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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 2, New Bets

My girlfriend of two months, Chloe, waved to me from the table she’d snaffled in the corner of the coffee shop. She held up two takeaway cups, letting me know she’d bought both coffees.

“Hi, baby.”

“Hi.” My grin was probably as wide as hers, if not wider. She leaned in for a kiss and cheekily let her lips part, and her tongue flick out to lick my lips. It was a flirtatious gesture, but it was also a promise for the evening.

“Later.”

She pouted, but I knew her well enough to know she was joking. “Later, lover boy. Phil away, right?”

“Yep. And Henry’s pulling a three-day stint on the excavation site. We’ve got the house to ourselves for a solid forty-eight hours.”

She shuddered and almost purred. “Sounds interesting.” She giggled. “I packed some spare underwear in my book bag.”

I raised an eyebrow and possibly spoke louder than I should have done. “What makes you think you’re going to be given a chance to put underwear on?” I watched the guy’s head come up from whatever he’d been reading at the table behind her. It must have taken a huge amount of self-control for him not to turn around and look. The back of his ears turned red, as did my face. Chloe gave me a puzzled look and glanced over her own shoulder, then as she turned back to me, her face was turning two shades pinker, too.

“Andy!”

I shrugged, deciding that brazening it out was the best course of action. Two months with Chloe had given me a different and far more confident perspective on life. “True, though.”

She giggled. “That depends…”

“On?”

“What you’re going to put up as a stake if I’m betting my underwear for two days solid? Remember I’ve got classes on both days. As have you.”

“But I won’t be the one going to class commando under such a cute little miniskirt.”

She shuddered again and got that far-away look in her eyes.

“What?”

“I’ve thought of a bet we can make.”

“Oh? Do tell.”

“During the next fifteen minutes, we’re going to count the people coming in by the color they’re wearing. The one who scores the highest wins the bet. If you win, I will spend the next forty-eight hours commando, even for class. If I win…”

“What would you like to win, my lady?”

“Your tongue, your incredibly talented tongue, as often as I want.”

“You do know you’ll probably be getting that even if you lose.”

She giggled. “I know, that’s what makes it fun. Takes the guesswork out of when you’ll be making me cum. I pick blue.”

The guy sitting behind her could obviously hear the conversation because his ears were red again.

I thought for a moment, then spotted a group of guys heading for the coffee shop from behind her. They were the rowing team, and they were all in their standard uniform. “White, I pick white.”

“White, why white?”

“Why not? It’s a popular color. The fifteen minutes starts… now.” I set a timer going on my cell.

A moment later, two female students walked into the coffee shop, one of them wearing a blue sweatshirt and the other one a blue skirt.

“Two for me.”

“The girl wearing a blue skirt is also wearing a white top, so that’s one for me as well.”

“Two to one, then.”

The next person in was a guy wearing a blue shirt. “Three to one.”

Her smile widened over the next couple of minutes, she scored two more while I didn’t get any. Then, she saw the rowing team congregating close to the door. Her smile faded as she realized they all wore white sweatshirts with green trim, not a shade of blue in sight. She glared at me but couldn’t say anything. I prayed they would all come into the shop rather than send one of their number. Chloe was giving me a hard look.

“What?”

“Nothing.” She almost snarled it through gritted teeth.

Anyway, about a minute later, the whole team of fourteen guys came into the shop, giving me what turned out to be an unassailable lead.

A few minutes later, my cell beeped as the timer finished.

“Nineteen to eleven. My win.”

Chloe sighed, although I’m not so sure she was really bothered by losing the bet.

“I’ll just nip to the powder room and take them off, or do you want me to do that out here in the open?”

I was pretty sure she’d do that if I said. Her fanaticism about paying her dues when she lost a bet was achieving legendary status in my head.

I shook my head. “No, neither.”

“Neither, but the bet was…”

“No underwear from the moment you arrive at the house. That means you don’t need to take them off and risk flashing that pretty pussy in this afternoon’s class. Only when you get to the house after class.”

“But…”

“The terms of the bet stand. You lose your underwear the moment you arrive at the house. Not before.”

She pouted and then brightened with a huge grin, making me wonder what had just gone through her head. Whatever it was, I knew I was going to like the result.

* * * *

I knew she’d be finished by four o’clock, and by the time she’d sorted anything needing sorting, she’d be around at the house at four-thirty but no later than five. Since my last class finished at three, I was able to sprint home and quickly spruce up the house, or at least the family room, my bedroom, and, of course, the kitchen and bathroom. By four-thirty, I was ensconced on the window seat with a mug of coffee, watching up the street for her. It had become a bit of a ritual, when I knew she was coming around, I’d sit there to watch for her.

It was maybe four forty when she appeared, and immediately, she looked up, searching for me. Her grin exploded onto her face, but it was a sly one. In that instant, I knew she was planning something. Nevertheless, she waved, I waved back, and she turned up the path to the front door.

Putting my coffee down, I headed for the front door to open it before she knocked. Another of our little rituals.

“Hi. Gorgeous.”

Her grin was still right there on her face, and it definitely had a naughty twinkle to it. “Hi yourself.” She shivered. “Keep giving me compliments like that, and you’ll get wherever you want to get.”

I stood aside to let her in, but instead, she swung her backpack down from her shoulder and held it out to me. I took it from her with a quizzical frown.

She giggled. “Remember, you said the bet starts from the moment I arrive at the house, and I’ve arrived.”

“Meaning when you get inside.”

She shook her head. “No, you don’t get to let me off that easy.” Her giggle was back but there was a bit of a nervous inflection to it.

Standing up straight, her hands dropped down to her sides, finding the hem of the mini skirt she was wearing. I’m not sure I’d ever seen her in anything longer than mid-thigh, and this one wasn’t her shortest, but not far off. Without saying another word, and with this elfin look of innocence on her face, she slowly started to inch it up her legs. Not at the front, but all the way around. It took me a couple of seconds to twig. She was about to remove her panties right there in full view of the street.

“Chloe…!”

She ignored me and continued with her slow, studied raising of her skirt, only pausing when it was around her waist, exposing the front of her underwear to me and the back to anyone passing on the street. Hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, she started to draw them down with the same measured pace.

“Fuck!” I swallowed hard, understanding there was no stopping her now she’d committed to this course of action. I looked past her, there was nobody directly in sight, but that didn’t mean that anyone in a window on the other side of the street didn’t have a grandstand view of her.

Her panties continued down onto her thighs, and I could see her clean-shaven mound with her slit peeking out from between her legs. Anyone watching would see her fully naked ass. She pushed the underwear lower until gravity started to help and pulled them down to her feet. She slowly straightened back up and just as methodically straightened her skirt, pulling it back down to cover herself. She stepped out of her panties and then bent straight-legged to pick them up, giving anyone behind her yet another eyeful of her naked butt, no doubt with her pussy peeking from between her slightly parted legs. She straightened up with that same impish, naughty grin on her face and handed me her panties. Taking the lace from her, I could feel they were a little damp, and I raised an eyebrow at her.

