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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

Pete was up early the following morning. Ealy enough that he’d managed to get a couple of hours of editing done before he heard the car start up next door. As he’d thought, Erin was taking Sam for her first day at work at Jenny’s shop. As he turned back to his monitor screen, he could feel blood pooling in his groin at the thought of what he’d asked Erin to do as soon as she got home. Trying not to think about that, he glanced out of the window, and his eye was drawn to movement. There were people in the woods behind his house. Kids, probably.

Well, they had as much right to be there as he would have done, so he couldn’t object, but their presence definitely put a skid under the plan he’d outlined to Erin. If she stripped naked on his deck, those kids would get an eyeful.

A quick text was the obvious response.

Change of plans. Don’t strip on the deck. Too many eyes. Come inside and find me first.

Destroying her reputation in the neighborhood would be a pretty good way to kill the golden goose and stop the supply of fabulous sex.

Her reply took a few minutes.

Understood. See you in ten.

He swallowed hard. She’d probably seen the text as she dropped Sam off. That meant she was definitely on the way home by now, so her ten minutes was pretty accurate. His cock lurched in his pants. Those kids might have disrupted the appetizer, but they would not be able to affect his meal.

Sure enough, he’d only just settled back into his edit when he heard the car pull up next door. Pete hadn’t seen what she’d worn to drop off Sam, so he had no idea if she needed to nip back into her own house and get changed before coming over. As it was, he heard the car door and, a couple of seconds later, his own side gate as she came straight around. Sure enough, he heard his back door open and then close behind her. He licked his suddenly dry lips and turned his chair to watch the doorway.

“You in your office?”

“Yep.”

He heard her come up the stairs, and seconds later, she appeared in the doorway and smiled at him. She looked quite cute in a nice summer dress. Not the same one or even the same style as the one she’d worn the night before. This one had a series of oversized buttons down the front. It was a plain peach color but had a band of small daisies around the hem. The shoulder straps were thin and, as a result, showed the lack of any shoulder straps of a bra.

“Did you get Sam squared away?”

“Yes, thank you. She’s fine. Jenny was pleased to see her.” She paused. “Thanks for the warning about the kids. I saw them.”

He shrugged. “I doubt they’ll be there long. It happens from time to time, but they don’t tend to stay near the houses for long. About two hundred yards into the woods, there's a clearing and a large fallen tree. Far more interesting to play with.”

“And you know this how?”

He grinned. “Because that clearing is a nice place to take an adventurous woman late at night. Quiet, secluded, and sheltered. Great place to strip her, alfresco, and then fuck her against a tree. We’ll have to try that ourselves one day.”

She shuddered.

“Ever been fucked against a tree like that?”

She shook her head.

“We’ll definitely try that then. Just imagine that freshly spanked butt of yours, bright red and throbbing, getting pushed against the rough bark as I fucked you.”

Her glare was part real, part feigned. He noticed she licked her lips, and her eyes were wide and sparkling. She was trying to be horrified by my suggestion, but at the same time, the idea intrigued her. He thought about turning the screws by suggesting Sam would be there too, watching, but decided not to push the fantasy too far. Well, not push her fantasy that far.

“Now I think you’re wearing too many clothes, aren't you?”

She looked past him, craning her neck to see if the kids they’d both spotted could see into the window.

“They can’t see from there, so you’re safe.” He paused and glared at her. “Strip.” He made it a command and watched her shiver at the crack of command in his voice. She didn’t hesitate, displaying her submissive side again as she reached for the top button on the front of the dress.

“Take it nice and slow, tease me, sweetie, tease me.”

Without hesitating, she started to twitch her hips from side to side, trying to keep the beat to the imaginary music in her head. The twitch quickly became a side-to-side swish, very seductive, very alluring. He smiled at her and nodded for her to continue. He thought she realized he’d left her where she was so she wasn’t close to the window. No sharp-eyed kid sporting her impromptu striptease and nudging his friends to watch the window. No, he was being very selfish. He wanted her entire performance for my eyes only.

She flicked the top button undone, and the dress gaped a little. She leaned forward and shook her chest at him. For someone who three or four days ago couldn’t dance a striptease for toffee, it was very provocative, very polished. Her fingers moved down to the next button, and he watched through hooded eyes as she undid that one, too. This time, as she leaned forward, the two sides of the dress fell further apart. He’d guessed she’d decided to forego a bra, and the view he got straight down the tunnel between her breasts confirmed that fact. His cock was now rock-hard in his pants. He wanted in on the action.

Her hands moved lower, undoing the third and then the fourth button before leaning forward once more. This time, her breasts spilled out of the front of her dress.

“Oops.” She giggled but did not attempt to tuck them away again. Her blonde hair cascaded down the sides of her face and, he guessed, down her back as she pulled the hair tie from the ponytail she’d started with. All the while, she was fiddling with her hair, and her hips kept swaying from side to side. Her nipples had hardened with the exposure, and she looked wanton, not a professional stripper, but wanton nonetheless.

Her fingers reached for and toyed with the final button before flicking it undone and letting the dress open all the way down. She’d not just gone braless, she was commando, too. As she moved her hips, the dress swayed further open and then closed again before her next movement spread it open once more. It was a highly effective tease, and he was like iron. She took a deep breath and froze to a stop. She maintained that position, her hands on the edges of the front of her dress, immobile. Then, with a flourish, she completed her act, throwing the two sides of her dress open and exposing her entire body to him. He might have seen it before, but it was still a magnificent display. He wondered if Sam had been giving her dancing lessons.

She let the dress slide down her arms and fall to the floor behind her. She was exhibiting herself to the max, her legs were parted, exposing her pussy, which was starting to glisten in the reflected sunlight from the window. She was as turned on as he was.

Every time he saw her naked body was like that first time for him. He couldn’t get enough of it. It was the same with the younger version of her, but so far, he hadn’t touched that one. Crooking his finger, he beckoned her closer. She bit her lip and stared at the window. Pete wasn’t stupid, he understood her reluctance. That wasn’t about avoiding him, it was about avoiding being seen by the small gang of kids in the woods.

Sliding his chair to the side, he moved away from the window and watched the relief flow across her face. He grinned at her. “Avoid it completely, sweetie, get down on your hands and knees and crawl to me, that’s a good girl.”

She gasped and stared at him wide-eyed. “What?” The word was out of her mouth before she could stop it.

“Crawl to me. That way, you’re definitely below the level of the windowsill.”

Erin shivered and continued to stare at him for a moment longer, frozen to the spot. He raised an eyebrow, then lifted his hand up, keeping it palm out, and then flexed his hand. The meaning was clear to someone with the kind of submissive experience she had. Do as you’re told or undergo a punishment. He had no intention of spanking her, but she had been conditioned to expect it.

She was panting as she dropped to her knees and then down onto her hands as well. Her movements were graceful and looked practiced enough to be something she was accustomed to. Pete felt an immediate pang of remorse. There was enough evidence to suggest this was something Phil had made her do often. He’d just brought back memories she wouldn’t want. He might even have killed the mood completely.

She shifted her left foot forward and then followed it with her left knee. Moving slowly, she started to crawl toward him. He could see the conflict in her face as she moved toward the man who’d just threatened to spank her. Her crawl was very definitely practiced. There was both grace and poise as she crossed the floor. It was an arresting, sexy sight as she slinked toward him, coming to a stop a couple of feet from him.

He was pretty sure Phil had never done much or any real work from home, so his next move should be new for her, which was a good thing. It would dissipate the memories for her and disassociate him from those memories, too.

“Turn to your right about ninety degrees.”

She was clearly puzzled but obediently turned so her back was toward his desk.

“Now back up, slowly. I want you in the kneehole of my desk.”

