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Dedication

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


Chapter 1

At the foot of the stairs, he let go of her hand and stepped back. Erin gave him a startled look, but she knew what he was doing. She knew he wanted to watch her naked ass ascend those stairs. She blushed but reached out with the hand he’d just been holding and grasped the banister rail. She paused for a moment, then stepped up with her right foot. Her left leg stretched with the movement, her muscles tightening and emphasizing the beautiful curve of her calf. A moment later, she stepped up with her left leg, tightening the muscles in her right leg. Her butt did that marvelous thing, swinging from side to side and managing to move up and down at the same time.

She didn’t hurry, but she didn’t dawdle either as she made her way one step at a time up the stairs. She knew Pete had stayed at the bottom to watch, but she didn’t look back until she reached the very top.

The smoldering look she gave him from the top of the stairs was an invitation he wasn’t going to turn down. Pete took the stairs in double quick time, and as he neared the top, she moved to give him room to step up to the same level as her. Her gaze had dipped, noticing he was at least half-hard, despite having just cum inside her. Her rosy cheeks grew rosier as the realization he wasn’t close to finished with her sunk in.

“Which would you prefer?”

“Which what?”

“Would you prefer a spanking before the shower so I could rub it better in the shower, or would you prefer a spanking after the shower so it gets rubbed better in bed?”

She swallowed hard, her eyes suddenly big and wide. Pete had no intention of spanking her tonight. He knew the idea of being spanked would get her motor going and keep her on that delicious edge. Her shudder was all he needed by way of an answer. Just the promise of one happening later would indeed keep his submissive neighbor on the cusp of what he hoped would be memorable for both of them. Her mouth worked, but no words came, and Pete could see her breathing had quickened even further. He was behind her, so he couldn’t see those glorious breasts heaving up and down as she panted for air, but he was sure they were bouncing like that.

“The bathroom is on the right.”

His house and their house were identical, albeit mirror images. In her house the bathroom would have been on the left, here that led to the master bedroom. They would be going there, but for now, the master bathroom was the one with the bigger shower cubicle, so he intended to use that rather than the smaller en-suite in the master bedroom.

She turned and walked into the space. Pete didn’t know what she expected a bachelor’s bathroom to be like, but if she’d been having nightmares about it, the room itself disabused her of them. The bathroom was spotless. Mainly because he rarely used it. For him, the en-suite was big enough. Her eyes swept around the room and settled on the large walk-in shower cubicle. It was more than big enough for two people, and he heard a hitch in her breathing as she recognized what that meant.

Up until this point, he’d been teasing her about what Sam had been getting up to. Sending her home naked had been bad, but it had left Sam in need. Now, Erin was the one he was concentrating on. Pete didn’t want her dwelling on any idea that he might still carry out his threat to have the daughter once he’d satisfied the mother. He was going to do exactly that, but not both on the same night. Sam had already been told to turn up naked for a swim tomorrow. He had no intention of letting Erin go home before then, and she, too, would be skinny dipping in his pool. They’d see what transpired after that. He had a quiet chuckle to himself. That assumed Erin didn’t wear him to a nub tonight, too worn out to get it up tomorrow.

“Why don’t you get in and adjust the temperature to suit yourself? I’ll join you in a moment.”

“Why not now?”

Pete rolled his eyes but grinned at her devious question. She already knew at least part of the answer. “Two reasons. One, I’m still dressed, and two, I’m going to fetch the towels.”

“Ah.”

She did as he said, but once inside the shower cubicle, she made sure to position herself so her back was to him. That simply presented that fabulous ass to him, so he didn’t make any complaint or comment. Instead, he stared at the perfect globe and pulled his shirt over his head. Unfortunately, he had to leave the room in order to fetch the towels they’d need, so he missed the point where she stepped under the spray, and the first rivulets of water cascaded down her back. Still, there would be other times. This, for him, wasn’t going to be a one-time thing. No way, he wanted a lot more than that.

While in the hallway, he quickly stripped off his pants and everything else, then returned to the bathroom with his erect cock leading the way. Erin had half-turned to look for him, and her eyeline immediately dropped to take in the fact he was solidly erect. She gasped, and then shivered and kept her gaze locked on his cock as he dumped the towels on the vanity unit and then strode over to the open door of the shower. Pete stepped inside and grinned at her as she finally tore her eyes away from his cock and looked him in the face.

“Someone likes what she sees.”

She managed to blush again and turned to face him. Whether she was trying to get him even more turned on or simply protecting her ass by rotating it away from him, he didn’t know. The water cascaded down on her, running in little streams down between her breasts, over her stomach, and then across her mound and down her legs. It was an arresting sight. So far, she’d kept her hair back out of the stream, but they both knew that was only temporary. She licked her lips but waited passively for him to tell her what to do. She really was a natural submissive.

Pete had no intention of telling her what to do, not here in the shower. No, he didn’t want her obeying, he wanted her feeling. Closing the distance between them, he put his hands on her waist and gently guided her to turn around so she was facing away from him once more. She whimpered, obviously expecting him to spank her, which would undoubtedly hurt more since her skin was wet. Instead, his hand dipped down to caress her ass, traveling over the smooth skin and eliciting a murmur of appreciation. Pete pressed a little harder, trailing his finger across the deep cleft between her cheeks. Her breath caught in her throat, she didn’t know him well enough to know if he wanted to molest her anus. She didn’t know that he’d ask first, and if she said no, he’d abide by that.

No, Pete had a different target. After teasing the little puckered hole for a minute, enough to elicit a little moan from her, his hand dipped lower between her legs. She shuffled her feet a little further apart to give him better access as his fingers found her hot little slit. She was tight but, at the same time, slippery and hot. He guessed Phil hadn’t been that big. Certainly, she wasn’t stretched out. Pete knew that from earlier downstairs, but this time around, confirmation was good. Not that he would ask such a question of her. Instead, his fingertips traced the line of her slit, and she moaned even louder.

Pete brought his other hand up to the small of her back and pressed forward. This pushed her against the glass of the shower stall. He knew that glass couldn’t have heated up yet from the spray, so her squashed breasts were flattened against cold glass. She gasped in alarm and shuddered, but he didn’t relieve the pressure. Instead, he tilted his other hand and slowly pushed a finger into her. Her moan this time was louder than before, and he started to move his finger. Not just in and out, but around inside her, too.

The effect of that was almost instantaneous. It started with her legs trembling, but that movement rapidly extended up her legs and through her torso. She tossed her head back, inadvertently putting it under the spray of water as she tried to brace herself upright. Rather than relent, he introduced a second finger. Her feet slid further apart, allowing him to push his hand further underneath her. She angled her body, pushing her ass back while pressing herself against the glass. Her hands reached up to push against the glass above her head. It was a position of total surrender.

Pete took his hand away from the small of her back, but she stayed in the position he’d put her. Phil had conditioned her very well indeed. For a moment, the image of her right where she was as he spanked her ass bright red under the shower filled his mind, but he didn’t follow up on that little fantasy. He was sure it was something Phil had done in the past. Maybe another time. For now, he wanted her to cum without any form of chastisement. He wanted her to know he could do that to her. His cock was rock hard, wanting entry, but he wanted her to cum first.

The third finger turned out to be the charm. He’d switched to driving them in and out of her now. All three fingers together, acting as a substitute dick. With each push into her, she drove herself up onto her toes and then sank back down onto his fingers with a groan or a sigh. He continued, not relenting, feeling her entire lower body tremble as her orgasm approached.

“Fuck!” Her orgasm ignited and carried her off.

Pete felt her pussy clamp down on his fingers, but he pulled them away. Midway through her orgasm, he replaced them with his cock, driving up into her sopping-wet channel. By the time her senses returned, he was buried deep inside her. She moaned and shuddered again.

“Fuck!” She repeated herself, but there was no fight in her. That orgasm had wrung her out.

He started to do exactly as she said and held onto her hips as he powered into her. She was wet enough to take it, and she did that. Despite the tremendous climax she’d just had, she remained in position, breasts squashed against the glass, hands braced against the same glass but above her head, her ass sticking out toward him to provide the angle he needed to enter her.

He revised his opinion, Phil had conditioned her superbly. She was the perfect submissive fuck. Not passive. The way her hips churned back against him with every thrust told him she was an active participant, but her pose and the way she kept that pose told him she got off on being that submissive. Since he’d cum downstairs, he wasn’t even close to cumming again by the time her second orgasm hit. This time, he stopped, letting himself savor the feeling of her pussy squeezing down on him as her climax took her. She panted for air, and he guessed it was only his cock buried inside her that held her upright as her legs threatened to give way. He locked his grasp around her waist to hold her and let her orgasm crest and then subside. A moment later, he was moving again, fucking her as hard as before.

Erin was groaning and thrusting back at him as she locked her legs out to prevent herself from falling. Pete kept going, and as she slowly pushed herself upright, he insinuated his hand between her breast and the glass. Her skin felt cold to the touch, chilled, no doubt, by the glass, and her nipple was diamond-hard. He pinched the nub, causing her to shudder and lean back against him. Confident she could stand up, he thrust harder, then brought his other hand up to squeeze the other breast.

He chuckled into her ear.

“What?” Her question was panted rather than breathed.

“I just thought whether you should get a punishment spanking for pulling away from the glass.

She shook her head.

“Or whether you were doing it deliberately, wanting to earn one.”

“Nooo…” Her long, drawn-out answer was soft enough for him to think he’d just hit the nail on the head. She was used to being spanked as either a prelude to or part of sex. The idea he’d just made her cum twice without doing so appeared to be alien to her experience.

“I don’t think that was heartfelt. I think you want it.”

She shook her head, her blonde hair swirling and cascading around his face, flinging droplets of water in every direction.

He slid one hand from her breast, down her flank, and into the tiny gap between their bodies. He caressed her there, just at the top of the swell of her ass. She murmured in appreciation but remained otherwise silent.

“You want me to?”

“No.” Again, her answer was soft and lacked conviction.

He brought both hands to her hips and gripped her there as he slammed home inside her. He pulled almost all the way out and then thrust home once more.

“Put yourself back against the glass. I haven’t done with you yet, missy.”

She whimpered but leaned forward once more. He could imagine what she looked like from in front of the glass. Her breasts obscenely flattened out into pale circles, topped with brighter red bulls=eyes in the middle. Her hands moved back above her head, bracing herself against the glass even as she flattened herself against it. He could feel the shudder that ran through her, but she’d done what he’d said without argument.

He kept up his measured, almost forceful thrusts and watched as her back and butt quivered as another climax built within her. She didn’t try to pull away from the glass, but she did keep her ass moving against him, desperate to increase the range of his thrusts as her orgasm burst over her. She squealed and shook as the climax took her up and away. This time, he had to hang on to her hips as her legs weakened under her. Pete wasn’t far off himself. He held still for a few seconds as her pussy clamped down on him, then resumed his thrusts, almost lifting her off her feet as he impaled her. She was moaning almost continuously as his thrusts sped up. She knew, as well as he did, that he was about to explode.

She mumbled something, but he didn’t hear the words as he thrust harder and then harder still. One final thrust, and he held still, stretching her up onto tiptoes as he erupted inside her.

She mewled out and shook as he painted her insides. Powerful ropes of jism splashed all over her channel and close to her cervix. After a few seconds, he pulled out and reeled back, panting for breath.

Erin pushed herself upright and then slowly turned around. Her breasts were reddened where she’d been pushed against the glass, and her breathing was anything but even as she stared down at his softening cock.

She spoke again. “Are we done?”

He grinned at her. “What do you think?”

She glanced down again, pointedly staring at his deflating cock.

“Possibly.”

“No, not at all.”

She shuddered, a spray of water flying in all directions from her hair.

“I want to check on my daughter.”

“What you mean is you want to catch her with three fingers embedded inside her pussy as she comes for the fourth time since she left us.”

Erin blushed but didn’t reply.

“You can call her once you’re dry, but no, you’re not leaving.”

“But…”

“If you leave, I’ll be ringing you within the hour to tell you I’m hard, and I need you to either come around or send your daughter around to blow me.”

Her eyes flared wide as she gasped.

“So, I think you’d better stay here. My bed is big enough for you to sleep in with me. He grinned at her. “Not that you’ll get much sleep.”

She shuddered again.

“Now, let’s both get properly washed, shall we? Then I'll make you a nice mug of cocoa.”

He knew she knew the cocoa was a joke.


Chapter 2

She knew the cocoa was a joke, alright, but she must have sensed the rest of it was true enough. They ended up having sex another three times during the night. The last one wasn’t a full-on fuck, though. Instead, she surprised him by waking him up with her lips wrapped around his cock just as the sun came up. It was an amazing blow job, soft and gentle to start with. The biggest surprise, though, was the fact she’d initiated it. By the time they’d made it to the bed the night before, he knew she’d suck him if he told her to, but he didn’t. He didn’t expect her to wake him that way. Nor, if he was honest, did he expect her to swallow it down like that.

After the spectacular blow job, they both fell asleep, but he was the first one to wake. He needed to pee, and by the time he’d done that, the need for coffee and breakfast was overpowering. He left the doors open as he made my way downstairs in his boxers and put the coffee on. Hopefully, the smell would waft upstairs and wake Erin.

When the aroma of the blended beans didn’t wake her, he got started on a batch of pancakes. Whether it was the sound of the mixer, the sizzling of the frying, or the combined smell of pancakes and coffee, something woke her.

A very tousled-haired Erin appeared at the kitchen doorway, smiling shyly at him from above one of his old t-shirts.

“Sorry, I didn’t feel too comfortable coming down nude. Not sure if you’d opened the drapes at the front.”

