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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 7, Picking Challenge

Chloe looked over at me, and to be honest, she looked a bit pensive. It was as if she was worried about taking me home tomorrow to meet her mother. If anything, it was me who should have been, and actually was, anxious about that. A week later, when we flew on to my family, was when she ought to be worried, not this first visit. I knew she was looking forward to seeing her mother again, but something was eating at her.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m good.”

I shook my head and smiled. “Don’t kid a kidder.”

“Honestly, it’s not what you think.”

“Oh? I thought you were anxious about your mom taking an instant dislike to me.”

That earned me a fairly solid thump on my arm.

“It’s not that at all.”

“Then what?”

She sighed and sat thoughtfully quiet for a minute or so. I rubbed my arm where she’d hit me. She hadn’t hit me that hard, but it was a way of distracting her from whatever it was she was worrying about.

“Sorry.” She took over, rubbing my arm, and then cuddled underneath it as we sat on the couch. My bags were packed, and hers were standing just inside the door, too. She was staying over and she’d brought everything over from the dorm so we could grab an Uber in the morning straight to the airport from here. My housemates were currently out of the way, but we’d be sharing a pizza with them in a couple of hours. It was almost a going-away dinner for the four of us. Both my housemates were heading off in different directions, and when Chloe and I got back, the house would be ours, they would not be returning for the last semester.

“I guess I need to tell you about another story.”

“You don’t have to.”

“No, this one, I have to, you’ll probably hear about it from someone, or at least hints about it from someone around town.” She paused and grimaced. “Last summer, I caused a bit of a scandal, and more or less, the whole town heard about it. That didn’t bother me much, except my mother hearing about it and her constantly being reminded about it. That’s the embarrassment.”

“Another bet?”

She punched at my other arm, but I managed to pull it out of the way. She glared at me for that and then smiled. “Don’t jump ahead. Let me tell it my way.”

“Okay.”

* * * *

You remember the previous summer, a local company had been hiring students as additional temporary staff because their peak season was summer. Well, they were doing so again, and since I’d made such a good impression last time, I was hired on the spot for a summer office job.

There were about a dozen of us, only four who’d worked there before. We all had to do the orientation thing, even though four of us had experience. As a result, we were led through the whole place, and of course, as soon as we entered the warehouse, we were introduced to the senior staff, including Hank. He, of course, immediately recognized me, and his welcoming grin was as wide as possible. He caught my eye and, when nobody else was looking, gave me a very suggestive wink. His entire demeanor said, I’ve been there, had that, and I can have it again. I glared at him, but he was on his best behavior. Apart from the wink, he gave no sign he recognized or remembered me. I made a mental note to try and stay out of the warehouse as much as possible.

Once we’d completed the orientation tour, we were taken into the conference room and given lunch—a big change from the induction process the previous year. I wasn’t complaining, but the way the bosses circulated and talked to the students seemed a bit over the top.

When the remains of the lunch had been cleared away, what could I say? We were hungry students, and there wasn’t much waste, the head honcho came in and made a presentation to us.

It appeared the company had invested in a lot of high tech over the last few months. Most important of those were the handheld scanners they wanted to deploy in the warehouse. These cordless scanners had a simple color screen and a built-in barcode scanner. It was simple, read instructions, do what it said, scan a bar code, and repeat. There were barcode labels on every bin, and of course, already there on every product.

A simple process, they’d even mapped out the most efficient pick walk. So the screen said, go to bin B7D. Scan the bar code to confirm where you are. Pick so many of the products in the bin. Scan the barcode to confirm, then, it will give you the next location and so on. Once the order is complete, take your trolley to the packing station number, whichever, then collect an empty trolley, press the button to get given another order, and then repeat.

For the smaller orders, there was a slightly more complex version of the system that would allow the picker to pick several orders at the same time, but that hadn’t been implemented yet. The packing stations were all upgraded, too, working almost the same as the self-scanning checkouts in the big shops, complete with integrated scales. All told it was a very high-tech solution to what I already knew was a labor-intensive job—the most labor-intensive job in the place.

The boss was frank with us, we were being told this for a reason. They were getting a lot of pushback from the shop floor. The guys saw it as a skilled job, and this tech was taking a lot of the skill out of the job such that anyone could do it. As a result, their original intention of introducing it for this busy season had been pushed back. However, they were looking at using the system to drive volume up, not skilled labor down, replacing them with unskilled.

I guess some of the workforce were agitating to make sure the system didn’t work. Not directly sabotaging it but showing it up as inefficient. That’s where we came in. They were going to introduce this on a partial level and demonstrate the effectiveness of the system. So, although we’d been hired as office assistants, they wanted each of us to learn about this new system and then spend a day a week down in the warehouse using it alongside the existing workforce.

Look, I’m not stupid, I could see the problems inherent in that, but I think they’d reached the point where they’d pretty much try anything.

Once they’d shown the units were effective, they hoped that would win the permanent staff around. Secondly, once it had proved its worth, they were already developing the system to allow it to do all the other functions in the warehouse. It was supposed to end up being, if goods moved, scan where they came from, scan the goods, scan where they were put. Even scan the parcels out the door as the courier came to collect them. Furthermore, it was also designed to replace the stock-taking process I’d been involved in the previous year.

It was an ambitious attempt to modernize the company’s processes, and I could see my fellow students thought it was a good idea. There again, they didn’t have the extremely intimate knowledge that I had of several of the warehouse staff. I could see this was going to be a problem, but I couldn’t say that.

The existing staff had been told this was happening come what may and not to interfere, but I could see their worries, too. By the very nature that you were scanning your location every couple of minutes, the company would know exactly where every member of the warehouse staff was. If they didn’t scan anything for a few minutes, then the system would show them as inactive and unproductive. No more bunking off for a cigarette break or anything else. There was a definite hint of Big Brother about it. I’m not talking about the TV program, either. More shades of 1984 and all that.

Conversely, I later found out that the packing section had fully embraced the technology of the new packing stations, which, in and of itself, had reduced packing errors and sending wrong items out to customers by at least fifty percent. The scanners were where the pushback was coming. I seriously didn’t expect the pickers to follow the rules and let us prove the system. What made it worse for me was that the pickers were Hank’s team.

The rest of the afternoon was spent with the IT department demonstrating how to use the scanners. It was literally child's play—a case of monkey see, monkey do. The more I saw of the system, the more I understood the company's benefits from it, and the more I saw why the warehouse staff would see it as an attempt to deskill their jobs and ultimately streamline the workforce.

One of the IT guys was quite cute, and it was obvious from the get-go that he was flirting with me and me alone. A couple of the other girls thought that was funny, and I kept rolling my eyes at them when he wasn’t looking. They giggled, which drew his attention each time. I sighed. It felt like he wanted to ask me out, but there were company rules in place that even applied to temporary staff. What had happened with Hank and his buddies the year before had technically breached those same rules, but that was then. No way was I going to bring the wrath of the bosses down on my head by dating any of the office staff. Besides, he was the one who’d get hurt most.

