the porch. I’m not sure her feet even touched the path up to the door. I don’t think mine did either, as I met her halfway. Then we were closing the door behind ourselves and, quite literally, tearing each other's clothes off. Although she’d been wrapped up nice and warm, her skin felt cold to the touch. There was a simple solution to that, and I guess it shouldn’t surprise anyone to find out we spent the next twenty-four hours in bed together.

The next evening, something happened that changed my view of Chloe a little. Not a lot, but a little. It appeared my girlfriend was a bit flightier than I’d thought she was.

We had a bit of a play fight over what we were going to do for dinner. I call it a play fight, after that horrible incident over the spanking, we’d both steered clear of any real argument. I was voting to order in, and Chloe knew exactly where I intended to eat that pizza. She wanted to go out for a burger rather than eat in, but she didn’t have that many clothes at the house, and the dorms were still locked up for the next couple of days.

She pouted and then changed the subject.t

“Come on, let’s watch TV for half an hour, and then we’ll decide.”

“There’s nothing on.” I wasn’t a big TV watcher apart from sports, and everyone was still on holiday and closed down for that.

She pouted again. “Come on, I’m sure I can find something on the TV that’ll keep your interest.”

“Unlikely.” I was just being honest.

“I bet I can.”

“Bet?” We hadn’t done so much of that recently.

“I bet I can. If I can find something that piques your interest, then we’ll stay in and order a pizza, and I’ll answer the door topless.”

I made a fabulous impression of a floundering fish, my mouth flapping open and closed. “And if you can’t?”

“Then we’ll go out for a burger and fries, and I’ll wear that lace dress that’s still hanging in your wardrobe.” She giggled. “Without the opaque underlayer.”

I remembered exactly how that dress had looked on her. Almost by tacit agreement, that dress had been hung in the back of my wardrobe and left there ever since that spanking event. Not because she’d looked too sexy in it, no, simply because it reminded both of us of that event. The last thing I wanted was to dredge up memories of that event, but I definitely didn’t want her to answer the door topless.

After a moment, I realized that Chloe was staring at me with a quizzical frown.

“What?”

“Tell me something.”

I shrugged.

“What exactly were you thinking then? I definitely got the impression that my suggestions for both winning and losing a bet were getting you just a teensy bit jealous.” She held her finger and thumb an inch apart.

I bit my lip and took a couple of deep breaths, examining my own feelings on the subject. After the spanking upset, we’d both been scrupulously honest with each other. That meant I had to be on this subject too. “I guess, yes, a bit.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t want to share any part or any view of any part of you.”

She smiled. “On the one hand, that’s sweet, but on the other hand, it’s a bit of a misogynistic worldview that’s a bit unflattering to me.”

“I don’t mean it to be.”

She shrugged. “True, though. Wouldn’t it be fair to say that whoever I let look at these is up to me?” She juggled her breasts in her hands. That was a pretty distracting sight, given she was wearing a thin T-shirt and no bra.

“I…”

“If I decide to walk topless down main street, assuming I didn’t get arrested for it, wouldn’t that properly be my decision?”

“It might be your decision, but I wouldn’t call it a wise one.” I chuckled, but I could see Chloe was quite serious about pinning this down.

“Look, I don’t want to see a green mist. I’m quite happy that you can draw the lines and not cross them. I trust you.”

“Good, because I trust you, too.”

“But sometimes…”

“Sometimes it’s not easy being my other half?”

I nodded.

“You goose, how can you trust me but then get jealous about the idea that I might be flashing a bit of flesh at a stranger, or if I wore that dress without underwear, at several strangers? What would you think would be the outcome of that?”

“Apart from me taking a two-by-four to them to beat them off you.”

“Which wouldn’t happen, I do have that black belt to fall back on. So, apart from your caveman impression, what do you think would happen?”

I shrugged again.

Chloe rolled her eyes. “Jeez. Sometimes, you’re dense. Flashing someone, anyone is guaranteed to get me hot to trot. So, we’d probably end up reheating the pizza or eating a burger in three bites so we can dash into the nearest stand of trees. It worked before, didn’t it, when I handed you my underwear in the bar that time? How many guys saw me do that? How many guys knew you were on a promise?”

I shook my head as I smiled. “How many of them wished they were me?”

“Most of them, I suspect. Do you see what I’m getting at? It doesn’t matter if someone sees my tits. If they do, then just them getting a look will make me so fucking hot, you’re the one who gets the benefit of a sexually hyped-up and hot-to-trot girlfriend. So, no jealousy, okay?”

I smiled and nodded. “Okay.” I think I probably meant I’d keep my emotions on the subject bottled up.

“Good, so is it a bet?”

It was obvious I wasn’t going to win this one. She wanted the bet on those terms, and I wasn’t going to be able to use any possessive tendency to dissuade her.

“It’s a bet.”

“Good, now pass me the remote.”

While she sat down and switched the TV on, I knew she’d handed me control, and I don’t mean the remote. I could pretend to be interested in something, anything, and win the bet, so she’d end up flashing the pizza delivery guy. Or, I could pretend to be utterly bored with everything and take her out to a burger joint in that ludicrously sexy dress and let all the other patrons and staff ogle her for more than an hour. It wasn’t even a contest. As she played with the on-screen guide to programs, I could see she was trying to hide the sly smile on her face. She knew exactly what she was doing, I’d been played. She’d effectively had a side bet with herself that I’d protect her modesty for as long as possible or at least let her lose it for the least possible time. She probably didn’t even want a burger, happy with a pizza and a side order of naked breasts.

