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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 4, Left Flipper

After the hiccup in the road of our relationship following the events of the playoff game, things seemed to settle down. I wouldn’t say domestic bliss, but it felt that way. Henry and Phil didn’t mention the events of that day to me and most definitely didn’t talk to Chloe about it. The last thing I’d wanted was to be ribbed about it by them, let alone them trying to press Chloe for a repeat performance, which was something they weren’t going to get. However, just because they didn’t talk to me or Chloe didn’t mean they didn’t talk. Soon enough, the story had spread through my circle of friends, they all knew Chloe would pay up on a bet. If she lost, she paid up.

A couple of guys tried to get her to bet on something and were politely rebuffed with a smile and a laugh. She didn’t take offense, but she knew they knew. If anything, she thought it was funny, or even funny and cute. After a while, it died down, and things seemed to be on a more even keel once more.

One evening, we were relaxing on the couch. Just chilling, really, with both my housemates away again, Phil was doing a research project in the neighboring state, where Henry was once more embedded in the badlands of Montana fossil hunting for the paleontology part of his course, so I had the house to myself. Well, to ourselves, Chloe never let such an opportunity go by her.

“So this betting thing of yours…”

“It’s not a betting thing.”

“Well, the payout rule of yours, then…”

“What about it?”

“Has it ever got you into trouble?”

She rolled her eyes. “What do you think?”

I could see she’d colored up, so I had my answer that way, but I wanted to push a little, maybe get a little revenge for her playoff day stunt. “I think yes, it has. More than you could handle?”

She blushed brighter still.” On a couple of occasions, maybe. Look, we both said we wouldn’t pry into each other’s history.”

“I’m not prying into anything. Just curious, is all.”

“She sighed. “But if I dropped a few salacious details on the table, you wouldn’t object, right?”

“Right.”

She sniffed. “So, what do I get in return for telling you stuff?”

I chuckled. “Depends on how hot it is.”

“And if it’s hot?”

Rather than answer using words, I just licked my lips and held up two fingers. She shivered but sat up straighter. She knew exactly what I’d just offered, and knowing Chloe’s high sex drive, she wanted what I’d offered. It was a button that I’d learned to press.

“Let me make a couple of coffees then.” She giggled. “I doubt I’ll have a chance to once I’ve told you a story.”

“Just the one?”

She giggled herself. “One for now, baby. Then, if you deliver that reward, I might think of another five or six I could tell you. All for the same reward each time, as a bare minimum, of course.”

“Of course.” I chuckled. “Bare being the operative word.”

Ten minutes later, she handed me a mug of coffee and snuggled up to me on the couch.

* * * *

The summer before I left home for college, I was eighteen, and I’d split with my last high school boyfriend. He’d become a bit of a jerk, a real possessive one. When he started telling me my shorts were too tight or my skirts too short, he was on the curb so fast I don’t think he saw it coming. Anyway, there I was, eighteen and fancy-free. Since it was a small town with a large number of graduating eighteen-year-olds, so a lot of competition, meaning no job either. I was at a loose end and quickly getting bored.

A couple of my graduating classmates, Pete and his mate Greg, used to hang out at Pete’s place a couple of doors up. One of them saw me sitting on our porch step, watching the world go by, and struck up a conversation. I think it was Pete, but I couldn’t be certain. The two of them were the typical nerd type, not sporty, and quite pasty from being indoors most of the time. Not out-and-out nerds, but the cute kind.

At least I had someone to talk to. After a couple of hours, Pete asked me if I wanted to join them in his dad’s man cave.

“Why would I want to join you in your father’s man cave?”

“Because he’s set it up as a games room. He’s got a pool table, a dart board, and a couple of decent pinball tables.”

My ears pricked up at that. I could play pool but had never played darts, but I loved to play pinball down at the arcade, and I considered myself really good at it. I should explain that Pete’s mother had passed away a few years earlier, and his father had obviously done the house up his way.

I wagged a finger at Pete. “No funny stuff!”

“Funny stuff?” His brow furrowed, not catching my meaning.

“You know. Boy-girl stuff. I’ll take you on at pool and bust your ass on the pinball but I’m not going to do anything else.”

“Oh, right.” He turned the brightest shade of red you can imagine. I guess the poor schmuck had simply been trying to be friendly, and I’d misread it as a pickup attempt. Greg thought it was hilarious but quickly quietened down as I climbed to my feet.

“Come on then, let’s see this pool table.”

From my perspective it was something to do. I sort of guessed the two guys were banking on the idea that hanging out with one of the prettier girls in school was going to give them a confidence boost, but since nothing was going to happen, it was a fair trade.

When the house had been built, it had been a three-car garage, the biggest on the street, attached to the biggest house on the street. Gordon, that’s Pete’s dad, had sectioned the room off, creating one car width as a workshop and converting the other two bays into the playroom. He’d put carpet tiles down on the floor, hung a big screen TV on the wall, and attached a decent sound system to it. There was even a little kitchenette with a small drinks refrigerator. Pete pushed open a sliding door at the far end to reveal a toilet, then closed the door again. It was a thoughtful touch, letting me know where everything was.

The pool table in the middle of the room was definitely a high-end table, and it looked immaculate. The dart board, on the other hand, looked well used, but I had no idea how to throw darts, so I ignored that. The two pinball machines stood side by side, backing onto the partition, separating his workshop from the rest of the room. I immediately recognized the Star Wars table. It wasn’t one of my favorites, but I could play it. The other table was an Asteroids one that I’d not seen before, and it looked like it was a vintage machine. Not that the Star Wars table was new, of course, but they both looked to be good tables.

“We usually just keep score through the day, but seeing as there’s now three of us, how about nine-ball, the winner stays on, and the challenger breaks?”

I shrugged. “Sounds fair. I’ll play the winner of you two.”