Since I’d worked there before, as had Kim and Alex, and therefore had the best knowledge of the company and its products, we were chosen to do the first day. They had preselected twenty orders each, and we had to use the scanners and just follow the instructions. We were to dress accordingly for the warehouse, so after a quick chat, the three of us decided on jeans and tees rather than risk picking goods while wearing a skirt. My problem was that I didn’t own any baggy jeans.

When I turned up for work the following day, wearing my least skinny but still tight jeans, the other two were disapproving.

“I don’t own anything looser. We did say jeans.”

They both shrugged. Not that Kim could say that much, her t-shirt was a lot tighter than either mine or Alex’s. Since she was quite a big girl, her best asset was rather obvious.

As it turned out, Hank had been pretty canny, and he made sure his guys didn’t hassle us at all. That first day’s picking was a success, and from later feedback, we didn’t make a single error between us. We also had the twenty orders picked before lunch, so we were able to escape back to the offices and avoid having to eat in the warehouse cafeteria.

Each day for the rest of the week, the other teams of three had similar experiences, but one team made two errors, the rest matched our performance.

The next week was an office-only week because the IT department had identified a couple of areas with the scanner system that needed some work, refining rather than rewriting. So it had been two weeks since the first time we went back down onto the shop floor.

This time, we’d been given forty orders to pick, and they’d been chosen at random rather than handpicked to be easy ones. Mine and Alex’s were fine, but Kim had a problem with one of hers. That order was too large to fit on a single trolley, and she ended up having to leave the order halfway around and go grab a second trolley and then wheel two around with her to complete the order. Somehow, that experience resulted in no errors.

Again, Hank was playing a long game, and none of his people interfered with us all day. We sat on our own in the cafeteria to eat lunch, and although some of the guys looked our way, none of them approached us. It was actually quite lonely.

Apparently, the other teams got a little more hassle, but nothing that could be reported up the line. I guess that was Hank’s doing.

The same pattern continued for about a month, with only one more week of downtime while the IT department rebuilt the system to deal with some issues we’d exposed.

The next week was the week the shit hit the fan. Since it was the week after the scheduled system downtime, I forgot all about wearing jeans, so I rocked up to work wearing my more usual work outfit. A shortish skirt and a blouse with kitten heels, not the jeans, tee, and sneakers I’d been wearing in the warehouse. By the time I remembered, it was too late to change. Worse was to follow because they had checked the picking performance statistics, and I’d been the clear winner. As I said, it was a monkey see, monkey do system, and I’d just followed it.

Therefore, I was asked to carry on while Hank and his top guy were assigned to take Kim and Alex’s place. This was the company’s way of starting to ease the existing team into doing the job the new way.

By now, we’d managed to speed up, and we were picking upward of seventy orders a day, and they weren’t pre-selecting any of those for us. They were careful to ensure we didn’t have any large orders to pick, but other than that, no selection at all. The next week, they were going to start the multi-picking system for the small orders, but that was by the by for me. I didn’t last that long.

For the first hour, everything went okay. Hank was meticulously polite, as was his other guy, Jerome. The other pickers gave us a wide berth. The three of us always started at what was regarded as the optimum starting point for the pick walk, and we always seemed to finish picking an order at the same time as each other. That was obviously a Hank ploy, but I didn’t twig that at the time.

Each time we met there and waited for the system to send us a new order, we exchanged a few words. Hank wasn’t suggestive or anything, but he had that look in his eye. That been there, had that, want it again, I can have it again kind of look. Jerome didn’t take much part in the conversation, but even though he wasn’t leering, he did spend a lot of time seeming to undress me with his eyes. Whether Hank had told him what had happened the previous summer, I don’t know, it wasn’t making me uncomfortable, but it was noticeable.

At the end of the next hour, Hank struck.

“So, you think this system is good, yeah?”

“I couldn’t pass that judgment, but it works. It’s up to others to say if it works well.”

“The bosses seem to think it’s the dog’s balls. Stop being diplomatic.”

“I’m not.” I glared at him, but Jerome arrived a moment later and stood behind me, chuckling softly.

“But you think the system works.”

I shrugged. “I’ve picked hundreds of orders, and before they gave me one of these, I had no idea where to find anything down here.”

“See, deskilling the workforce, Jer.”

“It’s not a matter of deskilling. Can’t you see, it’s about making things more efficient and growing the company?”

“See, trots out the company propaganda.”

“Who got out of the bed on the wrong side this morning?”

Hank just grinned. “Not me. I’m all good. Come on, time to pick. Need to get these orders out today.”

We’d all been delivered a new order to pick, and we set off, Jerome in one direction, Hank and me side by side.

“You’re looking good, Chloe.”

“Thank you.”

“Still dynamite under those clothes, I bet.”

“That’s inappropriate.”

“Now, who’s got out of the bed on the wrong side? If you were in my bed, I wouldn’t even get out of it, let alone let you get out of it.”

I shivered, but the memories of what had happened the year before resurfaced in my head, and as Hank went in one direction, I found myself remembering performing on stage for him and his cronies and what had happened afterward. I could feel myself getting hot and bothered at the memories. Not the idea of doing it again, just the idea of what had happened.

This time, when I finished my order, I looked across at the place where they stored the empty trolleys. Sure enough, Hank and Jerome had already delivered their full trolleys and were in the process of booking out another empty one. They loitered until I walked over to them.

“Seriously, guys?”

Hank chuckled, and Jerome managed to look abashed, but neither of them was repentant as we walked back up the length of the warehouse.

“Been telling Jerome here a tale about one of the students we had here last year. He didn’t believe me.”

I couldn’t stop myself from reacting. I gasped, and then as Jerome stared at me, I blushed beet red while Hank had to hold onto his trolley to save himself from falling over. He was laughing so hard.

“It is true. It was you!”

“Stop it. Hank’s about to find out what being folded into a human pretzel feels like.”

I collected my next order on my scanner and stalked off, my back ramrod straight and hopefully radiating disapproval. Since they were both seasoned and experienced employees, they knew where they could dodge between rows to short-circuit the pick walk, and once more, they finished before I did and then waited for me.

I’d managed to recover from my overreaction, but the memories of what had happened were still floating around in my skull. I couldn’t deny it had remained one of the sexual highlights of my life up to that point.

“So Chloe, fancy another trip to Harry’s bar?”

I sighed and glared at Hank. “Seeing, as I’ve walked past it every day for a month and noticed it’s shuttered and the windows have been put in, no, not really. What happened to Harry?”

Hank shrugged. “Heart attack, I guess. Poor guy went quick. His nephew inherited it and wanted to knock it down and build some swanky apartments, so he closed the bar down. Derelict now because the city won’t approve his plans, which is against zoning laws.”