She shrugged. “Couldn’t help it, been thinking about doing that all afternoon.”

“Imp!”

She giggled.

“Are you coming in now?”

“What, so you can molest me now you know I’ve got nothing on under my skirt?”

“Something along those lines, yes.”

“Not yet, no, still got the other half to do.”

I knew she meant her bra, but I also knew she was quite adept at removing that from under her shirts without showing anything.

Not this time. Chloe was intent on delivering on the bet, and in her mind, that meant removing her bra the proper way and doing that on my doorstep. Her hands returned to her waist, and she slowly slid her T-shirt higher. I frowned at her and shook my head, trying to persuade her it wasn’t necessary. I knew it was a forlorn hope, but I tried.

Chloe just ignored my face and crossed her arms before reaching down and grabbing the hem of her T-shirt again before pulling that off over her head. The panties had been thin lace, the bra was even more so. I could clearly see her hard nipples through the pattern. Dropping the T-shirt to the floor, she reached behind her back, and I watched as the lace cups supporting her breasts went slack as she undid the catch. It wasn’t the polished striptease with which she’d started our sexual journey a couple of months earlier, but it was still mesmerizing. It had to be the same for anyone getting the back view, too, but she wasn’t attracting a crowd, which was a good thing.

Sweeping the straps off her shoulders, she pulled the bra away from herself and handed it to me.

“See anything you like, big boy?”

I growled at her. “You know I do. Now, please, just put your shirt on.”

“You want me to?”

“Yes. Do it.” I guess changing my voice to the more forceful tone she loved worked because she bent again, still keeping her knees locked out to pick up the t-shirt and then pulling it on over her head.

“See, forty-eight hours from now, no underwear. That was the bet, I seem to remember.”

“It was.”

She chuckled and stepped past me, making sure her ass swayed, and her skirt swung from side to side with each step. I was sorely tempted to give her a swat on that perky butt of hers but decided against it.

Walking into the family room, she sat down on the couch and crossed her legs, making sure she exposed a length of thigh to my eyes. I could see her eyes were twinkling, alight with passion. She was ready for sex, and I guess, from the state of her underwear, she had been ever since we parted ways outside the coffee shop.

I made sure the front door was shut and locked and then went and sat down beside her. She looked at me and then looked quizzically at the fact that there was a slight gap between the two of us. It hadn’t been intentional, I’d simply sat down, and the gap had just… been there. Understanding that might be a bit of a mistake, I shuffled closer so our hips were touching. Immediately, her expression morphed into a smile once more.

Her hand reached over to rest lightly on my thigh. Then her fingers started walking.

“You remember our conversation earlier…”

“About?”

“About what would happen if I won the bet I actually lost.”

“Sure do.” I could guess where this was leading, but I wanted her to ask.

“Well…” I could see her cheeks getting a little pinker, but her smile didn’t falter.

“I was wondering if…”

“If what?”

“If you would like to…”

Since Chloe wasn’t actually bashful about asking for what she wanted, she was pretending to be to tease herself as much as to tease me. Since I was sitting there boned up after her spectacular exhibitionistic display on the front doorstep, I wasn’t going to turn down the chance to get at what she had under her skirt.

Still, if she was playing a teasing game, maybe it was time for me to ratchet that teasing to another level. “Maybe someone needs something else first.”

She frowned for a second. “Such as?”

“A punishment for such a naughty performance.”

She shuddered, but I could see the twinkle was still burning in her eyes. “What do you mean a punishment?”

“Naughty girls who do naughty things in public should expect to be punished for doing such things.”

She gasped, her breath hitching in her throat. “What sort of punishment?”

I shrugged. I’d been ad-libbing but basing what I was saying on the corniest porn clip I could think of. “Bare-bottomed spanking comes to mind as a punishment.”

“You are so not spanking me!” Her eyes were big, and the smile was slipping away.

“Naughty girls and all that.”

“If you want to spank me, you’ll have to win a bet first.”

“Oh, so I can spank you if that’s what your stake is?”

She sniffed. “Yeah, but you’ll be putting your own bare ass on the line on the same bet.”

I shivered, this wasn’t going in the direction it had been. Still, the challenge had been laid down, even if it wouldn’t be acted on for a while. I filed that information away for the future and smiled at her as her fingers continued to walk up and down my thigh.

I extended my tongue and licked my lips, letting her know I knew exactly what she’d been asking for. She shuddered again, but the smile was back in place.

“Something like that would go down a treat right now.”

I chuckled. I wasn’t sure if she realized what she’d said, but it was the perfect response.

“Your wish is my command, my lady. I only have one question.”

“Which is?”

“One or two?”

“Oh.” She slid her hand over to my obvious boner. “Maybe we’d better make it one so I get the chance to return the favor. Otherwise, we might have rather more of a mess on our hands.”

“Sounds like the perfect plan. Only one thing.”

“Which is?”

“I want you standing up. Standing up, holding your skirt around your waist, and writhing on my tongue.”

“Kinky!”

“Not really, but I want to establish one thing.”

“Which is?”

“Whether or not you can stay on your feet after an orgasm without a tree for support.”

She slowly uncrossed her legs and then rose to her feet with all the grace of a hunting lioness. She was practically purring as she moved to stand right in front of me. “Here?”

“As good a place as any, as long as there’s no wall behind you for support.”

“And if I can stay on my feet, what do I get?” As always, Chloe was prepared to make a game of it.

“A simple choice.”

“Which will be?”

“Whether or not you can wear underwear to your classes tomorrow and the next day. Provided that if you do, you continue to take your underwear off outside the front door like you did today.”

She shivered. “Fuck! You are kinky.”

“You started it.”

She sniffed, but I could see this wasn’t going to faze her, not even a little bit. I wasn’t sure how deep her exhibitionist streak ran, but it was a lot deeper than I’d expected when I first started dating her. Hell, at that point, I hadn’t even known she was any kind of exhibitionist.

Just as she had on the doorstep, her hands dropped to her sides as she bent forward a little so she could reach the hem of her skirt. This time, without a bra to support them and hold them in place, her breasts seemed to fall forward into the tight T-shirt. I could definitely see the bumps which betrayed her nipples were hard. Without another word, she started to slide her skirt higher on her thighs, with both of us knowing she was naked underneath it. She had this challenging look on her face as if she was daring me to intervene. Not that she wanted me to, no, she wanted me to wait until her skirt was out of the way and then devour her.

“Nice legs.” I was deliberately taunting her. I’d seen those legs all the way to the top on many occasions over the last couple of months, but a compliment was a compliment. She blushed a little but kept her hands moving higher. She spread her legs a little further apart, making sure that as soon as the skirt rose high enough, I’d be able to see my prize. All the while, the skirt slid higher and higher. My breath caught in my throat as the length of those fabulous legs came fully into view.

I was concentrating on seeing her legs so much that I almost missed the moment her pretty pussy was revealed.