Actually, he had done just as he did every morning. He hadn’t given a thought to the fact he had a naked woman upstairs. Her only clothing trapped downstairs in the den at the back of the house.

“No worries. The pancakes are almost ready. Maple or blueberries?”

He watched as she licked her lips. “Can I be really naughty and say both?”

“Of course.” She’d put a little hitch at the end of naughty, and the way she said it made him look closely at her. If that naughty hadn’t been an invitation to play pat-a-cake with her ass, he didn’t know what would be. He decided to ignore that and wondered if she’d be more blatant. He had a different plan for this morning once we’d both got outside of a batch of pancakes.

They both wolfed down a stack of pancakes, and she matched him mug for mug with the joe too. It was a companionable silence, and he resisted the temptation to run his hand up her delectable and very naked thigh to the equally naked treasure just under the hem of the t-shirt.

He could see her looking quizzically at him from time to time, but when he looked back, she turned her gaze away and concentrated on her breakfast.

As they both pushed our plates away, he put his hand on her knee, no higher, just her knee. She stiffened momentarily and then relaxed again. The touch was companionable rather than sexual. If he slid my hand higher, that would change.

“Can I ask you a question, Erin?”

“Sure.”

“It’s about…?”

“Phil?”

“Yeah.”

“No, it’s okay, you can ask. It would have stung a few weeks ago, but now, no.”

“How often did he spank you?”

She bit her lip, took a deep breath, and then slowly let it out. She repeated that then lifted her head to look him straight in the eyes. “Every time.”

“Every time?”

She nodded. “Yeah. Every time we fucked, he turned my ass red first.”

He shook my head. “So the last time someone made love to you without spanking you…?”

“Was when we were courting. The first time he spanked me was on our wedding night.”

“Fuck me! Every time?”

“Yeah. Every single time.”

“Even if you did it multiple times a night?”

She barked out a laugh. “Phil was very much a once-and-done man. I don’t think he ever even considered getting it up again.”

He shut his mouth, it had been hanging open.

“So, just for information. Last night was the first time anyone has done it that many times with me. The first time in twenty years someone has done it without spanking me. I wasn’t a virgin when I met Phil, which I think disappointed him, but I’d only had one boyfriend who could get it up more than once a night. Then, only if he was drunk. So, last night could be described as an eye-opener.” She paused for a moment. “Can we change the subject now?”

He nodded. No wonder she’d woke him up with his cock in her mouth. That had been her thank you. Thank you for doing it that many times and getting her off that many times. Probably also a thank you for not actually spanking her. He knew she liked it, but the chance to be made love to without it was clearly one hell of a novelty for her.

He chuckled.

“What’s funny?”

“I was just wondering what your daughter will think now you’ve not come home all night and when you appear on my deck without a red ass.”

Erin shuddered but didn’t reply.

“I wonder if she’ll assume I was in some way displeased with you, and that means she’ll think she has more of a chance of me tanning her ass and then fucking her.”

She shuddered again and regarded me with big saucer eyes once more. “Is that what you intend to do?”

“Would you stop me?”

“She’s my daughter…”

“I know she’s your daughter and last night proved that fact. She’d have let me do that to her without hesitation if I’d told her to lay over my lap.”

Erin swallowed and continued to watch me.

“But I suspect you’d offer yourself up as an alternative if I tried that. You’d even let her watch to save her from having it done to her ass.”

She let out a whimper but otherwise remained silent. After a few more seconds, she rose to her feet and moved about a foot away from the countertop of the breakfast bar. Leaning forward, she placed one elbow on the breakfast bar and reached behind her with her other hand. The hem of the t-shirt had ridden up as she bent over, and now, as she pulled it higher still, her naked ass came into view. Once she had the t-shirt gathered around her waist, she brought that arm up to join its compatriot and clasped her hands together as she slowly pushed her butt backward. The invitation couldn’t have been more blatant if it had been spoken.

The fact the undraped picture window of the family room was right behind her, exposing herself to anyone peering in from the street, was obvious to him. It had to be obvious to her, too. She was inviting him to spank her instead of her daughter and to do so in plain view of the street.

“Cover up, Erin. That’s not going to happen.”

“And Sam?”

He chuckled. “Even if she begged for it this morning, it’s not going to happen. I will spank her at some point. Just as I will spank you. However, like you, I will fuck her before I spank her.”

Her shoulders sagged in relief at my promise not to spank her daughter yet. As she adjusted her t-shirt back down, she twisted her head to glare at me as the rest of what I said sank in.

“Come on, let’s clear this up before your daughter comes around. I also need to find you something more appropriate to wear.”

She raised an eyebrow. “I thought you said I’d be meeting her on the deck in the nude, same as her?”

Pete shrugged. “That’s also appropriate, but I thought you’d prefer to be wearing something.”

She smiled. “Depends on what I have to do to earn it.”

“You already have. Depending on what Sam’s wearing when she turns up, so has your daughter.”

Policing up the breakfast dishes and the pan he’d used to cook the pancakes only took a couple of minutes. He waved off any idea of her washing up, pointing to the dishwasher. Once they’d finished, he grabbed her hand and led her over to the stairs. Pete noticed she looked toward the den where her clothes from last night had been left.

“You can have them back later, for now…” He left anything else unsaid and pulled gently at her hand. As he reached the bottom of the stairs, just as he had the night before, he hung back and gestured for her to precede him.

“Again?”

“Of course.” His grin was returned, and she walked up the stairs in front of him. This time she was wearing something, but the fact the hem of the t-shirt only just about reached her butt on level ground made her walk somehow far more provocative, far more alluring. The way her pussy peeked from between her legs with each step made his mouth go dry.

“Very nice.”

She looked back at him and blushed and tried to smooth the t-shirt down over her ass. Of course, it was too short, and as soon as she took her hand away, it rode up again. Realizing the futility, she left it alone and completed her ascent of the stairs. At the top, she turned and looked back down at him. “Coming?” Her smile took any sting out of her words. She seemed much more at ease with him today compared with earlier in the week. He hoped that meant she’d relaxed, and it was more than a simple kittenish response to the amount of orgasms she’d had overnight. That would wear off fairly quickly.

He strolled up the stairs, his eyeline riveted to the bottom edge of the t-shirt. He could see her pussy underneath it right up until the last few steps. She made no move to cover up, but her blush betrayed she’d noticed him staring at it.

“Right, let’s sort you out something you can wear which is decent enough to cover you but also sexy enough. I have just the thing.”

She followed him into the bedroom, where he noticed she’d pulled the bed straight before coming down for breakfast. It was quite a homely thing for her to do, and he swallowed hard to irrigate his mouth once more.

Reaching into his wardrobe, he grabbed what he’d already decided she should wear. A plain white dress shirt, one he hadn’t worn for a couple of years.

“Here you go.”

She looked at the shirt and then back at him as she took it. “This?”

“It covers you as long as there are enough buttons done up, but it’s sexy as long as there are enough buttons undone.”

He motioned for her to move to stand in front of the window.

“I’m going to be good.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, I’m going to give you a choice. Open the drapes before you remove the t-shirt, or open the drapes after you’re naked. Either way, you face me to put the shirt on.”

He heard her gasp as she looked down at the shirt in her hand and then over at the large window. Just as in her own house, the picture window was designed to let in a lot of light. The windowsill came down to just above knee height. Whichever route she took, she’d be standing naked in front of the window. He could see she was expecting him to tell her to pause at that point. However, if she opened the drapes while naked, she’d be facing the window for a brief time.

Her mind made up, she walked around to the window side of the bed and laid the shirt down on top of the bed. Turning, she moved over to the window, reached up, and drew the drapes open. With a sigh, she turned so her back was to the window and looked at him as she dropped her hands down at her sides. She fiddled with the hem of the t-shirt for a couple of moments and then whisked the garment up to her waist. Before going any further, she let go, crossed her arms, and then grabbed the hem again. This time, the smooth movement pulled the shirt off over her head. She let it fall behind her and dropped her hands to her sides. She cast a worried glance behind her and then faced him square on. Just as she’d been the night before, she was magnificent when nude, and she stood still for a few seconds to let him drink in all the detail he wanted.

Finally, she broke the tableau, picked up the shirt, and slid her arms into the sleeves before pulling the front around herself. The shirt swamped her, but it was, at least, opaque.

“How many buttons do you want doing up?”

Pete held up four fingers.

“From the top or from the middle?” She smiled at him, a shy smile that said she understood the difference. If she did up the top four buttons, then her pussy would show with every step she took. If she did up the four middle buttons, her cleavage would be displayed.

“Middle. Let’s maintain a little decorum in front of your daughter.”

She shivered but did as he asked. It was a devastating look. If anything, she looked even sexier than she had when she’d been naked. If that was even possible.

“Well done, Erin, that took some guts. I think you’ve earned a reward.”

“Oh, what?”

“A free pass. Next time you earn a spanking, you will have the option to either accept the spanking or defer it.”

Her eyes went wide. He knew it was an effective control mechanism, but it was clear from Erin’s face she’d never experienced something like that. Phil had been so keen on spanking her he’d never considered that the denial of pain to be an effective tool. His loss, Pete’s gain.

“Come on, we need to get downstairs. Sam will be here soon, and I’m curious to see if she’s going to obey instructions or not. In any case, I said you’d be waiting for her in the middle of the deck, either tied to the lounger or standing there. Do you have any preference?”

She shuddered. “Not tied up.”

“Then let’s go.” He grabbed another shirt from the wardrobe and followed her out of the door. At the top of the stairs, he grabbed her hand and pulled her to a stop. “Wait here a minute. Let me go first.”

Her blush told him she’d realized he wanted another show, this time as she descended the stairs. The shirt would part below the lowest fastened button, and she’d almost certainly be flashing him glimpses of her pussy. She did as she was told and stood still as he descended, then turned to watch her.

If anything, Pete was disappointed. The shirt did indeed part, but he’d allowed her to do up a couple too many buttons. It didn’t show him anything other than a view of her svelte thighs.

He nodded toward the kitchen and grabbed her hand again. She hung on to his hand, even squeezed it a bit, clearly comforted by the contact. Pete was pleased, it appeared there was a lot more depth to Erin than Phil had ever managed to understand about her. Good, that made her even more interesting to him. Things were definitely looking up. He just wondered if the firecracker of a daughter was going to live up to the same level as her mother. For that matter, was the mother going to intervene and prevent him from finding out? Well, the next few minutes were going to provide at least a partial answer to that question.


Chapter 3

It turned out they were just in time. As they emerged onto the sunlit deck, they both heard the click as Sam shut the back door of the house next door. Both of them immediately looked over, wondering if Sam was going to obey instructions and cross the intervening space as naked as she’d crossed it going home the night before.

Pete was disappointed when he noticed Sam was wearing a tight jersey knit dress in a pale blue that hugged her every curve. As she moved toward them, he could see the younger woman was biting her lip, clearly concerned about his reaction to what she was wearing. It was in contradiction to the instructions he’d given her, but he bided his time, waiting to see if she had an explanation.

She stepped down from the neighbor’s deck, crossed the lawn, and came through the gate, then climbed up to the edge of his deck.

He was about to ask a question when she put her hand up in a stop gesture that left the words unsaid.

“Sorry. I thought it might be better to cover up. Old Mister Sawyer over the road is out there cutting his front lawn. He can see straight down the gap between the two houses. If I was naked…”

Pete nodded to himself. It made sense. Even as he thought about it, he isolated the sound of the lawnmower from the background noise. Sam was right, and she’d made a sensible decision. However, he had expected her to be nude, so there was only one thing for it. Sam was waiting for his response, standing at the edge of his deck, just out of sight of anyone on the other side of the road.

“Well, you’re out of sight of him now…”

Beside him, Erin breathed a sigh of relief. She’d been waiting for his response, too.

Sam’s smile was bright, radiating relief, but at the same time, determination to do as she’d been told to do. Her arms dropped to her sides, and she grasped the material of the tight dress and began working it up her thighs. Erin gasped, understanding that Sam was getting naked as requested and had no problem doing so.

Pete simply stood still with his arms folded and watched as the younger version of the woman he’d fucked four times last night worked the dress up her thighs. When the dress was high enough, Sam grabbed the hem and jerked it up to her waist. It wasn’t a stripper move, but then again, a stripper would have set out to tease, so she’d have been wearing underwear. Sam wasn’t, she was commando. From the way her breasts swayed as she moved, the only thing other than the shoes she wore was the dress itself.

She had to wrestle the dress past her bust, but as soon as she did so, it confirmed she was indeed naked under the dress. Tossing the dress to the floor in front of her, she struck a hip shot pose and waited for Pete to tell her what to do. He beckoned her forward and, when she was just about at arm's length, made a twisting motion with his fingers to get her to do a pirouette. She was truly magnificent, something he already knew from the night before, but the view didn’t get old.

“Shoes, Sam. Lose the shoes.”

She kicked them off and waited for his next instruction.

He thrust the shirt at her. “Put this on and button it the same way your mother has.”

Once more, Sam did as she was told. No rebellion, no fuss. Erin looked fabulous in just the man’s shirt like that. Now, her daughter matched her, indeed, out-matched her. If Erin was a ten, Sam was an eleven, which was a product of her youth. That’s not to say Pete preferred Sam, he didn’t.

He grinned at the two women. “Now, since I’ve reunited mother and daughter, why don’t the two of you spend the morning relaxing in the pool? I have work to do.”

Erin immediately turned toward the house.

“Where are you going?”

“To fetch our costumes.”

“You’re already wearing all the costumes you need.”

She frowned at him. “You mean these?” She plucked at her shirt.