“Sorry.”

“Hey, he went quick, that’s no bad thing. Pity about the bar. I guess we’ll just have to get you all alone in Aisle Q, won’t we?”

“In your dreams.” The warehouse had seventeen aisles labeled, a trite unimaginatively, A through to Q. Q was the aisle at the back, right up against the back wall, and they kept the heavy tote bags there. Since the windows were on the other end wall, that area was the darkest in the warehouse. Not dark, but the dimmest and the least visited.

“Oh, most definitely in my dreams.” His chuckle had me blushing again.

Of course, my next order took me into that aisle, and just being there made me blush again. Once more, we met up at the start of the pick walk.

“So, are you going to give us a repeat performance, or are we going to have to get you to lose a bet to get you to do it?”

I sighed. He was getting more and more blatant about what he was after. “Neither. Not happening.”

The problem for me was meeting up with him about every ten to fifteen minutes was reminding me of what had happened in Harry’s bar that afternoon. Just the memories of that were enough tog et me hot under the collar. Inside my bra, my nipples were hard and aching, while below the waist, I was hot and uncomfortable, a sure sign my panties were getting moist. Looking back, I suspect Hank had detected my arousal, since I was wearing a skirt, the scent of my arousal was wafting up in the direction of his nose any time we were close. He was, of course, engineering things, so we were close quite often.

He took my refusal in his stride. He was nothing if not persistent. “What shall we bet on?”

“I’m not betting.”

The next time we met up, Jerome was missing. I assumed he’d had to go for a comfort break, but I was to find out he was busy doing something else.

“Ready to rock and roll, Chloe?”

“No. This is getting to be harassment.”

“Nah. We’re just having some fun. Perhaps not as much fun as we could have, but it’s still fun.”

I just gave him a level glare, but it bounced off him. I pressed the button and downloaded my next order. Lo and behold, the first item to pick was location Q One, Right, Four. So that was the first location on the Q aisle, in the very corner of the warehouse. Right specified it was to your right, obviously, and four was the vertical tier. Up at head level for me and shoulder level for most of the guys.

I sighed and headed in that direction, conscious of the squeaky wheel on Hanks's trolley right behind me. “Don’t worry, I’m going to Q three.” I knew the thinking behind picking the bags first. This way, you didn’t put the heavy bag on top of the lighter and crushable clothing. It made logical sense, so I didn’t think too much about it until I turned into the Q aisle and headed for the corner. There was a pile of boxes blocking about two-thirds of the width of the aisle. Then, as I got right into the corner, the side approach aisle was blocked by a pile of boxes as if someone was about to restock those locations, too. The pile was four boxes high, about eight feet high, effectively blocking off any sight from that direction. It happened, so I didn’t pay it any attention beyond noticing they were there.

As I reached up to grab the bag I needed, I felt Hank put his hands on my hips. “Let me help.”

It was awkward to get to that level, so having him help was actually good. “Thank you.”

As I pulled the bag down and turned to put the bag on my trolley, I noticed Hank hadn’t let go.

I glanced down at his hands and then up into his face. His devilish grin was back.

“Thank you, I’m okay now.”

He reluctantly let go, and I scanned the tag on the bag to tell the system I’d picked it. The scanner beeped and then fritzed. The whole system had just gone down.

“Shit!”

Hank looked at his own scanner and shrugged. “Mine’s frozen, too.”

“And mine.” Jerome appeared from behind Hank’s shoulder.

The rules the IT department had drummed into us were if the system stalls, stay where you are. They’d spot it, rectify the problem, and reboot it. It should take no more than ten minutes, so stay where you are, the system will start back up exactly where it left off. It made sense from an IT perspective. It made rather less sense from my perspective in my current situation. All three of us were in one place, in the worst-lit corner of the warehouse, and blocked off from the sight of anyone else in the warehouse. None of us had anything productive to do, and we had instructions to stay right where we were. To say that ran up some red flags in my head was one thing, but acting on them was another.

Unfortunately, Hank’s continual bantering hints about the previous year, and that perpetual been there, had that, can have it again, expression had been working on my psyche. I was a mental and emotional wreck. Half of me screaming to get out of there, half of me wanting to find out if Hank was going to make a move on me, take advantage of the opportunity the IT crash had foisted on him. I didn’t think he’d have much time, after all, he couldn’t get very far in ten minutes, could he? Still, the fantasies his words had built on the memories of the previous summer had worked their magic on my body. I wasn’t sure I’d even want to resist if he put a move on me, even with the other guy there.

Hank moved close, and I knew he was going to try something, but I didn’t make any attempt to get away. I have no idea why not, I could have escaped their clutches easily enough. Well, at that moment, I could have. Hank ran his fingertips softly down my cheek, holding my gaze.

“Jerome, the boxes.”

Jerome moved to the wall of boxes that half-blocked the aisle. A moment later he was manhandling what I now saw was a second layer of boxes into the gap. I gasped, within a very short time, this entire corner would be walled off from the rest of the warehouse.

“What are you doing?”

“What do you think we’re doing?” Hank chuckled. A moment later, the buzzer went off, telling everyone in the warehouse it was now lunch break.

I just stared into Hank’s eyes as he grinned at me. Everything fell into place except for the IT glitch. They’d planned this, somehow, they’d made sure I got an order that required a pick in this corner and had carefully timed and staged everything so we’d have the warehouse to ourselves. The timing was too cute, so it was a deliberate setup rather than a coincidence. That meant someone in the IT department was in on it, too, but why? What did they have to gain from it?

All these thoughts were running through my mind at a million miles a minute. Jerome finished building the wall of cartons that shielded us from view, even though the warehouse was now empty. My breathing had quickened, and I could feel myself reacting to the situation. My face felt hot, so I was probably flushed, but I didn’t think that was embarrassment. As Hank stepped closer still, I knew he didn’t think that either.

All the thinking, everything whirling around in my head, simply made me a sucker for his next move. He closed the distance between us and kissed me, his hand rising to cup my breast through my blouse. He wasn’t hanging around. I could see Jerome craning his neck to watch closely. Hank’s tongue flicked out to caress my lips. For some reason, I opened my mouth and accepted his tongue entering my mouth, and I have no idea why I did that.

“Told you she’d be up for this.” I shuddered at Hank’s words as he broke the kiss. My chest heaved for air as he took a step back and brought both hands to the top of the button band of my blouse.

“Who says I’m up for anything.”

“Your body does, sweetie. It’s remembering last summer. You absolutely loved getting naked for me and my buddies then, and you’re going to again right now. Now be nice and reach up behind you and grab the rail above your head.”