“Oh, fuck!” The way I licked my lips told her I wanted this as much as she did. I shuffled forward, trying to work out the best angle of approach. Now that she’d revealed herself, she topped the slow teasing movement, yanking the skirt from just above her mound up to her waist in a single jerk. I already knew she was naked, and she’d shown me that earlier, but somehow, it was more intimate, taking me back to that first time. That had been in this room, too, not very far from where she now stood.

As she stood there, the challenge in her eyes intensified, and I slid forward off the couch, dropping to my knees as my hands went around her back, finding her ass cheeks and pulling her onto my open mouth.

She moaned as my lips made contact with her outer lips, her entire body trembling at the contact. I didn’t need to feel how wet she was to know she’d been thinking of this moment, possibly all afternoon, certainly since leaving class. I lapped at the nectar coating her outer lips and then pressed my tongue at the apex of her slit, feeling for and finding her clit. Above my head, she moaned but made no other sound or movement. This was all on me, her pleasure was mine to dispense.

My hands left her butt, after all, she could have used those for support, and I wasn’t going to stand for that. We might have made it a bit of a contest, but it was down to me to make sure it was a fair one. My fingertips smoothed around from her ass onto her hips and then dived toward the junction of her legs and my face. Once there, I pressed my thumbs on either side of her pussy. Peeling her open like this elicited a whimper from her, followed by an even earthier moan. My girlfriend liked this, and from the way the trembling in her legs increased, she liked it a lot.

Pressing harder, I peeled her wide open and then pushed my tongue into the exposed opening. I had to bend deeper to manage it, and she obliged me by spreading her legs wider to give me the room I needed to plunder her. If anyone had looked through the window at that moment, they’d have seen a highly charged erotic sight.

Chloe started to whimper and moan on an almost continuous basis. I could hear her breathing was a lot harsher. She was ready for this, more than ready unless I missed my guess. The wetness of her impending climax coated my mouth, my chin, my cheeks, and even my nose. The aroma of her arousal was a sweet, cloying smell that grabbed hold of me and pulled me in. I sucked hard on her captured labia and then pushed my tongue inside, alternating my moves in the hope that the unpredictability would heighten her climax when it came. I might be trying to make sure the playing field was fair, but only for me. The bigger the climax, the greater the immediate payoff, and the less likelihood that she’d be able to remain standing.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” She was starting to chant now, a sure sign she was getting close. Each word was punctuated by a moan, a whimper, or a little gasp. She wouldn’t take long, not at this rate. I moved one of my hands, twisting it so my index finger could take over, holding her open, allowing me to rub my thumb over her clit while my tongue delved inside.

“Oh fuck!” She snarled out the word one more time and then squealed as the orgasm hit. I’d been right, it was a big one, built on and layered by her own licentious thoughts all afternoon, followed by the desire to win an almost bet about the choice of wearing or not wearing her underwear.

I pulled back, letting go of her, a morbid interest in finding out if she could cum like that, standing up and still remain on her feet. My hands were ready, ready to swoop in and catch her if she started to topple. She swayed rather alarmingly, but somehow, her iron will, her desire to win, pulled her through the weakness. She remained standing, although I suspected it had been quite a close-run thing.

As her body calmed down and her breathing slowed, she looked down at my drowned face. “Bastard.”

“What? You did it.”

She panted for air for a few seconds before replying. “No more like that, though.” After a couple of seconds, she started to giggle, the giggle quickly becoming a full-throated laugh.

“What’s so funny.”

“I’ve heard the expression knee trembler. I don’t think that’s what they mean, but, my god, that was a knee trembler if ever there was one.”

I joined in her laughter as she slowly straightened up and, almost as an afterthought, pushed her skirt down so it covered her mound. She didn’t bother pushing it down onto her thighs, that would be a waste of time, and she knew it. Besides, from the glint in her eye, I was pretty sure she had plans, big plans for the rest of the afternoon and evening, let alone the night.

“So, have you made a decision?”

“About?”

“Whether to wear underwear to class tomorrow and the next day. You’ve won the right.”

“I might have, but your rider on that is a hell of a kicker.”

“Why? You just did that not much more than a half an hour ago.”

“And it took me most of the afternoon to pluck up the nerve to do it once, let alone several times.”

She smiled down at me and motioned for me to climb back onto the couch. “It’s your turn buster.” She looked down at the front of my pants, where my cock was straining at my fly. “That looks quite painful, and I can’t have my boyfriend develop a case of the blue balls, can I?”

“You do know the blue balls thing is a myth invented by some long-departed jock as a way to get his girl to suck him, right?”

“I don’t care if it’s a myth or if it’s real. I don’t intend to find out. Now, I suggest you stop talking yourself out of your second favorite activity.”

“Second favorite?”

“Being blown. I’ll let you guess what’s your favorite, by the way, it’s my favorite, too.”

That forty-eight hours was pretty memorable, even by our standards. By the way, she chose in the end to go commando to class rather than risk being seen stripping on my doorstep again. Once, in her book, was enough.

* * * *

A couple of weeks earlier, I’d made an off-the-cuff comment about the possibility of punishing the naughty girl who stripped on my doorstep. Somehow, that whole topic of punishment and spanking seemed to hang over our heads. I’d been playing, joking with her, but I guess Chloe took it rather more seriously. I didn’t actually want to, nor intend to spank her, but she was determined to engineer a bet that would result in one or the other of us getting spanked. Consequently, we didn’t bet on anything for two whole weeks, and our sex life became far less adventurous and far less fulfilling.

After another week, I persuaded Chloe to join me for lunch at the food court at one of the downtown malls. It was a couple of miles from campus so the chance of seeing or being heard by someone we knew was quite remote. I even sprung for the Uber fare for the two of us, which caused her to raise an eyebrow. We either walked or caught a bus, we didn’t treat ourselves to Ubers, ever.

I could sense Chloe was bursting with curiosity, but I wouldn’t be led until after we’d both ordered our food. At different stands, she tended to like Thai, while for lunch, I wanted either a burger or a jacket.

As we sat down, she glared at me. I’d managed to grab a corner table quite a way away from other diners.

“Right, spill.”

“Spill what?”

“Whatever is eating at you so that we had to come all the way out here. What’s up?”

I watched as a shadow seemed to pass over her face. Obviously, she’d just thought of something, and whatever her idea had been, she didn’t like it one little bit.

“Is this why we’re here?”

“What?” I frowned at her, not understanding the jump her brain had just made, whatever the connection had been, I hadn’t followed it.

“You wanted to break it to me gently.”

“Break what?”

“That you… that you’re breaking up with me.” Her voice had gone quiet, not exactly a whisper, more a little girl lost voice that I’d never heard before.

I stared at her open-mouthed. “What? No! Whatever did you get that idea from?” I looked around the food court, making sure I hadn’t attracted anyone’s attention with my loud outburst. If anyone had looked over, they weren’t looking now.

I took a deep breath and grabbed her hand. I’d never seen that look on her face before. Either she wanted to cry because she thought I was dumping her or cry with relief that I wasn’t.

“Don’t be stupid. I would rather cut off my right leg than dump you. You complete me.” I took a deep breath. “I might not say it, but I know it deep down. I’m in love with you, you… goose.”