I grabbed one of the stools from next to the kitchenette and swung a leg over it without thinking about it. I was wearing shorts, and they were quite tight, so I wasn’t showing anything. I knew they’d both watched my movement, but I ignored that. I probably wouldn’t have chosen my scoop neck t-shirt to play pool in, but I’d not really had the opportunity to go into my home and change.

Pete and Greg flipped for the break, and Greg won. He was a solid player, and I knew he was better than me, but his break broke down on the five. Pete took over, and I immediately saw he was much the better player of the two. I had very little chance of beating him, so I knew I’d be spending more time watching than playing.

Pete duly won the rack, and I sauntered over. Some devilment was driving me, I put a lot of swish into my walk, not quite strutting, but I was emphasizing my attributes, and I knew I had their attention as Pete set the balls up. I grabbed a cue from the rack.

“Not that one, please. That’s my dad’s cue, he doesn’t like anyone using it.”

“Oh, okay. No problem.” I grabbed the next one and positioned the cue ball off to the side like I’d seen the pros do. I bent over the shot and concentrated hard on the line I wanted, making sure I hit it as hard as I could. I let fly and somehow scattered the balls in every direction, the one and three balls both disappearing from the table. As I straightened up, I noticed the two had been staring and glanced down at myself as I realized I had been showing a little more cleavage than I’d expected to. I wagged an admonishing finger in their direction and they both giggled.

“I thought you wanted to play pool.”

“We do, we do.”

I moved around the table and checked the lie of the two ball. There was a trick shot available to me, if I hit the two just right, it would canon into the nine ball and sink that—giving me the game. I lined it up and took the shot. This time I had my back to the guys, and I knew they would be staring at my ass as my shorts tightened across my cheeks. I hit the ball cleanly, but the nine ball wobbled in the jaws and stayed out. Even worse, I’d lined it up perfectly for Pete, who duly sank it for a very quick game.

“Damn!”

“Sorry.”

“I’ll get you next time.” I nodded toward the pinball machines. “Can I?”

Pete scooted over and switched the two machines on. “Be my guest. Just press the start button, you don’t need a coin.”

“Okie dookie.”

An hour later, I finally stood back from the second of the tables, having just racked up an impressive high score on both machines. The clack of pool balls behind me had stopped ages ago as they both watched my performance. Either that, or they were watching my ass move as I moved around to play the pinball machines.

“Christ, you’re good at that!”

“Practice. Misspent childhood down at the arcade, I guess.”

I played pool for a few racks, actually beating Greg twice and even beating Pete once. Then I realized it was heading for three o’clock, and I was supposed to be cooking dinner for me and my mom.

“Sorry, guys, gotta go. Dinner to prep.”

“No worries.” Pete looked at Greg, and his friend nodded to him. “You want to come and hang out like this again tomorrow?”

“Sure, why not.” I grinned at them. I’d enjoyed it, especially once I’d got over the fact they took every opportunity to stare down my top or watch my butt as I bent over. After all, boys will be boys, and it wasn’t like I was dressed to conceal.

“About ten?”

“Fine.” I giggled. “I won’t say it’s a date because you might get the wrong idea, but… it’s a date.”

Since it was Pete’s place, flirting was allowed. Watching him flush was also funny too. I waved my goodbyes and headed back up the road to our more modest home.

I thought long and hard about what to wear the next day. The guys had clearly had a thrill watching me flaunting myself a little bit, and that night, I’d had a little fun with the idea, too. I could have worn a high-neck T-shirt that covered my cleavage better, but that would have taken part of the thrill away. I settled for a similar style top to the previous day, but this time, I deliberately paired it with a mini skirt, although in those days, my minis were not as short as they are now. Just to be safe, I put my bikini bottoms on underneath rather than my usual lace panties.

My clothing choice was clearly popular with the guys, and it became a regular thing, maybe three days a week for the next couple of weeks or so. I’d spend my time playing pinball and increasing my best score on the machine. The Star Wars machine had a top ten scores feature, and I filled every slot and kept them filled. If I saw someone had beaten number ten, which happened, I’d take it back the next time. I was pretty sure the person who occasionally challenged me was Pete’s dad, Gordon. I couldn’t think who GDR could be other than his initials.

I found myself looking forward to my days with the guys. They were a decent pair, both headed for prestigious colleges come the fall, so they were bright. They had decent senses of humor, too, and could take a joke as well as dish it out. By the end of that week, I was starting to dress a little more provocatively, just giving the guys a bit of a thrill. Nothing over the top or outrageous, but my lowest cut T-shirts, my shortest skirts, and tightest shorts. I had a pair of proper Daisy Dukes that were so tight I had to really suck my stomach in to fasten them. I wore them a couple of times, and I know it was appreciated. My mother knew what I was doing and knew I was having fun teasing the two guys. She didn’t say anything, but I got that knowing look from her some evenings.

I was due to go over there on the next day, A Friday, but Pete came and knocked on our door the night before. “Sorry, we’ve got an electrical problem in the house. Dad will fix it, but the power is totaled for at least tomorrow and well into Saturday.”

My mother heard him. “Your freezer? Is it okay?”

“Yeah, I helped my dad empty it, and we’ve put everything into my Aunt Sandy’s on the other side of town, she’d got a spare freezer. Don’t ask why she has, but luckily for us, she could take all our stuff. Nothing else will spoil, and we can cook since that’s gas.”

“Oh, okay.”

“So, I’ll let you know when everything is back on, and we can use the playroom again.”

“Sure. Good luck with that.”

I pouted a little after I shut the door. I’d decided to really tease Pete the next day. I was going to wear a button-up shirt and not bother with a bra, knowing that stretching forward for a shot on the pool table would really flash him a great view. I was going to team that with a very short skirt, too. A lightweight, flowery one that moved with the slightest breeze. It flared out if I turned quickly.

When Mum went to work the following day, I quickly borrowed her sewing machine and took it up an inch or so just to make it really short. I didn’t want Pete or Greg to get hold of me or even try anything. That would be the end of the game right there. I was simply having a great deal of fun playing the tease. They seemed to appreciate it as well, so I didn’t see any harm in it.