“No. Those are your cover-ups. I’m sure you’ll both enjoy skinny dipping. Drop the shirts, dive in, swim for a bit, climb out, and then put the shirts back on. They’ll stop you burning in the sun.”

“But…”

Pete moved closer to Erin and grabbed her by the simple expedient of placing a finger on either side of her chin. She quieted and stilled.

“You were going to say the shirts will go transparent when wet? Well, they will. As they dry, they’ll become more and more opaque. You’ll easily be able to judge when you need to get back in the water. If you gauge everything right, then I’ll bring down some towels so you can dry up before lunch. If you’re really good, I’ll even let both of you get dressed before lunch. Understood?”

Erin meekly nodded while Sam was clearly eager to get in the water. She was already unbuttoning her shirt.

“Use the loungers this side of the pool, and no lying on your stomachs. Am I clear?”

Erin whimpered, but Sam simply shuddered. Obviously, from his office window above the deck, he’d be able to see straight down onto their recumbent figures as they lay there in the wet, translucent, near-transparent cotton shirts.

After a moment, Erin began to unbutton her shirt, too. Pete turned his back on the two beauties and headed back inside. Once inside, he raced upstairs and through into his office, standing at the window in full view of the two now naked women below. Sam looked up and gave him her usual cheeky wink. Erin seemed a little more sullen, but she forced a wan smile in his direction. He grinned back and used his hands to make a shooing motion to get them to climb into the pool.

Rather than dive in, mother and daughter held hands and moved to the top of the steps at the shallow end and then waded in. Once they were in waist-deep water, Erin let go of Sam’s hand and crouched down before gently breast-stroking to the other end of the pool. Once there, she turned to face her daughter and motioned for Sam to follow. The younger woman turned to look up at him again, deliberately showing off her breasts before following her mother’s lead.

Their slow, controlled movements allowed them to both keep their hair dry. He could see very little under the surface of the water, even though he knew they were both naked. He chuckled as he realized why. Both women were lazily swishing one arm around in front of themselves, keeping the water moving and using a pattern of ripples to conceal themselves. Very clever.

He watched for a minute and then turned his attention to his computer monitor. He really did need to get some work done, but with two naked beauties in his pool, it was difficult to focus on the recalcitrant edit.

After a few minutes, he turned his attention back to the two women. He assumed they’d had a low-voiced conversation about the night before. He doubted Erin would have given Sam much in the way of salacious detail, but Sam would have wormed more detail from her mother than Erin would have been entirely comfortable with. At the same time, Erin would have been questioning Sam about what she’d done. No doubt skirting around the issue of whether or not the younger woman had been masturbating, thinking about what had been going on over here.

He didn’t think Sam had been watching for him, but now, as he watched, the younger woman moved. She turned around, planted both hands on the side of the pool, bobbed once, and then lifted herself up until her arms were straight. From there, she levered herself out of the pool and rose to her feet. Rivulets of water cascaded off her naked body. She made no attempt to hide her nudity as she faced toward him and then moved toward the lounger she’d draped the shirt over.

As she pulled the shirt up her arms, it went transparent where it touched. The water soaking into the fabric had what was, to him, the desired effect. She shivered at the contact but quickly pulled it around her before laying back on the lounger. From his vantage point, he could clearly see every detail of her breasts and hard little nipples through the thin, transparent shirt. Lower down, he could about see her mound, too, although the angle was a little wrong to see her slit in any detail.

Erin said something to Sam, and Sam’s retort was quite sharp. Erin looked up at his window, and he raised an eyebrow in question. The message was unambiguous. When are you getting out? Erin didn’t attempt to prevaricate, the day before had shown her that hesitation could have consequences and that those consequences might not just be confined to her. Rather than emulate her daughter, Erin swam back across the pool and then, with the shallower water, rose to her feet. To her credit, she made no attempt to cover herself as she waded up the steps and out of the pool. She turned toward him and looked up at him for a long couple of seconds before walking over to the second lounger. Her performance in pulling on the shirt matched her daughter’s, but she completed the process and laid down as well. He could see every detail of her breasts. With her slightly bigger areolas and nipples, the contrast was even more striking than Sam’s.

The two women continued their low-voiced conversation for some time and then relaxed in the sun. As time passed, the shirts dried out somewhat and became more and more opaque. He could see Erin was covertly checking her daughter’s shirt as well as her own. He expected Sam would be the one to rise to her feet, remove her shirt, and go and get in the pool to get wet again. Instead he was surprised when Erin was the one who did that. She didn’t bother staying in the pool for any more than a few seconds. Just waded in, crouched down to make sure every part of her body was wet, and then walked back out again. She pulled the shirt back on, still grimacing with distaste at the feel of the damp cotton getting wetter as it touched her. As she lay back on the lounger, Sam emulated her mother. She stayed in the water a few seconds longer than her mother had but then climbed out once more.

Neither of them had been in any way bashful or overly modest in what they did. Pete smiled to himself and began planning his lunchtime activities as he concentrated on his work. Every so often, he looked out of the window to see what they were doing. On one occasion, he spotted Erin returning from the pool, and about thirty minutes later, he saw an obviously wet Erin lying on her lounger while Sam was in the pool. It appeared they were both following his instructions to the letter. Checking the clock, he realized it was now lunchtime, so he grabbed a set of large towels from the cupboard next to the bathroom and headed downstairs and, from there, out onto the deck.

“Ladies.”

He hadn’t meant to sneak up on her, but Erin hadn’t been looking and obviously hadn’t heard him.  She gasped. Sam was still in the pool, so he watched his appearance. She found her mother’s surprise funny and giggled. That made Erin glare at her daughter, which only made Pete laugh.

“Towels for you. Sam, as you’ve been such a good girl, once you’re dry, you can go and retrieve your super sexy dress from last night from the den, or you can slip that sexy jersey creation you wore to walk over. Entirely your choice. Erin, you can get dry, but I have another errand for you before you can retrieve your dress.”

“I do?”

She sat up, and as she looked at him, she bit her lip. She knew without asking that that errand would be sexual.

“Please, as soon as you’re dry, come upstairs to my office.”

“Okay.” She didn’t hesitate, guessing, as it happened wrongly, that any hesitation might earn a punishment she’d have to burn her free pass to escape. That wasn’t the game Pete was playing with his neighbor.

He put the towels down and, turned, and walked away without looking back. He heard splashing as Sam exited the pool but didn’t look at her. He knew she’d made more noise, more splashes than she needed to in order to attract his attention. That wasn’t going to work, not this time.

He chuckled to himself as he made his way up the stairs. He could just imagine her pouting at his retreating back.

Ten minutes later, as he stared at his monitor screen, he heard a gentle tap on the office door. He looked up to see Erin waiting for his permission to enter. Pete beckoned her, pleased to notice she had remained naked. He hadn’t explicitly told her to, but he had told her she had an errand to do before she could have her dress. He couldn’t have chastised her if she’d wrapped a towel around herself to cover her nakedness.

“Come closer, sweetheart.”

“You said an errand?”

He chuckled. “It was a euphemism. I didn’t want Sam to be certain what you were coming upstairs for.”

“Ah.” She raised an eyebrow but didn’t ask the obvious question.

“So, I enjoyed myself at dawn this morning.”

She blushed, putting two and two together.

He spun his chair around and spread his legs apart. The invitation and meaning were obvious. Just in case she didn’t take the hint, he spoke up. “After watching you two all morning, I really need some relief.” He turned the screw another notch. “I could always ask your willing daughter…”

One moment, she’d been standing there frowning at him, the next, she was on her knees between his legs, her hands reaching for his fly. It was obvious she wanted to deflect his debauched and licentious attention away from her daughter for as long as she possibly could. As he looked down, she looked up and smiled. He filed away the thought that her previous reluctance might well have been an act. Maybe she was one of those women who actually enjoyed giving head.

As she fished my cock out of my pants, I stared down at her. She glanced up, caught my eyes, and gave me a shy smile. It was unbelievably cute. This blonde goddess about to suck my cock looked like she was enjoying herself.

“You kike doing this, don’t you?”

Her cheeks took on a rosy hue as her hand started to jack him gently. She was looking at his hardening cock, not up at his face.

“You are supposed to answer questions, you know.” Pete kept his tone conversational, but she knew there was steel in there.

“Yes.” Her voice was quiet, but she continued to jack him. Her head came up as she looked up at him.

“But you didn’t do it as often as you’d like with Phil, am I right?” It was a calculated risk talking about her recently deceased husband while she had his cock in her hand.

He shook her head in response.

“Why not, if you enjoy it?”

She sighed. “I guess, two reasons. Firstly, he was a one-and-done guy. Unlike you. I know if you cum in my mouth…”

“If I cum in your mouth, I haven’t decided yet.”

She shuddered but continued. “… if you cum in my mouth, you’ll do so somewhere else later.” Her blush intensified.

“Maybe in your daughter.”

She glared at him, but her hand continued to stroke him. After a few seconds, the glare morphed back into a smile. “Also, I guess a blow job after a spanking can be painful. You know, my sore ass down on my heels.”

“Ah. Right.”

She flashed a brighter smile. All the while, her hand continued to move in a steady pumping motion.

“Remind me to always spank you afterward, then. That way, we can both enjoy something you do so elegantly.” He nodded down toward his cock and raised an eyebrow. She knew the point of convention was past, so she bent to her task. She breathed on the end of his cock, gently blowing air across the tiny hole in the end. He grunted softly in response, the exquisite feeling coursing through him. As she pushed down, enveloping the end of his dick in her mouth, she twisted her neck back so she could look up at him. He stared down into her big, wide eyes and savored the feeling.

“Remember, the two of you have been teasing me all morning.”

She pulled off. “At your request.” A moment later, she plunged down again, taking him deeper into her mouth as her lips sealed around the shaft.

“So, like yesterday, I’m not going to last long this time.”

He could see the way her lips quirked up that she didn’t mind. It was time to turn the screw again.

“At least that way, my second time won’t disappoint your daughter.”

He froze in place for a second, then redoubled her efforts. He knew the thought process she’d just followed. If she did an amazing job, maybe he’d keep his attention focused on her rather than the younger version of her sitting downstairs. He suspected Sam would have something to say about that. She was over eighteen, so she could make up her own mind. As long as she continued to obey the instructions he gave. She seemed to be quite happy to go along with that at the moment, although perhaps not quite so submissively as her mother. Erin continued to suck hard on him, alternating with bathing his cock with her tongue. That obedience was probably a factor of Erin’s experience rather than anything else.

The blow job continued in silence for a couple of minutes, but Pete knew he wasn’t going to last. She pulled off him and dropped lower in order to lash the sides of his erection with her tongue. He moaned softly, then reached down and held her there by placing his hand on her shoulder. As his cock started to throb, she understood his intention but couldn’t do anything to get out of the way.

He snarled his triumph as the first rope of cum shot out of the tip of his cock and lashed down across her forehead and up into her hair. The next three or four ropes splashed straight into her hairline. After that, he allowed her to pull back, and she caught the last couple of shots on her face.

Erin grimaced. “Yuk.”

He chuckled down at her as she glared up at him. “Guess what?”

“What?” She had a look of horror on her face as she guessed what he was going to say.

“You don’t get to wipe, wash, or shower it off. Why not go down and help Sam get the lunch sandwiches prepared? Up to you whether you put your dress on first or prepare the food as you are.”

As if to reaffirm what he’d just said, a drop of his cum dripped off a lock of her hair onto her cheek. She shuddered but didn’t speak. He could see she was panting for air, and her nipples were like little rocks on her chest. He might have ended up humiliating her, but she’d enjoyed the overall experience. He’d been right, she did enjoy giving head. As she rose to her feet, he could see a sheen of moisture coating her outer lips, too. Yes, she was definitely turned on. With his jism coating her face and hair and the instruction not to clean it off, she was about to go back downstairs and face her daughter. The humiliation would multiply tenfold by the time she walked into the kitchen.


Chapter 4

He thought it was honors even if she retrieved her dress first or remained definitely naked throughout lunch.

Once she was halfway down the stairs, he jumped to his feet and followed her while tucking himself in. As a result, he was in earshot when he heard Sam’s reaction to the state of her mother.

“Mom!”

“Shush.”

“Yuk! That’s disgusting.”

He could imagine Erin shrugging her shoulders. “He insisted I didn’t clean off. Prepared lunch like this. Just give me a minute to fetch my dress.”

“But… but you’re turned on…”

Pete stifled a grin.

“A little, yes, but enough about this. He’ll be down in a minute.”

Silence fell, and he assumed Erin had moved through into the den to retrieve her dress from where she’d left it the night before. He assumed, especially as Erin hadn’t said anything, that Sam had already done the same.

He paused where he was on the stairs for a minute to give her time to retrieve that sexy dress. When he appeared in the kitchen doorway, he found them both dressed as he’d expected. Sam had clearly chosen to retrieve the cocktail dress rather than the jersey one she’d worn earlier in the morning. He could see that was draped over the back of one of the stools at the breakfast bar. The sight of the two beautiful women dressed so seductively had his cock twitching in his pants. He grinned at them, his mind already alive with possibilities. The fact Erin still had her face smothered in his cum, as well as thick strands of it matting her air, told him she was doing as he said and obeying him. He was pretty sure her motivation was to keep him away from the younger version of herself for as long as possible. There again, Sam was an adult who could make up her own mind.

Maybe Erin would do a lot of things to prevent him from getting his hands on her daughter. Maybe Sam would get more aggressive in her attempts to seduce him. This could get very interesting, with both blondes competing for him with very different motivations. He glanced up and gave a silent thanks to his deceased neighbor. He wondered if Pihl was looking down, grateful that he was looking after his widow, or jealous that he was able to do so much more with her. He suspected the answer was jealousy, but he had no way of finding out.