She took a deep breath, her bottom lip trembling, her shoulders sagging with relief, then she frowned.

“What, what did you say?”

“I called you a goose.”

“No, just before that.”

I thought back, realizing I’d said something I hadn’t meant to. Then, it was simply a question of checking with myself if I’d meant it. I had. That process didn’t take long. “I love you.”

Chloe almost tore the table from its supports as she lunged across the table at me. As she showered me with tiny kisses, I could hear her mumbling. “I love you, I love you too.” It was just one of those unmissable moments. Somehow, I managed to steer her back down so she was sitting again.

“Eat your food before it gets cold.” I tried to be matter-of-fact about it, but the whole incident had shaken me up.

She just glared at me. “You… you goose.”

We ate in silence for a couple of minutes, but throughout that time, neither of us took our eyes off the other’s face. That confession of love had been cathartic for both of us and clearly, we both needed time to process it.

It was Chloe who broke the silence. “Did you really mean it?” Her voice was soft and low, very much a slightly more adult version of the little girl lost voice.

I took a deep breath. “Yes, I meant it.”

Her smile was radiant, almost as if I’d got the old Chloe back, not that she’d gone far. “But did you mean love or lust?”

I could see where she was coming from. Ever since that fifth date, we’d spent most of our time getting into each other’s pants or trying to.

“No, love. For sure.”

“How do you know?”

I rolled my eyes. “I guess, when you know, you know. Put in the simplest form, I’ve never felt like this before, and when we’re apart, I’m pining for the time we’ll be back together.”

She smiled. “That could still be lust.”

“But it’s a lot more than that. Trust me, I know. What about you?”

“I guess I was falling for you from about the third date onwards.”

“That soon?”

She giggled, confirming her mood had definitely bounced. “Sure. You were the first boyfriend who hadn’t assumed that if not on the first date, by the third, he was on a sure thing. Getting into my pants was a given, not just expected, a given.”

She took a deep breath.

“Look, you need to understand something about my history.”

“I don’t need to know about your history unless you want to tell me.”

“Let me tell you, for the moment, stop being mister nice.”

I shrugged and sat back, then sat forward again to continue to chow down.

“I’m not conceited, but I knew I was prettier than most girls from a pretty young age. When every senior in the school wanted to date me, it made me happy. My mother sat me down and explained something, not the facts of life, but more the fact that these guys wanted and expected one thing. To get into my pants. Did I want to get a reputation as the school bike? I guess that sobered me, and I turned down the dates from the guys who were so much older than me. I started hearing terms like frigid and princess being thrown around in the most derogatory terms possible. My last year at school was hell. I didn’t put out simply because I didn’t date. Me, the prettiest girl in school, didn’t get to go to the prom because none of them asked me.”

“College was similar. For the first semester, I smiled and chatted with the guys but turned down dates. Then a real cutie asked me out, and I said yes, then spent half the evening fighting him off as he tried to grope me. I didn’t date him again. The next guy I dated was more respectful on the first date, but on the second date, the same thing. Since it was a second date, I let him get his hands where he wanted them, and that’s when I found out I liked to be touched. It didn’t go further, and since I hadn’t put out, he didn’t ask again.”

She took a deep breath, her food forgotten.

“After that, I began to see a pattern, and I guess I began to live up to my looks. Or should that be down, not up? Anyway, the next guy who asked me out won the jackpot. He got more than just into my pants. We went out for about two months, and once he’d unlocked the door, I was pretty insatiable. I guess it wore him out because he dumped me right before mid-terms. After that, I got asked out a lot, and if I wasn’t studying, I said yes. When I dated, they either tried it on there and then on the first date or waited until the third. Sometimes they got lucky, sometimes they didn’t. I found out quickly that I could winnow the men from the boys with a simple blow job.”

She blushed as she said that. “Far too many guys were happy to get that, and they shut up shop for the evening. They didn’t get another date. The ones who kept after me were more like keepers, but after being cheated on a couple of times, I started being more selective.”

“By the time this year rolled around, I’d stopped being so easy on first or third dates, but you were still the only boyfriend who hadn’t tried it on in four dates. I was wondering why when you asked me around for the afternoon because your housemates were out. That gave me the chance to engineer a test. See if letting you wait had been worth it or not.”

“Hence the bet.”

She nodded. “Hence the bet. Either I was on a win-win whether I won or lost the bet, or you were going to disappear out of the picture faster than you could shake your tail at it. I knew there was a chance at something deeper, but I couldn’t stand around waiting for you to make a move.”

I chuckled.

“What?”

“I was going to put the moves on you anyway. Your bet simply gave me a pretext.”

“So why wait until the fifth date?”

“Because I didn’t want to be labeled as a typical college jock. I wanted more, so I waited, being patient paid dividends in the end.”

We sat in silence again for a couple of minutes, mainly so Chloe could finish her meal. As she wiped her mouth with her napkin, she smiled.

“You brought me here to talk about something, and I’m pretty sure a confession of love wasn’t the plan, nor was listening to me droning on about my history.”

“It wasn’t a drone, and in any case, it made me ashamed to be a man. It must hurt to be as beautiful as you.”

She preened at the compliment but smiled. “No, tell me the real reason.”

“The bets.”

“What about the bets?”

“I think I’ve accidentally painted us into a corner on them.”

She frowned at me, and I tried to explain.

“We haven’t made any bets for nigh on three weeks now.”

She shrugged.

“And given we were just talking about sex, I’d have to say things have cooled a little in that area. I want to know if that is because of the bets or because of the silly suggestion I made last time. You won’t bet because you think the forfeit will be a punishment spanking?”

“I wouldn’t have said cooled…”

“Okay, less frequent.”

“More a lack of opportunity.”

“So you’re not avoiding making a bet with me because I joked about spanking you?”

She bit her lip and swallowed hard. “I guess, a little.”

I reached across the table and grabbed her hand. “You do know I wouldn’t actually do it, don’t you?”

She almost glared at me. “If it was the stake in a bet, and I lost, then yes, you would. I don’t welch on a bet, ever, whatever the bet is.”

“I can solve that one, I simply won’t let you put your ass up as the stake. A bet is not a bet if it's not accepted.”

“Look, I’m quite serious about this.”

“So am I!”

I frowned at her, this conversation wasn’t going where I thought it would.

“I thought you didn’t want…”

“I don’t.”

“Then why…?”

“Because, you goose, a bet is a bet. I like to bet, and usually, I enjoy the forfeits. Even if they make me somewhat embarrassed, like stripping topless and baring my ass on your doorstep three weeks ago.”

“You didn’t have to do that.”

“Stop. I did it because I wanted to do it. Yes, it was embarrassing, but it was one hell of a fucking rush too.”

“That’s not the same as a spanking.”

“But you mentioned it, and without intending to, you mentioned it in the context of a bet. So, it might be stretching it a little, but I’ve always lived by a philosophy. A bet is a bet is a bet. You don’t welch on a bet, ever.”