“This might be interesting.” Her words were soft but held a definite hint of promise. She flicked to a program about Abandoned Buildings, which was a bizarre choice. I couldn’t think why she thought I’d find it interesting, and I was pretty sure it wouldn’t be interesting to her, either. Nevertheless, I gave the TV my complete attention and started listening to the commentary about this huge circular tunnel somewhere in the Ukraine that the Russians had flooded as they retreated so the Germans couldn’t use it. My interest in history was zip, and my interest in the engineering side wasn’t much higher than that. Still, I needed to feign interest.

Somehow, and I have no idea how, as we watched the program, my interest in it increased. I wouldn’t have chosen to watch it, but by the time the credits rolled, I don’t think I’d taken my eyes off the screen.  My attention was drawn back to the girl at my side by her soft chuckle.

“What?”

She shrugged. “Pizza it is. Even if that does mean half of it gets that heathen use of pineapple on it.”

“You like it when I eat pineapple.”

“I do not.”

“Yes, you do. One simple reason.”

“Which is?”

I leaned in close and kissed her ear, making her shiver. “It makes my semen taste sweeter.”

Her eyes shot wide open, and she blushed. “What?”

“Pineapple makes it sweeter, or so I’ve been told.”

She pulled a face. “Guess I’ll go and buy you a gallon of pineapple juice then.”

“Fine by me.”

Her blush intensified as she realized I’d taken that as her promising me a blowjob later. She wagged a finger at me, but I could see she was smiling.

It only took a couple of minutes to order the pizza and confirm delivery in about twenty minutes. Chloe smiled at me and then rose to her feet after switching the TV off. Moving to stand in front of me, but about three feet away, she started to sway her hips to some imaginary music in her head.

“What?”

“Well, if I’m going to answer the door topless, I need to take the shirt off, right?”

“But…”

Her steely glare cut off my protest about her not needing to do that. Her often repeated comment, ‘a bet is a bet is a bet,’ was obviously in play. “This way, we can both have a little fun first.” Her voice suddenly dropped another octave. “As well as after.”

Although a striptease wasn’t part of the bet, it appeared I was going to get one, anyway, or at least a partial one, if not a completely nude one.

The way her shy smile lit her face brought a lump to my throat. To say I was in love with this independent and free-spirited young woman was putting it mildly. As her hands played with the hem of her T-shirt, pulling it up a couple of inches to reveal a sliver of bare skin and then pulling it back down, I had to fight down the desire to jump her right there and then. I was sure Chloe had spotted that because she wagged a finger at me.

“I'm not going to answer the door for the pizza with your goo dripping down my leg, nor with it dribbling out of the corner of my mouth. So don’t go getting any funny ideas.”

“They’re not funny, they’re straight down the line.”

She shivered but didn’t lose her smile. “Later.”

As she continued to sway to her imaginary music, she lifted the T-shirt higher and, this time, left a swathe of her naked belly exposed. I swallowed hard, but her words had kinda told me to sit and stay, so all I could do was lick my lips. Her smile widened, she knew exactly what she was doing to me, and it was deliberate.

She tucked the hem of the T-shirt underneath and lifted it higher before turning her back and taking it higher still. Her gorgeous back came into view an inch at a time. I had to shut my mouth to stop my tongue hanging out. It wasn’t as if it was something I hadn’t seen before, but somehow it was. It was like I was seeing her strip for the first time, just as I had back at the beginning of the last semester.

While she had her back turned, I watched her shoulders move as she crossed her arms in front of her and drew the T-shirt up and clear of her breasts. She kept the movement going, pulling it up above her head, and then, with it dangling from one hand, she turned to face me again. She acted a little coy, keeping both arms mashed across her breasts, with the T-shirt dangling from the fingers of one hand.

Her smile was infectious, her eyes alight with either mischief or desire. It didn’t matter which, the scant cover provided by her arms disappearing as she slowly lowered her arms. When they popped into view, her nipples were rock hard. She’d enjoyed that slow unveiling, no doubt about it. Dropping the T-shirt to the floor, she literally launched herself across the intervening space, straddling me as she leaped onto my lap.

Her hands went either side of my face as she kissed me hungrily, her tongue pushing into my mouth, taking control of the kiss and pinning mine to the back of my mouth. Her breasts squashed against my chest, and I could feel her hard nipples trying to dig through my own shirt to make skin-to-skin contact with me. My pants felt very constrictive around my erection.

After a minute, or maybe even two, she pulled back, panting for breath. Since she’d made a little room, my hands rose to cup her breasts, and she wriggled to settle herself and almost purred at the contact.

“Not too much, they’re sensitive.”

“You just did a striptease, with the emphasis on tease, why shouldn’t I get my own back?”

“Because when I answer the door in a few minutes time, you don’t want me red-faced from cumming hard, do you?”

“Maybe I do, maybe I don’t. That’s not to say I don’t want you to cum.”

I used my upper body strength to pick her up and spin her through ninety degrees so she was sitting side-saddle with her legs both on the same side. Instinctively, she straightened them, and my hand descended from her naked breast to her equally naked thigh below the hem of her obligatory mini-skirt.

“Don’t go getting too many ideas.”

“Why?”

“Because I meant it, I’m not cumming as he rings the doorbell. I know how your devious mind works.”

“Rats. Foiled again.”

My hand had slid up to the hem of her skirt and was now patiently worming its way underneath. She looked down and then back up at my face, giving me a level look. “I mean it.”

“But you’re not stopping me.”

“I will if you push your luck too far.”

“How far is too far?”

“You'll find out if you cross the line.”

Seeing as my fingertips were now brushing against the front of her underwear, and she’d allowed her legs to part enough to allow me access to the hot, warm center of her body, I didn’t think I was close to the line yet. I pushed against the front of her lace panties, detecting the furrow behind them. She moaned softly but made no objection as I started to trace my fingertip up and down the crease, turning it from a faint impression into a pronounced camel toe. She let her eyes close, and her head fell back against my supporting arm, so I lowered my head and captured a turgid nipple in my teeth. She squirmed and moaned louder still.