Her eyes flared wide as the import of his words sank in. He’d deliberately phrased it so there was a double entendre in there. She swallowed hard but obliged by backing away from him. He kept pace, sliding the chair after her. It didn’t take long, but she slowly inserted her naked body under his desk, and he slid the chair back in front of his keyboard, blocking her only way out. He didn’t think she was claustrophobic.

“You know what to do. I’ve always wanted to have a secretary under my desk doing what only secretaries can do while I worked.”

She whimpered a little, but a moment later, he felt her move so she could accommodate him. Not long after that, her hands reached to his belt and then his fly as she slowly released his cock from his imprisoning pants.

After another moment, he pulled the chair a little closer and spread his legs wider. Her hand was around the shaft of his erection now, and she was gently stroking it. Pete leaned back and looked down to see her looking up at him as she stroked his cock only inches in front of her face. Seeing him watching, she leaned closer to him and planted a soft kiss on the side of his cock. As he did so, he could see the fallacy in his plan. He was sitting so close to the desk that there wasn’t room for her to slide her mouth over the end of his cock.

The only thing he could do was scoot the chair back a few inches and give her the room she needed. So much for his naked secretary fantasy. With the chair this far back, he couldn’t reach his keyboard. He smiled down at Erin and sat back to watch. Realizing he was watching made her blush a little, but she did crawl after him and then took the tip of his cock into her mouth.

Feeling the warm wetness of her mouth engulfing the tip of his cock was never going to get old. He’d been blown before, but Erin seemed different. The way she seemed to put her heart and soul into an action many other women found degrading transported the experience to another level. He moaned softly as she pushed her head lower, taking another inch into her mouth as she bathed his shaft with her tongue.

“Fuck! You’re good at this.”

She moaned in response, and he looked down to see she was clasping and kneading one of her breasts as she used her other hand to fondle the base of his shaft. She took him deeper still, and he groaned his appreciation. Her hand left her breast and wormed its way down over her stomach toward the junction of her spread legs.

Pete looked out of the window, peering at the edge of the woods, checking to see if the kids were still there. He could see no signs of movement, so he guessed they’d moved on. However, he was going to stay cautious for the rest of the morning, doing his best not to expose his prize, his naked woman, to their eyes.

“Take me deeper, sweetie. Make sure I think of you doing this and not Sam, who I’m sure could use the practice before she goes off to college. After all, the boys there will all assume that extra year will mean she’s got lots of experience.”

Erin glared up at him, but she didn’t stop sucking. He was trying to goad her into taking him even deeper this time, although the position wasn’t conducive to anything resembling a deep throat penetration. Still, he felt the end of his cock nudge against the top of her throat. She paused with him that deep for long seconds, sucking hard before pulling off a little and gasping for breath. Then she took him that deep once more.

She alternated between taking him deep and slathering her tongue all over his shaft. All the while, he could see her fingers working between her legs. The noises in the room rose to a crescendo, the combination of her slurping on his cock and the squishing of her wet pussy filled the room, topped by the way she tried to moan around the cock in her mouth.

He knew Erin wasn’t happy with his deliberate jibe about Sam, but it didn’t stop her from delivering an extraordinary blow job. No way was he going to last very long as she continued to alternate between licking him up and down the length of it and taking it as deep as she could. As she took him back deep into her mouth and circled her hand around his cock, he passed the point of no return.

“Gonna, cum.” He was being polite, he wasn’t going to let her pull off. No, his hands tangled in her glossy blonde hair and held himself so deep his tip was at the top of her throat as his cock throbbed. The first jet went straight down her throat, and she gagged. He relented a little and let her pull up so his next few spurts filled her mouth. He felt her swallow to get rid of the liquid flooding her mouth, and then, as the last spurts fired onto her teeth and lips, he pulled all the way out and pushed his chair back away from the desk. Erin didn’t exactly fall forward into the space he’d vacated, but she did drop to all fours as she gasped for air.

As their collective breathing returned to normal, she lifted her head and glared at him.

“Bastard!”

“For cumming in your mouth?”

She shook her head.

“Why then?”

“Talking about Sam like that.”

He shrugged. “Telling it like it is.” Reaching down, he grabbed her by her arms and pulled her up. She came, not really resisting, but at the same time casting a nervous glance toward the window.

“I checked out the window a little while ago. No sign of them.”

She visibly relaxed as he pulled her into my lap and wrapped his arms around her in a comforting cuddle. She laid her head on his shoulder and concentrated on controlling her breathing.

“Now, sweetie, I’m going to give you a choice.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, we can have a chat, and I’ll make you cum afterward, or I can make you cum, and then we can chat.”

“What about?”

“What I mentioned last night.”

She swallowed hard, partly to get rid of some of the taste of him and partly as she remembered the details of the conversation he’d just mentioned.

“I am not going to let you reduce me to a kittenish state where I’d agree to anything.”

“So, chat first.”

“Please.”

“Not a problem.” He guided her to her feet and led her out of the room. She padded after him and didn’t try to cover her nakedness. When he led her into the bedroom, she balked a little.

“I did say talk first.”

“And we will. But we might as well be comfortable while we chat.”

“Can I use the bathroom first?”

He chuckled. “You mean you want to use some mouthwash?”

She blushed and nodded.

“Go ahead. I can wait.”


Chapter 2

When Erin emerged from the bathroom, she did so as naked as she’d entered it. He’d wondered if she was going to grab a towel and wrap it around herself while she was in there or even grab his robe off the hook on the back of the door. She did neither, walking out as bare as before, seemingly unconcerned about her nudity. He knew better. If she’d thought she could have got away with wrapping some form of covering around herself, she would have.

Pete had scooted up the bed, leaning against the headboard. He patted the bed next to him. She gave him a suspicious look but walked across to the bed, turned, and sat down next to him. He put his arm around her shoulder and pulled her closer.

“Relax, sweetie. Relax. This is going to be a nice friendly chat, and it’s going to have a very happy ending.”

She gave him a bit of a side-eye and snorted. “What you mean is you want to tell me what you’re going to do to my daughter, what you want me to do to thank her boss, and then you’re going to get me off, so I agree to whatever you want.”

“Hey. I said a conversation, not a stream of orders. Besides, no blackmail. Whether we reach any conclusion or not, you still get off.”

“Hmm…”

She glared at him, but it was clear she was as much amused as irked. She surveyed her naked body next to his clothed one. “I do seem to be at a disadvantage, clothing-wise.”

“Well, I can do something about that.” He turned toward her and, before she could attempt to move, placed both hands on her waist and lifted and turned her in a single motion. One moment, she’d be sitting next to him. Now, she was sitting on his lap. She squealed and put an arm around his neck for balance as he pulled her legs around so she was sitting side on to him.

Once he had her in position, he placed one hand on her knee and his other arm around her, pulling her into his chest. Realizing she was safe, she relaxed against him. “That was sneaky.”

“No, just getting us both comfortable.”

“So, are we going to talk about Sam?”

“No, we’re going to talk about you.”

“We are?”

“Yes, the conversation is about you. Not Sam. Not Jenny, not me. You.”

“Oh.” He guessed that putting her front and center was something that hadn’t happened very often in her adult life, maybe not before then. He had an inkling that he might get rewarded for his thoughtfulness, but he didn’t want to get ahead of himself.

“Let’s start with talking about punishments.”

“Punishments?”

“Yeah. Specifically, spankings.” He felt her shiver.

“I’m sorry to mention his name, but how many times would Phil have spanked you in the last couple of weeks?”

“You mean as discipline or as a prelude to sex, or both?”

“He definitely did both?”

She nodded. “Yeah, at least a couple of punishment spankings, one of which would probably lead to sex if it wasn’t too early in the day. Probably twice a week just for sex.”

“Do you miss it?”

She twisted her head to stare at him. “Are you for real?”