“I know.”

“So, since you put it out there, even if I don’t want it…”

“And I don’t…”

“Even so, the next bet we make, that’s the forfeit.”

I shook my head, not wanting to argue, not after the emotionally charged first half of the conversation, but her convoluted logic was making it very difficult for me not to disagree.

“Look, you realize you’re taking it to the extreme?”

“I’m not the extremist. You’re the one who threatened to spank me. That’s extreme.”

“In fun, not for real, not for keeps.”

She glared at me. “I said it very simply. A bet is a bet is a bet. So that’s what we’ll be betting for. Period. Take it or leave it.”

I muttered under my breath, something I instantly regretted when I saw her reaction. That ‘leave it’ would haunt me for three days.

Her glare was full-on force ten. I opened my mouth to say I didn’t mean it like that, but it was too late. She was already rising to her feet. “I’m going back to college.” She glared down into my shocked face. “On my own.” Without another word, she stalked off, leaving me stunned and totally incapable of working out how to rectify this. I’d just declared my love for her, and she was walking away from me, possibly for good.

I grabbed my cell and sent a message. I love you, always.

By then she was on the escalator back down to the ground floor. Her cell must have pinged in her hand as she stepped off the escalator. She glanced at the screen, and I saw her hesitate, she almost stumbled and then took a quick sidestep to get out of the way of the people following her down. Even from the rail above, I could see her take a deep breath, and then she quickly typed a reply as she continued to walk off.

I know. I love you, too. Soon.

The most important word was that last one. That Soon implied this wasn’t a permanent thing, she just wanted a little space. The last thing I wanted to do was let her walk away from me like that, but I felt trapped. Caught in that agony of indecision where one half of me wanted to spirit after her, and the other half wanted to give her the space she wanted, my indecision defaulted to giving her the space.

Then, she was out of sight, and my chance to pursue her was gone.

Shit!

* * * *

The next three days were literally my interpretation of Dante’s Inferno. Hell, no other word for it. I couldn’t concentrate, couldn’t eat, couldn’t sleep. It was pure torture. Half a hundred times, I reached for my cell to message her, and every time, I got partway through typing a lame message and then backspaced over it and put my cell down again. The silence was deafening. By the third day, my temper was getting the better of me, and Phil, the most level-headed of my roommates, sat me down and talked to me. I didn’t tell him the crux of the problem, but he could sense why I felt like shit.

His advice was simple. Find her and grovel for my life.

It took me another day, but the answer was simple. Over the last two months, we’d developed our Friday ritual. Both of us had Friday afternoons off from college, so we’d meet up at a particular coffee shop, dead on twelve-thirty. The first one there bought two lattes, and then we’d sit and plan the weekend. The obvious thing to do was get there just before twelve-thirty, buy the coffee, sit at a prominent table, and wait for her.

That was my plan. It didn’t go down like that.

I walked into the coffee shop at about twelve-twenty and joined the queue. Looking casually around the room, I spotted her. Chloe was already there. When she saw me looking, she gave a shy smile and held up two cups, telling me she’d had exactly the same idea. I wasn’t sure if it was relief or anxiety, but I felt like I was going to collapse into a puddle on the floor.

I strolled over, trying to look casual, trying not to get my hopes up too far. This could be her way of telling me we were through. Trying to let me down gently.

“Hi.”

“Hi, yourself.” She gave me that quiet, shy smile again and gestured toward the seat opposite her. I sat down as she pushed the coffee in my direction.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” She giggled. “Look, let me start…”

“No, let me apologize…”

She shook her head, and I gave in. “Ladies first.”

“Well, at least you still think I’m a lady.”

“You are, beautiful lady.”

“Stop.” Her cheeks had warmed to a rosy kind of glow.

“Okay, I’ve stopped.”

“Look, I shouldn’t have walked away like that.”

“And I shouldn’t have said what I said. That was unforgivable.”

“No, not unforgivable, not nice, but not quite that bad.” She chuckled again, an earthy sound that sent a shiver down my spine. “You can make up for that later.”

My relief overcame the anxiety at last. If she was saying later, then this wasn’t in any way a goodbye.

“Anyway, why didn’t you send any of those messages?”

“What messages?”

“Doh! Every time you started to type a message to me, three little bouncing dots appeared under your profile, telling me you were trying to say something. Then they disappeared every time.”

I shrugged. “I couldn’t find the right words.”

She looked at me, staring, taking in every detail. “You look like shit too.”

“Thank you.”

“Well, you do. Have you been sleeping?” I shook my head. “Not eating, either, I bet.”

I chuckled. “Don’t go making any bets. That’s kinda what led us into this.”

She giggled, too, although I realized I might have hit a nerve. “Low blow.”

“Sorry, not meant that way.”

“I know.” Her smile reappeared, and I understood what it meant to say it was like the sun coming out. It was, it really was.

Rather than spoil the buoyant mood, I sipped my coffee. She did, too, and we shared a companionable silence for a few moments.

“Look, I have to go…”

“You do?”

“Yeah. I’ve arranged to go shopping with a couple of girlfriends this afternoon.”

“Okay…”

“So, how about I come around to yours for about seven? I’ll pick up a pizza on the way. I’ll even make sure it’s half Hawaiian?” She hated pineapple on a pizza but just about tolerated my sweeter tooth.”

“Sounds like a plan to me. But I’m pretty sure my housemates will be in.”

She shrugged. “So? She chuckled. “I’m sure if you close your bedroom door, we won’t be disturbed.” I shuddered. It appeared Chloe was happy with the idea of makeup sex. The fact that the walls and doors were thin wasn’t going to bother her in the slightest.

“Sounds like a plan. Just one thing.”

“Which is?”

“Don’t plan on being able to eat more than one slice of pizza beforehand. The rest you can eat cold.”

It was Chloe’s turn to shudder, she understood exactly what I meant. “Sounds like the perfect plan. That way, I can give you a fashion show of my new purchases.”

“Fashion show?”

“Doh! What do you think I’m going to buy when I’m out with my friends?”

“I don’t know. Maybe something sexy, lacy and see-through.”

She giggled. “In your dreams.” After a pause, she continued. “Maybe.” She leaned across the table and kissed me. Not on the cheek, right on my lips. She lingered, too, a sensation that had become familiar to me over the last few weeks and one I’d definitely been missing.

“See you at seven, lover.”

Then she was gone, walking out of the coffee shop, her butt swinging as she walked. She knew she had my attention as she left. I was pretty sure she knew she had the attention of almost every guy in there. The only difference was that they could only dream—I was the one with a definite date with that fabulous young woman. The one I had definitively fallen in love with.

* * * *

I wasn’t sure if it was my smile as I walked in the door a half-an-hour later, or the fact I was whistling. Probably both.

Phil crossed the room and high-fived me. “See, told you.”

“Thanks, fella. I owe you one.”

“So, date night tonight? Where are you taking her.”

“Not taking her anywhere.”

Phil smacked his forehead. “Hear that, Henry? Our esteemed housemate wants us to vacate for the evening. He wants the house to himself.”