Lunch was a quiet affair. He was ravenous, and it appeared so was Erin. Sam picked at her late, clearly not that hungry. He noticed that from time to time, she glanced at her mother. Sometimes in disgust at the drying mess on her face and in her hair, and sometimes with a more thoughtful look, as if she was wondering how she’d feel if she’d been treated like that. There was a faraway quality to her gaze when she looked at him as if the younger woman was fantasizing about something similar.

He pushed his plate away and then grabbed his mug of coffee and downed that. Watching the two sexily clad women sharing lunch with him had got him halfway hard again. It was simply time to decide how to take this further.

“Erin?”

“Yes?” She looked up at him, her eyes wide. She guessed something was coming.

“Do you remember after breakfast how you offered yourself to me?”

She blushed hard as those memories clearly flooded back how she’d stood at the breakfast bar and lifted her shirt to expose her bare butt to him. Her eyes flared wide as realization sunk in.

“Assume the same position, please. Sam, be a dear, nip through the family room, and draw the blinds so your mother has a little more privacy.”

“Please, let her go home.”

He raised an eyebrow. Erin wasn’t asking for any kind of leniency for herself, she wanted to spare Sam from watching her mother get her ass tanned.

“No, I don’t think so.”

Mother and daughter shared a look, and then Sam moved through into the family room while Erin came around to his side of the breakfast bar. She stood next to him and then reached down and grasped the hem of her dress. She pulled it slowly up toward her waist before tucking it into the waistband so it stayed there. Lastly, she leaned forward on her elbows on the breakfast bar and slowly pushed her ass out backward. The room went a little darker as Sam closed the blinds. She came back through to the kitchen doorway but stopped there, unsure whether to stay or go.

Without thinking any further, Pete barked out a simple command. “Stay there.”

She whimpered but froze in place. Beside him, Erin whimpered in distress. He could see she was expecting a spanking, and the last thing she wanted was for the other woman to see it happening. That humiliation colored her cheeks and heightened her distress. The fact that her face was covered in drying cum, and her hair matted with it didn’t help one little bit. Sam watched her expression, a mixture of apprehension and intrigue, but she didn’t move or turn away.

Savoring the moment, Pete took his time, pushing his mug away and then rising to his feet before moving to stand behind Erin. Looking down, he could see the expanse of her part but a somewhat large ass. Well, large in comparison to Sam’s. It still looked enticing. Erin murmured something indistinct. He wasn’t sure if she was protesting about Sam being there or telling him to get about tih it. Extending his right hand, he caressed the cheeks in front of him, eliciting a soft gasp.

Her skin was soft under his touch, and the way she quivered in expectation had him hard again. He’d used his right hand deliberately. That way, Sam could see what he was doing. Glancing at the younger woman, he could see she was watching what he was doing. Her gaze was angled down, watching Erin’s butt in anticipation of the spanking they both expected was going to be delivered.

His fingers dipped lower, finding a way between Erin’s clenched legs. Understanding what he wanted but not exactly happy about it, she reluctantly parted her legs and gave him access to her pussy. He wasn’t surprised to find her outer labia wet with moisture that betrayed her level of arousal.

“Someone wants this.”

She moaned and seemed to shake herself. “Send Sam away, please. Don’t let her see you spank me.”

Pete chuckled, putting as much evil emphasis into it as he could. In front of him, Erin bucked against his intruding fingers but moaned again, interpreting his laugh to mean he wasn’t going to prevent Sam from witnessing her mother’s humiliation.

He continued to drive two fingers into the woman bent over in front of him. His cock was iron hard in his pants and complaining about needing release. Erin’s hips were moving, trying to draw his fingers deeper. She might be telling him to send her daughter away, but her body craved what she thought he was going to give her. The lesson he wanted to give Sam wasn’t about chastisement. No, he had a different lesson in mind.

He reached down and freed his cock using his left hand. Glancing over at Sam, he jerked his head, urging her to come closer. Sam’s eyes flared wide, but she did as he said, once more showing she was as submissive as her mother, just nowhere near as experienced.

Sam stopped when she was about four feet away, her eyes glued to what was happening in front of her as his fingers pumped in and out of Erin’s pussy. Erin was moaning now, not quite continuously, but her cries blended together. Suddenly, she shifted and extended her hands, grabbing the far edge of the narrow breakfast bar. Her body convulsed and stiffened, and her channel clamped down on his pleasure-giving fingers. She tried hard to stifle her cries as the orgasm took her, but she couldn’t silence herself completely. Pete chuckled as he watched the astonished gaze of the younger blonde. He guessed she’d never seen a woman come before.

As Erin gasped for breath, her upper body supine across the breakfast bar, Pete leaned in close. “What’s it worth to send her away?”

Sam shook her head emphatically, but she had yet to learn she wasn’t the one in charge.

“Anything. Anything you want.”

“Up to and including being the half-time entertainment at a sports party at the weekend and then walking around topless in a micro-miniskirt and no panties as our waitress?”

She moaned and bit her lip but nodded her head. Protective mode was kicking in.

“I could always get your daughter to do the striptease bit, I’m sure she would.”

This time, Erin shook her head hard. Pete started grinding his fingers against her clit, forcing another whimper from the aroused woman. Erin couldn’t see but Sam had smiled and nodded at the idea of being included. Part of that was the desire to explore her submissive nature, but part was also the fear of loneliness. She had yet to make any friends around the area, so staying close to her mother and Pete would alleviate that.

Pete laughed and then turned his attention to Sam. “Go and wait in the den. Your mother wants some privacy.”

Sam pouted, but Pete caught the way Erin’s shoulders slumped in relief. She still thought he was going to spank her. Instead, he simply pressed up behind her, lining his cock up with her entrance, and pushed into her.

Erin gasped, and at the doorway, a despondent Sam turned to watch as Pete thrust into Erin. He waved her away with one hand and then turned his attention back to the woman he was in the process of fucking.

“I told you, a spanking is for another day. For now, I just want to experience this perfect pussy.” She moaned as she pushed her ass back at him. Somehow, she’d summoned up the strength to push herself back up to her elbows. Pete kept one hand on her hip and moved the other to reach under her and grasp her breast. She moaned again and arched her back, pressing her breast down into his hand. Her nipple was rock hard and appeared to be trying to dig its way through the thin fabric of her tight dress.

Her hip movements became more violent as he thrust harder into her. Released from the fear of her daughter watching what he was doing to her, she became ever more animated. Within a couple of minutes, she came again, writhing and shuddering as she braced herself on her elbows against the countertop. Her legs threatened to give way, but she locked out her knees and resumed thrusting back against him even before the climax had fully subsided. The way her pussy had gripped him as she came had almost made Pete lose his own load, but he grimly hung on, thinking of anything other than the highly sexual woman in front of him.

Fuck me, you bastard, fuck me.”

He was surprised by the way she swore at him, and he almost slapped her ass for the impertinence but didn’t. She gasped as she realized the mistake she might have made, but she didn’t repeat her words. Pete continued to thrust into her, using both hands now to pull on her hips, forcing himself in deeper. Her breast was forgotten as he concentrated on the feeling of her tight channel enveloping his cock.

Another couple of minutes of furious fucking, and she came again, filling the kitchen with her cries of passion even as her pussy clamped down on his intruding cock. He was sure Sam had heard her mother from within the den, but he didn’t think she’d snuck back to watch. It didn’t matter, Pete was too close. He grunted as his cock flexed, and Erin moaned as he emptied himself deep inside her. He held still for another few seconds or so and then slowly pulled out. He reeled to one side, grabbing the back of one of the stools for support as he panted for breath. Erin dropped her forehead down to the breakfast bar and panted for air.

He watched as, after a minute, she lifted her head to look around. She was looking to make sure Sam hadn’t witnessed her being fucked to three orgasms like that. He glanced down between her spread legs. Their combined fluids were leaking out and coating the inside of her legs. Since she still had his earlier load dried on her face and matting her hair, she looked a total, fell-fucked slutty mess.

“I’ll give you a choice.”

“Oh?”

“You can shower here before you go home, but if you do, you’ll be wearing my shirt, not this dress. You can use the back doors and cross the yard.”

“Or?”

“You can pull the dress straight and walk home via the front door and the street and have a shower in your own bathroom.”

She shivered. He was sure the shirt was now dry, so it wouldn’t show too much through it. It was, of course, still short and would show a lot of legs. At least, the mess on her face and in her hair, as well as the traces leaking down her leg, wouldn’t show. It wasn’t really a contest.

“I’ll shower here.”

“Good girl, I thought you would.”

“And what are you going to be doing while I shower?” she tired a winsome smile, and he knew that was her protective instinct kicking in.

“I’m going to sit and keep your daughter entertained.”

The smile faded as she realized there was a world of hidden meanings potentially contained within that statement.

“I said, entertained. So that you know, I’m all fucked out. In fact, I’ll wait a few minutes and then send Sam to fetch the shirt up to you.”

She glared at him, but when she pushed herself upright, she headed to the stairs. He smiled as he tucked himself away and then headed through into the den, where the younger version awaited him. No doubt he’d be greeted with a very sullen pout. She’d been very interested in watching him fuck her mother.

Fifteen minutes later, Pete was in the kitchen when the two women walked down the stairs together. He knew the fact that Sam had changed out of her nice dress into the shirt that matched hers would have sparked questions in Erin’s mind. Her black glare at him told him Sam had stuck to the story he’d told her to tell her mother about how he’d made Sam dance out of her dress for him before heading outside to retrieve the two shirts. He hadn’t, despite the fact he knew Sam would have happily done so. No, he wanted her mother on edge and remembering her promise to do anything in order to keep his hands off Sam.

It only took him a couple of minutes to explain what he wanted them to wear for dinner at seven. Despite his desire to keep playing with the two of them, he needed to get some work done this afternoon. Actually, he was playing with one of them and just teasing the other one. Pete was certain Sam was getting very frustrated with what he was doing. At the same time, though, his teasing of her was making Erin more protective and thus more malleable. It was a win-win situation, and he had every intention of taking the most benefit possible from it. On top of that, he also needed some rest and recuperation time before the next time he expected Erin to submit to him.


Chapter 5

From the side window to his office, he’d seen their car go out about an hour after they went home. That had given Erin time to get herself clean and presentable. He was sure Sam would have showered, too, if only to wash the chlorine from his pool off her body. About an hour and a half later, it was back, but he didn’t see any sign of either of them. Some washing appeared on the line in their backyard a few minutes later, but he didn’t see them putting anything out there. It was mainly towels anyway, so he assumed Erin had needed to get on top of the laundry and had set the washer to cycle while they were out.

He chuckled to himself, wondering which part of the outfit he’d insisted they wore tonight was the thing they’d had to go out and buy. Ah well, if he was still curious come seven o’clock, he could always ask. He was sure Erin would blush, but tell him. Having that level of power over the beauty was definitely an aphrodisiac all of its own. Knowing the younger blonde was ready and apparently willing to subject herself to the same was an even bigger one.

At six-thirty, he headed for the shower himself, pleased with the amount of work he’d managed to get done. Casually dressing in board shorts and a plain t-shirt, he headed downstairs to get his preparations for dinner ready. Not that there was much to do. Mostly, it was a question of hunting for and finding the takeout leaflets for the local selection of pizzerias.

At just before seven o’clock, he heard a tap on the back door and looked up to see Sam standing there, surprisingly alone.

As he opened the door, he gave her a look up and down. The outfit he’d asked for was perfect for her young, slim figure. It would emphasize her mother’s assets, but with Sam, the blouse tied off just below her breasts, the tight shorts, and the hold-up stockings just emphasized the whole mouth-watering package.

“Sam. Where’s your mum?”

“Sends her apologies, but she’ll be about fifteen minutes.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. Unfortunately, my granddad Mitch called to see how we were doing. She’d finished shortening and hemming my blouse but hadn’t started on her own. You know yourself, she can’t say no, especially not to a two-star general, even if he is retired. So, she’s not quite finished it, and she needs to get changed. After all, wearing booty shorts and stockings wouldn’t have been a good look on a video call with the general.”

Pete chuckled. “I can see that.” He stood aside and let her in. “I am surprised that she sent you around rather than texted.”

Sam contrived to look guilty. “I didn’t give her a chance to message you. It was my idea to come around and tell you rather than let her call or text you.”

“Ah, so you were planning…?”

She blushed. “Whatever you want… We’ve got about fifteen minutes.”

Pete shook his head. “Make that ten. Your mother will be racing to get ready about now. She will not want to leave you on your own with me for too long.”

Sam gave me what she hoped was her best seductive smile. She closed the distance between us and placed one hand on my chest. “There’s a lot I can do for you in ten minutes if you let me.”

Pete chuckled again. “There might well be, sweetheart. However, you seem to have forgotten one thing.”

“Which is?” The attempted seductive smile didn’t waver, not even as he brought his hand up and grasped her wrist.

It was very simple to drag her hand out to the side and then use that as leverage to twist her around and bring her arm back up behind her back. It wasn’t a painful hold, but it was obvious, even to Sam, that it could become painful very quickly.

I’m not one of those boys from school or one of those young impressionable surfer dudes on your backpacking trip down the West Coast a couple of months ago. No, my house, my rules. If I want to do something with you, I will. If I’d rather do something to you, I will. Got it?”

She swallowed hard and nodded. He eased the pressure on her arm but still held it behind her back.

“Give me your other arm.”

She gasped but slowly did as he said. His hands were easily large enough to grasp both her wrists in one hand. He waved his other hand in front of her face as he momentarily tightened his grip and then relaxed it again. The message was clear, you’re mine, and I have you completely under my control. Sam nodded her understanding.