Pushing my finger against her hot opening, I pushed some of the lace into her. She was panting now, and I knew her reactions well enough to know she was getting close to the edge. I glanced up to see her watching me, an intent look on her face. A moment later, she gently pushed my head away from her breast and scissored her legs together, expelling my hand from between them.

“Enough of the edging.”

“I thought you were enjoying it.”

She pouted. “I was, but the pizza will be here soon.” She giggled. “You can do more of the same after the meal.”

“I can always put the pizza in the microwave to reheat… after…”

“I prefer everything fresh, including my pizza.”

At that moment, we both heard the putter of a scooter approaching.

“Pizza’s here.” He both said it together, which forced a chuckle from her as she quickly rose from my lap and smoothed her skirt back down into place. Her movements only served to emphasize to me that she was topless. I swallowed hard and watched as the pizza delivery person parked the scooter and reached into the box on the back for our order. Something seemed a little off, and Chloe was already at the door through into the hall before I realized what.

“Hate to tell you this, but I think it’s a woman.”

“What?” She sounded a little panic-stricken. She’d been all set to expose her topless self to a delivery guy, but a girl?

I watched the woman approaching the path to the porch. Now that she’d taken her helmet off, her hair had dropped free, cascading halfway down her back. The bulky uniform covered her shape a bit, but not enough to hide the fact that she definitely had breasts.

“Yep. It’s a woman.”

“Fuck!”

It was obvious a female delivery driver didn’t feature in Chloe’s plans. This was going to be hilarious, so I quickly crossed the room and peered around the corner of the door into the hall as Chloe stood in front of the front door. I could see from where I was that she was trembling a little. This was not what she’d expected or planned for. The driver knocked on the door and then Chloe took a deep breath.

I waited for the sudden confrontation, but Chloe was one step ahead of me. As she opened the door, she stayed behind it.

“Pizza for…”

“Sorry, can you just put it down inside? I lost a bet, so I’m topless, and I wish I hadn’t made the stupid bet.”

“Ah.” The woman paused for a moment and then giggled. She could see Chloe’s naked arm, holding out the tip in her fingers, but the rest of her was hidden behind the door. “No problem, love. You enjoy your pizza.” She took the tip from Chloe’s outstretched hand, then put the pizza box down on the floor and gently slid it past the door. “You have a good day now.” She walked away laughing, the sound cutting off as Chloe closed the door.

Chloe bent to retrieve the pizza and then turned to face me. Any bashfulness was gone now. After all, less than five minutes earlier, my lips had been sealed around one of those succulent nipples.

“What’s so damned funny.”

“Nothing.” Not that I could actually stop the giggles, anyway. “One question?”

“What?” She was still glaring at me.

“Would you have hidden behind the door like that for a male delivery guy?”

She rolled her eyes. “Doh! Of course. The bet was to answer the door topless, not display these…” She wiggled so her breasts bounced. “… to him. If the bet had been to answer the door topless and give him a good look, then maybe I would have done it differently…”

Chloe walked toward me and handed me the pizza box. “Seeing as I don’t want hot stringy chest anywhere near the girls, I’m going to put my T-shirt on again.”

“No problem. As long as it comes off again as soon as the pizza is finished.”

She grinned at me. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Now I had some thinking to do. Was she being totally honest with me? Did she hide behind the door because it was a woman, or would she have hidden like that in any case? I was sure it wasn’t about confidence. She had the body confidence in spades to answer the door stark naked if she wanted to. She’d done something similar when she’d stripped out of her underwear on the doorstep that time. Had she done that simply to spare my feelings? It was a quandary and one I didn’t really want to explore any answers for.

* * * *

Over the next two or three weeks, Chloe made a few bets with me, although not quite so reckless as they had been at times. She did win one, but I wasn’t going to complain about having to eat her to a climax outside her dorm. She lost a couple that involved near-public sex, too, but somehow, we avoided being caught and, as far as I was aware, avoided being seen.

Not long afterward, our college team was playing in our conference playoffs with a chance to go for the Rose Bowl. It was a big deal around campus, and it was all anyone seemed to want to talk about, including Chloe, all week leading up to the game. For once, the game was going to be on free-to-air TV, and it was a must-watch program.

I was going to be watching it with Henry and Phil, and Chloe was going to watch it in the dorm rec room. Unfortunately, someone shorted out the TV system there, and I got a semi-panic call saying she was going to come around and watch it with us as long as we didn’t mind. Obviously, I didn’t mind, and Henty and Pihl were fine with it, so half an hour before the game started, Chloe arrived, lugging a twelve-pack of beer. That made her very welcome, despite the fact we’d already got a decent supply in.

Our team had a problem, though, a big one. Our first-string quarterback had torn an ACL the week before the game, meaning he was a non-starter. In fact, he was still in the hospital recovering from surgery. Our second-string quarterback then managed to throw his shoulder out, dislocating it the day before the match. Also a non-starter, our third-string guy had very little game time, but that was it, he was up.

It was not the best omen for the game, and we were chewing the fat over our wrecked chances. Chloe joined the conversation like she always did if it was sports.

“We’ll be fine. As long as he keeps his throws short and relies on his running backs to gain field goal position. Grind them down.”

Henry spoke up. “I’m not even sure his short passing game is up to snuff.”

Phil broke in with his opinion. “We’re just toast. Like it or lump it, there’ll be a lot of long faces around college tomorrow.”

“And a lot of sore heads from drinking too much beer while we watch our guys lose.”

“Honestly, you guys are just worry warts. That coach of ours almost had a shot at the big leagues. He'll dictate the plays, and we’ll play a short game.”