I guess my blush gave away that plans were afoot after all. “I did not say that—you did.”

“So, the love of your life is coming here?” He chuckled. “No doubt, with the emphasis on cumming.”

Henry shook his head, but he, too, was grinning. These guys had borne the worst of my temper throughout the last few days. A little teasing in response couldn’t hurt.

“Enough guys. I need to get ready. Also, it’s probably only fair to warn you I need to do some cleanup around here. Need the kitchen and bathroom tidy, if either of you want to volunteer…”

Phil waved a hand at me. “Not me.”

Henry grinned. “I’ll volunteer to tidy up the bathroom, seeing as I was the last one to use it. However, one important word to the wise.”

“What?”

“When I used the shower this morning, I found the lock on the door was broken. So, you can’t lock the bathroom door. If the young lady wants to get clean again before she leaves or in the morning if she stays. I guess you’ll have to stand guard.”

“The lock?”

He shrugged. “The mechanism is broken on the inside. Can shut the door but not lock it. Reported it, but the landlord can’t get anyone around before Tuesday at the earliest. He’d have done Monday, but we all have full class schedules. At least Tuesday, I’m here all day.”

I shrugged. What could I do? At least he’d had the decency to warn me about it. That meant I could warn Chloe about it, too. She tended to want a shower here, rather more private than the communal facilities at the dorm. It did rule out any temptation for shower sex, though, which was a pity. I knew neither guy would try for a deliberate peek, but accidents can happen.

I left the guys to it and headed into the kitchen, which was relatively tidy for once. Given that they’d put up with my tantrums and pig-headed approach to life for most of the week, cleaning up a bit of a mess wasn’t too high a price to pay. Once I’d got the kitchen straight, I headed into my room and made sure that it was as tidy as possible. Then, I picked out some clean clothes and headed for the shower. Henry had done a bang-up job cleaning and tidying the bathroom. I wouldn’t have said it was spotless, but it was as passable as if I’d done it. I spent a few minutes fiddling with the broken lock, but I couldn’t fix it either.

With everything done, I settled down to study for a couple of hours, it’s a wonder how much having a clear head helps. I actually raced through and completed an assignment in that time. A few minutes after six, I got a message from Chloe.

Pizza for two or for four? I’m hungry.

There was a subtext there. She was telling me she wanted food before we did anything else. I’d suggested I might let her eat one slice first. She wanted her full share of the pizza first. She was also asking if my housemates were going to be around still when she got there. In a sense, she was asking if she would need to be circumspect on the doorstep, unlike some three weeks earlier.

I stuck my head out of my room. “Guys! Chloe wants to know if it’s pizza for two or four?”

Phil looked up from the book he’d been reading. “Depends, mate.”

“On?”

“What time you want us to go out?

I chuckled, that was another guarded question, asking how long before the fact I couldn’t keep my hands off Chloe became embarrassing for them both. I was sure it was as much how long before she couldn’t keep her hands off me as much as the other way around. At least he was being diplomatic.

“You can stay for pizza.”

Henry grinned, even if Phil had missed my point, he’d got it. I wanted them gone as soon as the meal was finished.

“Then four it is. Just not freaking Hawaiian for either of us.”

I gave him a wave and messaged her back.

Four, but I’m the only one with a sweet tooth.

About forty-five minutes later, I spotted Chloe walking up the sidewalk carrying two large pizza boxes as well as about four carrier bags. It appeared she’d most definitely been shopping, and she’d brought quite a lot. She was smiling broadly as she turned up our path and then climbed the steps onto the porch. By then, I’d skedaddled to the door, making sure I was the one who met her, not either of my two reprobate housemates.

“Hi, baby.”

She grinned at me and then looked around. “Guess a repeat of my last big performance isn’t a good idea.” She nodded toward the house on the other side of the road. They were a family rather than student housing, and their two kids and a few of their friends were nosily playing basketball on the driveway.

“Probably not, no.”

Henry stuck his head around the door from the family room. “What big performance?”

“None of your damned business.” Even so, both I and Chloe were blushing.

“Come on, pizza’s hot, and they had a special on the twelve-inch, the same price as the tens. So, anyone organized plates?”

Phil emerged from the kitchen carrying a stack of them. Well, all four plates we owned between us. No spares in our kitchen. We did have extra mugs and plenty of glasses, but not plates.

“Already cut, so dig in.”

She’d already met my two housemates, so at least I didn’t have to go through the embarrassment of introductions. Phil insisted on being the gentleman and letting Chloe sit on the couch, and I took the seat next to her. Henry moved quickly to sit on the other side, and Phil sprawled on the floor facing us. I don’t think he minded that one little bit, and I suspect that had been a miscalculation by Henry. Chloe was wearing one of her favorite denim miniskirts. Almost, but not quite a micro-mini. As a result, there was a lot of leg on show, and Phil was in the best position to judge how much. Since I couldn’t say anything without creating a scene, I just grinned and bore it. Or should that be? I grinned, and Chloe bared it.

Not that Chloe was bothered. After all, after the losing bet the other week, she’d gone to college for two days straight commando under a skirt almost as short as this one. Braless, too, under quite a thin T-shirt. I wasn’t quite sure how much of an exhibitionist she was, but she definitely was happy to show skin. I was pretty sure she knew exactly what she was doing, exactly how much she was showing Phil.

The conversation was lively but mainly devolved into the two guys trying to get Chloe giggling and, if possible, fidgeting. I think Henry had realized what advantage Phil had seized, so they helped him by making ribald comments to distract Chloe from noticing Phil was staring up her skirt. I don’t think it worked, she knew exactly what they were both doing.

“So, Chloe, as you came in…?”

“Yeah?”

“You said something about a big performance?”

She mock glared at him, and I winced. I’d hoped Henry had forgotten about it, but it was clear he wanted to pin Chloe down as to what she’d been talking about. Chloe was far too open, and I could sense the story was going to come out, whether I wanted it to or not. There again, I was pretty sure she’d told her girlfriends about it, so there was no point in pretending it hadn’t happened or talking about it when she spoke up.

“Oh, that? Simple really. I lost a bet with Andy.”

“So what did performance mean?”

“I had to lose my underwear before I came in the house.”

Henry pouted, and for a moment, I thought he’d change the subject, but he didn’t.

“Well, pulling your panties down from underneath your skirt or fishing your bra out from under your top isn’t what I’d term a big performance.”

“Who said I did it like that?”

“So what did you do?”

She grinned. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

“I would, definitely.”

“So would I.”

She turned to me. “Should I tell them?”

I shook my head. “Nah. You’ll only get them worked up.”

“What? You stripped naked on the front step?”

“No, well, not in one go.”

“I don’t understand you.”

I was pretty sure Henry knew exactly what she meant.

“Did the bottoms, covered up, then did the tops. Never more than half-naked. Big enough performance for you?”

He shrugged. “Depends on if you’re willing to do a repeat.”

“Henry!” My interjection was a bit defensive, but I felt I wanted to bring this particular line of conversation to a close.