I tried not to shiver as I stared at him. He’d found the trigger for my submissive streak. You know I’m not into the lifestyle, but I can really enjoy, sometimes, being told what to do. Even before he finished speaking my hands were reaching for the rail on the racking above my head. Wrapping my hands around it, I watched as his fingers worked down the button band on my top, slowly undoing the buttons. After each one, he paused and gently spread my blouse open. After three or four buttons, he was exposing my cleavage and then even more of it with every successive button. His grin widened as I made no protest about what he was doing. He now knew I was, quite literally, his for the taking. Jerome moved closer, and I could see the lust building in his eyes. I was about to be had by both of them.

“You like this, don’t you, sweetie? You like the danger element.”

“Danger?”

“Getting caught.”

I gasped, they’d set this up so well I hadn’t really been thinking about that. Although the clear lines of sight were blocked, as I peered around, I could see there were gaps on some of the shelves that allowed a partial vision of what was happening. I moaned softly, finding that exposure to the risk of being seen heightened my arousal.

I was turned on big time. There was no way in my mind that I was going to let this happen. My body had other ideas. My panties contained a swamp, I was so wet, I could feel it soaking into my underwear. My nipples were scratching against the cups of my bra, desperate to be freed.

He’d finished unbuttoning my blouse now, exposing my cleavage, the center strap of my bra, and a swathe of my stomach. Hank leaned in and kissed me again, then shifted his focus, moving his lips down past my chin onto the upper slope of my left breast. I moaned and thrust my chest forward, further confirming to him I was ready for this.

“Loosen her skirt and pull it down.”

I moaned again but felt Jerome’s fingers on the side of my waist as he undid the zip. Hank waited for the skirt to loosen before he gently pulled the blouse clear of the waistband. “Lower your arms for a minute, sweetie. Can’t strip you naked with your hands there.”

I almost lost it when he said the word naked. The idea I’d be right here, in my workplace while naked, was a huge turn-on, a fantasy I’d never even thought about fulfilling. Everything about this was so wrong, so perverted, and so dangerous that I was having to squeeze my muscles together to stop myself from climaxing.

Jerome slowly drew the skirt down from my waist, exposing my underwear. At the same time, with Hank’s encouragement, I lowered my arms, and he drew my blouse down over my elbows and then off and away. He dropped it onto the goods on the rack behind me rather than the floor. Jerome slowly eased my skirt down to my ankles and then, as I lifted one leg at a time, lifted it clear. He, too, was nice to me by not letting the skirt touch the floor. As he straightened up, he tossed it on top of my blouse. Hank moved back in, his fingers reaching for the shoulder straps of my bra.

“Let’s get these down before you put your hands back up there, hey?”

I stood passively, my chest heaving as I fought for breath, as he drew the shoulder straps down as far as my elbows. I even bent my arms to help him untangle them from my arms.

“Good girl. Now grab that rail again. Then I want to see some tits.”

I shuddered. I didn’t like that kind of language, but somehow, in this situation, it was turning me on even more. I moaned but lifted my hands up to the rail on either side of my head and held on. Hank kissed me again, a searing tongue kiss that left me totally breathless. My head hung down as I gasped for air, but in part, it was also to watch as he reached around behind me and unbuckled my bra.

I whimpered as he let go of the strap, but the garment caught on my turgid nipples and wouldn’t let gravity take it down.

“See, told you she was naturally stacked, no padding for this girl. She doesn’t need it.”

A moment later, his hand snaked out, grasped the center strap, and yanked the bra away, leaving my chest fully exposed.

“Fuck, you weren’t wrong. She’s gorgeous.”

It was the first time Jerome had spoken for some time, and I shivered at the implications of his compliment. Even so, I arched my back, pushing my breasts out toward them. After a moment of stunned silence following Jerome’s words, They both reached out and cupped one breast each. Jerome was quite gentle, while Hank was much rougher. He grabbed my nipple and twisted it, pinching at the same time until I let out a yelp.

“Too rough?”

I shook my head.

“Good girl.” He lowered his head and sucked the nipple between his teeth while Jerome mirrored his movement with my other breast. Hank bit down a little, making me squirm. Jerome simply closed his teeth around the nipple in his mouth to prevent my squirming.

After a few seconds of exquisite torture, Hank stood back and gently touched Jerome’s shoulder to get him to back off, too.

“Panties now. Take them off for us, sweetie.”

I sniffed and tried for one final act of defiance, knowing it wouldn’t work but trying anyway. “A lady doesn’t remove her underwear in front of a gentleman.”

Hank chuckled. “There are three things wrong with that statement. One, there's more than one of us, two, neither of us are gentlemen, and three, perhaps the most important one, you’re no lady. No, you’re no lady, you’re our slut. And sluts remove their underwear when they’re told. Assuming they’re wearing any in the first place. Which, after today you won’t be when you’re working down here. No more jeans, either. Short skirts, commando is the order of the day.”

I let out a low, earthy moan but let go of the rail above my hand and snaked my hands down my flanks, tucking my thumbs into the waistband of my last remaining clothing. Okay, I was still wearing my shoes, but they didn’t cover anything important.

My panties stuck to me as I tried to ease them clear of the top of my thighs. That caused Hank to chuckle and my cheeks to flare red with embarrassment.

Then they were down around my knees, and both pairs of eyes were fixated on my mound. They couldn’t see that much yet because I kept my legs together as I bent over to work my underwear down my leg. Hank held his hand out, so as I worked them off over one foot at a time, I knew he wanted the damp piece of lace. That just added to my embarrassment, but once I straightened up, I handed them to him before reaching back up for the rail above me and resuming my position without being told.

Hank grinned as he felt the handful of moist lace. “See, mate, she’s wet and gagging for it. Legs apart, girlie, let’s see how wet you really are.”

Once I spread my legs apart, they’d be able to see everything. I moaned but did as he said, knowing they could see the smooth pussy I’d shaved only the day before.

Hank didn’t waste any time letting himself or Jerome enjoy the view, he stepped forward, his hand dropping to the inside of my thigh and then smoothing upward toward its target. I moaned again, trying to maintain my self-control but fighting a losing battle. He ran his finger over my slit and then pushed one finger into me.

I jerked and gasped at the contact, my entire body starting to shake.

“Cumming already?”

I couldn’t believe it either, he’d only just touched me, but he was right, the orgasm rolled over me like a freight train. It was a damned good job he’d got me to grip the rail above my head. Without that to hang onto, my legs would have collapsed, depositing me on the floor in a quivering, shaking mess.

Hank chuckled as my pussy gripped his finger. “Must have needed that one.”