The conversation went back and forth for a few more minutes without Chloe convincing any of us to buck up our ideas and give the newbie a chance.

Eventually, she sighed. “Well, I know what I’d do if there was just Andy and me here.”

Henry raised an eyebrow and that made Chloe giggle. “I thought you wanted to watch the game.”

“Oh, we’d watch the game, for sure.”

“And?”

She shrugged. “I’d make a bet with him. I’d provide the half-time entertainment, and for every interception he throws, I’d remove one item of clothing. If the interception is run in for a touchdown that would count double. If he doesn’t throw at least one interception by halftime, Andy gets to treat me to a meal of my choice. And I have expensive tastes.”

“So you’d make a bet on it?”

She shrugged. “Yeah, I would.”

“So why not do so anyway? I’m sure you’d appreciate an audience of three rather than one.”

I’d just taken a mouthful of beer, so couldn’t respond because I was choking on it. Phil nodded along with Henry’s suggestion, and Chloe sat there with her mouth open.

“You think I should do a striptease for the three of you, depending on how many interceptions our rookie quarterback throws in the most important game of his life?”

“You’re the one suggesting he’ll be coached half to death, so won’t take a risk of throwing one.”

Chloe twisted to look at me and giggled as she realized I was incapable of speaking as I tried to clear the beer that had gone down the wrong way. She caught my eye and mouthed her mantra, ‘a bet is a bet is a bet’.

Shit, she was going to do this, and I was in no condition to intervene.

Phil took pity on me and opened his mouth to suggest everyone cooled their jets until I could take part in the conversation, but Chloe clearly felt challenged. She wasn’t going to be seen as weak by waiting on her boyfriend to intervene. “It’s a bet, but if he doesn’t throw any at all before halftime, then all three of you owe me. I’ll dine out on the experience for a week!”

Oh Fuck! I mentally cataloged what I believed she was wearing, a shirt, skirt, bra and panties, socks, and shoes. As long as he only threw four interceptions, she’d remain decent. Five and she’d be topless, six and she’d be naked. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

“You okay, baby?”

“Fine.” My reply was clipped, and my glare was as hot as I could make it. She mouthed a simple phrase to me, but one I already knew she lived by, and she’d just quoted at me. “A bet is a bet is a bet.” It didn’t matter she was odds on to be dancing for us. I really didn’t think our rookie had any chance of not letting us down, and Chloe always paid up on a bet. It was simply a question of how far she’d go and how far she’d have to go. She winked at me and sat back to watch the game.

Henry spoke up again. “Shoes and socks don’t count.”

Chloe’s response was immediate, “Nope. No chance. You should have specified that first. You can’t change the terms of the bet after it's made. So, shoes and socks count.”

I quickly revised my count, on that basis, they were four items, not two, giving her an even bigger safety margin. It was a situation where staying silent was an option to avoid upsetting Chloe. If I intervened and canceled the bet, Henry and Phil would go along, but Chloe would be absolutely furious. Having experienced that once, I really didn’t want to go through several days of misery like that again or take the risk of losing her altogether. At least, I could swear these guys to secrecy. What can I say? I’m a coward.

I suspect Chloe understood the dilemma she’d just presented me with. She lifted my arm and cuddled underneath it, and then, as I looked at her, she leaned up and planted a kiss on my lips.

Henry mimed playing a violin, and I gave him the finger, which tickled Chloe.

A moment later, the game started, and we all became engrossed in watching it. I was hyper-focused on our quarterback—I think we all were—but not necessarily for the same reasons. I had always known that Chloe was an adventurous free spirit, but performing a striptease in front of my friends and me seemed to be more than just an adventure.

Two minutes into the game, our opponents tried a blitz, and our rookie quarterback panicked and tried to throw the ball out of bounds but got hit just as he was about to release it. Instead of sailing out, it went up in the air, and one of the opposition’s defensive ends caught it.

“One!” Henry’s shout of glee made me shudder.

I looked at Chloe, she was biting her lip and blushing, but I could see her eyes were sparkling and alive.  She twisted to look up at me and gave me a sly wink. The biting of the lip and possibly even the blush was an act. She was enjoying herself.

At least with the opponents on the offense, there would be no more chances to give the ball away from our side. They played for a couple of minutes, and then, almost miraculously, they fumbled, and we had the ball back. I’d hoped for a longer grind upfield, but that was it, the guy who unknowingly held my girlfriend’s modesty in his hand was back on the field. He actually played well for a few downs but then tried to hit his wide receiver on the left with a pass that was too slow and too low. It was picked off with ease. Not only that, the guy ran it in for a touchdown.

Damn!

“Two and three.” Phil was the one suddenly taking an interest in the bet. Chloe just blushed and looked at me, but I could see the sparkle in her eye was still there. She knew it was torture for me, and at the same time, she was happy about it. No doubt, in her mind, she was already planning how she was going to perform and choosing her music for the halftime show.

Now we had the ball again, and I dreaded it. On this drive, though, our quarterback played the way Chloe said he would. The grinding drive up the length of the field was slow but precise. It rarely took less than three downs to gain the ten yards, and he exclusively used his running backs. Somehow, they got to within field goal range and kicked an easy three points to reduce the deficit. Our opponents then settled in for their own grind and ran the clock down to end the first quarter.

There was a flurry of activity in the room, all of us wanting fresh beers and a trip to the bathroom. Chloe was allowed to go first, and as soon as the door closed, Henry turned to me.

“You okay with this, bro? Say the word, and the bet’s off.” He kept his voice down.

I shook my head and whispered low, too. “It doesn’t matter if I’m okay with it or not. I don’t own her, and she has a mantra that she sticks to. If she makes a bet and loses, she pays up, period. Not worth life and limb for me to intervene. But thanks for the offer.”