“Sorry, she asked, I answered.”

Chloe giggled and wagged a finger at him. “I didn’t make a bet today, and I only bet with Andy, so, no, no repeat. Sorry, guys.”

“Worth a try.”

Henry rose to his feet and started to clear up the detritus of the meal. A meaningful glance at Phil got him moving, too. Or rather, got him to tear his gaze off my girlfriend’s leg display. I noticed he was half-hard as he moved toward the kitchen with his hands full. I quickly looked away, not wanting to pay any attention to that. I was pretty sure Chloe had spotted it, too, and I guess she just filed it away under compliments and didn’t say anything about it.

Ten minutes later, they both waved goodbye as they headed out the door, leaving me exactly where I wanted to be, alone with Chloe.

As soon as the front door shut behind them, my arm went around my girlfriend. She giggled, but she didn’t push me away. Instead, she snuggled into my chest. “Your housemates seem nice.”

I shook my head. “You mean Phil, the lecher who spent the entire time staring at your admittedly gorgeous legs. Not forgetting Henry, the guy who wanted to know all about you stripping on the front doorstep because you lost a bet.”

“Well, they asked, and I wanted to be friendly, so I answered.”

I could sense the conversation was veering off into dangerous ground, and we’d been there once already this week. I didn’t want to go there again.

“So, how was your shopping trip?”

“Good. Really good. I’ve brought most of it around so you can see it.”

“That’s what you meant by a fashion show, then.”

“Doh!” She rolled her eyes as I stated the obvious, but she smacked my chest when she realized I was just teasing her.”

“I’d love a fashion show. Come on let’s go through into the bedroom.”

“What so you can watch the fashion model getting changed? No chance, Buster. You stay here, and I’ll use your bedroom as my changing room. Understood?”

I pouted. She’d proved she knew me too well. As soon as she’d stripped out of her current outfit, or for that matter, even sooner than then, I’d have jumped her. She’d forestalled that.

She rose to her feet with the usual feline grace that would strain anybody’s self-control. Well, it strained mine.

“Sit. Stay!”

I raised an eyebrow at being given orders to like that, but she had that fabulous naughty smile on her face as she gathered up the carrier bags she’d stashed next to the couch and headed for my bedroom. She made sure to close the door behind her. That smile had promised me a lot more than just a fashion show. It was simply where the sex would be happening and when. Probably sooner rather than later.

For a couple of minutes, I let the internal debate rage, whether to wait for her or whether to interrupt her, throw her onto the bed, and ravage her. I was sure she wouldn’t object to the latter, but she’d set this evening up so carefully I knew there was the chance I’d be making a mistake. So I sat still and let her develop things her way. At least for now.

I heard the bedroom door open, and a moment later, her voice calling out. “Close your eyes.”

“Okay. Eyes are closed.”

“Your friends haven’t come back, have they?”

“No, of course not. Why?”

She giggled. “You'll see in a minute.”

I was good, I kept my eyes closed even as I heard the click of her heels as she crossed the room to stand in front of me. I guess she struck a pose before she spoke. “You can open them now.”

I was right. She’d struck a pose, but it wasn’t the pose that took my breath away, it was the outfit that took my breath away.

The white lace dress covered her from her neck down to mid-thigh. Not that she ever wore anything longer than that. Covered her, yes, but concealed her body, no, not by a long shot. There were far more holes in the lace than there was a pattern. Across her chest, there was a band of slightly denser patterns, but that couldn’t really hide her prominent nipples. Lower down, there was another band of slightly heavier lace, but that couldn’t manage to cover her womanhood. I couldn’t help it. I peered closer at the junction of my girlfriend’s legs, sure, I’d see her slit through the dress. I couldn’t.

Chloe giggled, knowing what I was looking for. “Flesh-colored thong, baby. Sorry to disappoint you.”

“You couldn’t disappoint me if you tried. That dress is amazing, with or without the thong.”

“Oh, you want to see it without the thong?” Her hands were in motion before she’d finished asking what was to her, a rhetorical question. Her hands flew up under the dress, pushing it high enough to reveal even more of her smoothly turned thighs. I licked my lips, which brought a slight flush to her cheeks, and then she pulled the thong down from underneath the dress. As she scissored her legs to get the thong to hit the floor, I could now see how revealing the dress really was. I could see everything.

“I was right, that dress defies description, it’s mind-blowing.”

She chuckled. “Actually, there’s an opaque layer to go underneath it, but I left that off, obviously.”

I just shook my head and then ostentatiously licked my lips again. Her smile broadened, obviously pleased that I liked the dress. Hell, after the week I’d had, she could have emerged in rags tied together with string, and I’d have loved the look. I put my hands on the couch on either side of my body to lever myself up. As fast as I was, Chloe was quicker. One moment, she’d been halfway across the room, the next, she was standing right in front of my knees, her hands reaching out to my shoulders to pin me in place.

“Sit still, baby.”

“On one condition.”

“Which is?” She quirked an eyebrow, but I knew she was kidding on the square. In her mind, I was either going to tell her to sit on my lap or take the dress off and sit on my lap.

“Sit.”

I didn’t want the dress off yet, I wanted a little play time first. I knew she’d appreciate that, too.

She swarmed into my lap with that beatific smile that told me she was getting turned on just by thinking about what would happen. Even before she’d completely straddled me, her hands were on both sides of my face, holding me still while her mouth descended on mine for a searing kiss. Just the kiss would have raised the dead. The fact she was grinding herself against my burgeoning hardon just confirmed everything for both of us. My hands had gone around her to hold her back but now dipped lower, pulling her ass toward me, making her grind harder still. She moaned into the kiss and then broke it, pulling back a little. Her expression had morphed from the earlier smile into a more serious look.

“What?”

“I want you to fuck me. More than anything, but I think we need to get something sorted first.”

I swallowed hard. “You mean the reason you walked away on Monday?”

She rolled her eyes. “You goose. I walked away on Monday to ensure we didn’t break up over a silly thing like that. I wanted to give us both some cool down time. I didn’t realize I’d paralyze you into not being able to message me. I’d have come over that night… just without the sexy clothes I purchased today.”

“I…”

She put her finger across my lips. “Shush. Now, I want both of us to make a simple promise.”

“Which is?”

“Nobody walks away, and nobody gets too scared to message or say what they really think. Okay?”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “Promise.”

“However, we do need to deal with one thing first. The thing that caused the problem in the first place.”

It was now obvious my sigh of relief had been a little premature.

“Meaning…”

“Meaning I want you to spank me, and spank me now.”

“Why?”

“Because it gets the elephant out of the room.”

“I don’t want to hurt you.”

She chuckled. “Silly, this isn’t going to hurt that much. I’m probably wired to enjoy it.”

“Still more pain than I want to inflict.”

“But still, we need to kill the subject stone dead. I mean it, baby. Get it over with, and then if you’re really, really good, I’ll let you kiss it better. In fact, one of my shopping purchases was a tube of cream for soothing sore skin. You can rub that in afterward.”