I guess his other hand was busy, but I wasn’t watching that or listening for his movements, I was just concentrating on staying upright. I thought he might have been undoing his fly, but he was doing something else as he crouched down to bring his face down to the right in front of my mound. He pulled his finger out and then brought his other hand up. Before I realized what the kinky shit was doing, he was feeding my own panties inside my slit. It was the strangest feeling. Yes, I’d seen it done in porn clips, but I never had it done to me. The soft fabric was eased in with a finger, then the finger withdrew only to thrust back in, carrying even more of the fabric with it. It felt strange, both full and not full at the same time. I tried to lean forward to see what he was doing, to see how much of the fabric was inside me and how much was obscenely dangling down. Jerome prevented that, capturing my lips in a searing kiss as his hand closed over my right breast.

Hank must have done as much as he wanted to with my underwear because he leaned in close and ran the flat of his tongue over my clit. Having one man’s tongue in my mouth and another on my clit was too much, especially with the strange feeling of being stuffed with soft fabric inside my channel. I came for the second time in two minutes, my entire body shaking and trembling. At least Jerome’s mouth muffled my shouts and squeals, even if there was nobody around to hear me.

I felt Hank slowly pull my underwear out, knowing what had just happened had converted them to a soggy ball of wet lace, one I couldn’t put back on. I shuddered and watched as Hank straightened up and then thrust his groin toward me. The feel of his naked cock branded itself against my belly. The bastard had obviously also undone his fly. He lined himself up, flexed his hips, and then reached around and grabbed my butt, lifting me into the air. As he impaled himself inside me, my legs automatically wrapped around his hips. I was so wet from two climaxes I didn’t need to worry about lubrication. He simply sank all the way up me without any resistance from my slick channel.

There wasn’t going to be any finesse here, he simply fucked me with powerful strokes that had my heels banging against his butt. I gripped the rail above my head, straining to support my own weight as his fingers dug into my ass as he too strained to hold me up. The whole situation was one that couldn’t last. I knew the guy was strong, but the teasing, the stripping, and the way I’d cum on his fingers as well as his tongue had severely weakened his stamina.

As a result, when he grunted and straightened up with one last almighty thrust, it was a relief as his cock started to throb buried deep inside me.

I felt every spurt, and then he slowly dipped as my legs unwrapped from around him. He made sure I could stand before he pulled all the way out and stepped away from me. He was red in the face and panting from the exertion. I guessed I was, too, but I was only halfway done. Or rather, I’d only been done halfway. There was no way in the world that Jerome wouldn’t want his turn, and to be honest, there was no way I was going to refuse him a crack at my naked body.

I flexed my hands and then grabbed the rail again, aware there was a line of Hank’s cum running down the inside of my thigh. I assumed Jerome would want the same, but he proved me wrong. He gently tugged on me until I let go of the rail and then turned me around, pushing my head down on top of a pile of sports bags. My legs automatically splayed apart to give myself some support, and then he was behind me, and I could feel his cock pressing against my leg.

“Not anal.”

He chuckled. “That’s okay, this is just doggie. I go in further that way.”

I shuddered at that. Unlike Hank, who’d had me the year before, I had no idea if Jerome was average size, or small, or, God forbid, big. Thankfully, I quickly found out he was simply average, if maybe a little thicker than normal.

With everything that had gone on before, and with him watching Hank fuck me, I didn’t expect him to last long, nor did I expect to cum again. In fact, Jerome proved me wrong, his stamina was quite something, and I, in fact, came again a minute or so before he emptied himself in me.

I struggled to regain control of my breathing and then straightened up, stretching out the kinks as the two men went to work around me. Jerome quickly demolished one of the walls of boxes to allow us out while Hank solemnly helped me get dressed. Of course, that didn’t take long, especially as my panties weren’t anywhere to be seen. He fastened my bra for me and then helped me button my blouse over it before offering me a single tissue from his pocket to let me clean up a little before helping me into my skirt. The tissue didn’t achieve much, but at least I was able to partially wipe the disgusting mess off.

A couple of minutes later, the buzzer went off, signaling the end of lunch. I grabbed my scanner and checked it was working again. Jermone disappeared in one direction, and then Hank blew me a kiss and disappeared in the other direction.

Although I needed to clean up, I also needed to make up for a little lost time on the queue of orders for me. Rather than go and sulk in the restroom, I carried on, letting myself air dry, I guess.

An hour later, someone tapped me on my shoulder. It was Kim who should have been working the shift with me.

“They want you in HR, now. I’m to take over.”

“Oh, okay.”

I logged out of the scanner and handed it to her. All she had to do was log in and it would take over from exactly where I’d left it.

I headed back to the offices, fully conscious of the fact I was both commando and in a disgusting state between my legs.

When I got there, I was in for a shock. The HR director was waiting for me in the conference room. Flanking him were the warehouse manager, Hank’s boss, and the CEO, to whom I’d previously only spoken a few words. This looked like trouble, and if it was trouble, then it had to be associated with what had just happened.

“Please take a seat.” The HR woman smiled at me and then nodded to the CEO. It was a bit surprising but he was the one that got up and walked around behind me and closed the blinds so nobody could see in.

“So that you know why you’re here. I assure you, this is not for anybody’s titivation.” She pressed a button on the remote control in front of her, and immediately, the large screen TV came to life at the end of the room. There on screen was a picture of me with Jerome’s mouth on mine and Hank crouching down between my naked legs. Although it was shot from quite a high angle, it was obvious it was me, obvious who the guys were, and equally obvious what we were doing.

“Fuck!” The word came out of my mouth before I stopped to think about it. Thankfully, she hit the button again, and the TV went dark. At least it didn’t pause on a freeze frame showing my O face, which it would have done a few seconds later if she’d let it run.

I turned my horror-struck face in the direction of the three people who’d just watched me witnessing what I’d done at lunchtime.

“I have a simple question for you, Chloe.” She was being incredibly nice. “Was that, or any of that non-consensual?”

I took a deep breath, but she continued before I could speak. “If it was nonconsensual, then you have to know we are entirely on your side. We will call the Sherriff and report a rape. However, that will mean you being taken to a hospital so they can perform a rape kit test on you and do a thorough physical and highly personal examination of you, and that video will have to be seen in court.”

I shuddered.

“How, how did you…?”

“Please, Chloe, answer the question.”

I took a deep breath, knowing I was throwing my job on the fire, but I couldn’t accuse the two guys of rape when it wasn’t. If they had a video of the whole thing, that would be clear, as would the fact I’d cum three times. It was just so fucking embarrassing facing the woman and her two male colleagues.

“No, it was consensual.”

She nodded. “I thought so.” However, her smile remained gentle, and I noticed the two guys relaxed too. They hadn’t said anything yet.

“It might have been consensual, but when I explain things to you, you are at liberty to change your mind.”

“Explain?”

“Well, it appears you might have consented to the sex, but you are still a victim here. There was quite a conspiracy going on, and you were the target of said conspiracy.”