“So, you want to play adult games, girl?”

She shuddered but answered. “Yes, sir.”

“How adult?”

“As adult as you want to… sir.”

“So, if I strip you naked, no problem?”

“There wasn’t this morning, was there, or last night.”

He tightened his grip, reminding her to keep her tone deferential. She nodded, understanding the unspoken message.

“And if I decide to spank you for your disrespect?”

“I bend over for you, sir. Just as my mother did.”

He could feel her trembling.

And if I want to fuck you?”

“Please do, sir.”

Her trembling increased. This girl was so ready for it. “And if I want a blow job?”

“I open my mouth. I must warn you, sir, I don’t have a lot of experience.”

“But you do have enthusiasm. That goes a long way.”

She shivered but waited for him to say more.

“And if I decide I want your ass?”

She shuddered and staggered a little. He guessed her legs had just gone weak. She whimpered but straightened up, he suspected that was to take the pressure off her arms.

“I…” Her mouth was working, but no words were coming out. She tried again. “I…”

“You what?” He already knew the answer. Her reaction told him that.

“I’ve never done that… sir.”

He chuckled, trying to make his laugh sound as evil as possible.

“Luckily, it’s not in my usual needs and desires then. I might well do that in the future, but for now, I‘ll concentrate on the other areas. Remember, you’ve already clocked up one spanking for your sass a few moments ago. I’ll let you know when I intend to cancel your debt.”

Pete just let go of her wrists and gave her a gentle push. She stepped away from him and then turned to face him. Her face was flushed bright red, and although a lot of that was embarrassment, a glance down at her protruding nipples told him some of it was passion. She’d set out to come around on her own and seduce him, but she’d had no clear idea of how to achieve her aim. Obviously, Erin had told her a lot of what had happened, and no doubt Sam would have found out how many orgasms her mother had had. She clearly wanted some of that for herself.

For the moment, though, Sam was going to have to be disappointed. A moment later, there was another tap on the door when Erin arrived. Pete glanced at the clock. Sam had said fifteen minutes, and it was much closer to the ten he’d said it would be. He could see Sam’s shoulders sag a little in disappointment. At the same time, Erin had a quizzical look on her face as she tried to work out why her daughter was so red-faced. Pete had no intention of telling her, and he doubted Sam would either.

Pete grinned at Erin as she closed the door behind her.

“Seeing as we had steak yesterday, I thought we’d have pizza today, okay? Of the three local places, either of you have any preference?”

Erin shook her head while Sam just shrugged. He guessed takeaway food wasn’t often on the menu, not when the master of the house was a hotdog fanatic like Phil had been.

“Well, if it’s okay with you, I’d go with Loius’s place. They make the best Hawaiian I’ve had in this fair city.”

Sam pulled a face.

“You don’t like Hawaiian?”

“Pineapple belongs on a desert, not on the main course.”

“Lots of people agree with you, but I’m not one of them. What would you prefer? I’m sure they can do a half-and-half or simply two or even three smaller ones.”

It took a couple of minutes to establish that Sam wanted a meat feast while Rin preferred a seafood mix, one Pete hadn’t tried. Rather than get complicated and mess things up, he opted for three small pizzas and used the app to order. The notification for delivery in about twenty minutes came through almost immediately.

So, ladies, I thought we’d play a little game while we wait.”

Sam’s ears seemed to prick up at that. “Oh?”

“Yeah. Loser answers the door for the delivery.”

Erin glared at him. “But in what state?”

“Depends on the score of the game.” He chuckled, understanding her concern. “Don’t worry. I don’t want to enhance my reputation or destroy yours so that it won’t be too overt an amount of nudity. Not that there won’t be some flesh on display, of course.” He grinned at Erin and swept his gaze down and then back up. With the short shorts only just covering her ass cheeks, there was a wide gap of bare flesh between the top of her stockings and the bottom of her shorts. There was an equally large gap between the top of the shorts and the bottom of the cut-off blouse. Since there were only two buttons done up above the knot on the blouse, her cleavage was out in the open. Of course, the same was true for Sam, her outfit was identical to that of her mother.

Erin blushed, but Sam looked intrigued again. She seemed to be quite happy to be exposed in far more situations than her mother was. While Erin was clearly embarrassed by the idea, he knew he could simply order her to answer the door in any state of dress or undress, and she would.

Pete led the two women into the den, and they could see there were two pairs of dice set out on opposite sides of the coffee table in the middle.

“One side each, ladies. The dice are straight, so it’s your free choice.”

Erin took a seat on the couch, forcing Sam to sit on the chair opposite. Pete simply perched on the arm of Sam’s chair. Erin pouted a little, she’d sat so there was room on the seat beside her. She hadn’t quite understood his move. This way, he was looking at her. If he’d chosen to sit next to her, he’d have been looking at Sam.

“First go is a practice run. Both of you shake and roll your pair of dice.”

They did as he said, Erin rolling a six and a two, making eight, and Sam rolling a four and a three, making seven.

“So, Erin, you win that play by one point. We will keep playing and keep totaling the scores until one of you is ahead by ten points. That’s when the loser will have to undo a button, a knot, or a zip. Once they’re all undone, then something comes off. You’d best hope the pizza guy gets here before that point but don’t try to slow-play the game. I’ll treat that as a penalty, and you’ll both be declared losers at that point. A double penalty at that.”

Pete wasn’t really interested in the game or even in who won or lost. He’d calculated that unless one of them had a really terrible run and the other a fabulous streak, there was little chance of either of them losing too much. No, Pete was interested in putting the two women under stress. The outcome was pure chance. He wanted to see if playing for their clothes like this affected either of them sexually. He would have put money on it being the case.

“One pair of extra rules, if you both throw the same, then the scores are wiped at that point. However, if you throw a double, it counts as extra. Fifty percent extra. So, two fours would be twelve, not eight. Understood?”

Sam nodded and smiled. Erin just nodded as she stared at him.

“Let’s play.”

Sam picked up her dice and immediately rolled a total of five. Erin rolled hers and gasped as it came up as a five and a four, scoring nine.

“Four points to Erin. Roll again.”

Sam, this time, rolled a total of eight, but Erin rolled a pair of threes.

“Erin scores nine again, so Sam, your score is now five.”

Sam picked up her dice, and Pete could sense she was thinking about the forfeits if she lost. Her roll was poor once more, a total of three. Erin rolled and somehow only scored five. She could have won on the spot if she’d rolled higher.

“That’s seven points now, Sam. Getting worried?”

“No.” The answer was too glib, and Erin shot them both a look.

Sam rolled again and landed on two fives. “Fifteen. Erin, your roll.”

Erin managed to screw up what she was doing completely. One dice landed as a two on the table, but the other dice dropped off the edge onto the floor, another two.

“Pity that would have made you six, but as it fell off the table, it doesn’t count.”

“You didn’t say that.”

“I just did.” Pete shot her a stern look, and Erin nodded her acceptance.

“So from Sam being in the losing seat with seven, Erin is now losing with six. Roll again.”

Sam rolled a six and a four, and Erin managed to roll a three and a two of her own.

“Sam wins. Erin, it's your choice. Either undo a button or undo the knot.”

Erin swallowed but made her choice quickly. She undid the topmost fastened button on the blouse. The end result was that the blouse gaped much further, exposing far more cleavage than before.

“Let’s continue playing.”

This time, the round only lasted three rolls. On the second roll, Sam managed a double four, while Erin could only manage a three and a two. Those seven points, together with the two from the previous go, left her on nine. When she lost the next hand, she could only pay another forfeit. With both buttons undone, there was only the flimsy knot holding the blouse together between her breasts. Pete looked carefully, noticing how hard Erin’s nipples were.

A moment later, the doorbell rang, announcing the takeaway’s arrival.

“Seeing as you lost, sweetie. Why don’t you go and collect it? There’s a five spot on the hall table as a tip, but the pizza is already paid for.”

Erin sighed and rose to her feet before heading to the front door. Pete could sense there was an element of relief in the way she walked. Yes, she’d lost, but it meant her daughter hadn’t. Sam wasn’t going to be humiliated. Pete was amazed at what the woman would do to protect a daughter who didn’t want to be protected.

He turned his attention to the younger blonde sitting next to him. “Undo the two buttons on your top, sweetheart. After the pizza, I think we’ll play another game, and I wouldn’t want you to start with an advantage over her, would I?”


Chapter 6

As they sat down with the pizza in between them, Pete watched the interplay between the two women. Erin had immediately noticed the change in the way Sam was dressed. The way those two buttons were open. Trying not to let him see, she seemed to mouth the words to Sam, ‘Did you, or did he?’ The last part was accompanied by a jerk of her head toward Pete. Sam seemed to deliberately misunderstand the question and didn’t really answer it. She just shrugged as if to say, does it matter? That left Erin in a quandary, she couldn’t ask outright, not without providing Pete with a chance to intervene.

The pizzas were delicious, and Pete was quite surprised to find Sam finished hers first, a fraction of a slice before Erin polished off hers. He still had a full slice left at that point. Erin sat back quite casually, but Sam made a performance of her change of posture. Making sure her breasts jutted out into the short, tied-off blouse.

Pete just smiled and turned and winked at Erin, who appeared a little upset about her daughter’s brazen behavior. She glared back at him, but he just ignored that.

“So, ladies, did you enjoy your pizzas?”

“Thank you, yes.” Sam just answered, but Erin was staring at him. She knew the seemingly innocuous question was leading to something else, almost certainly something sexual. Sam lacked the experience to see through him. Pete just chuckled and let the silence build the tension for him.

He waited a few more seconds. “I guess it’s time to find out which one of you is going to pay for your supper, then.”

Sam giggled and looked to the side where the dice lay on a side table. Erin glared at him, obviously making the same inference, but wasn’t prepared to give him the satisfaction by looking over there.

“No, Sam, I wasn’t going to let you roll for your honor again.”

“Oh.” If anything, the younger woman looked disappointed.

“I thought we’d play cards instead.”

“Strip poker?” Erin blurted out the question before she could stop herself.

“What a lovely idea. Why didn’t I think of that?” He grinned at her, and Erin slowly flushed, knowing he was toying with her.

“I thought something simpler and quicker this time around. High card wins, low card loses.”

“Oh.”

“More fun for me that way.”

“Are you playing then?” Sam’s grin was infectious, and he grinned back.

“No chance, sweetheart. No, I get to watch one of you two get fully naked.”

“And when one of us is naked?”

“I get to give one of you an enjoyable experience while the other one goes home.”

“You mean the loser?” Sam was not going to let the staring contest between Pete and her mother take control of the room.

“Not necessarily. It depends on what’s on offer.”

He suspected that Sam was pouting, but he was watching Erin as she processed what he’d said. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod of understanding and allowed her expression to morph into a gentle smile. He’d as much as told her that she would be the one staying and Sam would, for the second night running, be the one going home. He intended to exploit that protective nature toward her daughter for as long as possible.

Reaching into the cupboard next to him, Pete pulled out a pack of playing cards and expertly unwrapped and then shuffled them. He dealt out seven cards each.

“I thought we were playing high card?”

“We are. There is an element of skill involved, though. You play a card from your hand at the same time as your opponent. You don’t have to play your highest card first, it’s your choice. You can play any number of different strategies here, it is entirely up to you.”

“Pick up your cards, arrange them any way you like, and then when I call, place one card face down on the table. Then, you flip the cards over. The highest card wins, and the lowest card undoes or removes something.”

“In what order?”

Pete grinned. “I’ll let you know, but I will make sure you both follow the same sequence. The game stops when one of you is fully naked. Shoes and stockings, though, don’t count.”

Since the blouse was only held closed with a simple knot, two losses would see the blouse lost, another loss for the shorts, and another for the panties, and the loser would be naked. He could see Erin’s thought processes working. If she could lose four times in a row, her daughter would be walking home fully clothed.

Her thought process was admirable but not what Pete wanted. If at all possible, he wanted to see Sam naked again and then send her home. He knew that would disappoint the younger woman, but he wanted to let her build that head of frustration, it would make the moment all the sweeter when it came. Erin was delaying the inevitable, but he was sure she was aware of that inevitability. It made for an interesting dynamic, as long as he didn’t push too hard.

He started them playing and wasn’t surprised when Erin played a low card while Sam played a high one.

“Undo the knot, sweetie.”

Erin gave him her customary glare but didn’t hesitate for more than a second before reaching down between her breasts and undoing the knot. The two halves of the shirt swung open, displaying the entire length of her cleavage. Pete pursed his lips in a silent whistle. That sight never got old. Inside his pants, his cock stirred once more.

“Play again.”

“This time, Erin played a five, but Sam played a three, which resulted in a stony glare across the table from mother to daughter. Sam just smiled at him and reached for the knot on her top. As the shirt fell open, Pete was gifted a momentary glimpse of an engorged nipple before the shirt swung back over it once more. He was pretty sure that flash had been deliberate, and Sam’s smiling face confirmed the fact. Erin looked daggers at Sam but turned her attention back to Pete. She couldn’t control how Sam played the game, so there was nothing she could do other than play her own cards. It was obvious to Pete that she was playing her cards from lowest to highest in an attempt to make sure she lost. Sam had fallen for that with the first card and then deliberately played even lower with her second to wrest control from her.

“Play again.”

This time, Erin played an eight, and once more, Sam played underneath her. It was more luck than judgment, but Pete was still going to claim his prize. “Lose the shirt, sweetheart. Show us some tit.”

He was being deliberately crude, watching as both women flushed at his choice of words. Sam’s movements were noticeably slower this time, but he was sure she was simply being provocative rather than hesitating. He’d seen her naked several times in the last couple of days, so it wasn’t any kind of modesty. No, she wanted to extend the tease.