I had my outfit ready and I waited through the weekend, but it was Sunday night before I saw the lights coming back on in the house up the road. I watched from a window as I saw Pete and his father carrying box after box of frozen food from their car into the house, I guess restocking the freezer. Gordon left on a shopping trip, and I saw Pete step out front and fiddle with his cell. A moment later, I got a message.

All sorted. Come around about ten?

I grinned to myself. Ten was perfect. It gave me time to get dressed in my super sexy outfit after Mom had gone to work, and she wouldn’t know I’d dressed up to tease the two guys.

Great! See you then. It’s a ‘date’!

We’d been using that particular joke since that first afternoon, and all three of us thought it was hilarious.

About half-nine the following morning, I spotted Gordon’s car was still on the driveway.

I fired a message off straight away. Your dad’s still home. Is everything okay?

A couple of minutes later, I got a reply and breathed a sigh of relief.

Yep. All good. He’s working from home today. Don’t worry, he won’t be interrupting us.

I spent ages checking myself in the mirror. I was going all out on the tease today, and I wanted everything to look just right. They’d got used to me wearing a miniskirt but wearing bikini bottoms underneath. I’d put on my standard panties today, knowing that there was a likelihood of them being seen under the even shorter skirt and giving them a thrill, as well as giving myself a vicarious one. I even spent a couple of minutes bending in front of the mirror to see how far you could see up the back of my skirt, depending on how far I bent. That made me blush, you could see all the way to my ass, even if I only bent a little way. I’d be flashing the back of my panties any time I took a shot on the pool table.

Pete was on his porch waiting for me as I approached. His eyes were all over me, and I deliberately placed my feet heel first as I strutted up his driveway. That heel-first walk made my breasts bounce inside my shirt, confirming to him I wasn’t wearing a bra. I put a lot of effort into making sure I crossed my feet with every step, making the skirt flare and bounce around, too. God, I must have looked like a tramp, but Pete was drinking in all the details.

He opened the door to the playroom and switched the lights on.

“No Greg today?”

“Nah, his father roped him into helping him today, so he can’t make it.” He grinned and attempted a bit of a gangster accent. “It’s just you and me, babe. Just you and me.”

That cracked me up, and we spent the next ten minutes or so laughing and giggling, with both of us pulling funnier and funnier caricature accents.

Finally, I turned to the pinball machines and gasped as I saw the displays. The high-score arrays were all blank.

“Fuck! Where’s my scores?”

Pete shrugged. “Sorry, Dad had to have the power off for so long, the batteries died, so the high scores were lost. Nothing he could do.”

“Shit!” I glared at Pete, but I knew there was nothing he could have done. It wasn’t his fault. Most likely, it wasn’t his dad’s either. That didn’t mean it didn’t suck, it did.

“Come on, one rack of pool, and then you can start replacing your scores. I’ll even play the other machine to give you something to beat.”

“But you’re useless at pinball.”

My earlier good mood had evaporated with the shock of losing those high scores. It didn't matter, really, but at that moment, it stung.

I grabbed a cue, and we started playing pool. The first time I lined up a shot, Pete was standing in front of me but slightly to the side. I felt my breasts swing forward inside my shirt, and he got to see a hell of a lot of cleavage. Of course, since he was standing a little to one side, he could also see my bare thigh as the skirt rode up. Sure enough, for my next shot, he was standing directly behind me.

As I bent to the shot, my skirt rode all the way up the back of my legs. I knew he could see the black lace of my panties. I heard a muffled expletive. “Fuck me!”

That rack of pool lasted a long time. Pete was so flustered by the view he could hardly sink a ball. I, on the other hand, was so upset by the loss of my perfect scoring record on both pinball machines that I couldn’t concentrate on my shots.

I was just crouching to line up the nine ball when Pete, standing in front of me, suddenly crouched down and stared straight into the open top of my blouse.

“Fuck me, Chloe. I can see a nipple.”

I sniffed. “Well, you shouldn’t be looking, should you?”

That exchange struck us both as hilarious, so I fluffed my shot completely. When he stood up, I could see he was getting erect.

“Cool your jets, hot shot. That is not on the cards.”

He reached down and adjusted himself and then waved a hand in the air as an apology. “Sorry, but when the prettiest girl in high school flashes a tit at a guy, how the hell is the guy supposed not to get hard?”

I blushed. That was the first time he’d referred to me in those terms. I knew I was quite pretty, but the prettiest girl in high school? That wasn’t me, was it?

“Well, think of something else, then.” I pulled my shirt tighter closed at the top, then quickly did up the button I’d released a few minutes before in order to flash more. We both started giggling, and the hysterics returned. I sobered up first and stood back to let him take his shot. He sank the nine ball with relative ease, and I nodded toward the pinball machines. “I want my high scores back.”

“Be my guest.”

For the next hour, we played side by side. Me on the Star Wars machine, him on the Asteroids machine. I was trying to fill the table rather than go all out for the level of scoring I’d hit before. Still, I had seven reasonable scores posted but a good two hundred thou short of where I’d been. Pete suggested we take a break and grab a soda.

“Sure.”

I headed for the couch in front of the huge TV, and he headed for the mini-refrigerator to grab the sodas.

We sat and chatted, ribbing each other while we drank the sodas. I was a little concerned about just the two of us being there. Not because I thought Pete would try to impose himself, but more that it could be construed as a real date with just the two of us. With Greg there, the situation never arose. I was sure I could handle him if I needed to, but the thought was still there at the back of my mind. I wished I hadn’t dressed quite so sexily.

“Come on, take a break from your pinball obsession, let’s play a bit of pool, and then you can try again.”

I sighed. “What you mean is you want another peek at my tits and a look up the back of my skirt.”

He shrugged. “I’m a guy. Of course, I do.” I could see the moment the light bulb went off in his head. He suddenly gasped and then clapped his hands together.

“What?”