He pulled on her shoulder, pulling her tighter against his chest. Lower down, his other hand started to caress her knee gently.

“Honest question. Do you miss it?”

She shuddered. “Can I plead the fifth?”

“No. Not this time. I want to know. I’ve been threatening to spank you but have not done it. You seem to like the idea of the threat, and it keeps you submissive and obedient. That’s not the same as delivering on it, and I’m asking if I should be delivering on it. Would you object if I turned you over and spanked your naked ass, or would you enjoy it?”

She shivered again. “You want an answer to that?”

“Yes, I want to give you what you want.”

She swallowed hard and sucked in a couple of deep breaths. It appeared she was organizing her thoughts.

“Look, when you first noticed I was submissive and did what Phil wanted, I was embarrassed. However, it became a bit of a thrill when you started to dominate me a little. Nothing serious, but in a teasing way. I guess getting that attention from someone else made me feel wanted.”

“Which is why you bought a scandalous bikini?”

She nodded.

“And why did you let your daughter have a matching one.”

She chuckled. “No, that was so she wouldn’t tell tales on me.”

“Ah. Would she?”

“I don’t think so, no, but it removed the risk. Besides, she was interested in letting you look at her, too.”

“So you didn’t mind me looking at her, then?”

Erin twisted to look at him again. “Looking, no, not a problem. She wants more.”

“This conversation is about you.” He slid his hand higher up her leg, and she looked down to watch his slow progress, but she didn’t comment.

“Anyway, to get back to your original question, the idea that you might spank me, that another man might lay his hand on me, was an intriguing prospect. No, I wouldn’t enjoy it as such, but I would enjoy what I hoped would come after.”

“So the threat of the spanking turns you on as much as the spanking itself would?”

She bit her lip and nodded, and he could see she was a little flushed. Glancing down, he could see her nipples had hardened again. It appeared that talking about it was getting her turned on.

“But you wouldn’t actually object if I did spank you?”

“No.” Her voice was small, but at the same time, that single word was doing a hell of a lot of heavy lifting in an emotional sense.

“So, if I want to get at Sam, all I have to do is threaten to put you across my knee, maybe in front of her, and tan your butt for you.”

“You wouldn’t!”

“Wouldn’t what?”

“In front of her.”

“Ah, so it’s not the spanking you were objecting to, it was doing it in front of her. Or threatening to. Which?”

She bit her lip and sucked in a deep breath. “The doing.”

“So, as far as you’re concerned, if I threaten to spank you, I can seduce and have my evil way with your very willing daughter. No more protective mother act.”

She swallowed hard, and he could feel she was trembling. He slid his hand higher up her leg while he pushed his other hand under her armpit to cradle the underside of her breast.

“She’s still my daughter, even if she is an adult.”

“An adult who keeps making very obvious suggestions that she’s not averse to being seduced.”

Erin let out a bark of laughter. “I’m not sure who would be doing the seducing.”

“Oh, I think telling her to stand, dance, strip, and masturbate for me would be all the seduction a submissive young woman would need, don’t you?”

Her shivering became more pronounced. Pete leaned in close and delivered his next words in a whisper. “Like mother, like daughter, I think.”

He pressed his fingers against her inner thigh, and she obliged by sliding her leg out to the side. Immediately, his hand slipped down into the space she provided. He could feel the heat coming off her mound, but he didn’t touch her there, not yet.

“So, no more overprotective mother, and I’ll give you what you desire, too. Including a spanking. However, I think you need to ask for it rather than me randomly dish it out.” His fingers slid up to her slit, and one fingertip toyed with her opening. She moaned and let her leg drift further out, giving him better access.

“Do you think you’d do that?”

“Do what?”

“Ask me for a spanking?”

She shook her head, but his hand rose to clasp her breast, her hard nipple captured against his palm. She moaned, and her head went back. After a few seconds of his persistent teasing, she spoke, contradicting her earlier denial. “Yes.”

“Good girl.”

“You said you wouldn’t do this.”

“Do what?”

“Get me to agree to anything by touching me.”

“No, I said I wouldn’t get you off to agree to anything. I haven’t got you off yet. Now, I think we’ve talked about you and your daughter, but we still need to talk about next week with Jenny.”

“What about her?”

“Well, you and I will be going out to dinner with Jenny. I think that’s a better idea than having her come around here. It would make Sam suspicious.”

Erin nodded.

“So, after a very nice meal, which will be a thank you to her for giving Sam the job, we’ll go back to hers for a nightcap. In case you’ve not guessed it, Jenny is quite open to a with benefits arrangement, and she’s looking forward to dinner. However, she doesn’t yet know you’re joining us too.” He thrust a finger into her, making her pant for breath even as his finger isolated and pinched her nipple, causing her to arch her back, too. “By the way, Jenny is bi.”

“Oh, God!”

She shuddered against him, and he knew she was close to the orgasm his quick-on-the-draw response to her blowjob had denied her.

“I’m not.”

“Not what?”

“Bi.”

“Never have?”

“No, never.”

“Well, you can chalk another item off your bucket list next week, then.”

“What bucket list?”

“The one that includes you getting it on with another woman and then getting it on with both another woman and a man. Remember, we’re both there to thank her for giving Sam the job, so no shirking allowed.”

She panted again and squirmed on his finger. Her leg naturally slid to the side, opening herself up wider still. His hand cupped and squeezed her breast, and she arched her back again, even as her hips started to bounce as she tried to draw his penetrating finger in deeper.

“Bastard.”

“What?”

“Getting me off to get me to agree.”

He chuckled. “All’s fair in love and sex.”

He thrust a second finger into her, and she bucked even harder. Isolating her nipple once more, he squeezed and twisted it until her head fell back again. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open as she gasped for air. The climax came quickly after that, his fingers almost a blur between her legs until her channel clamped down on them,

As her breathing slowed, he took his hands away from their sexual contact points, reverted to just resting his hand on her thigh, and used his other arm to simply cuddle her once more. Glancing down, he could see his fingers were wet from her, but he didn’t try to wipe them on the bedding, he just sat and held her. She slowly relaxed from her climax and, after another couple of minutes, sat up and twisted to look at him.

“What?”

Erin smiled. “I think I’ve got some cleaning to do. That’s what you said. Naked.”

Pete just chuckled. “What makes you think I need a naked cleaner?”

She shrugged, making her breasts bounce. Her nipples hadn’t gone flat, they were still sticking out from her chest, almost as hard as they’d been during her orgasm. “It was your instructions, and remember, I do as I’m told. Now, where do you want me to start?”

“Seriously, I don’t. I need to get some work done. I’ve lost a lot of time.”

“Look, let me be honest. What else am I going to do? If I go home and leave you alone, I’m going to end up rattling around in a big empty house. No doubt I’ll be worrying about my daughter. After all, you’re the one who found her a job working with a confirmed sexual athlete who quite likes women. I know Sam has experience with boys, but I’m pretty certain she has zero experience with other women. As far as I’m aware, she’s one hundred percent straight.”

Pete chuckled. “There you go, being overprotective again. Jenny might be bi, but she won’t do anything during working hours. Her business is too important to her to risk any stain on her reputation. Doing something with an employee is a huge no, no in her book.”

“But what about after working hours? What do I say if I suddenly get a text from Sam saying Jenny’s asked her to stay behind and do some stocktaking or something.”

“She won’t. Stop fretting about stuff that won’t happen. Jenny will not make a move on Sam.”

“How do you know?”

“Because she and I discussed that. Not that I thought she would, simply because I knew when you found out Jenny’s true nature, you’d be fretting the way you are now.”

Erin summoned up one of her trademark glares, but Pete just pulled her back in so her head was resting on his chest. She resisted for a second but then let herself be comforted.