“I see, only I don’t…”

“When we had the new picking scanners installed, we had to install transmitters for the wireless signal. Those are up in the ceiling at several points in the warehouse. We also, openly, I might add, and without any secrecy, installed CCTV cameras in the same locations. The entire warehouse knows this, and so does the IT team. Scott, the lead IT guy on the scanner system, fancied you like mad. I guess he tried it on with you at the training, and you knocked him back. Good for you, he’s actually a bit of a creep. Anyway, he knew Hank was lusting for you, too, so he and Hank set something up.

He altered the picking priorities to delay two particular orders so that just before the lunchtime bell, you and he would be picking in adjacent bins in that corner of the warehouse. He froze the system at the precise moment he wanted to and then took direct control of the camera above that point. From what he said when he confessed, by the way, he sang like a canary when he was confronted. He had every intention of using the footage to blackmail you into doing something with him.

“Bastard!”

“Yeah. Well, what he didn’t know is we have a tracing system installed by the manufacturer of the cameras that lets us know when someone takes control of a camera and makes a recording that they can’t touch. That’s the recording we just played a segment of. We also had evidence that his PC had control of the camera, which is why, for parts of the video, it zooms and pans around.”

I gasped but just stared at her.

“He didn’t know we could do that, and we were alerted to what was happening within minutes. We couldn’t approach the warehouse. First, we took down Scott instead and were heading to the warehouse when the buzzer went, and you all returned to your jobs. From the moment we confronted him, Scott knew the jig was up, and he tried to give himself a little credit by confessing all the gory details. So, you still want to consider it consensual?”

I had to think fast. If I made a complaint, I was going to have to defend that complaint in court. That would be a major scandal, and I’m not sure I’d be able to show my face around town again for a while afterward.  Secondly, I’m not sure how I’d feel if my mother saw that film. Definitely ashamed for one thing, more like mortified. I couldn’t do that, even though Scott and Hank had a lot to answer for.

“Where are Scott, Hank, and Jerome now?”

“Hank and Jerome are still working. Scott is sitting in the IT manager’s office, waiting to see what will happen. All three will have their employment terminated on the spot, but we wanted to talk to you first. If you claim it was nonconsensual, then the Sheriff will be dealing with it from here on. If you say consensual, then they will be fired, and we will draw a line under it. That video will be deleted, and no copy will be kept. We’ve already confiscated the personal copy Scott made to blackmail you with. No other copy exists.” She pointed to the memory stick lying on the table. I guessed that was Scott’s copy.

I listened to her describing what had gone down. My overriding feeling was one of rage. Yes, the actual sex had been consensual, but only in a highly nonconsensual situation. I’d enjoyed it, but I now knew I’d been maneuvered and manipulated into that, and I felt very dirty and unclean as a result. I had been used! I could feel the anger bubbling up, and they waited patiently to let me get myself under control once more.

Still, the downsides of saying it was nonconsensual rather than consensual were pretty dire, a very public shaming. I didn’t want to put myself through that, and I especially didn’t want to put my mother through that.

“It might have been a set-up, but I can’t say anything other than it was consensual.”

The CEO smiled at me.” Are you sure about that?”

“Yeah.”

“Very well. I’m pleased we don’t have to get the police involved. However, I started to lose count of the number of code of conduct violations involved.”

I’d been right, my job had been toast since before I’d even walked into the room.

“We, therefore, have no alternative than to terminate your employment…”

At that point, I tuned them out. I’d expected no less from the moment they played that dammed video.

At least, since it was more the other’s fault than mine, they cut me a cheque for my wages up to the end of the month and paid that in lieu of notice. They even provided me with an Uber, which they paid for on the company account to take me home. However, the HR director herself gathered up my stuff, and I didn’t get a chance to say goodbye to anyone. Twenty minutes later, I was deposited at home by the driver and faced the rest of a long summer on my own once more.

* * * *

“That was one hell of an experience.”

Chloe nodded and gave me a weak smile. I put my arm back around her shoulders and cuddled her close.

“One thing bothers me, though.”

“What?”

I could sense the dangerous undercurrent in her tone. I had to tread lightly here.

“Seeing as they clearly swept everything under the carpet and kept everything on the down low, how come it became a scandal?”

Chloe relaxed, she’d obviously assumed I was going to question something else.

“I think the company made one mistake. While they made Scott sign an NDR to ensure his silence as the ringleader and they did something similar with Hank. Either that or Hank was too much of a gentleman to show and tell, they neglected to do that with Jerome. He’d been roped into it by Hank rather than being an instigator. He didn’t feel the need to keep quiet, so he talked about it a lot. By the end of the next week, the story was all over town. I’d had the embarrassing conversation with my mom over why I’d been fired, but I’d played down a lot of the details. For example, I hadn’t told her about the video evidence or the fact there were two of them. The knowledge of that, but thankfully not the actual video, was now spread all over town, and whenever I went anywhere, people were pointing. My second conversation with my mom was even more embarrassing than the first. I hate disappointing her.”

“I can understand that.”

“Anyway, in the end, I cut and ran and came back to college a couple of weeks early. Luckily, my room was available that early, and I managed to get a good head start on my reading list for this year. I pulled my horns in socially and concentrated on my studies.” She paused and chuckled. “I think it was only the second time I went out for a drink that I met you.”

I gave my own chuckle. “I guess I have something to thank Scott and Hank and even Jerome for.”

“What?” She glared at me.

“Because without them, I might not have met you. You’d have been out painting the town red and probably wearing a ridiculously sexy dress to go to the autumn ball you missed this year.”

She relaxed under my arm again. “You know, maybe you’re right. Maybe I’ll tell Hank and Jerome that if I ever run into them. Might break their arms for them first, but I’d still say thank you.”

“And Scott?”

“I’ll break his fucking arms and legs, the nasty little bastard.”

* * * *

I was surprised when her mom picked us up at the airport. Chloe didn’t warn me about that until after we’d landed. I’d intended for us to get an Uber and get him to stop on the way at a florist, but Chloe and her mom put the mockers on that for me, and all I could do was grin and bear it.

That wasn’t the only surprise. I’d expected to be sleeping in the spare room, but no, her mom had no objection to us sharing Chloe’s room. We had a nice dinner that night and then had an early night. Her mom seemed to have this perpetually amused expression on her face and seemed genuinely to like me. Even Chloe noticed, but we were both tired out after the flight and the college-related stress of the last couple of weeks.

The following morning, I snuck out of bed and pulled on my jeans and a tee without waking Chloe, who seemed dead to the world. Of course, when I arrived downstairs, I wasn’t the first one up. Her mom was already cleaning the kitchen after her own breakfast.

She pointed to the coffee pot.

“Please.”

I moved to get it myself, but she wagged a finger at me. “My kitchen, my rules. Coffee first, and then we’ll sort out breakfast.”

“Thank you.”

She had that same amused smile playing on the corners of her mouth, but I wasn’t sure why.

“Did you sleep well?”

“Thank you, yes. It’s much quieter here than it is next to the campus.”