“You dressed like that because you wanted to tease both Greg and me. Not knowing that Greg would be missing. So, it looks like you dressed for a proper date with me.”

“Don’t push your luck.”

“I won’t. Don’t worry, my hands will behave, but I can’t promise my eyes will. In fact, I can probably promise you they won’t.”

I glared at him, but there was no point in complaining. I had indeed dressed to tease, so I didn’t have a leg to stand on if he took advantage of that.

We were halfway through the next rack of pool when the interior door opened, and Gordon, Pete’s father, came into the room.

As it happened I had my back to him and had just bent to take a shot. Pete was looking down the front of my shirt, seeing if he could get another glimpse of my nipple. I didn’t see Gordon behind me, staring straight up the back of my skirt at my panty-covered butt.

I took my shot, sank the five ball—at least I think it was the five ball—and rolled up nicely to line up for the six. I guess practice helps a lot, I was a much better player than I had been a few weeks earlier.

“Good shot.”

I kinda squeaked and jumped up, my hand automatically going behind me to make sure my skirt stayed down as I turned.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to make you jump, you must be Chloe. Pete’s been talking nonstop about you.”

“I have not.” I twisted to catch sight of Pete glaring at his father, then turned back to see the big grin on Gordon’s face as I caught him looking at my chest. As I’d swung around, my breasts had tried and failed to keep pace. As a result, they were only just stopping bobbling around. Glancing down, I could see my nipples had peaked under my shirt, too, making noticeable bumps. My face was already red, but it went three shades darker.

“I didn’t mean to embarrass you, but I wanted to meet the woman who dominated the high scores on my pride and joy over there.”

“Until you blew a fuse and wiped them.” I sniffed. “It’d take me hours to reestablish those.”

“You’re welcome to try anytime, young lady. Just remember, I know those tables like the back of my hand.”

I was feeling a little reckless, so I went for the jugular he’d just presented. “Which is why they were all my top scores, and every time you posted one, I wiped it off the next time I was here.”

“Careful, young lady. Thems fighting words.”

I shrugged.

“So, care to have a bet on it? Have a match with me? Say a dollar per ten thousand points margin.” He was staring straight at me. Seeing the machine tended to score in hundreds of thousands and my current high score was a couple of hundred thou above anything I’d seen him score before, let alone the highest score I’d ever achieved, it felt like easy money. But there was a problem.

“Dad!” Pete was clearly upset at being cut out of the conversation, but I wasn’t paying him any attention either.

My shrug this time was more non-committal. “Can’t, haven’t got any money on me.”

“I’d take a marker. Even if I never cashed it.”

“I don’t do markers. I always pay up.” I glared at him for suggesting such a thing.

He gave me a long, level look, and then he swept his eyeline up and down me, taking in the fact I was obviously braless and my short skirt didn’t cover much of my legs.

“That’s a principle that might get you into more trouble than you can handle… one day.”

“But it’s my principle, so no bet, sorry.”

Gordon stepped back and looked me up and down once more, then turned and looked at the pinball machine.

“Okay, how about we institute different terms on the bet? Something you can pay if you had to.”

“What, you want me to do some cleaning for you? Or laundry or something?”

“No, I have a housekeeper who comes in three times a week to do that.”

“Then what?”

I had an inkling of what he might be about to suggest. The way he’d coolly looked me over was a clue. I’d had a couple of previous boyfriends who’d tried to use a bet to get me out of my clothes. Only one of those had succeeded, but that had been nothing more than a quick flash of my breasts. I’d never bet them against a grown man, though.

“Let’s say I sweeten the pot a little. Make it worth your while, make my end a dollar a thousand points.”

That could easily add up to a lot of money. I was confident I could take him.

“And what do I wager?”

He grinned. Seeing as you're confident that you can win, let’s keep it simple. Your clothes.”

“Dad, no!”

“Keep out of this, Pete, this is between me and your confident young friend here. Let’s say an item of clothing for every ten thousand points I beat you by.”

I stared at him in shock, but at the same time, I could feel my nipples had hardened even more, and lower down, things were starting to tingle a little bit.

“Ten thousand points an article?”

“Yeah, but one stipulation.”

“Which is?”

“You have to start at the top and work down. I’ll let you count your shoes and socks, but they’d come off last, not first.”

“And you pay me a dollar a thousand points if I win?”

He grinned and nodded. On the one hand, I was confident I could take him, after all, he’d not gotten near the best of my scores, and I’d spent a fair part of the morning practicing on the Star Wars table. I was better at that one.

“Star Wars?”

“Your choice.”

“Then Star Wars.”

“Do we have a bet?”

Pete spluttered behind me, but I just grinned. I knew I could take him, and I could take him for a lot of money. There was no downside risk.

“We do.” I stuck out my hand, and he stepped closer and solemnly shook.

“Pete. Toss a coin to see who goes first.”

Pete seemed to have been struck dumb, taking no real part in the conversation.

I spoke up instead. “No, you can go first, give me a target to surpass.”

“I would have said ladies first.”

“Nah. Going second has the advantage. Gets the table warmed up for me.”

He chuckled. “This is going to be my pleasure.”

Pete moved up beside me as his father turned to the pinball machine and cracked his fingers as he rolled his shoulders. “You don’t have to do this, you know.”

I shrugged. “I made the bet. Besides, I’ve got him. Treat you to a Maccy D’s when I win.”

“He can be a bit tricksy, so watch him.”

“I’ve got this table beat, let alone him.” My confidence exuded from every pore, but I could sense Pete was worried.

Pete stood back, and the pair of us watched as his father racked up an impressive score. We didn’t take a ball each turn in two-player mode, no, he played through, and I knew I’d be doing the same. It meant we’d both have no interruptions to our concentration.

He finally misjudged the last ball, and it dropped straight out down the middle, and there was nothing he could do to retrieve it. Still, his score of over seven hundred thousand was a good score. His problem was obvious to all of us. I had already posted three scores a lot higher than that earlier that morning. My ten top scores that had been wiped had all been much higher still. I had him.