Her hands rose to grasp the two opened dies of the blouse and pulled them tight against each other. It was a false modesty but an effective tease. His cock grew in his pants, and he wanted to adjust it but didn’t want to draw either woman’s attention to his growing arousal. Sam slid her hands higher, keeping herself covered as she eased the shoulders of the blouse back and off. She kept up the same slow, teasing movement as she prepared to bare her chest. He knew when the moment was nigh. She braced herself, arched her back, and then tossed the two halves of the front out to the sides. Since she’d already cleared it from her shoulders, it slid down her arms to the elbows, gathering behind her.

Sam did not attempt to cover up, her arched back pushing her breasts and their hard nipples proudly forward. As she let the blouse fall down her arms behind her and she slipped her hands free from it, she did not attempt to cover up. Picking up her cards again, she smiled at him. “Next round?”

“By all means.”

Erin now only had her higher cards left, which meant her strategy was in danger of a spectacular failure. He suspected both women were now playing to lose rather than win. Erin because she was being protective and prepared to sacrifice. Sam, because she wanted to be the one to stay and sample what her mother had had the previous night.

Erin continued her strategy, playing a nine. Sam played an ace, obviously trying to clear her high cards early. It would, of course, depend on what cards they had each got left.

“You know what to do, Erin. Lose the top and show me those fabulous tits.”

His crudity was designed to provoke her, and she glared daggers at him again as her hands rose to the two loose sides of her top. She allowed her glare to morph into a gentle and, she hoped, seductive smile. “Wouldn’t you prefer to do this yourself?”

“Of course, but remember one thing.”

“Which is?”

“What I do to one, I’ll do to the other.”

Sam gasped, but Pete’s attention was focused on Erin and not the younger woman. He watched her closely, almost able to see the cogs clicking round behind her limpet eyes. The moment she came to a decision was obvious. Her arms were suddenly a blur of motion. One moment, she had been coyly holding the two sides of the blouse, not quite covering her cleavage, but almost. The next, the blouse was off and back and sliding down her arms, her breasts totally exposed. As the blouse fell away, she picked up her cards again and sat there proudly with her breasts on full display. Even as he watched, her nipples firmed, not quite matching Sam’s, but almost.

“Play again.”

Erin played a jack, and Sam bit her lip as she turned over her card to reveal another ace.

Pete sat back and grinned at the woman sitting next to him. “Shorts, baby, let’s see what color your panties are.”

Erin flushed bright red, and Pete wondered why for a moment. Then the penny dropped. “You’re commando, aren’t you?”

She bit her lip and nodded, and Pete just grinned. Erin had kept that fact extremely well hidden. Not even a hint about it.

“Show me the prize, then baby. Let the fox see the box.”

That earned him another glare. Nevertheless, she rose to her feet and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her tight shorts. As she pushed them down a couple of inches, she shivered. Surprisingly, she was facing Sam and not him, but he knew she’d turn toward him at some point during her performance. Sam leaned back and watched her mother’s slow performance. Her eyes were alight with her own thoughts.

Erin slid the shorts down to her thighs, exposing the curve of her pert ass. She really was in great shape. Slowly, she turned so she was side on to Sam and facing him. He could see her shaven slit peeking from between her legs. His view disappeared for a couple of seconds as she levered her shorts down past the tops of her stockings. She bent to push them further. His view only improved when she straightened up once more.

Her shorts feathered down her legs, and she stepped clear of them but made no attempt to shield her nudity with her hands.

“Nice.”

She blushed again at his compliment, despite the fact he’d seen her naked several times today already, as well as even more than that the night before.

“So, Erin, just tell me, what’s the lowest card you’ve got left?”

“Another jack.”

“And Sam, what’s your highest card left.”

“A ten.”

He chuckled. “So, three rounds left, and Sam is going to lose all of them. I’ve got a better idea. Let’s forget about the cards. Sam, why don’t you stand and strip for us? He paused as Sam accepted his order with a nod. Erin gasped, and he turned his attention back to the naked woman standing next to him. “Why don’t you come and sit here, sweetie? Face your daughter so you can watch her performance. Straddle my legs.”

Erin swallowed hard, it was obvious she knew that straddling him facing away would expose her pussy to Sam. It would also leave her open to his hands wandering wherever he wanted them to go. Even though she’d worked all that out, she still moved to do as he said. He placed both hands on her waist and held her in place as he looked over her shoulder at the younger version.

“Anytime you’re ready, sweetheart, but take your time. Your mom and I need to get, shall we say, reacquainted.”

Erin shuddered and then gasped as his hand rose to cup her breast. His right hand slid lower onto her stomach, and she whimpered deep in her throat. Across the other side of the table, Sam rose to her feet, a calm, beautiful smile on her face as she lowered her hands to her waist and hooked her thumbs into her waistband, just as her mother had done only minutes earlier.

“Please.” Erin’s voice was almost a whisper.

Pete leaned in close to her. “Please, what?” His whisper was far too low to carry across the room. Sam could see there was a conversation going on, but she clearly couldn’t hear any of it.

“Please don’t. Don’t finger me in front of my daughter.”

“Is it worth something to me to forgo the exquisite pleasure of embarrassing you in front of her? We both know you’re not going to do anything to stop me.” Pete slid his hand lower on her belly.

In front of them, Sam had slid the shorts down to expose her black lace panties. She was wearing underwear where Erin had gone without. With hindsight, Pete would have expected that to have been the other way around.

Erin didn’t answer for a second, and Pete watched as Sam slowly slid her shorts down and then let go of them to allow them to whisper down her long legs.

“Nice, sweetheart, very nice, now carry on.”

Erin trembled on his lap, and he caught her nipple between his forefinger and thumb and squeezed it.

“Anything.”

He chuckled. “Are you sure about that?” He slid his hand a half-inch lower still, now, his fingertips were only just above her mound.

“Yes.”

“Very well, then.”

Sam’s hands had returned to her waist, and she grabbed the top edge of her panties. After a second, she spun around to face away and then pulled them down sharply to expose her bare butt. It was a move that was redolent with a stripper pose, and Pete grinned as Sam looked back over her shoulder at him.

Sam pushed the panties down her legs, keeping her legs straight as she bent over. This rewarded Pete, and for that matter, Erin, with a glimpse of her split peach between her legs. Only a momentary glimpse because she quickly straightened up after letting go of a scrap of lace. As soon as it landed on the top of her shoes, she stepped out of them and then twirled around to face them once more. Pete could see Sam was breathing heavily, and he knew it wasn’t from exertion. He pinched Erin’s nipple once more, making her gasp.

“I’m going to be nice to you, Sam. Seeing as it’s still light. I’ll let you put your shorts and shirt back on before you go home. Your naked mother will be following you later. I need to get some work done tomorrow, so although it would be nice to keep her chained to my bed for the night, I need some sleep. Please don’t come around to use the pool tomorrow. I need to concentrate, and if you’re there, I’ll get distracted.”

Sam raised an eyebrow. “I thought you enjoyed me distracting you.”

“I do, but I need to work too. Shall we say dinner at seven again? I’ll text your mother to tell you both what to wear.”

“Actually…”

He looked in surprise at Erin as she twisted on his lap, inadvertently or even deliberately dislodging his hands.

“What, sweetie?” He waved at Sam to get her to start getting dressed again, and her sulky pout as she did so just made the event look even more erotic than before.

“I was hoping you could help me tomorrow.”

“Oh? How?”

“The loss adjuster from JD’s insurers is coming around at eleven. Mitch suggested it might be better if there was someone else there. Someone independent.”

“So you thought of me, thank you.”

“Actually, asking you was Mitch’s idea.” She giggled. “I don’t think he expected me to be sitting naked on your lap when I asked you.”

“I hope he didn’t.”

“Well, he also suggested, if you were agreeable, that you could use your IT skills and set up a video link to him at the same time. He’s convinced the company will lowball me on compensation, and he thinks his appearance in full dress uniform might just intimidate the guy.”

Pete nodded. “I think it might. You think they’ll lowball you?”

“Certain of it.”

“Then let’s set it up. I’ll be over at about ten-thirty.” He turned his attention to the younger woman. “I take it you’re going to be there to support your mother too.”

“Of course.” Sam looked affronted.

“Right, then, in that case, I’m going to have to curtail tonight’s events somewhat. Sorry, sweetie, but you’re only going to be able to perform your favorite activity. I need to spend a couple of hours working tonight so I can make up for the time tomorrow.

“Favorite activity?” Sam was obviously curious.  The fact Erin colored up at her question probably gave her an answer. Erin wasn’t going to.

“Answer her. Remember, you said anything.”

Erin caught her lip in her teeth for a second, and her blush intensified.

“Using my mouth.”

“Oh.” Sam blushed, too.

“On your knees, sweetie. Sam, see yourself out. He waved away the younger woman as her mother twisted as she slid off his lap to end on her knees between his legs.

“I guess you’ll have to owe me the rest later on tomorrow.” Erin shuddered. “And, of course, payment for acting as your father-in-law’s wingman.” He stared straight at the now-dressed Sam. “Unless, of course, his granddaughter would like to make that particular payment.”

“No, she won’t.”

“Yes, I would.” Sam had fire in her eyes, but Erin’s steely look belied her nudity and the fact she was crouched between her neighbor’s legs, about to blow him.

“Go home, Sam. See you tomorrow. Wear something conservative and dark color. We need to set the scene nicely for this insurance guy before we hit him with a two-star Marine General.

Pete heard the back door slam as Sam left in a huff. His attention, though, was drawn to Erin’s actions as she drew his cock out of his fly and enveloped him in her warm mouth.

“Don’t worry, sweetie, I’ll launder your outfit for you after you’ve gone home.”

She shuddered but took him deeper.


Chapter 7

Pete made sure he was smartly dressed, suited, and booted, as they say before he knocked on Erin’s door just after ten-thirty. Sam answered the door, wearing a severe black dress that almost came down to her knees. She’d worn a black bolero jacket over the top, probably covering the fact the dress had spaghetti shoulder straps.

“Mum’s just finishing getting ready.”

“That’s fine. Let me get this set up.” Pete waved the tablet in his hand. We’re going to be using the ding room, right?”

“That’s what Mum and grandpa Mitch agreed.”

“Yeah. That’s what he said last night.”

“You spoke to him?”

“Absolutely. I wanted to make sure he and I were on the same page.”

“Ah.”

“So, what did Mitch say?”

Pete spun around. He hadn’t heard Erin come downstairs and approach.

“I’m going to have the call connected on the tablet lying next to me on the table, but with the display greyed out. As soon as Mitch wants to get involved, he’ll text me, and I’ll put the tablet up on its stand and show this assessor of yours a fully suited and booted two-star general resplendent in his uniform. I suspect Mitch will pretty much take it from there.” He chuckled. “I think you might need to cover your ears, young lady, I suspect Mitch’s language might get a little colorful.”

“I was supposed to be going to college next month. I do know what those words are and what they mean.”

“Possibly, but not possibly, the Marine emphasis on some of them.”

Sam pouted but didn’t reply. Pete knew he might have touched a sore spot by pointing out she was still very young. She wasn’t that young. Eighteen was considered an adult, and he’d treated her very much like an adult over the last few weeks.

He busied himself setting up the link to Mitch, and then, as soon as he had the image of the general on the scene, he blanked the screen and laid it down. Speaking softly, he spoke directly to the general. “If you can hear me, sir, please text me.”

In less than fifteen seconds, he got a text on his cell. Hear you five by five, Gunny.

“Very well. Right, ladies, your father-in-law is online and listening in to everything that happens in here. So, we’re all set as soon as this guy turns up. Remember, you don’t need to speak to the tablet to enable the general to hear. He can hear everything in this room.”

To Mitch, it would sound like he was simply confirming everything. In fact, he was warning Erin, and particularly Sam, not to say anything about the recent events at his house.

A couple of minutes later, a car pulled up in front of the house. “Showtime, sir.” He spoke for the general’s sake.

Pete waited in the dining room, with Sam sitting next to him leaving space at the other end of the table for the insurance assessor, while Erin would sit next to Sam. It wouldn’t be intimidating, and it wouldn’t put him front and center.

“Please come in, we thought the dining room would be the best.”

“Of course, and thank you, Mrs. Cavenaugh. May I first say I’m sorry for your loss.”

“Thank you.”

Erin led the young guy through into the dining room. Pete stood to greet him.

“This is Mister David Gilbert, he’s the loss adjuster. This is my daughter Samantha, and my family wanted me to have someone else present. This is my neighbor Peter Whitthorne.”

Pete stuck out his hand. “Pleased to meet you, Mister Gilbert.”

“Likewise, although having a neighbor is…”

“Necessary because all of Mrs. Cavenaugh’s family are three states away, as are Phil’s grieving family. They thought a familiar face would be of some help and support.”

“Of course. I wasn’t raising an objection…”

“Good.” Pete raised an eyebrow at Erin, who seemed somewhat lost following the introductions.

“Please take a seat.”

The young guy, he couldn’t have even been thirty, took a seat and opened his briefcase.

So far, apart from saying hello, Sam had sat quietly and watched the byplay.

Over the next fifteen minutes or so, the insurance assessor asked a few questions, run-of-the-mill, identity confirmation ones, and the details of what had happened. It didn’t make for easy listening, and both Erin and Sam looked quite pale, and there were a couple of gasps at some of the details. Even so, both women held it together and remained composed and calm as they answered the questions put their way. Pete simply stayed silent and observed. After all, he had no stake in this.

David Gilbert finally came to the offer he was here to make. “I’m here to make an offer on behalf of John Dere’s insurers. Taking into account every circumstance of the unfortunate event…”

“Accident.” Erin’s interruption knocked him out of his little prepared speech.