“Hey, wouldn’t disrespect her, she’s awesome. You going to make it official?”

I knew what he meant, put a ring on her finger and asked her to marry me. It was something that was at the back of my mind and creeping further forward with every passing day.  “Quite probably.”

Phil chuckled as we heard the noisy toilet flush. “Well, we know who’ll be the stripper at your stag do, bro.”

I rolled my eyes, and we all split up before Chloe exited the bathroom. She gave me a suspicious stare but couldn’t say anything with the guys present.

After the necessary toilet visits and beer and chips replenishments, we sat down to watch the second quarter. Chloe seemed completely unconcerned that she’d already lost the bet, it was now simply how far she was going to have to go. I had no doubt in my mind that I’d called it correctly. If I intervened or Henry or Phil tried to call the bet off, there’d be an almighty row. I didn’t want her to strip, but I didn’t want that row either. It was down to a choice of the lesser of two evils.

On our first drive of the second quarter, our rookie threw another interception, but one of our backs flattened the guy who’d caught it.

“Four!”

“Don’t sound so gleeful.” Chloe glared at him, but Henry just shrugged.

Play went back and forth in the middle of the field for a little while, and then our guy had a moment of brilliance, throwing a huge pass that fell straight into the hand of our wide receiver, who simply had to stroll into the end zone. When our kicker converted, we actually had the lead with two minutes to go. When their drive broke down, our guy took the field again. That touchdown pass must have gone to his head because the idiot tried it again, and of course, the inevitable happened. They intercepted, and it was only a flying tackle that bundled the catcher out of bounds, which prevented it from being run back for a touchdown.

“Five!”

Chloe just glared at Henry and then let out a big sigh. Thank God for her shoes and socks, she wasn’t going to be showing much, well, she’d lose her top, but after her shoes and socks, that was it. Or so I thought.

Half-time brought an end to the action on the TV, and all eyes turned to Chloe. She blushed again but disentangled herself from under my arm. Then she leaned in and placed a soft kiss on my cheek before breathing into my ear. “When I go, follow me to the bedroom, pronto.” I gave her a tight smile, and she winked at me and then slowly rose to her feet. The graceful manner she did that drew and kept every eye in the room. She shivered but stepped in front of the TV and gestured for that to be turned off. She fiddled with her cell for a minute, and then her music started from the stereo. Somehow, when nobody was looking, she’d paired her phone with our stereo and made use of the extra power in those speakers. Her music choice surprised me, let alone the other guys. Ravel’s Balero is not what I would have called a stripper track. After a moment, I nodded, the important thing about that track was the way it started slow and then built and built to a faster and faster climax. The more I thought about it, the more I realized her choice was perfect.

I sat back, rather more relaxed than I had been. Five items to be removed. Since that included two shoes, two socks and her top, my girlfriend would be showing them her bra but nothing more than that. Nothing was going to happen that was remotely untoward. The guy's conversation with me at the end of the first quarter had helped, too, they were still my friends first and dirty lechers second. Sure, they wanted to see more than they were going to, but that didn’t mean they wouldn’t stick to the bro code.

Chloe started to sway to the beat. It was still slow at this point, so her movements were full of the feline grace I’d grown to love. She smiled at me and then turned her gaze to Phil and finally to Henry, making eye contact with every member of her audience in turn. It was a professional move, but I knew, or at least I assumed, Chloe had never actually stripped on stage. Her movements were polished but, above all else, sexy as fuck! Even though she wasn’t moving fast, her floaty little miniskirt couldn’t keep up with her and seemed to be independently swishing from side to side, almost dancing on its own.

The form of her dance was perfect for the music, and as she continued to twirl and sway slowly to the music, everything began to speed up. After only a minute, her moves were definitely more suggestive, and I could see the fire in her eyes, Chloe was enjoying herself, and from the look she gave me, and not the others, I was going to be reaping the benefits of her arousal. She carefully used one foot to slip the other shoe off, then swapped over and used her toes to slide the second shoe off.

“That’s two.” Henty was keeping count, or at least so he thought.

Chloe wagged a finger at him and then surprised them both and blew my composure out of the water.

“Nope, one.”

“One?”

“Shoes, one-word description, one item.”

Fuck!

My gasp drew Chloe’s attention, but she just raised an eyebrow and then gave me a wink before continuing to dance. I quickly did the arithmetic. She’d obviously worked this out for herself, shoes, one item, socks, one item, so that left three items to dispose of. That meant she’d be keeping her panties on, but no more than that. She was going to happily strip down to just her panties right here in front of my housemates! She’d be topless, her breasts on full display.

I could intervene, I knew that Henry and Phil wouldn’t have objected despite their shit-eating grins at this moment. They’d obviously also done the math the same way I had, and Chloe had done those sums before she got off the couch. Intervening, though, would precipitate a reaction from Chloe that I knew I wouldn’t want to experience.

When I didn’t intervene, Henry and Phil seemed to relax, although their grins were still as wide as ever. Chloe shot me a look, saw I wasn’t going to react, and gave me the widest promising smile I’d ever seen from her.

Without bending down, she used the toes on one foot to ease her sock off the other and then switched and repeated, all the time continuing to dance around in the limited space in front of the TV.

“Now that’s two.”

Chloe smiled and winked at Henry and started to dance more vigorously. She had to. The music was getting faster now, and she needed to move more in order to keep up. Without missing a beat, she dropped her hands down to the hem of her T-shirt and started to tease us all. She’d lift it a couple of inches and then drop it back again. It was reminiscent of the teasing way she’d removed her shirt the day she’d answered the door topless to what she thought was going to be a delivery guy but turned out to be a girl. That day, she’d hidden behind the door, there was no door to hide behind today. She’d said she’d have done that anyway, the terms of that bet being satisfied by her being topless, not by her showing him her breasts. There was no such escape route this time.