“So, you really don’t want to go home to an empty house?”

She shook her head. “No.”

“Well, if you insist, you can do some cleaning for me, then. I’m sure you can find places to dust or carpets to hoover.”

“Thank you.”

“However, put your dress back on first.”

“Why?”

“Because you’ll be less of a distraction to me. If I know you’re knocking around downstairs naked, I guarantee I’ll be heading downstairs to interfere with you.”

She giggled. “I’ll leave the dress off, then.”

“No, please, don’t.”

She twisted her head to look up at him. He could see the amusement twinkling in her eyes. “You just said please.”

“I know. It was deliberate, don’t expect a repeat too often.”

“Then I’ll put the dress on, go and tidy up and deep clean the kitchen, and then prepare lunch. Okay with you?”

Pete rolled his eyes. “Yeah.”

“How does grilled cheese sound?”

“Perfect.”

“I’ll call you when it’s ready. One thing, though.”

“For a good grilled cheese? Pretty much anything.”

“Would you mind if I just had dinner with Sam tonight? On our own. I want to get some mother/daughter time, given it’s her first day at any job.”

“What, she never babysat or did a paper round?” Pete was surprised.

“No. Phil… Phil wouldn’t let her.”

“Ah.” He paused for a second. “Okay, I don’t think that’s too much of a problem, however, after lunch, I’ll want you to nip home and grab some different clothing. Then you can bring them back, and I can watch you get changed before I take the time to peel you out of them again.”

“I thought you had some time to make up.”

“Which I can now do this evening, so I can spend the afternoon debauching my debauched neighbor.”

He felt her tremble against him. “Deal.”

He chuckled. “You probably should have asked what clothing before you agreed to that.”

“Why? It’ll be coming off anyway.”

Her matter-of-fact, practical answer struck Pete as funny, and he let out a bark of laughter. Erin frowned at him but, after a moment, started giggling too.

“It’s true.”

“I know.”

He proceeded to tell her what clothing he wanted her to fetch. She shuddered but nodded her agreement before sliding off his lap and over to the side of the bed. He watched her naked ass retreat as she headed out into the hallway to retrieve her dress from where she’d discarded it earlier.


Chapter 3

Although Pete was used to being at home alone for most of the time, he was surprised to find Erin’s moving around downstairs didn’t bother him too much. Sure, there was the occasional bump or bang as she moved something, but nothing that knocked him out of his editing stride. He got even more done than he expected to. There again, he had a long list of facts to check after lunch.

As a result, it was quite a surprise to him when Erin’s voice floated up the stairs. “Lunch in five minutes. Come get it while it’s hot!”

Glancing at the clock, he realized she’d waited until almost one o’clock to prepare lunch. As if on cue, his stomach rumbled to remind him he’d had nothing, not even a coffee, since breakfast. Erin had offered coffee an hour or so ago, but he’d said no, preferring to keep his head down and work. Before he headed for the bathroom to do what was necessary and then wash his hands, he had another look out of his window. The area he’d seen those kids in before now looked deserted, which was good. Especially if he decided he wanted Erin to do a spot of skinny dipping in the pool out back. That was a thought, but he decided to let things fall as they would for the afternoon.

Lunch was delicious, and she giggled when he complimented her on the fact that she could manage to cook something other than hot dogs. They had been Phil’s favorite, so she’d had to master those.

As she rose to take the plates over to the sink, he grabbed hold of her hand and stopped her. She immediately froze on the spot, waiting for him to tell her why. It was clearly part of her training from Phil.

“I’ll do the dishes, you go and fetch the items I asked you to. Stuff them in a bag, it might look weird for you to carry them over here, loose.”

“Are you sure? I can…”

“Of course, I’m sure. The sooner you fetch them, the sooner you’re naked. Right?”

Erin tried hard and failed to control her blush reflex. Given that she’d expected to spend the morning as his naked cleaner, he could understand her reaction. Glancing around, he could see the entire kitchen gleamed, not a speck of dust anywhere.

“The kitchen looks fabulous. You didn’t need to work that hard.”

Her blush intensified, but he could see she was pleased with his compliment. He mentally kicked himself for not saying something when he came downstairs.

“Well, I didn’t want a spanking for not doing a good job.”

“Would Phil have done?” Pete stared at her.

She nodded.

“Well, I’m not like that. I might spank you, but as discussed upstairs, that’s more fun for both of us. Okay?”

She nodded.

“Now scoot. As I said earlier, I want you back here a.s.a.p. Okay?”

“On it.”

She headed for the door as he rose to his feet and carried both plates over to the sink. He washed up and left everything to drain then filled two mugs with fresh coffee before heading through into the family room. He pulled the drapes halfway over, knowing that they covered the open side of the window, shrubs covering the outlook on the other side. That way, when she did as he asked, she wouldn’t be in sight of the street. He pushed the coffee table away to give her more space and moved the coffee to two side tables, one at each end of the couch.

Pete had just finished his preparations when he heard the back door open and close.

She appeared in the doorway, and he watched her face as she took in the changes he’d made. If nothing else, it told her where her performance would be taking place. Where she’d be getting dressed, and then after that, undressed by him, she swallowed hard and looked at the window, obviously checking that she wouldn’t be seen from the street. Her shoulders seemed to sag a little in relief when she realized he’d thought of that, too.

“Don’t worry, the only person I’m sharing you with is Jenny, and that’s next week, not today.”

She glared at him, clearly not happy at being reminded of what was going to happen then. For now, though, he beckoned her closer.

“I thought you could lay everything out on the coffee table and then lose the dress and toss that toward the stairs. That way, it’ll be closer when you need to get dressed again.”

She shivered. He’s just confirmed where things would be happening and that the finale of that would be happening upstairs. Erin still had some spirit left, though, despite her years of abuse at the hands of her now-deceased husband.

“I thought you’d want me to lose the dress first.”

Pete grinned at her. “Excellent idea. I wish I’d thought of that myself.”

She just gave him a look and reached up to flick one of the shoulder straps down onto her arm. The other one followed before she started on the row of oversized buttons down the front. As she undid each button, the front of the dress gaped open ever further. Since her shoulder straps were already down and getting lower and lower toward her elbows, that gap became very large very quickly. Her cleavage seemed to swell into the gap. Her hands were already below the line of her bust, working on the last two buttons.

Erin knew exactly what she was doing as she leaned forward just as she popped the last but one button. Her breasts spilled out of the top of the dress, her nipple twin peaks that seemed to ache to be touched. From the flush on her face, they almost certainly did ache. Pete couldn’t help himself. He licked his lips and then stretched out a leg so as to adjust the position of his hardening cock. She smiled as she watched his adjustment. Then, she reached down and popped the last button undone. The dress cascaded down to her waist as she caught the shoulder straps on her wrists.

She shuddered, a deliberate and highly provocative move, causing the dress to slide lower. She let the straps run through her fingers and fall away. That tugged the dress a little lower, exposing her softly rounded and sexy belly but not quite the main target. Another shimmy with her hands at her waist, giving the dress a little encouragement, and it dropped clear of her hips. It slithered down her legs, gaining speed as it fell until it landed in a ring around her feet.  She posed like that, naked in front of him, for several long seconds before slowly lifting one foot clear of the dress. She used the other foot to hook the dress and force it to slither toward the base of the stairs.

Picking up the bag of clothes he’d asked her to fetch, she moved around to the same side of the coffee table as him and then tipped the bag out. It took her a minute to sort out the clothing, spreading each item out flat on the table. Of course, to do that, she had to bend, and she kept her legs straight, knowing the display she was giving him as her split peach peeked at him from between her legs. Pete could see the deliberate exhibition was wreaking its effect on her, her pussy lips getting shinier every second as her juices leaked onto them.