“Taking into account all the circumstances surrounding the event that contributed to your husband’s death…”

“Caused, not contributed.” Erin was quiet but determined.

David Gilbert nodded but continued. “And given the substantial payout from the company-funded life assurance, we’re prepared to table an offer of two-hundred-and-fifty thousand dollars in full and final settlement for any liability arising from the unfortunate event.”

Erin coughed. “You have got to be kidding me.”

“I assure you, madam, we don’t joke about these matters.”

Before Erin could continue, Pete’s cell buzzed in his pocket.

Showtime, Gunny.

“Excuse me.”

The insurance guy was surprised by the interruption and turned to look at Pete, expecting him to say something. Instead, Pete stood the screen up on its stand, turned the screen on, and then spun it around to point it at the insurance assessor. Mister Gilbert suddenly found himself looking at a two-star Marine Corps General in full dress uniform, with a barrel chest full of medals.

“Wha…?”

“Mister Gilbert.”

“Yes… sir.” The honorific was a couple of heartbeats too slow. It was obvious to Pete that this guy had never served. The hesitation wouldn’t have been there if he had, in any branch, let alone the Marines.

“My daughter-in-law, and, by extension, the rest of the family is absolutely disgusted with the paltry offer your company just put on the table.”

“It is by no means a paltry…”

“Son, do not contradict a two-star general. Do not interrupt a two-star general. Am I clear?”

Pete knew that tone well. Back when Mitch Cavanaugh had been in charge of training at Fort Bragg, that tone had made people move. He watched as Mitch brought that tone to bear on the hapless insurance adjuster.

Gilbert gave a brief nod.

“That’s better. Let me lay my cards on the table, son. Do you know how many senior managers at JD are ex-Marines? It’s more than a dozen, son. Do you know how many of your insurance company's customers are ex-Marines? I don’t know the number, but I know there are a lot of them. Do you know how many JD customers are ex-Marines, have sons who are ex-Marines, or even fathers who served in the Marines in the various wars? Let me tell you, son, the farmlands of the mid-West were happy hunting grounds for the Marine’s recruiters. Now, my son…”

“I know he was invalided out, sir…”

“He might have been. But he was still a MARINE. Right, Gunny?”

“Yes, sir. Phil Cavanaugh was a Marine, part of the corps, and we don’t ever leave one of ours behind.”

“That’s right, son. That’s why my daughter-in-law asked this particular neighbor to be present. He, too, was a Marine. He’s part of the Corps even though he’s been out of uniform for many years.”

“My son had three brothers, all Marines. Three cousins, two are Marines, one Navy, all officers. Now tell me, sonny, if my people start ringing around everyone they know and they start e-mailing every Marine they know, how quickly would the entire Corps know about the shabby way your company treats an ex-Marine? That’s without going viral on social media, Sonny. This is the kind of story that would capture the attention, don’t you think?”

“Sir.” It was obvious Gilbert knew where this was going.

“So, that kind of publicity would be bad for business, son. How quickly do you think your insurance company would react once all those ex-Marines stopped renewing their policies? How much pressure JD, your company’s biggest customer, would put on your bosses once all those ex-Marine farmers started returning their equipment and buying replacements elsewhere?”

“I get your point, Mister Cavenaugh.”

“It’s General, sir, to you, sonny.”

Pete was surprised the General kept his cool and didn’t swear or explode in rage. Maybe it was the presence of his granddaughter that stopped him.

Gilbert swallowed. “Yes, sir.”

“Now I suggest you go sit in that car of yours outside and ring your boss and point out the error of his ways to him. He really does not want me to press the button on such a campaign. Am I clear?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good, we’ll wait.”

Two minutes later, a very chastened insurance loss adjuster was scurrying back to his car.

“Thank you, Gunny, you have been very helpful. Now, if you don’t mind, I’d like to have a little alone time with my girls before he comes back.”

Pete knew that was a military-style dismissal, so he winked at Sam and headed outside, too. He didn’t go far, he just sat on the porch step to keep an eye on the frantic-looking conversation going on in the car parked out front.

An hour and ten minutes later, Erin signed the papers for a payout that was north of one and a half million. Mitch signed off with a heartfelt thank you to the rattled insurance man. After he left, Mitch told Pete a thank you, too, and signed off.

Making sure the tablet was fully switched off, he turned back to Erin.

“Thank you, Pete. I mean it. It wasn’t just the General. It was you, too.”

“I had very little to do.”

“You did more than enough, thank you.” There was a twinkle in her eye, he could see she was amenable to something else as a way of thanking him. When he didn’t respond, she made her offer explicit. “Is there anything…?”

“Mum! Gross!”

Pete chuckled as he saw the look on Sam’s face. Erin just blushed.

“Actually, there is.”

“There is?”

“Yeah. You can lend me your daughter for a couple of hours.”

Erin’s eyes went wide as saucers at that, and she gasped. Sam managed to look disinterested but intrigued. It wasn’t an easy look to carry off, let alone hold for any length of time. Intrigue won out, and she leaned forward as if suddenly very interested. Her face flushed, too.

“But…”

“Sam, please go and change your dress. Slip into something light and floaty, not dark and severe. Show a little leg, but classy, not scandalously short, okay? Show a little cleavage, but don’t have your tits spilling out of the top.”

Erin glared at him. Sam eyed him speculatively and then flounced off upstairs. Before Erin could speak, Pete held up his hand to forestall her.

“Before you go getting your panties in a twist. I’m not taking Sam home. I’m taking her into town. She’s got an interview for a job that’ll last through ‘til Christmas, if not longer. I’m not going to lay a finger on her. I’m going to take her to see Jenny and then leave her there while I go to the burger joint next door for lunch. Jenny is an old friend of mine who runs a nice lingerie store at the strip mall on Fifth.”

“When did you arrange that?”

Pete shrugged. “While I was sitting on your porch. I tried to get hold of Jenny yesterday, but she was out of town. Got her this morning. She’s got one of her staff who’s seven months pregnant. She wants a temporary replacement until the girl can come back to work. If Sam turns out to be good, she’ll keep her on until she goes to college. Since it’s an environment where it’s mainly women, Sam won’t have to fend off randy colleagues or customers. Most of the men who go in there will be husbands. It’s not far on the bus or for you to take her.”

“I see.” Erin swallowed. “Thank you.”

“You can thank me later when you come around for dinner tonight. Maybe we’ll send Sam home without any supper.”

“Why? What are you two planning?” Sam appeared at the foot of the stairs dressed as Pete had asked her to. She looked unbelievably cute.

“Come on, I’ll explain on the way. If you’re good, I’ll even treat you to a decent burger and fries.”

She glared at him suspiciously but followed along as he walked out of the front door.


Chapter 8

When he dropped Sam back off at their house, she was bubbling with excitement. She undid her seatbelt and more or less launched herself along the bench seat in the front of his truck. Her hug was tight as she threw her arms around him, and he could feel the soft roundness of her breasts pressing against his arm. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

Pete chuckled. “One thank you would have been enough. Now, seeing as your mother is watching from the window, let’s have a little decorum, please.”

“I don’t care if she’s watching. I want to thank you properly.” Her hand dipped down to the front of his pants, and she felt for his cock. He gently disengaged her hand.

“Above all else, never out here. It might not be just your mother watching. My biggest nightmare would be to have a certain two-star Marine Corps General turn up on my doorstep loaded for bear because I’ve been fooling around with his granddaughter.”

“But you have been fooling around with me.”

“Actually, young lady, I’ve not touched you.”

“But you’ve got me to strip naked. Same thing.”

“That’s semantics, and since I’m an editor, I know a lot about wordplay. Don’t try to tie me in knots with yours. Okay. No PDAs. Period.”

“PDA?”

“Public display of affection. I thought you kids were hip with that sort of jargon.”

She giggled but sat upright. “PDA is old school, and nobody has said hip like that since I was a baby. She arched her back and thrust her breasts forward. “And I’m not a baby, now.”

He sighed. “Trying to make me feel old isn’t going to advance your cause, sweetheart. Now, go and fill your mother in on how your interview went, the dress code for when you start tomorrow, and persuade her to take you shopping if you need to fill out that wardrobe.”

Her face brightened from the pout she’d worn since he’d rejected her advance.

“Okay, bye. See you for dinner. What are we having?”

He shrugged. “Not sure about you, but I’m having your mum on a plate.”

Her eyes widened, and she blushed a little at his words but slid back over to the passenger side of the bench seat and then nimbly hopped out of the truck. Just as earlier at the strip mall, she made sure to flash him as much thigh as she could. Shaking his head and smiling, he waved to Erin and pulled the few yards further into his driveway. He hadn’t been lying when he said he had a ton of work to do today, and he’d lost the morning to helping to sort out Erin’s finances and the middle of the day to getting Sam squared away with a job. Apart from time, all it was going to cost him was a nice dinner with Jenny next week.

He sighed as he walked back into the house and grabbed a coffee before heading upstairs to his office. A few minutes later, he heard the distinctive burbling roar as Erin fired up the baby Merc and powered off her driveway. He’d been right. The dress code Jenny stipulated did indeed necessitate a shopping trip. He could see Sam’s excited face through the window.

His cell beeped with a text.

Thank you, Gunny. I knew my son had picked a good neighborhood. If you ever need the good offices of a two-star, just ask. Mitch.

Pete swallowed hard. Was he talking about this morning, or had Sam excitedly rang her grandfather to tell him her news as well? Thank God the General knew nothing about what he got up to with his daughter-in-law, let alone the display put on by his granddaughter.

Think nothing of it. Glad I could help, but you did the heavy lifting.

He turned to his monitor and started concentrating.

A couple of hours later, he thought he heard the car return next door, but he didn’t look up or out. A few minutes later, his cell trilled with another text.

What do you want me to wear tonight?

He shuddered at the implied promise and the level of control Erin was ceding to him once more.

Wear something comfortable, but don’t go commando. I want the pleasure of stripping your wet panties down your legs after I’ve made you cum. Make sure Sam matches you.

That last rider was simply there to keep Erin on edge. He’d threatened to fuck Sam once he’d fucked Erin. He’d also threatened to spank Erin on several occasions. He intended to do neither until after he’d had a substantive conversation with Erin about the limits to their relationship. Maybe tonight, he could send Sam home early on the pretext of being ready for her first day at work tomorrow, giving him the opportunity to talk to Erin. It was then simply a question of whether he had that conversation before he fucked her in order to be polite or while she was naked and kittenish in his arms afterward and thus more pliable.

One thing was certain. Even if he didn’t talk to Erin tonight, he would have to before bringing Jenny home next week after a meal out. The last thing he wanted was to arrange a job for Sam and then get her fired because he ended up making Sam’s mother jealous. That was going to be a fine line to navigate. He and Erin had never had an exclusivity conversation, but they needed to have the conversation before next week. That was a given.

* * * *

Pete had set an alarm on his cell to alert him at six-thirty. It gave him just enough time to shower and get changed before his dinner guests arrived.

Promptly at seven, there was a knock on his back door just as he turned the coffee machine on. He waved the two women in. He could see they’d followed his instructions, well, regarding the outerwear. They were both wearing summer dresses, not quite matching but very similar styles. Sam’s dress was maybe a couple of inches shorter than her mother’s, but Erin’s dress had a lower neckline, showing off some cleavage. He was sure they were both wearing bras, but they had to be strapless, given the thin shoulder straps of the dresses. When the sun caught a shine on Erin’s legs, he knew she, at least, if not both of them, was wearing stockings, too. Both looked cute.

“Good evening, ladies.”

Erin didn’t reply, she just crossed the kitchen and enveloped him in a huge hug. Very reminiscent of the one Sam had given him in the truck. Sam stayed back by the door, a little smile playing on her lips. Erin pressed the entire length of her body against him, squashing her breasts against his chest and pressing her softly rounded stomach against his body. There was a world of promise in that hug.

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For helping this morning and for fixing Sam with that job. It’s a perfect fit for her until she goes to college next year.”

She twisted her head and glared at her daughter. It appeared that college was still a rather sore topic of conversation for the younger woman. He could read the signs. Erin was insistent that Sam go, and Sam was probably digging her heels in and saying she wanted to stay near her mother. No doubt his intervention to get Sam the interview had heightened that particular tension.

Erin leaned in closer. Kissed his cheek and then shifted her mouth higher so she could whisper in his ear. “You can do anything you want to me tonight. Anything.”

His cock jumped at her words. They both knew what she meant. She giggled softly as she felt his cock move like that against her soft body. Pete gently guided her away.

“Now, Chinese or Thai? I’ve had too busy a day to cook.”

After a quick discussion, they settled on Chinese, and while they waited for the delivery, Pete listened as Sam enthused about starting her new job tomorrow and how nice the shop was. Although Erin constantly tried to divert her from talking about the type and range of stock in the shop, Sam repeatedly returned to the subject. She seemed to take delight in making her mum squirm as she described in detail how see-through some of the lingerie was or how revealing the cut was.

After the events of the day, all three were ravenous, so the dinner was eaten in near silence, and there were very few scraps to police up afterward. After dinner, there was a moment of awkward silence, which Pete broke by suggesting they move through into the den. Sam made a beeline for the couch, clearly wanting Pete to sit next to her. Erin’s mouth clamped tight in a frown, and it appeared she was about to say something. Pete forestalled it by wrapping his arm around the older woman’s waist and gently guiding her toward the chair. He sat down and pulled her down onto his lap. Erin smiled, clearly seeing it as a little victory over her daughter.

Pete looked straight at Sam as he spoke. “My house, my rules.” Sam bit her lip but nodded.