Now, her movements extended further, dragging the shirt higher on her body and leaving her bare midriff exposed all the time. While my housemates were still smiling, there was more of an intent look on their faces. As one, they leaned forward a little as if trying to get closer to her. Chloe noticed that, and her own smile broadened, she was getting the reaction she wanted.

There was a natural pause in the music, and she stopped dead. We all wondered if she’d just lost her nerve, but I knew better. In one smooth motion, she pulled the shirt up and off over her head. She’d stopped dancing to make sure she didn’t tangle herself in the shirt and leave herself vulnerable.

“Three.” Henry’s voice was a lot hoarser now, lowering in timbre as he began to see more of her. Phil’s intent gaze seemed centered on capturing every possible detail for his memory bank.

Chloe’s bra was one of her favorites, a white lace confection that covered her but didn’t particularly conceal much. All three of us could see her nipples were hard and showing as more than just bumps and shadows through the wide lace. They were deep red, suffused with blood, and as hard as bullets. She was turned on, that was obvious to all of us. In fact, I was pretty sure her panties were already damp.

“So, guys? What’s it to be, bra next or skirt? You want to see these?” She squeezed and hefted her breasts in her hands. “Or you want to see if the panties are as thin as the bra? See if you can see my pussy through the lace in the same way as you can see my hard little nipples?”

I have no idea why she was talking dirty to us all like this. It had to be a deliberate part of her act to inflame them—or was it? Was she doing it to inflame me?

She wanted me to follow her to the bedroom at the end of her performance, and I had a pretty good idea of what she wanted when I closed the bedroom door behind us. Was she trying to make sure I was ready to pop the moment I got in there? Or was she doing something else? I had a little epiphany right there. Yes, she was paying up on her lost bet, but her words were aimed at me, not them. I strongly suspected she was testing me, seeing how jealous I’d get if she knowingly exposed herself to someone else.

That time, with the pizza delivery, I’d shown some jealousy. Was she pushing me to see if I would get jealous, possibly okay, or possessive? Definitely not okay.

I leaned back and smiled as the guys looked at each other and then at me. I gave them no help, knowing Chloe wanted an answer from one or both of them but not from me.

Both Henry and Phil looked at me and then at each other. It was Henry who answered. “Skirt, I think. Let’s see some of that pretty lace-covered pussy.”

I was watching Chloe carefully. The track was clearly in repeat mode, so had gone back to the slow section. Her hips were swaying in time to the music, but she shivered when Henry responded to her daily talk with some of his own. `The skirt had an elasticated waist rather than a back or side zip. Chloe simply pushed her thumbs inside the elastic and stretched it out from her body before easing it a couple of inches down. She twisted around so she was side on to us and then pushed it down a little further, exposing the waistband of her white lace panties. Chloe always matched top and bottom, so I’d been sure they were white lace, and I knew she didn’t own any that weren’t thin and partly translucent. She danced around to face away from us and then pulled the skirt further rout to the sides away from her body. Just as she had with the shirt, she stopped stock still for a moment and then pushed the skirt past her hips but kept hold so it remained flared out. She bent at the waist as she lowered the skirt down past her knees. It was a highly effective tease because the thin lace stretched even thin over her ass as she bent over.

Letting the skirt go, it fluttered down to land in a circle around her bare feet, and she sidestepped out of it before spinning around to face all of us once more. She had that little naughty smile on her face, the one I knew so well.

“Four.”

Chloe sniffed. “What’s a girl got to do to get some privacy here?” That was a coded message to me, telling me she was winding up the performance in the next minute or so. “Show you my tits? Or turn around and show you my naked ass?”

Again, my two friends turned and looked at me before turning their gaze back to my dirty-talking half-naked girlfriend.

“Tits.” Henry chuckled. “But you can show us your naked ass as well if you want.”

Chloe wagged a finger at him, but I was pretty sure that was the answer she wanted. Once more, she danced around until she had her back to us, her audience, and casually flicked one shoulder strap down onto her arm before turning back and repeating the move, this time facing us.  Somehow, she kept time to the music as she wriggled her arms out of the bra straps before turning once more to face away. I’d seen she wasn’t that exposed down below, obviously, the lace there was double-layered or had a liner. The guys might be disappointed, but I was more relieved than anything else.

Her hands reappeared behind her back as her hips began to dip and circle in a passable version of a bump and grind. Her form was just too good not to have been practiced.

The bra strap came undone under her fingers, and she let go on one side and caught it in her other hand. Lifting that arm up above her head, she wrapped her other arm across her breasts and turned to face us.

“That’s five. You met the conditions of the bet.” Henry was trying to be nice, to spare her blushes, but I knew Chloe wouldn’t let him do that.

She smiled at him, blew me a kiss, and then lifted her arm up to join its compatriot above her head. She arched her back and stood still once more, letting all three of us gaze on the perfection of her naked breasts. Her nipples were as big as I’ve ever seen them, there was utterly no doubt in my mind that she was turned way the fuck on, and she’d absolutely enjoyed her own performance. I was as hard as a rock, and pretty sure the other guys were, too.

Chloe posed like that for what seemed like an age, and then she dropped a perfect little curtsey before turning toward the door into the hallway. As she approached the door, she looked back over her shoulder and looked straight at me.

“See you later, guys.” The guys knew what she wanted, where I was going, and why.

They chuckled but were staring past me. As I turned back toward Chloe, I could see there was only her back still in sight as she turned into the hallway. Quick as a flash, her hands dipped to her waist, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her last remaining clothing, and stripped them down her legs. She stepped out of them and then out of sight. By then, I was halfway to the door myself, and I heard the eruption of cheers and clapping from behind me. When I turned into the hallway, Chloe was standing in the open doorway to my bedroom, her back toward me. When she saw it was me following her, she stepped into the bedroom and crooked her finger in my direction.