“Here, sit next to me and slide those stockings up those gorgeous legs.”

She shivered. He didn’t know if it was the compliment or simply the idea of sitting next to him, naked once more. It didn’t matter because she wasn’t going to refuse. They both knew that. She grabbed the white nylons and backed toward him. He put one hand on her hip to help her sit close to him rather than at the other end of the couch, and she sank down. Her nipples were, if anything, harder than they’d been when her breasts spilled out of the top of her dress. The more he thought about that, the more he decided it had been deliberate.

Erin bent forward, bunching one stocking around her hand prior to slipping it over her toes. That left her defenseless, and again, he was pretty sure that was deliberate, the reason for starting with the side nearest to him. He reached underneath her chest and fondled her breast. She let out an earthy moan and seemed to press against his hand. It might not have been a conscious act because she needed to elan further at that point in order to push the nylon stocking over her foot. She worked the bunched-up nylon past her heel, then slowly straightened up. She did not attempt to dislodge his hand, even when he isolated and pinched her nipple.

As she stroked the smooth white stocking higher up her leg, she made no attempt to move herself away from his hand or dislodge his hand. Once she had that stocking in place, she started the same process on the other side. Her skin was hot under his touch, and her entire face and neck were flushed. He was pretty sure the very act of doing this was turning her on, too.

Once she had both stockings on, she sat back up, and this time, she glanced at him and then rose to her feet, moving slowly. His hand fell away from her breast, trailing down her flank, and she let out another low moan as his hand fell completely away.

“Best slip those heels back on, they’ll make your legs look even sexier in those stockings.”

She swallowed hard but did as he said, slipping her foot into one shoe and then repeating the movement on the other side. The heels added height and proved him right, and they did wonders for the shape of her legs. She could see him staring, and as he licked his lips, she blushed bright red once more.

“Those nylons will wrinkle if you don’t get the garters attached.”

It was a true enough statement, but they both knew that wasn’t the reason. No, he was trying to keep her as fully exposed for as long as possible. Erin took a step forward, picked up the garter belt, and then turned and faced him before stepping closer. Her legs were almost brushing against his knees as she brazenly displayed her nakedness for him. He didn’t have to lower his eyeline much in order to stare at the pink slit of her pussy. Now, as she stood there, legs slightly parted to accentuate the gap between her thighs, he could definitely see signs of moisture. She might try to act coy some of the time, but her exhibitionist side was currently in ascendancy. She looked magnificent. He licked his lips and lifted his gaze to her face in time to see her flush intensify. Yes, she’d been watching him staring at her mound, and she’d read what she needed to into the movement of his tongue.

Her hands were occupied, fastening the garter belt behind her back. It would be a simple thing to grab her by the waist, pull her down onto the couch, and then ravish her. He was sure there’d be no objection coming from her, but he wanted more, he wanted her dressed… first. The garter belt made a clear delineation between her top half and bottom half, the bright white contrasting with her gently tanned skin.

“Will you do the honors?” Her throaty question caught him off guard until he realized she’d extended a knee toward him and was offering him the front garter on that side.

“I’d be delighted.” As his hands clasped around her leg, she gasped, and then he could feel her trembling as he took hold of the top edge of her stocking with one hand and the garter with the other. She’d already undone the snap, so it was an easy attach. Once he’d done that one, she gave a little giggle, pulled away a little, and then turned to face away before shuffling back so he could do the rear garter on that leg. As he leaned forward to fasten that garter, her taut naked butt was only a few inches from his face. She leaned forward further, pushing it toward him. She was inviting him to smack it, and he chuckled at the idea. Instead, he brought his hand up from the garter snap and gently caressed the fleshiest part of her ass. She moaned softly and held still until he reluctantly took his hand away. She spun back to face him once more, her flush clearly not a blush of embarrassment as she offered up her other leg to do up the front garter on there. A minute later, he was once again fondling her ass as she leaned forward in front of him.

Once more, his cock was like an iron rod in his pants.

“Bra next, I think.”

She shivered but took the two steps away from him to reach the coffee table and then turned to face him, the garment in question dangling from her finger. He could see her eyes were dark with the passion that infused her cheeks and neck. She was enjoying this almost as much as he was.

“You want to do the honors again?”

“What a fantastic idea. Come perch on here.” He sat up straight and patted his knee. Erin paused for a moment as if considering her option but then turned her back on him and gently lowered herself to his knees. She left enough space between them for his hands to work on the bra fastening, but she was close enough that every part of her was in the range of his hands. Apart from her feet, that was, and at this moment, he wasn’t interested in her feet.

He murmured a thank you as his live dress-up doll passed him the bra. She shivered as he reached around her to drape the front of the garment underneath her breasts. Extending her arms, she let him slip the shoulder straps on and then sat quietly while he pulled them up. As soon as the garment was self-supporting, he took his hands away and cupped her breasts underneath the loose fabric. She let out a hiss but didn’t object, not even when he pulled her back so she was leaning against his chest. That gave him more room to play with her breasts. His fingers and thumbs unerringly found her hard nipples, and he pinched both, making her let out a tiny yelp.

He could feel how hard she was breathing, clearly turned on by what he was doing to her and by what she was doing for him. He guessed she’d probably never considered getting dressed as an erotic experience. He intended to change that preconception.

After teasing her breasts for a minute or so longer, he let go, giving a very good impression of doing so reluctantly. As he brought his hands around behind her, she sensed what he was doing and leaned forward to give him room to fasten her bra. He couldn’t quite see her face but suspected there was a pout on her lips. He smiled to himself, completed fastening the bra, and then gently pulled on her shoulders so she resumed her former position. She leaned back, and his hands cupped her breasts again. This time, though, he had a reason that wasn’t directly concerned with playing with them. No, he was simply adjusting the cups so they would be comfortable.

“Panties, now, sweetie.”

She let out a shuddering sigh and rose to her feet. What he’d been doing had undermined the strength in her legs. He could see her thighs trembling as she moved over to the coffee table once more and picked up the panties that matched the rest of the set. He knew he could touch her at this moment, pull her back onto his lap, and use his fingers. He doubted it would be more than a couple of minutes of such touching before she came, but it was too soon. He wanted her on edge, not basking in the pleasurable release.

When he gave her no further instructions, she hesitated, and he guessed she was weighing up her options. Turn and face him, or bend to put the panties on and push her butt toward him. Pete was sure what would have happened if she’d presented her bare butt that way to her late husband, but he was cut from a different cloth. This time, he kept his hands to himself as she reached her decision and bent forward away from him to pull the panties over her feet and up her calves as far as her knees.

He could see she had tensed in anticipation of the slap that never came. When she twisted to look back over her shoulder, he just grinned at her. She straightened up, he guessed reluctantly, and pulled the panties up into place. He watched as her fingers smoothed the tight garment over her ass before she turned around. They were a tight fit, and already he could see the beginnings of a camel toe at the front.

“Half-slip.”

If anything, now the important bits were actually covered, the rest of the process was pretty much an anti-climax. Erin seemed to recognize that, too, because she didn’t mess around as she stepped into the half-slip and then pulled it up to her waist. It was a short one, shorter than he’d anticipated, and it only just reached past her stocking tops. The slip she pulled on over the top of the outfit was also surprising. Although as white as everything else, it was lace through and through. He could see every detail of the clothing below it.

Once she was dressed as he’d asked her to, she faced him. Unsure what to do with her arms, she folded them across her body, below the line of her bust, and waited for his next instruction.

Rather than tell her what to do, he rose to his feet and crossed the tiny distance between them before wrapping his arms around her back. Her arms uncrossed and would their way around him in response. Just as on several occasions before, the apparent affection reaped dividends as she turned her face up for a kiss.