Well, so I thought, as he stepped back and I stepped forward to take my place at the machine.

As I set the first ball rolling and ran my fingers over the flippers, I realized Gordon was standing close behind me. That didn’t bother me particularly, it could get crowded in the arcade, so it wasn’t anything too out of the ordinary. A bit strange, given there were only the three of us in the large, converted garage, but I didn’t pay any attention to him.

That proved to be the mistake. I was just leaning forward, ready to play and capture the ball with the flipper, when he made a move. Suddenly his hand ran across my outthrust butt.

It was so totally unexpected that I jumped a mile. More importantly, my hand slipped off the button, and I missed the trap, so the ball dropped through the center as I squealed in shock.

“Sorry, that was accidental.”

Like hell, it was. “You made me miss that.” I turned my laser-focused glare on him.

“I said sorry.”

“I call foul.”

Gordon shook his head. “No foul, no, you shouldn’t have been so jumpy. I did say sorry.”

I continued to glare at him. “I had the times two target and the times five target cleared, so that ball was worth ten times the points for every single hit. That was play interference, so I call foul.”

“It wasn’t deliberate, so no foul. Pete, back me up on this.”

I rolled my eyes. “Of course, he’ll back you up, if he didn’t, you’d simply ground him for the rest of the summer.” I snorted. “Besides, if you win, he’s got a shot at seeing my tits.”

“Sorry, Chloe.” He shrugged, but of course, he was going to back up his father. What else could he do?

I turned my glare on him and then back to the pinball machine. I needed a moment to regain my focus, then released the second ball. I tried to ignore Gordon’s presence right behind my shoulder, but it was a seriously off-putting presence. I now knew I was in a real fight to win this. The consequences of losing were much sharper in my head than they had been when I’d made a bet. Hell, I only had to lose by ten thousand points, more or less nothing on this machine, and I’d be topless. Thirty thou and, according to the way I’d let him structure the bet, I’d be fully naked in front of two guys. In broad daylight, to boot. Sure, guys had seen me naked, but not many, I wasn’t a slut, but not two at the same time, not an older man, and not a father and son. Losing was too serious to even contemplate.

Unfortunately, with all that roiling around in my head, I flunked my shot at the bonus feature, and the ball dropped straight down the side gutter and out of play. I was still three hundred and fifty thousand short of his score, and I only had one ball to play.

I was waiting for Gordon to touch me again, waiting for him to interfere and destroy any remote chance I had of winning the bet and preserving my modesty. I made a decent fist of that last ball, hitting enough targets to creep my score higher and higher. I sensed him getting closer, getting ready to touch me and put me off. Instead, I fluffed it again. Sheer bad luck. The ball came back at a different angle from the one I’d anticipated. I managed to get the flipper in the way, but it just dribbled the ball up the table and then back down the center to end the game.

“Shit!” I didn’t need to look at the scores to know I’d lost and lost by rather too many points.

“I make that a hundred and twenty thou and oddments in my favor. Am I right?”

I broke away from my funk and looked up at the scores. “I guess.”

“No guessing, sweetheart, you lost the bet.”

I nodded.

He leaned in close. “You don’t have to do it, you know. I was playing with you. Teasing.”

I turned and glared at him. “A bet is a bet.”

“Well, if you’re intent on paying up, can I ask one question?”

“Shoot.”

“Seeing as you’ve only got seven items, even starting at the top leaves you totally naked. What are you prepared to do for the other fifty thou loss?”

I bit my lip and shrugged. “I guess I’m open to suggestions.”

“Well, why don’t you go and sit on the couch while we all think about that..”

I shivered, sitting on the couch might not be the best idea. At least if I stripped while standing I had the chance to evade any move he might make. Sitting down made me a much easier target. However, as I took stock of my body’s reaction to the impending exposure, I knew I was ready for this. My nipples ached to be released from their imprisonment behind my shirt. I could feel my underwear was damp, too.

Despite those misgivings, I went and sat in the middle of the couch and leaned back, crossing my legs, knowing that would cause the skirt to slide higher and show off more thigh.

Gordon seemed to corral his son with his eyes, and the two of them crossed the room to lean on the wall on either side of the TV.

“Look, you don’t have to do this…”

“A bet is a bet.”

“Well, if you’re sure, then you don’t have to start at the top, you can start with your shoes if you want.”

I shook my head. “I lost the bet, and I pay up to the terms of the bet. That’s what I was taught. If I wasn’t prepared to lose, then don’t bet.”

“Who taught you?”

“My stepdad, before he left.”

“Look, a code is good, and I admire you for sticking to it, I really do. I can’t say I’m not looking forward to seeing if you’re as pretty without clothes as you are with them. I’m damned sure Pete’s tongue would be hanging out if the cat hadn’t got it first, but breaking that code is something that would be kept between the three of us.”

“I appreciate what you’re trying to do, but I made a bet, I lost, now it's time to pay the piper.” I figured I’d given him enough chances to try and salve his conscience by trying to get me to back out. I knew he’d cheated deliberately, but unless it was called a foul, then no foul, so I felt I was obliged. At least he hadn’t insisted on music for this. The idea of performing a striptease as opposed to teasing them by simply removing my clothes was absolutely anathema.

My hands went to the button band of my shirt, and everything went very quiet in the room. Pete was my age and kind of cute in a bit of a nerdy way. His father was cut from a very different cloth. Although I knew he worked in an office, for an older guy, he was quite ripped. I suspected he had a six-pack under that shirt, he certainly wasn’t carrying any fat. He was broad across the shoulders, too, telling me he kept in shape.

I undid the first button, and my hands moved down to the next. Instinctively I knew to take it slow, not move too quickly, prolong the tease. I guess that was the first time I realized that I had an exhibitionistic streak. I was getting more and more turned on as the moment when I was going to reveal my breasts got closer and closer. The two guys were staring hard, and I knew I had their full and complete attention as I finished undoing the entire row of buttons. The shirt didn’t have tails, so it was short enough that just playing pool had untucked it from my skirt. At least I wouldn’t have to do that inelegant move.