“And I gather you want Chloe to move in with you for your final semester.”

She laughed at my surprised expression.

“What, you don’t think she’d talk to her mother about that kind of decision?”

I swallowed hard, took a sip of my coffee, and then frantically blew on it so my next sip didn’t scald my lips.

“That’s not it.”

“Then what? I’m just as easy to talk to as my daughter.”

I took a deep breath.

“Actually, I have a question for you.”

“For me?”

“Yes, for you. One, I needed to wait until Chloe wasn’t around so I could ask it in private.”

“I’m intrigued.” That smile was a little wider now, and I was pretty sure she knew what I was about to ask.

I had to ask it, though, and I definitely didn’t want to get tongue-tied while I did.

“I wanted to ask…”

I took another deep breath.

“No, let me try again. I want to ask you if I have your permission to ask Chloe to marry me.”

Her smile widened. “I wondered if that was why you came down with her this break.”

I nodded, she’d seen through me completely.

“I guess I need to ask a couple of questions. Do you have the means to support my daughter? To keep her in the manner to which she is accustomed? Sorry, that’s a very stilted question.”

“It’s a good one, though. My answer is an unequivocal yes. I already have a job lined up for when I leave college. One with a good salary and good prospects for rapid advancement. One that wouldn’t put any barriers in the way of Chloe pursuing her own career.”

“And you don’t think this is a bit too soon?”

“No. I’m certain, and I believe she is, too. Not that I’m taking her for granted.”

“And if she says no?”

I swallowed hard, but my answer was clear and clean. “I won’t impose on your hospitality.”

She nodded. “I think you can tell I was expecting that question.”

“I kind of guessed.”

“Now, how and when do you intend to pop your question to the person whose answer really matters?”

“I was thinking you could tell me the nicest restaurant to take her to tonight?”

“Ah.”

“So you can organize things with the maitre’d before you get there?”

“Yep.”

“I don’t think that will be necessary.”

“Why not?”

Her grin widened once more.

“Because my tricksy daughter followed you downstairs and has been standing in the doorway listening to every word of the entire conversation.”

I spun around, and sure enough, Chloe was standing there, her hand over her mouth, her eyes shining with either unshed tears or pure excitement.

My mouth dropped open, and then Chloe, realizing I’d seen her, simply launched herself across the intervening space. I don’t think her bare feet touched the floor as she landed in my lap, smothering my face with one of her rains of little kisses. Somewhere in the middle of those was another flurry, this time of words.

“Yes, yes, a thousand times, yes.”

It was quite some time before we both surfaced for some air.

Her mom looked straight at me. “Well, it might seem a bit overdramatic for a formal proposal, but I think there’s still the right time and place for it.”

I gently disengaged Chloe from my lap and rose to my feet, sinking to one knee in front of her.

“Chloe, will you do me the distinct and singular honor of agreeing to be my wife…”

She looked me straight in the eye and sniffed. “I’ll think about it.”

My smile wavered, but she couldn’t keep up the pretense. After all, she’d just said yes, albeit more informally. Her straight-lipped look broke into an immense grin.

“Yes, you big oaf, yes, yes, YES!”

Chloe hugged me, and her mom hugged both of us. Chloe was in tears, and her mom was in tears. To be honest, I was in tears, too. Not that any of us stopped smiling.

After a couple of minutes, her mom moved over to the sink to continue preparing a batch of pancakes. I turned to my fiancé and whispered in her ear.

“You just made a bet.”

“I did?”

“Yeah, the bet is we make each other happy for the rest of our lives.”

“And the losing stake?”

“We continue to have great sex together for the rest of our lives.”

She shuddered and then leaned in and nipped my ear with her teeth. “That’s a bet I can live with. Win or lose.”

Chloe and Andy’s story may well pick up again in 2025
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For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!
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With the twins to raise, money is tight for Jen and Chris, and they have to face up to the prospect of losing their home. He can’t work more overtime and she can’t find a normal job that covers child care costs. In desperation, Jen suggests she returns to the job she had when they met. Chris isn't keen on letting his wife go back to the club, where as Starz--her stage name derived from the tattoo on her stomach--he’d been mesmerized and fallen for the lovely dancer. The idea of her stripping again isn't something he finds easy to deal with, and the thought of her working for Tom, the sleazy club owner, is even worse. But Jen has made her mind up. Starz is going to make a comeback to save their home, hopefully without risking their marriage.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


Derby Dates

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

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

Sian Ash had just turned 20 when her world was turned upside down. The minibus carrying her roller derby team home from an away match lost a tire, and overturned down an embankment. Four families lost their wives and mothers that day - five young children cast adrift, four fathers seared by a pain Sian recognized and felt with them. The heroine of the crash, she started providing a substitute parent service for the four families. Hailed as the town angel by everyone, only four others knew the real truth. It had started when one of the widowers had called her by his dead wife's name. The emotional angst that required a hug had led to something else - something more. Now Sian was proving in secret that she was no angel, no angel at all, and her four employers were loving every minute of it.
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Charlotte knew there were two ways to get to the top of the corporate ladder. She could work hard and hope she got noticed, or she could play hard and make sure she got noticed. The only problem for Charlie was a very simple one, the men she saw as her rungs on the way to the top, weren't the straight-forward vanilla sharp-suited businessmen she thought they were. Getting their attention was easy, keeping it simple enough, but was the price too high for the secretary who had just acquired a bottom name - Charlie? More importantly, could her bottom stand it?
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Amy's been happy working in the department store, and happy at home but there's something missing, so she's changing her job. Now Amy's got a real problem, she desperately needs money to fix her car. When her boss offers her some overtime she knows exactly what he's offering, and it might just plug the gap in her relationship too. She never realised she was quite so submissive though, nor that her boss was quite so dominant, something her loving husband could never be.
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Previously available as three separate novels, the entire trilogy is gathered here in a single volume of over 150,000 words for one unbelievable price.

Leah’s Home Lens

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

Leah’s New Lens

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

Leah’s Long Lens

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Had he truly been the last to know?
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The complete A Model Descent Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, 245,000 words, over 750 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 - A Model Descent

“We wondered if you had ever done any modeling?” I mean, how corny can you get? But it was a woman who was asking me the question, and we were right outside the photographer’s studio at the time. I wasn’t even dressed nicely – the thick wool department store uniform made me look frumpy.

So began Sylvia’s modeling career working for Dewi Morris and his wife Christie. The devastatingly pretty blonde had never considered posing in front of the camera. She wasn’t that innocent, or naive, but the lure of the lens made for an inexorable pull and before long the photographer was pushing her boundaries.

The first full-length novel in a trilogy detailing Sylvia’s fall from innocence into something much more...

Book 2 - A Model Descent – Freefall

The second book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s descent into the world of glamor modeling. Now renting the flat above the studio, Sylvia is starting to live the high life that comes with being very well paid for what she does. Only, she can’t tell her family what she actually does in front of the camera.