Chapter 4

The kiss lasted a long, long time. Pete was breathless by the time they broke it. Erin was in even more trouble than that. He could tell by the way she was clutching his back that her legs were weak.

“You okay?” He felt he had to ask.

“Fine.” Her quiet smile somehow lit her entire face in a way a grin wouldn’t have done.

“Good. In that case…” Changing his hold on her, he dipped one arm lower and swept her up into his arms, holding her weight easily.

Erin gasped and quickly wrapped an arm around his neck for balance. Her blush had returned as she felt herself swept up. He could feel the trembles running through her body.

“I could offer you a choice. The couch or the bed upstairs, but seeing as you’ve ceded control to me, it’s my choice.”

She shook her head. “Please don’t try to carry me up the stairs. That’s dangerous to your back. Remember, I know a lot about bad backs.” She rolled her eyes, but he knew what she meant.

“The couch it is then.” He turned and carried her back to the couch where he’d been sitting only a few minutes earlier. She shuddered in his arms but held on tightly to his neck. He leaned over the couch, and when she realized he intended to drop her to the couch, she disengaged her arm from around his neck. Pete let go, and she let out a soft squeal as she fell a couple of feet to the cushions. She bounced and then settled back with a giggle, even as he dropped to his knees in front of her.

Erin was breathless as she watched him move closer to her, his hands reaching out to her thighs.

“What are you going to do…?” Her unnecessary question trailed away as he gently pulled her into the position he wanted. Her legs went either side of his body, and his hands slid higher up her thighs onto the naked skin above the tops of her stockings. When he lowered his face so he could kiss the tops of her thighs, it was obvious what he intended to do. A moment later, his head nuzzled deeper between her legs as his hands eased the tight confines of the slip and half-slip higher up her legs. She lifted a little to ease their progress and allowed herself to spread her legs wider. Pete started kissing in earnest. His lips, his tongue, and then his teeth nipping and nuzzling at her tender, sensitive flesh. Above his head, she cried out, her hands dropping to hold him in place.

Pete could smell her arousal, that latent exhibitionist streak brought to the surface by his patient work over the last few weeks, as well as the blatant performance as she put on her white underwear, the only thing she had worn a few minutes earlier.

He moved closer between her legs, her aroma strengthening as he moved closer to its source. Her fingers entwined themselves in his hair, and, for now, he let her get away with it. He would reinstate his control later. For now, the only objective was to get her off.

Pressing his nose against the camel-toed front of her panties, he elicited another deep moan and then shifted so he could grind his chin against the same sensitive spot. Her hips bucked against him, and he lowered back down so he could plant a serious kiss against her opening, even if it were shrouded by her panties.

His fingers slid up the inside of her thighs, and when they reached the top, he gently pinched the very sensitive flesh. She let out a yelp, but her legs immediately spread wider.

“Naughty.”

“No, nice. Shush or I’ll do it again, harder this time.”

She shuddered but fell silent as he resumed his mouthing and kissing of the front of her underwear. Her hips bucked against him, and her fingers tightened their grip on his scalp, but he concentrated on his objective. He mouthed her slit through the thin layer of fabric, feeling that fabric grow wetter and wetter as her juices coated the inside of her panties and it soaked through to give him a taste of her.

She was already close due to the events since lunch, so he already knew it wasn’t going to take long. It didn’t. Erin came with a cry as her entire body stiffened underneath him. Her hands dropped away from their vice-like grip on the top of his head, and he surfaced for air, surveying the wrecked woman in front of him. She panted for air, her entire body still convulsing and shuddering as the aftershocks of her climax continued to rip through her body.

Erin peered at him through half-drowned eyes as her breathing slowed from a rapid pant to just her chest heaving up and down. She smiled. “That was a doozy.”

“Thought so.”

“You want the same?”

Pete could see it was a real offer. She was quite prepared to blow him, just as she had done earlier.

“No, I want something else.”

Her smile lit up the entire room. She knew what he meant by that, and it was obvious she wanted him to fuck her as much as he wanted to. It was clear that if he’d said blow me, that’s exactly what she would have done, without any kind of complaint.

“Are you sure you want to keep denying your daughter this kind of experience?”

She shivered as his hand rubbed across the front of her very wet panties.

“I’d rather have it all to myself. After all, have you got enough for both of us?”

He chuckled, and she smiled, obviously concerned she might have said too much. She hadn’t. As far as Pete was concerned, it showed her resolve to keep him away from the younger, but still adult, version of herself was weakening. He intended to press that advantage this afternoon. However, he couldn’t let her get away with too much. He took his hand away from her mound and held it a few inches clear. Her eyes widened as she realized what he was about to do. The slap he delivered to her pussy wasn’t hard, but it was enough to make her yelp. He guessed the fact her underwear was wet, as was the flesh underneath, had magnified the blow.

“Don’t be impertinent.”

She nodded.

“In fact, I’ll make you a bargain.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. When I fuck Sam, and I fill fuck her, sooner rather than later, I promise you I will make sure I have enough left to get it up for you afterward. You will always be my last fuck of the night.”

She gasped, and he watched as her face flushed bright red. His fingers returned to what he’d been doing, rubbing her slit through her underwear. This time, though, there was more pressure, more direction to what he was doing, and within seconds, her hips were bouncing on the couch as her boy reacted.

“You’re not fair.”

He chuckled, having a damned good idea what she meant. She panted and moaned again before he could answer.

“How not?”

“Because you’re going to get me to accept you fucking my daughter by making me agree to it while I’m cumming!” That last word was delivered as a wail as he used a finger to push her already wet panties into her channel.

“So, you’ll send her around her tomorrow night. She can perform exactly how you just did. That’ll teach her that getting dressed can be as sexy as stripping.”

He didn’t get an answer, just a series of pants and huffs for breath.

“In fact, she can wear exactly the same outfit, although possibly different panties. Lace ones, I think.”

Erin moaned, her head swishing from side to side as she tried to prevent herself from answering him and, at the same time, prolonging her own pleasure. That kind of internal standoff was never going to work.

“So you’re going to send Sam around here after dinner, to get dressed nice and sexy in front of me, then blow me and fuck me, and then I’m going to send her home full of my goo, and you’re going to pass her at the door coming around to get your own ration.”

“Oh, fuck!” Erin screamed as she came again, her entire body thrashing and bouncing around on the couch. Pete had to use one hand to hold her still in case she fell off the edge of the cushion.

“Well, are you?”

She sobbed but nodded in response.

“Good girl!” He pulled her soaked panties from inside her and then ran both hands up the outside of her thighs to grab the garment and draw the panties down her legs. He pulled them clear of her left heel but kept them wrapped around her right one as a badge of her obedience. As Erin slowly returned to normal, he pushed her legs apart once more and returned to his task, determined to wring one more orgasm from her, this time using his mouth once more. It took less than five minutes before she was bucking and screaming again.

This time he left her there, gasping for air, her legs spread obscenely wide, her naked pussy gently pulsing as the aftershocks wracked her delicate body. Rising to his feet, he headed through to the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of wine and a couple of glasses. At least it was a screw cap, so it was easy enough to pour two glasses of the cheap wine and hand one to Erin as she struggled into a sitting position.

“Cheers.”

“Bastard!” She glared at him but said nothing else, just sipped at her wine.

“Well, you did tell me not to carry you upstairs, so I guess you’ll have to manage that under your own steam. Don’t worry, I’ll bring the bottle with me.”

She handed him her glass and rose shakily to her feet. Once standing, she paused, clearly getting used to the idea of standing again. Satisfied she could maintain her balance despite the three orgasms, she headed toward the stairs. He could tell she was deliberately putting as much into her walk as she possibly could. The way her buns bounced and swayed was quite mesmerizing. Just before she reached the foot of the stairs, she stopped and looked back over her shoulder at him as if to say, are you coming or not?