“Same goes for you too, young lady.”

Erin shivered. “I’m not exactly young.”

“You’re as young as I say you are. You two could pass as sisters, and that’s not because Sam looks much older than eighteen.”

“She does need to get ready for work tomorrow.”

“Don’t worry, she’s going home soon, but first…” He kissed the side of Erin’s neck. She understood the subtext. Pete had plans for her that involved her daughter watching. She bit her lip in turn but didn’t say anything. After all, before the meal, she’d promised he could do anything. On top of that was his text message earlier in the afternoon, telling her he wanted to make her cum before her panties came off. Seeing as she was sitting on his lap, she could put two and two together well enough.

Pete had one arm around her, he lifted that now, placing his fingertips against her cheek and turning her face toward his. His other hand moved across her lap to rest on her thigh. She had her legs crossed, which had hiked the hem of her dress up a little, so he was able to spread his fingers across an expanse of stocking-clad thigh. She licked her lips but didn’t pull away as his face moved closer. As soon as his lips touched hers, she opened for him, accepting his tongue as he pushed it into her mouth.

Her tongue met his as she returned the kiss. His hand slid higher up her thigh, and for a moment, she stiffened and then relaxed as his fingertips brushed across naked skin above the tops of those flesh-colored stockings. She murmured something into the kiss, but the act of kissing rendered those words indistinct. No longer needing his hand to steer her head, he slowly slid it down onto her shoulder and from there down onto the upper slopes of her breasts. Once more, she tensed, then relaxed, but this time, she had also arched her back, pressing her breasts forward in an invitation for him to play with them. It was obvious to Pete that she’d accepted he was going to touch and fondle her in front of Sam. It was equally obvious she’d accepted she couldn’t stop him, not after promising him anything.

He broke the kiss and moved his mouth to her neck, nuzzling at the soft, delicate flesh there. Once more, he was intent on seducing her, not simply taking what was on offer. He knew it was on offer, too, especially when she uncrossed her legs and let her left foot drift away from its compatriot, ending on the floor next to his feet. This opened herself up to him, offering access to her inner thighs and beyond to his exploring fingers.

Pete heard a gasp from the other side of the room. Sam might have seen him start something similar before, but this time, he was taking it further in front of her. All she could do was watch as their neighbor seduced her mother.

His hand slid lower, feeling for and then cupping her left breast. She arched further, pressing herself into his hand as his nuzzling against her neck became a bit more forceful. Not hard enough to mark, but more than enough to remind her he could do so. She moaned softly, deep in her throat, and his other hand shifted higher on her leg. His fingers were now splayed over naked skin above her stockings, pushing the hem of her dress a little higher. He looked down at what he was doing and then over at Sam. She was sitting there wide-eyed, watching what was happening carefully.

As she glanced up, she caught his eye, and her mouth opened. She panted for air for a moment, and then her hand drifted from the arm of the chair onto the top of her leg, where she started to rub. There was a slight whimper from Erin, and he guessed she was watching her daughter too.

“You said I could do anything to you tonight.”

She gasped and nodded.

“Well, what if that includes seducing and stripping you and making you cum in front of your daughter.”

“No…” Her objection was long drawn out, a cross between a denial and a plea. Pete chuckled, her apparent distress making his cock surge behind her. Already half-hard, it hardened further. It was apparent distress, too. The hand he had clasping her breast felt her nipple harden inside her underwear, while the hand on her thigh could feel the trembling of her leg increase. She might be objecting, but she was turned on by it, nevertheless. It was even more obvious that Sam was torn between just watching and touching herself at the same time.

“What can I have if I tell Sam to go home?”

Erin swallowed while Sam looked daggers at him.

“Anything.”

“But you already promised me anything for tonight.”

It was a deliberately leading comment. He wondered if Erin would pick up on it. Sam continued to pout and glare from the other side of the room.

“Anything, all week.”

“That’s an attractive offer. Seeing as I’m having friends around to watch the game at the weekend, does that include you acting as the halftime entertainment and as our topless waitress?”

She shuddered and, after a moment, nodded.

“Mom!”

“Shush. Now, go home.” There was steel in her voice as she silenced her daughter.

“I have a few things you can do for me.”

She shuddered but gamely replied. “I said anything. I meant it.”

“As long as it doesn’t include your daughter, right?”

She nodded again.

“But I suspect your daughter wants to thank me for getting her that job.”

“I want you to let me thank you in her place.”

He chuckled at the look on Sam’s face. She was ready to explode.

“I think you’d better go home, sweetheart. I’m about to get your mother naked, and she’s just promised me more than she realizes.”

He turned his attention back to Erin. “Are you taking her to work tomorrow?”

“For the first few days, yes.”

Pete slid his hand up her leg, sliding over the sensitive skin of her inner thigh and bringing his fingers to rest right up against her panty-covered slit. She moaned softly but tried to balance her desire to let him do as he pleased with her desire to shield Sam from watching. It was a difficult fight for her, one that Pete had no intention of making easy for her.

“So, once you drop her off. You can come straight around here. I’ll leave the back door open. You can strip naked on the deck outside. Leave your clothes there. Come and find me wherever I am in the house, probably in the office. Give me one of those fabulous blow jobs of yours, and then spend the morning cleaning the house for me. Naked.”

His fingers isolated and pinched her nipple. It acted like a control button for him.

“Okay.”

Sam was staring at them wide-eyed. Pete started rubbing the front of Erin’s panties, and she moaned and stiffened in his embrace. She was clearly not far from the point where having Sam watch wouldn’t matter to her. However, Pete realized that once that point was reached and passed, as she came down the other side, the mortification would set in.

“Sam. Home, now. You’ve got work to prepare for tomorrow.”

“But…”

“Sam, now!” His voice cracked across the room like a whip. He watched as the younger woman shuddered but slowly rose to her feet. She was reluctant, but she also responded to a direct order in the way her upbringing had trained her. Crossing the room, she bent down and bussed her lisp against her mother’s cheek, then repeated the gesture against Pete’s cheek, too.

“Thank you for getting me the job. I pay my own debts. Anything you want, it’s yours. Including me being the entertainment at the weekend.”

“Sam!”

Erin’s exclamation had Pete giggling.

“Home, sweetheart, don’t make me tell you again.”

“Or what?”

“You wouldn’t like the or what.”

She flounced over to the door with a giggle on her lips, and a minute or so later, Pete heard the back door open and close. Erin seemed to sag in relief on his lap.

“You’re not going to take her up on that offer, are you?”

“Which offer?”

“About being the entertainment.”

He chuckled. “I’ll let you into a secret.”

She raised an eyebrow, but he simply squeezed her breast until she gasped. “I don’t have football parties. The only person you’ll be entertaining at the weekend will be me. Under those circumstances, having two girls performing one after the other wouldn’t be a problem, would it?”

“So, there’s no party?”

“No, no sports party. Just me and a couple of beautiful blondes who enjoy taking their clothes off for me. It’ll be quite fun, though, to keep Sam thinking either you or she will be performing a sensual striptease in front of a group of guys. Right?”

Erin whispered. “You’re bad.”

“No, I’m good. You like it when I’m so bad I’m good.”

He started rubbing at the front of her panties again, and she moaned softly. He pressed harder, feeling her moisture seeping into the gusset and starting to coat his fingers. She spread her legs wider, opening herself up to him. Taking his hand off her breast, he slid higher, grasped the thin shoulder strap, and flipped it down off her shoulder. As it fell down her arm, he pulled at the front of the dress, dragging it lower until the top edge of her strapless bra was revealed. She moaned as she twisted her head to kiss him, her hips starting to gyrate as his fingers pressed against her slit.

She split her legs wider open still, opening herself out to him. Pete took advantage of that, pressing even harder against her and then hooking one finger under the edge of her panties to press against her bare. Erin moaned as she ground against him. His hard cock was trapped between his body and her ass. She seemed to be taking great delight in tormenting him. There again, he was tormenting her.

Pete pulled harder at the front of her dress. It slipped down, catching for a moment on the fullness of her breast before pinging down past it. Her plain, strapless bra cup was now the only thing covering her breast, protecting it from his fingers. That didn’t last long. He simply grasped the bottom edge of the bra and levered it up. With the bra above and the dress below, her breast was obscenely squeezed, her hard nipple protruding, almost begging to be kissed, licked, and bitten. He did none of those things, switching hands so he could work her other breast free. Erin remained quiet, looking down at herself, seeing the wreckage of her outfit as he exposed more and more of her body.

As he lifted both hands to cup her breasts, she arched her back again and ground her ass back into him. Treating her movements as an invitation, he moved one hand down over her stomach, returning to his earlier hunting ground. As he moved past her waist, he started gathering the material of her dress, pulling it up to expose her legs, her stocking tops, and her bare thighs above them. As the crotch of her panties came into view, his hand smoothed down over the top of them, finding and pressing against her slit once more.

Erin moaned, now her daughter was no longer there, a much louder sound escaping her mouth as her inhibitions drained away. She writhed against him even more as his fingers pulled the panties to the side and ran up and down the length of her bare slit.

“Fuck!” She was panting for breath.

Pete reached up and twisted a nipple as he pushed a finger of his other hand into her opening. She bucked against him, her responses becoming erratic and uncoordinated as her orgasm approached. He remained in awe of how quickly she could get off, or for that matter, he could get her off. He started to push his finger in and out while his thumb searched for her clit. Once he had engaged that, she was nothing but putty in his hands. She slumped down, her legs kicking even further out as she abandoned herself to the onrushing pleasure.

He had to wrap one arm around her to stop her from sliding off his lap. That meant he had to abandon his toying with her breasts, but his fingers were a blur lower down as he introduced a second finger and pumped them in and out of her. His thumb rotated against her clit, and she squealed and jerked as the climax overwhelmed her.

As the orgasm coursed through her system, Pete didn’t let up. He exploded into movement himself, not giving her time to ride out the climax, let alone recover. He stood up, sliding her down to the floor as he yanked the back of the dress up over her butt. He didn’t drop her, lowered her somewhat gently, but the result was the same. He continued the movement as he straddled her, pulling the dress past her bra and then up over her shoulders so it shrouded her head. He slid his hands down the shuddering woman’s flanks, grasped the waistband of her underwear, and stretched it out to the sides. She yelped as the elastic cut in, but the garment wasn’t designed to withstand such strain. It ripped, and the tattered remains of her underwear fluttered down to the floor around her knees. Sliding back up, his fingers found the catch to the strapless bra and opened that. The garment fell away, exposing her breasts as they heaved as she panted for breath.

Thirty seconds after her orgasm had started, she was all but naked in front of him as he dropped to his knees behind her, undoing his fly. As the orgasm died away and she regained her senses, she was already exactly where he wanted her. A moment later, he pushed into her, and she let out a primal scream. It was as much from surprise as anything else, but it wasn’t from pain. As soon as he was halfway into her channel, she pushed her ass back at him to engulf the rest of him. The fact her head was still engulfed in her dress didn’t seem to concern her at all. She did not attempt to clear herself of it, leaving it hanging over her head, brushing against the floor, almost inside out in the process.

As soon as he was fully embedded inside her, he paused to savor the feeling and then started to thrust. Erin was thrusting back against him, and her keening moan was only partially muffled by the dress cloaking her head. His hands reached for her waist, holding her steady and preventing her from collapsing to the floor. Then, happy she could stay in that position, he slid his hands up her flanks and then around to the front as he lowered himself over her back. His hands found her wildly bouncing breasts and squeezed them, feeling her rock-hard nipples poking at his palms.

Such an animalistic rutting couldn’t last long. In the end, he was desperately trying to hold out to let her cum again, but he’d spent so long aroused beforehand he couldn’t quite manage it. She was panting and mewling as he emptied himself in her. After a few seconds, he felt he had to say something.

“Sorry.”

“For?”

“Not getting you off again.”

She giggled. “Don’t be, but please let me up.”

He pulled out and backed away as she twisted so she could sit up. The dress dropped back around her shoulders but didn’t fall any lower. It looked obscene wrapped around her like that, her breasts and everything else below shining with a sheen of sweat.

She smiled at him, and he smiled back as he slowly got his own breathing back under control.

After another couple of minutes, he broke the silence.

“This time, I really must apologize.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. Got to send you home as you are.”

She frowned. “Why?”

“Because I’ve got to get some work done today. I planned to work for a lot longer, but the insurance guy trying to lowball you like that, and then calling Jenny to arrange Sam’s interview.”

“I haven’t thanked you for that.”

“You just did, sweetie.”

She giggled. “No, that was for being Mitch’s wingman with the insurance guy.”

“Well, you can thank me tomorrow. Remember how I told you to come around? I need to work tonight, and I need to work tomorrow. Although there is one thing.”

“Which is?”

“I wonder how distracted I will be by my own personal naked cleaner.”

She shuddered.

“I think we need to put some time aside to talk, too,”

She sobered up again. “Probably.”

“I suspect you’re wondering when that promised spanking you’ve been looking forward to is going to be forthcoming.”

She raised an eyebrow but managed a smile. “Who said I was looking forward to it?”

“I think you are, even if you won’t admit it. I also think we need to talk about when you’re going to relax and be less protective of your daughter.”

She pouted, the smile disappearing.

“Then, of course, there’s the other matter.”

“Other matter?”

He grinned at the puzzled woman sitting with everything on display in front of him.

“Well, Jenny is expecting a big thank you next week. I think it’s only fair you help me thank her.”

Erin gasped.

“We’ll just have to send Sam to the cinema for the evening.”

“You mean…?”

Pete just grinned at her and refused to be drawn any further.

End of Part 2


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!
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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.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


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
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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 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
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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.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


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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