Holding the two sides together, one in each hand, I knew I simply had to throw my arms out to the sides to expose my tits. I took a deep breath, then pulled the shirt even tighter around me. Another deep breath and I closed my eyes as I opened the shirt to expose myself. I whimpered a little, knowing how I looked with my nipples as hard as they’d ever been. I took another couple of deep breaths, knowing that I bounced them around on my chest, and then slowly opened my eyes once more. They were both staring at my chest, Pete’s face lit by a look of absolute longing, while Gordon’s face was a mask of pure unadulterated lust.

“Fuck! You really are a perfect doll.”

I shuddered at the amount of lust dripping from every one of Gordon’s words. I swallowed hard and then pushed the shirt back off my shoulders, allowing it to fall behind me. Just doing that made my back arch, emphasizing the swell of my breasts and their raspberry-colored nipples pointing up as much as out.

Pete licked his lips, and I could see in his eyes he wanted to fasten his lips around one of those nipples. I was on such a high from the exposure I might have let him if his father hadn’t been straining at the bit to attack the other one.

Pulling my arms free from the sleeves of my shirt, I let my hands fall to my sides and watched the two men, who remained silent except for Gordon's outburst.

The skirt had an elasticated waist, so pushing it down was easy enough, but not while I was seated. Moving unhurriedly, I stood up and then put my hands on my waist and smiled at them.

“Skirt next, I believe.”

Pete nodded, his enthusiasm betrayed by his obvious boner tenting out his pants. Gordon was clearly not much better off, but he was exercising enough self-control to keep his erection more under control.

I pushed the skirt down a little and then another inch until it was below the line of my black lace underwear.

“Nice. I like black panties.”

I glared at Gordon, but he didn’t flinch. He already knew they were black from appearing behind me when I was playing pool. I didn’t really have any other options than to push the skirt down onto my thighs. For a moment, I debated the idea of turning my back and letting their eyes feast on my ass, but decided facing them was actually the better option. I wanted them in my sight at all times, and besides, turning my back felt a bit like a cop-out. It probably wasn’t, and I now know it would have been a perfect teasing move, but then I wasn’t that confident. It was the same as the music, I wanted to tease, but I didn’t know how to do that effectively.

The skirt slid easily down onto my thighs, exposing the damp front of my panties. Thank God I hadn’t worn something pastel-colored that would have gone dark and exposed a wet patch, which would have been very embarrassing. As it was, there was possibly a bit of a sheen to the front of the lace, I just had to hope it wasn’t too noticeable.

I pushed the skirt a little bit further and felt it give as it slid onto the narrower part of my thighs. Gravity took it from my fingers, and it fell to land on top of my shoes. Taking another deep, shuddering breath, I sat down and then coquettishly lifted one foot to slip the skirt free. I knew doing that would expose the front of my underwear, but I thought it would be an effective tase.

Once off, I tossed the skirt on top of my shirt and took another big lungful of air. It was time for the biggest reveal of all, even though I’d still have my shoes and socks to go after that. I’d agreed to the terms, start at the top and work down. Once I’d removed my underwear, there was no way to remove my shoes and socks modestly. I couldn’t do that without parting my legs and showing everything. I could feel my thighs trembling as the pressure inside grew and grew.

Pete was still watching silently, and apart from those outbursts, so was Gordon. The only sound in the room was the heavy breathing of all three of us. Gordon’s erection was now as obvious as his son’s. I dropped my hands to my waist and then lifted up on the couch and pushed my panties down, but I didn’t quite manage to get them clear of my ass. I repeated the move, this time feeling the leather touching my bare skin. I just had to hope my juices didn’t mark the couch, but then, that wouldn’t have been my fault, would it?

Getting the panties all the way off was impossible in this position. Should I stand again, or could I really give them a show by lifting my legs? After a moment’s thought, I decided to do the latter, slowly rotating my legs up into the air until they were parallel to the ground. Then I bent them at the knee drawing my knees higher, but keeping my legs together. Once I could reach my knees with my hands, I simply slid my hands from next to my butt up to my knees, dragging the black lace panties with them. My legs still blocked their view, but not for long. Once I had my underwear past my knees, I bent my legs up further and really brought my feet in tight to my ass so I could slide my last vestige of modesty down and off. I knew they’d be able to see my pussy peeking out from between my legs. At least I’d shaved in the shower today because I wanted it to be smooth while I was flashing my panties, but I hadn’t expected to be showing it in its entirety.

The panties dropped onto the growing pile of my clothes, and I slowly extended my legs and dropped my feet back to the floor, still trying to control my breathing. Keeping my legs pressed together hid the majority of my pussy from their view but revealed the fact that I was fully shaved. My breathing was coming in little gasps and pants as I thought about how I was going to complete removing everything else. I didn’t think that would be possible without showing everything, so if I was going to show everything, I might as well really show my pussy off.

I lifted my left foot up onto the edge of the couch and swung my right foot a little to the side. I could see they were both watching my crotch, drinking in the detail I was revealing. Fully shaven meant everything was on view. I flushed at the thought but kept going. I wasn’t sure if it was a flush of passion or a blush of embarrassment, but it was probably a mixture of both. Knowing how much I was showing, I perversely took my time unlacing my sneaker before sliding it off and dropping it to the floor. I knew I could have taken the sock off that foot at the same time, but I didn’t. Instead, I dropped my foot back to the floor and lifted my right leg. That gave a better show to Pete, my left foot up had shown everything to his father.

I continued to take my time, dropping that shoe to the floor and then switching sides once more to allow me to draw my ankle sock off my foot slowly. Finally, I flipped and did the other sock before planting both feet firmly on the floor and sitting with them about two feet apart, stretching myself open, showing absolutely everything. Well, except for my butt, but that didn’t count. There were two hard and very constrained cocks right in front of me. That thought made me shudder. I’d just paid off seventy thou of the points deficit from the pinball. What if he wanted something else for the other fifty thou?