Hastily he shook himself to clear the mesmerizing sight of her butt and rose to his feet, striding over to join her, carrying the wine bottle by the neck so he could balance both glasses in the same hand. She glanced down as if to check he had a free hand and then bit her lip before turning back to the stairs. He knew what she was thinking, that with a free hand, he would be touching her as they went up the stairs.

“After you, sweetie.”

She shivered but obediently took the first couple of steps quite quickly, then paused. He heard a throaty giggle as she pushed her butt back toward him and wiggled it. No, she wasn’t averse to him touching her as they climbed the stairs, not at all. He obliged by running his hand up the back of her thigh until he reached naked skin above the top of her stocking. She gasped and took the next step, then paused again. He followed her step by step, keeping his hand on her leg every step of the way, working higher with each step. His fingertips were in contact with her wet pussy before they reached the top. Once we reached the top of the stairs, Erin stood still, clearly enjoying what he was still doing with my fingers. She was more than just wet, very wet, as he continued to plunder her slit, spreading her moisture all over her smooth skin. She thrust her ass back toward him, inviting him to do more.

Pete chuckled. “I’d definitely do more, but I’d need both hands free, and that means I need somewhere to put the wine bottle.”

He heard her gasp and realized what she’d taken him to mean. He had no intention of doing that with a foreign object, but her reaction showed that the dirty thought was in her mind. He leaned close as he plunged a finger deep into her.

“I could do that with the wine bottle if you wanted…”

She shook her head.

“…but I suspect I’ll save that pleasure for another time. Imagine how you’d feel if I pushed the wine bottle in deep and then spanked you nice and hard.”

He could tell she was imagining just that because she grasped the nearest door jamb to keep herself upright as her legs went weak. She couldn’t hide that from him because her body weight bore down on his hand as she tried to stay upright.

Pete chuckled and guided her into the bedroom before placing the wine and glasses down on the nearest flat surface. With both hands now free, he gently turned her around and guided her backward toward the foot of the bed. He grinned and then gave her a slight push. It wasn’t hard, but as her legs collided with the end of the bed, the inevitable happened. She let out a squeal as she fell backward to land, sitting on the bed. Her momentum carried her further, and she ended up reclining on her elbows as she looked up at him with sultry, half-lidded eyes.

She lifted her left leg until her foot was on top of the bed, then slowly swayed her leg outward, opening herself up to him. Of course, such a movement forced the slip and the half-slip underneath it to slide up her leg, exposing her stocking tops and then bare flesh above them. He couldn’t quite see all the way up there, but almost. It was an alluring sight and a very effective tease. His mouth flooded with saliva, and his cock lurched inside the prison of his pants. He guessed the way he stared hungrily at the gap between her legs was the reason behind her smile.

She continued to watch him as he stripped off his pants and boxers, then pulled his shirt off over his head. His cock bobbed in front of him, bouncing a little despite its obvious rigidity. Erin licked her lips, but he had somewhere else he wanted to go, and she knew it. She lifted her right leg to match her left one, easing them wide apart to expose the shadowy realm between her legs. Lifting her ass from the bed, she slid the double layer of nylon under her body to expose herself to the same extent as his body.

She moaned softly as her fingers brushed over her mound, exposing just how wet she still was.

“I don’t need to check if you’re ready, do I?”

Erin fell back prone on the bed but kept her knees raised as she shook her head. Pete needed no further invitation from her. He leaned in close and gently blew on her pussy, making her shiver.

“Don’t play with me.”

“What do you want?”

“Just fuck me.”

“Your wish is my command, my lady.”

His hands gripped the inside of her thighs, lifting her legs higher, her feet rotating up off the bed. His cock seemed to line itself up naturally, nudging against her opening, and then he pushed. Her lips parted, and the tip of his cock slid inside. He pushed again and slid in a bit further. She grunted as her outer lips sealed behind the mushroom head of his cock. Pete could feel how hot, how wet she was, so he didn’t hesitate, didn’t give her time to adjust to the penetration. He just pushed in, all the way in, in a single movement.

She moaned and stiffened under him but didn’t make any complaint as he thrust in. He bottomed out, his balls swinging to slap against her wet flesh. She moaned again, her back arching.

Letting go of her legs, he brought his hands to the bed on either side of her, taking a little of his weight as he started to pull out and then thrust back in. She kept her legs up without the need for his support. Her feet rose higher to cross behind his back, holding him inside her as she started to thrust back against him. Her hands rose to cup her breasts through the thin layers of nylon, and her back arched as she toyed with her own nipples. He watched, fascinated, as she pinched and pulled at them through her clothing. She was a lot rougher than he had been with her. He filed that information away for the future and concentrated on thrusting his hard cock into her. His mouth found hers, crushing down as she opened for him and accepted his tongue.

She moaned around the obstruction in her mouth and then stiffened and started to shake. He didn’t think this orgasm was as big as the last two downstairs, but it was still a good one. He broke the kiss, more in self-preservation than any other reason, and held still as her channel squeezed him. Then, as her body started to relax, he started to thrust again. Now, every time he thrust, Erin let loose a moan or a grunt. Her hips started to work with him once more, and her arms wrapped around his back, leaving her breasts alone. He lowered his head, bending his back to isolate one of her nipples with his lips, and then he bit down hard.

She squealed but didn’t try to push him away. Instead, one of her hands moved up to cradle the back of his head and hold him in place.

The animalistic coupling wasn’t going to last long, but Pete desperately wanted to make her cum again before he did. He bit down on her breast again but made sure to miss the turgid nipple with his teeth. She moaned, then yelped as the pressure came to bear, then once more stiffened as another climax carried her away. Pete couldn’t take any more, he could feel it boiling in his balls, and even before she came down from the orgasm, he cried out as his goo shot out of his dick, spraying her insides with rope after rope of sticky cum.

As his cock subsided, it slipped out of her, and he took the opportunity to roll off her, landing alongside her. His arm moved around to pull her tighter against him, but she was still lying on her back. He used his other hand to prop himself up and look down at her.

She looked up into his eyes, still fighting to catch her breath. Her smile felt like the sun coming out right there in the bedroom. She stretched, feline-like in her grace, and despite the mingled juices leaking from her, was still a picture of elegance.

“Strike a bargain?” Her smile was still there, still lighting her face.

“Another one?”

“Join me in the shower, and you can wish my back, and I’ll wash your front.”

He knew she was suggesting more than just a shower.

“I’m fucked out.”

“Maybe, but I can work wonders. She wiggled her fingers in front of his face. To reinforce her point, she licked her lips, then left her mouth wetly open.

“Sounds like a plan, but I still need to get some work done.”

She grinned again. “You’ve got this evening, remember. I told you I wanted some alone time with Sam.”

“True. Then I think you’ve got a deal on one condition.”

“Which is?”

“I get to watch as you strip off those clothes.”

“These?” She plucked at the slip. “You just made me put them on.”

“Well, you’re hardly going to shower in them, are you?”

She shuddered, and he filed away the fact that she didn’t actually say no for future reference. There were getting to be a number of things he wanted to try with her, including seeing her in some thin white cotton or nylon in the shower, but not today.

“Deal?”

“Deal.”

“Good, I’ll go organize some towels. Just remember to lose the heels before you come into the bathroom.”

She shivered and looked down the length of her own body. It appeared she’d forgotten she’d put them on after she put the stockings on.


Chapter 5

Although not a vain man, Pete still checked his appearance in the hall mirror before heading out the door. It wasn’t so much making sure his shirt was straight and uncreased. No, it was more making sure his anticipatory stiffy wasn’t too obvious. For about the fifth time in the last hour, he wished it would subside. Just the idea of seeing Jenny seducing Erin was enough to get him at least half-hard. He had no idea how he was going to manage to conceal a full-on boner throughout dinner.