Working as the course model for aspiring glamor photographers is a real goldmine for both the studio and for her. However, the wedding shoot course is a bit much. Can she really bring herself to pose in a bridal dress, in a church, knowing the only part of the outfit she’ll be wearing for the reception shoot are the stockings and heels? Especially after the shots they took of her in the limo.

When one of the photographers turns out to be a close friend of Dewi and shows a more personal interest in her, can she remain professional despite the growing mutual attraction?

Book 3 - A Model Descent – Final Fall

The third book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s move from glamor modeling into video shoots. The discovery that Tyler had been shooting video rather than stills left Sylvia traumatized.

Can she cope with the apparent betrayal by the man she’s starting to see as her boyfriend, and not just another photographer? Dewi, though, has plans for Sylvia, and she finds herself drawn more and more in front of the lenses of the video cameras rather than Dewi’s still camera.

As the videos become more and more hardcore will she stay balanced, and perhaps, more importantly, will she be able to build a real relationship with Tyler, the man who’s at home either in front of the camera, or behind it, when she’s in front of it with someone else!
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Housemates, Neighbors and Workmates
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All twelve novellas collected here in one amazing 275,000 word volume for one fantastic price. 
Things might have been different if Lizzie hadn’t been desperate enough to borrow the money to pay the rent, without telling Phil what she was doing. Now, after fate placed them in his hands, Phil leads Lizzie, Susie and Carrie down the slippery slope into glamour modelling and beyond.

Housemates and Friends

Housemates and Rivals

Housemates and Partners

Housemates Forever

Lizzie and Phil are back, and this time they have some new, willing—well, kind of—partners for their sexy games. As their neighbor, Carol, is drawn deeper and deeper into their web, her unwitting husband Peter is drawn in too. When they also ensnare their other neighbor, Rebecca, things start to spiral out of control. When Phil runs for office as deputy mayor, Carol, Rebecca, and the irrepressible Susie, are mere pawns in a high stakes game.

Neighbors and Friends

Neighbors and Rivals

Neighbors and Partners

Neighbors Forever

When the mayor succumbs to a fatal heart attack, Phil is left in charge. He has to form a campaign team to organize the support for his upcoming election battle. Winning over the hearts and minds of the movers and shakers within the city, bringing in new business from outside, needs a special kind of team. Phil has just what it needs, in the sexy form of his pretty neighbors, Carol, Rebecca and Susie. When he adds his wife to the mix in order to keep Carol’s husband on side, things are going to get even more interesting.

Workmates and Friends

Workmates and Rivals

Workmates and Partners

Workmates Forever
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Penny Lane’s Seduction
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Over twenty years after the Beatles hit, would you saddle your only daughter with the name Penelope if your surname was Lane? Taunted and bullied through childhood, she grew up to be a beautiful but introverted young woman. But when Gareth met her, he thought she was perfect.

With Gareth working days and Penny studying at college then working nights, their time together was limited, but they were determined to make the most of what they had despite the little money they had between them.

As their relationship developed, their love deepened, but a voyeuristic game gone wrong has left Penny exposed to manipulation from her devious older neighbor. As things start to get out of control, events build toward a devastating conclusion.

Frank’s seduction of the pretty twenty-one year old Penny is going to shatter lives as well as hearts.
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The Camera Loves Candy
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Candy could have been a model if only she was taller. At least, that was her husband’s belief. On a whim, he asks her to pose sexily in front of his camera for him, on a promise that he’ll never show the results to anyone.

She thought he had talent, and liked to encourage his hobby, but as each session got more and more daring, the sessions were affecting both of them. As their sex-life continued to move on, in leaps and bounds, Candy knew it wouldn’t be long before he got her naked in front of the camera, and not just after the shoot!

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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Two For The Road
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Ike and Allie knew that getting promoted to a field sales position was a career-high. The husband and wife never expected to both be competing for the same role. When fate deals a different hand, and they’re both promoted, their boss gives them the pep talk about how the loneliness of life on the road could take its toll on their marriage.

Unknown to him, Allie and Ike have agreed their own way to deal with the enforced separation, a very different, and possibly scandalous way. A simple bet, with a significant prize. The winner gets to choose the holiday, and the loser gets to pay for it.

The bet? Well, let’s just say it will be a lot of fun every time, even though they’re hundreds of miles apart.
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When KC Comes To Town
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When Tim asked Emma on a date, he hadn’t expected to get a yes as a response. The tall blonde with kick-ass looks and legs to die for was so far out of his league, he knew he had no chance. When she said yes, and kept saying yes all the way up to the altar, he couldn’t have been happier. For him, it was a match made in heaven.

Demure in public and a tigress in bed, she was a perfect match for him… most of the time. There was one bump in the road, though. Her best friend from college, Katherine Cassandra, or KC for short. KC was a sales rep for a pharmaceutical company, and she hit town every eight weeks or so. The Saturday night when KC was in town was girls’ night out, when the two relived their wild college years. Those girls had been wild then, and boy, they still were.

Seven weeks out of eight, Tim had the perfect wife, but one week in eight, well—that was the price he paid for his otherwise flawless marriage, when KC comes to town.
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Three Passes Each
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James thought Carla was a little young for him, but Carla thought otherwise. She confessed she preferred older men for their experience, and James couldn’t do anything other than take up such a challenge from the gorgeous brunette. Their romance was perfection, right up to the point where Carla forced his hand over a prenup, one she insisted on in his favour. It created their first real row, and it wasn’t so much the financial settlement, as the unusual caveat Carla insisted on. It had nothing to do with money, and everything to do with their relationship.

Given how in love he was with his wife, he had no intention of ever using one of the three free passes she’d insisted on, free passes that gave him the right to step outside his marriage vows. In fact, he insisted that turn was turnabout, and she had the same privilege. The last thing he expected was to use one, let alone for Carla to use one too.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


Three Passes Each – Second Pass
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James had accepted the wisdom of Carla’s forward planning when they’d both used one of their free passes to step outside their marriage. James, though, was insistent he wouldn’t need to use one again, and he was sure Carla had no such intention, either.

Fate sometimes throws a couple a curveball, and this time was no exception. They hadn’t intended it, and they hadn’t wanted it, but somehow they both ended up in another situation, one which meant they would use that second pass of the three written into the marriage contract.

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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For even more titles and for new releases visit my Amazon author page,
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About The Author

My name is Bridy, and I live in upstate New York. I’ve written for as long as I can remember, which is thanks to my parents for teaching me to read and write before I went to school. I’ve been fascinated by erotic tales all my adult life, my husband thinks they’re silly but indulges me. I won’t tell you how old I am because a lady never gives away her age. My other interest is photography but writing will always be my first love, other than my husband of course.
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