“Fuck! Girl, I never thought you’d go through with it.” Gordon was clearly impressed with what he could see.

“I said, a bet is a bet, and I paid off the bet.”

Gordon seemed to think about it for a moment, but it was Pete who pounced on the sudden silence. “No, you paid off half the bet.”

“What?”

“Sorry, Chloe, but one item of clothing for ten thou means you paid off seventy thou. You still owe for the other fifty thou.”

I just looked at my so-called friend, and he had the grace to look embarrassed. Embarrassed but determined. He now had a naked woman in his playroom, and he had a hard cock. It didn’t take me long to work out what connecting the dots would mean. His father’s presence just complicated things, aside from the simple fact that I’d made the bet with him, not with Pete.

“You really mean that?”

Gordon chuckled. “I’m certain he does, and if he doesn’t, I do.”

“So, seeing as I’m out of clothes, what can I possibly forfeit to cover the rest of the bet? Even if the bet was just for clothing.”

Gordon grinned at me. “For the first ten thou, let’s see you spread those legs a little wider and lean back and play with your tits for a bit.”

I raised an eyebrow, the dots were being connected very quickly. I’d never let anyone watch me touch myself, not even one of my friends when we had a girlie sleepover. Some girls did that sort of thing, but I’d never been one of them. Now, I was being asked to maul my breasts and pinch my nipples in front of two men. My face must have been bright red, it certainly felt like it was super-heated. Mind you, the rest of me was heated, too, and that wasn’t from embarrassment.

After a moment, I had a little epiphany, I wanted to do this. Not because I was paying off a bet, no, I wanted to do this, wanted with a capital W.

My hands slowly rose from my sides and met on my stomach. I slid the higher, separating as they approached their twin targets. At the same time, I slowly swung my legs further apart and leaned back into the couch, knowing this rotated my pelvis and improved their view of my pussy. I was still red-faced from embarrassment, but I was enjoying the anticipation of what I was doing. The guys remained silent, why not? They were getting what they wanted. Especially Pete, he’d got what he regarded as the most beautiful girl from school naked in his presence. The older man had his own personal porn show going on right in front of him. For them, it was a pure win-win situation. I knew things were going to go a lot further than just me tweaking my nipples.

My fingertips found my nipples, and that sent a delicious shudder down the length of my body. Everything tingled, and I was sure I moaned softly as my back arched, my body trying to increase the pressure on the sensitive buds. Rather than go straight for the kill, I let my fingers circle my nipples, teasing myself rather than stimulating. It was an effective tactic, my back arching as the tingling sensations increased.

I couldn’t keep teasing myself, and at the same time, I couldn’t watch them watching me. There was a simple solution to one problem, I closed my eyes, losing myself as if I were at home on my own, in my own bed. My fingers gripped my turgid nipples and squeezed. Maybe I squeezed harder than I intended, but I let out a yelp as my entire body shook. It wasn’t an orgasm, but it was the precursor to one. I pulled on my nipples, stretching my breasts up and out from my body.

Gordon had moved behind me on silent feet. I wasn’t aware he was leaning over the back of the couch.

“Touch yourself lower down, you know you want to. That’s enough ten thou.”

My eyes flew open as I looked up into his lust-consumed face. I had no doubt now I was going to cross a couple of firsts off my list. A threesome, and an older man. Both of them would be fucking me before long. Before that, though, I was going to cross another one off my list of firsts. I was going to masturbate to an orgasm in front of an audience, two guys were going to watch me cum, and they were then going to fuck me.

I wanted to will myself to stop, but already my right hand was worming its way down my belly, heading for my mound. I knew what my fingers would encounter when I reached it, a hot, sticky mess.

I moaned again, feeling the heat being given off as my fingertips approached their target. I was no more in control of this than they were. My body had taken over control, I wanted this. That’s when I realized there was probably going to be another first right here in this room. So far, I’d only ever cum from oral stimulation, achieving a small orgasm on a boyfriend’s fingers or a bigger one on my own. I’d never cum during intercourse. I was so turned on, that was a line that was going to be crossed.

My fingers found my slit, and a low burbling moan burst from my lips. I was more than just wet, I was soaked, and that had to have been obvious to them both. Pete had moved too, standing right in front of me, staring down at my mons as my fingers rubbed at my clit, and my index finger slipped inside me. I was, of course, even wetter inside there, and I knew I was mere seconds from a climax, one that had come on me far quicker than usual.

“Do it, Chloe, do it! Cum for us. Let yourself go.”

I moaned and almost sobbed on hearing those words from just behind my ear. He was close enough to reach out and touch me, I could feel his breath tickling the hairs on my neck. Pete wasn’t speaking, but as I looked forward, I could see he’d crouched down between my legs. Even as I watched, he dropped onto his knees and shuffled forward, his entire body in between my legs as he, too, got closer and closer to my center.

Just having them so close to me tipped me over the edge. Given it had only been three minutes or so since I’d started touching my breasts, I regard it as my fastest orgasm of all time. It was pretty close to being the strongest to date, too. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me as I stiffened and shook from the force of the climax. I spasmed and writhed as the orgasm crested. I’m not sure how long it lasted, but it wasn’t a quick one. When I eventually regained my senses, I blearily looked around. Pete was sprawled back on the floor. I don’t think I kicked him, but he had taken evasive action.

He was staring wide-eyed just past my shoulder rather than at my body, so I twisted to see what he was looking at. As soon as my head turned, I came face to face with a naked cock. Gordon had pulled his erection from his pants while I’d been convulsing in my orgasm. It was now right there, in front of me, as if it was begging for me to blow it.

“Oh, fuck!”

“I’m sure you know what to do.”