I shook my head. “I’m not spanking you that hard.”

She chuckled. “See, it wasn’t that hard, was it?”

“Huh?”

“Doh. Never make a lawyer, will you? By saying you’re not going to spank me that hard, you implied you are going to spank me. Concentrate, baby, concentrate.”

She gently disengaged my hands from her butt and slowly slid off my lap. Not for long, she was simply repositioning herself. One moment she’d been sitting on my lap, now, before I could stop her, she was lying across it, her beautiful butt cheeks pointing right up into my face. I wanted to do several things, several dirty things, to them, but spanking them wasn’t in my lexicon. It was very obvious it was in hers.

She wiggled around as her hands slid the hem of her dress higher. Slowly the backs of her thighs became more exposed, and then the bottom of her delightful ass. After a few more seconds, she had the dress worked up to her waist, exposing both globes to my eyes and, more importantly, from her point of view, my hands.

I swallowed hard and tried not to look down on those perfect globes lying there on my lap.

Chloe twisted so she could look up at me. “Just go ahead and do it, please, baby. I mean this. I want us to work past this, and this is the only way I know how. She lowered her voice to its huskiest tone. “I know you’re reluctant, but I will make it up to you for the rest of the night. You have my word on that.” She wriggled again, making her ass bounce on my lap.

I had to touch that exquisite butt, and my hands moved to smooth over her cheeks. I felt her wriggle under my touch and heard her sigh. I was pretty sure that if I reached between her currently closed legs, I’d find she was getting wet. Hell, she’d probably been wet since she’d put the dress on. That sigh definitely had a contented ring to it.

I didn’t want to do this, but Chloe was adamant, and I knew we needed to get our relationship back on track after the rocky road of this last week. I lifted my right hand into the air and paused, remembering the spanking videos I’d occasionally seen online. Then I brought it down so gently it hardly made a sound. I knew I’d made contact, but it didn’t sting in any way, shape, or form. It made her butt cheek ripple a little, but that died out very quickly. I was completely unprepared for Chloe’s reaction.

“Last fucking warning! That was not a spank. It wasn’t even a fucking love tap. If it doesn’t sting your palm, it isn’t a spank. If it doesn’t turn my ass a brighter shade of pink, and after several of them turn it red, it’s not a fucking spanking. I told you to spank me. Just fucking do it!”

Neither of us felt the need to be circumspect about our language when it came to the f-word. There were a couple of others I refrained from using, and Chloe seemed to prefer I didn’t, but the f-word was okay. Maybe not used that many times in a single tirade, though. If nothing else, that told me she was serious, she wanted a proper spanking. Her rationale for that seemed off, somehow, but I wasn’t in a position to argue, not without risking more than I was prepared to risk.

My hand rose again, and I put my other hand in the small of her back, more to steady her than restrain her. Again it was how I was supposed to do it according to the porn clips I’d watched out of morbid curiosity.

This time, I brought my hand down harder. The smack sound reverberated and echoed around the room. My palm stung, stung like fury, and I looked down as she gasped and writhed on my lap. There was a distinct red handprint forming on her butt.

I paused, not sure if I was supposed to do more or not. Chloe answered that question before I voiced it. “Again!”

Slap!

This time, I brought my hand down on her other cheek, evening up the two sides. To my eyes, it marred rather than improved the appearance of her ass. I brought my hand down to run over her ass once more, caressing it. She was trembling on my lap, her body reacting to my gentle touch. She shifted a little, letting her legs part. Again, in a porn scene, that was when I was supposed to slide my hand between her legs and coat my fingers with her moisture.

Chloe let out a long, low, burbling moan and shuddered on my lap. Her breathing was heavy, and I could feel her trembling.

“Enough?”

She sniffed. “Don’t be silly, of course not. Again, both sides.”

I finally understood what my parents had said on the few occasions they’d used physical chastisement when I’d been a small child. ‘This will hurt me more than you.’ It was seriously hurting me.

“You heard me. Again!” There was a determination in her voice, one I was struggling to understand. This spanking had to be hurting.

Slap! Slap!

Once more on each side, my palm stinging and her butt bouncing on my lap. This time, she did cry out, and her hands made a half-hearted attempt to come back to shield herself, but she stopped the movement before she got there. I waited for her to calm down, her gasping, panting breath echoing around the room in the same way as the sound of the spanking had. The handprints on each side now overlapped. She shifted once more, her legs parting further.

“Again!”

I bit my lip, an agony of indecision filling my mind. Still, she was adamant, so I had to act.

Slap! Slap!

She wailed this time, and I knew that the torture was over for the both of us. I could feel her sobbing, and it terrified me. Her ass had bloomed a bright red and had to be sore.

Taking my hand off her back, I quickly leaned forward and pushed my arm underneath her. I guess she knew I wasn’t going to do anymore and that I instinctively wanted to hold her. Quite how I managed to get her into a position where my arms were around her as I cradled her into my chest, I had no idea. Somehow, too, we’d managed to get her tilted so she was leaning on me and on her side, not sitting on her sore butt.

“You got what you wanted. Enough.”

I was surprised to find my shirt was getting wet. I tucked a finger under her chin and tilted her face up to look at me, finding she was crying. I’d made my girlfriend cry. The guilt of that crashed in on me, and before I could stop to think about it, a tear was running down my cheek, too.

We sat there for several minutes before she stirred, her fingers reaching to feel the flow of tears from my eyes. I sensed her wonder at the sight and feel of me sobbing over her.

“Promise me one thing.”

“What?”

“You never fucking ask me to do something like that to you again! Not once, not fucking ever!”

I could add expletives into a sentence just as much as she could.

She stretched up and planted a soft kiss on my lips. “I promise.”

After a moment, she giggled. “That hurt a lot more than I fucking expected.”

“Sorry.”

“No, it was my stupid idea. However, there is one thing I didn’t expect. I assumed what I’d seen in the porn clips was faked for the camera.”

“What?”

“I was so fucking turned on by it, it was all I could do not to cum as you spanked me.”

She kissed me again, and this time, the kiss went on for a long time.

She smiled into my eyes as she broke the kiss. “After you waited for me to make the first move, I guessed you were a keeper. Now, I know you are. You’re my keeper, and you’re not fucking going anywhere.”

“Other than one place, and you’re going with me.”

She quirked an eyebrow at me.

“My bed, now.”

She giggled. “Yes, boss.”


If you enjoyed this book,

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

Thank you in advance, I’d love to read your feedback.


Other Titles by Bridy McAvoy,

Tuesday Nights
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For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


Back To Work
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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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Derby Dates
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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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PA To The CEO
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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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Department Store Amy
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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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The Leah’s Lens Trilogy

[image: A book cover of a person's book  Description automatically generated]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

Previously available as three separate novels, the entire trilogy is gathered here in a single volume of over 150,000 words for one unbelievable price.

Leah’s Home Lens

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

Leah’s New Lens

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

Leah’s Long Lens

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Had he truly been the last to know?
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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

[image: A person in a black garment  Description automatically generated]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

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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