I don’t think I slammed the door behind me, but I probably did. At least it was definitively shut.

* * * *

As I turned to face Chloe, I opened my mouth to speak, but she put a finger to her lips to shush me and beckoned me closer. As soon as I was in range, she threw her arms around me and hugged me, putting he mouth next to my ear. “A little pressure relief, and then we can talk. I know your pants have been tight throughout my performance.” She chuckled a very dirty sound. “I’m not wearing any, and it’s not physiologically the same, but my pressure value is maxing out too.”

Chloe dropped to her knees in front of me, her hands reaching out to the front of my pants. She rubbed my cock through them for a minute, all the while cooing about how hard he was, then she undid my pants and dragged them down so she could reach him skin to skin.

Within moments, she had moved closer, her mouth and her tongue taking over the caressing from her hands. I let out a low moan but couldn’t help the noise.

“After that experience, I’m not going to last long.”

She pulled off and grinned that elfin grin up at me. “Good, because I can’t wait very long, either. I need to cum… so bad.”

She returned her mouth to my cock, plunging down as far as she could and sucking hard. I didn’t even think about it, I simply reached out with one hand and held her in place, then pushed my hips forward and up, face fucking her. She gagged, but she didn’t struggle. I pulled back by flexing my hips, then drove forward again. Once more, she gagged, but she kept sucking, and I was sure I heard a moan from deep in her throat. I did it one more time, then pulled out entirely to let her breathe. She turned her face up toward me and mock-glared at me, but I could see the sparkle in her eye that told me she was enjoying herself.

“Why did you do that?”

“Because you’ve been a dirty girl, and that’s how dirty girls get treated.” I know it was a corny line from a bad porn clip, but it had an amazing effect on my girlfriend. Her mouth sagged open, and she started to shudder. One of her hands darted down between her legs, and I knew she was finger fucking herself. I could hear the squelches as I thrust back into her mouth.

This time I didn’t try to go that deep, just kept my cock lying on top of her tongue, letting her suck on him while she brought herself to the point of an orgasm. Her other hand left the front of my thigh and found her breast, squeezing and mauling it. She was in a world of her own but had enough presence of mind to keep sucking.

I was nearly there, but I sensed she was already there ahead of me. Rather than risk an accidental bite, I pulled out and just held her shoulders as her entire body spasmed as the climax swept through her. It was an awesome feeling and an equally awesome sight as my beautiful Chloe had one of the strongest orgasms of her life.

It took her more than a minute to recover, but as soon as she did, her hand reached out for my cock and fed it back into her mouth, taking me even deeper than before. Her other hand grabbed my hand and placed it on top of her head. She couldn’t speak with her mouth full of my cock, but she was telling me to do it again, she’d liked being face-fucked, and she wanted more. I duly obliged, my hips pumping as she gagged and spluttered and drooled around my cock in her mouth.

It was too much, far too much. My brain couldn’t handle the stimulation, my cock couldn’t handle the sensations. I could feel everything bubbling up, and then, and then, bang!

As spurt after spurt shot from my end and into her throat, I had to bite the back of my own hand to stop myself from yelling out in triumph.  Somewhere at the back of my mind, I remembered my two housemates weren’t that far away, and the walls of this damned house were very thin. As the spurts stopped, I pulled back and then out, only for my cock to fire one more time, sending a string of goo up and over the bridge of her nose.

Chloe slumped forward, gasping in the air, her hands finding her knees to support her upper body. “Fuck!”

My rapidly deflating cock was wagging in the air like some demented tail. I tucked it away, did up my fly, and then grabbed a tissue from the box on my bedside cabinet and gently wiped her face. Chloe still couldn’t talk but smiled a thank you.

I leaned over, put my hands under her armpits, and just lifted. One moment, she’d been crouched on the floor, the next, she was letting out a soft squeal as she found herself bouncing in the middle of the bed. She didn’t bounce more than once because I pounced, following her down, my hands finding her ankles and spreading her wide, her pink, juicy pussy right there in front of me.

“No…”

“Yes!” I was emphatic, back in that take charge frame of mind, that she found such a turn-on. Her protest died mid-sentence as my tongue found her juicy folds.

She started to moan, although I think she was trying to keep the volume down for the same reason I had done. I could smell her, and I could taste her, the fact she’d already cum on her own fingers filling my senses as I brought my fingers into play as well, peeling her open to expose the succulent flesh inside. Her butt churned on the bed, and she grabbed her knees to hold her legs up and out of the way.

I only needed one hand to hold her open, so I shifted my right hand so I could finger her while my tongue lashed her clit. She was so in tune with it, so turned on, it was obvious she couldn’t last very long. Her thighs clamped around my head and hands, locking me in place as I plundered her. Her entire body rocked and bounced as her hips churned. It was too primal, too strong a set of emotions to last for long. She came with a rush of fluids over my probing finger, her channel locking down on my finger while she bit the back of her hand to stifle the screams, exactly as I had done myself not long before.

We were both wiped out by the intensity of that experience, so I wasn’t surprised when Chloe rolled straight and then pulled herself under the quilt, glaring at me until I stood up to allow her to smooth the quilt over her naked body. Dropping my pants to the floor, I climbed in with her. That earned another glare, seeing as I was partially dressed and she was naked, but that was hardly my fault, was it? We cuddled up together and slowly let our heartbeat and breathing return to normal.

* * * *

She’d said to talk later, and I wasn’t sure if this was later or simply our own personal half-time timeout and later was still later. I cuddled my beautiful girlfriend into me, spooning behind her, one hand stretched over her to cup her breast.

After a few minutes, she turned onto her back but moved slowly so she didn’t dislodge my hand. “I guess you have questions?”