Before I could process that he really did expect me to take it into my mouth, I felt a pressure on both my thighs. Twisting back around, I found Pete had returned to between my legs, and he was pushing my legs further apart to allow him to get closer to my pussy. I had no doubt I was about to be fucked at both ends. I whimpered but didn’t try to stop them, I didn’t want to stop them. Turning my head back, I let my lips part, about to take the end of his erection into my mouth.

Gordon pulled away for a moment. “Do we need condoms?”

I shook my head and motioned toward my shoulder. “Implant.”

Without waiting for me to say anything else, he pushed his cock forward, brushing it against my lips. I opened wider, and he thrust the tip into my mouth. I’d given blow jobs before, but not many, and I have to admit to performance anxiety here. Would this mature man be happy with what I did? Pete wasn’t waiting for his father in any way. He seemed to swarm up my body, and then something hot and hard was pressing against my outer lips. I hadn’t even realized he’d opened his fly. With my legs spread so wide and having just cum, there was no resistance as he pushed into my hot, wet opening. My channel filled with his cock, and I realized something I hadn’t realized about Pete. His cock was bigger than most of the guys I’d experienced. Not that I’d experienced many, but he had the jocks beat when it came to proportions.

I grunted and opened wider, allowing Gordon to thrust deeper into my mouth. For some reason, I’d expected a mature cock to taste stronger than those of the boys I’d been with, but it didn’t, it tasted the same, that salty tang penetrating my mouth and making me drool around it. The angle wasn’t good for him to get very far in, but he seemed happy to just thrust the first couple of inches in and out, finding and resting on my tongue with each penetration. Pete had more room to maneuver, and he thrust all the way in, meeting no resistance as my well-lubed channel accepted his thick cock. I felt full down there, and I could feel my passions reigniting.

My body stiffened as another climax tore through me. Not as big as the first, but, as I said, the first time I’d come around a cock. Gordon had withdrawn in an act of self-preservation. Good job he did because my teeth had clenched as I came.

As I started to come down from the high and Pete started to move again, Gordon took control.

“Let's move this to a better position.”

In something less than a minute, Gordon was sitting on the couch and had pulled me, so I was now on my hands and knees, my head down over his thrusting cock. My ass was in the air, and Pete was moving to take position behind me. I think it’s called a spit roast, well, that’s what was about to happen to me.

As Pete thrust into me, I groaned as my mouth fell open. Gordon simply put one hand on the back of my head and guided my open mouth down around him, sinking far deeper than he’d been standing behind the couch.

I was along for the ride, not able to control the depth or the speed of the two cocks taking me. I was, quite literally, being fucked from both ends at the same time. They were working to their own rhythms, too. Every time Pete thrust into me, I was jolted forward, almost swallowing Gordon’s cock. As I lifted off and struggled to breathe, Pete thrust again, forcing me forward into Gordon, who held my head down.

I was gagging and drooling around the cock in my mouth like you wouldn’t believe. He was hitting the top of my throat and making it hard for me to breathe. The strangest thing about it, though, was I was absolutely fucking loving it. I came again within minutes and then again as I began to feel Pete losing it behind me. The strangest thing about it was my erstwhile friend hadn’t said a word since he’d reminded me that getting naked only cleared half the bet.

Pete pulled partway out, leaving just his end inside me as he throbbed. I felt his cum jet out and give me a cream pie. The little shit!

A minute or so later, as Pete pulled away and sat back, Gordon’s cock throbbed and expanded in my mouth. I tried to panic, at that moment in my life, I’d never swallowed, but as Gordon held my head down and sprayed his cum straight into my throat, I chalked up another first in a long list of firsts.

I tried hard not to vomit, and somehow, I managed to keep a cap on the sick feeling as they allowed me to rise to my feet. Knowing I was a sticky mess where Pete’s goo was leaking out of me, I didn’t want to sit down. In any case there was no point, after that, in trying to be modest.

“Would you like a shower?”

I looked down at myself. My chest was a mess, covered in drool and leaked globules of cum. The inside of my legs and my pussy were coated in goo, too, as well as my own copious juices that had coated the whole area in stickiness. I felt disgusting.

“Please.”

“Come on.”

Gordon gathered up my clothes and led the way. I padded on my bare feet through the house and up the stairs. He showed me into the en-suite of the master, where there was an enormous shower stall.

“Best shower in the house.”

I forced a smile. “Thank you.” Turning toward the shower, I stepped inside and then caught sight of the reflections on the glass partitions. Gordon and Pete were both still in the bathroom, and they were both in the process of disrobing. It appeared I was going to be getting the welcome shower, yes, but I wasn’t going to be alone.

I crossed shower sex off my list of firsts sometime in the next hour.

To cut a long story short, I never did go back to that room with its pinball machines and pool table and memories. A couple of weeks later, Pete came by the house to say goodbye as he headed off to the East Coast for his university. A week after that, I left for this college. When I went home that Xmas, I found their house was up for sale and empty. Apparently, Gordon had been transferred across the country and had relocated. I never saw either of them again. Gordon had left me one parting present. A framed picture of the scoreboard of the Star Wars machine showing my high scores the second time around. Right there at the bottom was his score and mine from our little bet, which turned out to be a rather larger bet than I’d expected.

* * * *

“Wow!”

She giggled. “Told you it would be hot.” She gave me a speculative look and then dragged her gaze down my body to notice my erection. “Was it hot enough to get me my reward?”

I didn’t answer, well, not in words. I tackled her backward, so she was lying on the couch. She let out a started gasp but was quite relaxed as I scrabbled her skirt up her thighs to expose her luscious long legs.

“No hurry, lover.”

I shrugged and then grinned at her. “Maybe not for you, but I need to get you off twice before I can get myself off.”

She grinned back at me. “So, very true.” She lifted her hips to let me drag her panties down to expose her wet pussy. Despite her apparent dispassionate recital, she was hot to trot herself.

Nothing much was said for the next hour or so.
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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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A Model Descent Trilogy
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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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