“You guess right.”

“Well, let me try and answer them before you ask them, and then you can ask questions to fill in the gaps.”

“Okay.” It felt safer that way, too. I might well blurt out the wrong thing if I was doing the questioning. As I said, I’m a coward, and I felt this was a nexus point in our relationship. Letting her explain something she thought needed explaining was probably going to be easier, that was for sure.

“It’s a bit of a long story, so I hope you’re sitting comfortably…” She giggled and I just smiled and shook my head.

“Look, I never knew my dad, he disappeared out of my mom’s life before I was born. While I was a baby and a toddler, my mom had a succession of boyfriends, most of whom quit and ran when they found out there was a baby involved. When I was about three, she had a boyfriend who stayed around. Eventually, she married him, and he became my stepfather, but the relationship ran its course, and they divorced when I was sixteen. No, none of the stuff you hear about in the papers, he was good to me growing up, at least when he was sober, which wasn’t that often. He wasn’t a mean drunk, more a mellow one, but he had a gambling addiction, and he was forever broke. Mom eventually ran out of patience with him and kicked him to the curb.”

Chloe bit her lip. “On the whole, he was good to me, and I learned a lot from him. Not useful stuff, more like how to stack the odds in my favor and make sure it was a winning bet.” She paused and blushed. “I’ve not lost a bet since I met you.”

“You have, most of them, in fact.”

She shook her head. “Actually, baby, no, I haven’t. I want you to think about the way I bet and the stakes. Every single one I won, whether I won or lost. Think about it. Even the first one. I got sexed up either way. That’s been true ever since. Until today.”

“So why today?”

“Because I wanted to appear to lose, so I could have this conversation. My step-father taught me a simple mantra, if I made a bet and lost, I paid up, period. No markers, no owing a favor, no owing money, pay up. No arguments. That’s where the ’a bet is a bet is a bet’ comes from.”

“That much I get, but…”

“I’m sorry, baby, but I wanted to test you, and today was the test.”

“A test?” My frown deepened.

“Look, our relationship has gotten pretty serious, right?”

I nodded but was still frowning at her.

“Over Xmas, I think we both realized that, right? Although you were with your family, and I was with my mom, we were both lonely, almost pining for each other…”

I smiled. “No ‘almost’ about it.”

“We wanted to be together in the worst way. It’s why we came back early.” Her smile was a little tentative, but I guessed she was getting to the crux of what she wanted to say.

“Over the Xmas, Mom wanted to know all about you, and we talked a lot, and she knew we were getting pretty serious.” She paused. “You agree, don’t you? We are serious?”

I sensed her vulnerability and hugged her tighter, planting a soft kiss on her forehead. “Very.” She seemed to melt in my arms. She lifted her face for a kiss, and we kissed for some time. Nothing overly passionate, but a really nice kiss that seemed to pluck at my heartstrings. She was the one who broke it, snuggling deeper into my embrace, her naked body warm against me.

“Anyway, she told me a lot of what I just said about her life when I was younger. It wasn’t easy being a single mom, and she had a lot of jobs that, for want of a better word, were a bit risqué. Nothing illegal, nothing too bad, but she did a stint as a topless waitress in a club, worked as a topless cleaner, that kind of thing.  She reached down, grabbed my hand, and brought it up to squeeze her breast. “These are inherited, of course. She doesn’t want me to do that kind of thing, but those jobs caused problems for her and a couple of her boyfriends. They got jealous, and one of them, in particular, got very possessive. That was unfortunate because he was one of the few who was quite happy to play with a toddler, me, and he wasn’t fazed that she had a child. The relationship ended badly, with him calling her unrepeatable names.”

I raised an eyebrow. “So today was a test to see if I got jealous?”

She blushed bright red and slowly nodded. “Sorry, baby, but I had to know. I couldn’t take any risks down the line if you were going to go caveman on me. I guess that incident with the pizza delivery just after we got back from Xmas fired a warning signal, and I was scared things could go south. I never had any intention of letting whoever was delivering the pizza see anything. I knew I could meet the terms of the bet by hiding behind the door, but you didn’t know that was my plan. The green mist started to rise, and I wasn’t happy about that. Sorry, so, so sorry.”

I could feel her naked body trembling against me. What could I do? I hugged her tighter still. Yes, what she’d just admitted to had hurt, but clearly not as much as admitting it had hurt her. After a couple of minutes had passed quietly, I felt the trembling subside. She hadn’t cried, but I’d been pretty sure the tears had been close to the surface without being shed.

“So, did I pass?”

She tried hard not to giggle. I could feel the strain in her body as her shoulders began to shake. Finally, the giggle broke out, and she twisted her head to look into my face. Her smile broadened. “You oaf!”

“What? Can’t a guy check? After all, you are naked in my bed and in my arms. That’s probably a pretty good clue.”

“It's more than just a clue, you oaf!”

“That’s twice you’ve called me names. Don’t I get a chance to call you some?”

She sniffed. “I suppose.”

“Well, I think I’ll start with beautiful, then move on to gorgeous, and possibly finish with fabulous. The prettiest girl on campus.”

“That’s laying it on a bit thick.”

I shifted so my hard cock could press against her hip. She gasped, and her eyes opened wide. “Already? And after I confessed that.”

“Hey, what can I say? I’m a sucker for your stripteases, with or without anybody else present.” I didn’t think the subject was closed, but I was perfectly happy to distract my randy girlfriend from getting bogged down in her own guilt.

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

Leah’s Home Lens

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

Leah’s New Lens

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

Leah’s Long Lens

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

She has a bigger challenge to overcome first though, can she get through the Camera Club session without it developing into something more?
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The 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

[image: A person and person kissing  Description automatically generated]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

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

[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.
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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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