When he knocked on Erin’s front door at seven-thirty sharp, he didn’t expect her to be ready. As a result, he wasn’t surprised when Sam answered the door.

“She just hollered down. She needed another five minutes.” Sam sighed. “You’d better come in.”

“Thank you.” His smile wasn’t returned. “How’s the job going?”

“Good, thank you.” Her answer was almost devoid of emotion. A polite response rather than the warm, bubbly one he’d have expected. It took him a moment to realize what was wrong with the young woman. She was sulking because he was taking Erin out for a meal, and she wasn’t invited. Of course, she had no idea what the meal actually entailed, nor who they were dining with. No way Erin would have given Sam any details about that. No way at all.

“I thought you’d have been pleased to have a night on your own. Able to watch what you want, and order your own choice of pizza, and maybe seduce the delivery guy.”

She rolled her eyes. “You mean another boring night on my own.”

That one stung. He realized there was a lot of truth in that. For the last few evenings, Erin had spent a lot of time with him, without Sam. He knew what the older of the two women had been doing, limiting his chances to seduce the younger one. Of course, Sam wouldn’t see it like that. She didn’t know anybody in town and wasn’t the type to frequent any of the local singles bars on her own. It wasn’t her style, and there was an age issue there. He knew a couple of the bars would turn a blind eye, especially as a pretty blonde like Sam would draw in the single guys like flies to sugar. That kind of casual approach to relationships wouldn’t have gone down well with Erin, and it wasn’t a natural approach for Sam.

At least, Sam's rather cold reaction managed to make his anticipatory boner subside.

“Sorry to keep you waiting.” Erin’s words from the bottom of the stairs behind him broke the awkward silence building between him and Sam. He saw Sam’s eyes widen as she took in her mother’s appearance. He knew he was supposed to be impressed, but it appeared Sam was too. Thus, forewarned, when he spun around to face her he had a smile on his face. Erin looked stunning. The teal green cocktail dress wasn’t particularly short, but as she posed for his approval at the foot of the stairs, she was standing hip shot. The side slit ran almost to the top of her thigh, and her pose had opened it. That revealed the lace panel at the top of her stocking and the naked flesh above. In front, the dress dipped deep between her breasts, exposing her cleavage. The tiny shoulder straps seemed too thin, too inconsequential to hold the dress up. He could tell she was braless underneath it, her nipples pushing out into the thin fabric.

“Wow!”

His reaction brought a beaming smile to her face. It wasn’t just her dress, either. She’d put her hair up in a bun on the top of her head but left bangs hanging down to frame her face. Her earrings weren’t gaudy, but the large hoops helped to emphasize her face as they peeked out from her hair. She wore a simple choker around her neck. It was an understated look, but at the same time, extremely classy. If she’d wanted to go brasher, she’d have worn a large pendant between her breasts to draw the eyeline down. Erin wasn’t brash at all, but the overall effect was still stunning.

“You are gorgeous.”

“Well, you impressed your date, mom.”

Erin shot her daughter a glance. Clearly, there’d been some words exchanged earlier. Sam surprised him, though. She quickly crossed the floor and hugged Erin. “You look fabulous. You really do. Have fun.” She glared at Pete. Obviously, she had forgiven her mother, but he was a very different story.

“Shall we?” Pete offered Erin his arm, and she blushed a little at the old-fashioned courtesy before placing her hand on his arm and walking out the door with him.

“You still think we should take my car?”

He chuckled. “Now I’ve seen you in that dress, definitely. You’d be flashing a hell of a lot more than thigh as you climbed in and out of my truck. Anybody even glancing over would be able to tell if you were commando or not.”

“I’m not, by the way.”

He grinned at her and raised an eyebrow. “But you might be by the end of the meal.”

Her blush returned, intensifying at the obvious implication.

“I’ll drive then.”

“Not a problem, but let me drive from the restaurant. That’ll allow you to indulge in some good old-fashioned Dutch courage.”

She sniffed but waited while he opened the car door for her. He made sure to stare down as she climbed in, feasting his eyes on the leg show the dress gave.

“Regretting not using your truck?”

He grinned. “A little.”

Closing the car door, he moved around to the passenger side and climbed in.

“There’s another reason for using your car and not my truck.”

“Oh?”

“Yep. This way, Sam can’t borrow your keys and come and see where we are. If she gatecrashed the dinner and found out we were dining with her boss rather than having a romantic meal together, just the two of us, there’d probably be hell to pay.”

Erin nodded. “I think you’re right.”

“Just in case she decides to grab an Uber and does come to look for us, there’s a walled lot next to the restaurant. We’ll park in there, even if there’s room on the street. The car won’t be seen from there. Knowing Jenny’s penchant for privacy, our table won’t be visible from the window in any case.”

Erin powered the car off the driveway and headed into town.

* * * *

Ten minutes later, they were pulling into the parking lot Pete had pointed out to her, and in less than a minute from then, he was out of the car and helping her out of the driver’s side. Although the lot was brightly lit, there wasn’t anyone around, so he took the opportunity to let his fingers have a look at her thigh, not just his eyes. She shivered and frowned at him but held still as he caressed and stroked her leg.

“Someone likes that.”

“Someone would like it more if we were more private.”

“Just wanted to get you warmed up?”

She shuddered. “I’ll just go home now, I think.”

“I think not. Come on.” Rather than risk her actually backing out, Pete took her arm and walked her toward the entrance to the parking lot and then along the sidewalk toward the restaurant. Erin’s natural submissiveness let him lead her, and although she was trembling a little, she did seem to have relaxed, at least a little. “You’ll be fine.”

“Says the slaughterman to the lamb.” Her voice had a little hitch in it but was definitely stronger than her earlier protest. She had either resigned herself to what was going to happen, or she’d decided to ignore it. He suspected the latter. Then, it was too late for her to escape, they were at the door, and as he held it open for her, she had no option other than to precede him. Well, other than making a scene, that wasn’t her style.

“Can I help you?”

“We’re joining Ms. Jenny Wilson.”

“Ah, sir, yes, she asked us to expect a couple of guests for her. Please follow me.”

The obsequious host led them through the rows of tables and over to the back of the restaurant, where there were booths rather than tables. Jenny was sitting in the corner one of those and was watching their progress with interest. Her smile was ready and welcoming despite the almost predatory sparkle in her eyes.

“Peter.” She rose to her feet and quickly air-kissed him on both cheeks before turning her attention to Erin.

“Sam has told me so much about you. Delighted to meet you, Erin.”

“Likewise.” Erin was obviously a little disconcerted to be kissed on both cheeks. Unlike with Pete, these kisses involved contact, and Erin blushed a little in response. Jenny let out an earthy chuckle and gestured for Erin to sit next to her. Left with no option, she slid into the booth, and Pete followed her, trapping her in the middle of the three of them. Pete watched her reaction with a certain amount of amusement but tried not to show it.

“I took the liberty of ordering a wine spritzer to start us off. Who’s driving?”

“Erin drove us here, but I’m driving us when we leave.”

Erin shot him a look but did not comment.

“This is the driver’s special then. More lemonade than wine.” She pushed one glass over to him, the color noticeably paler than the other two flutes.

“Thank you.”

“So, Erin, I’m so pleased you’re here. Sam is doing so well in the shop, she’s a natural. Does she take after her mother with her retail skills?”

Erin shook her head. “Never worked retail.”

“Not even as a youngster?”

Erin shrugged. “No, my parents wouldn’t allow it, and I got married straight out of college, and Phil never wanted me to work.”

“Ah. I see. Well, she’s come by her skills from somewhere. Now, this place is renowned for its seafood despite being so far from the sea. I quite fancy some smoked salmon crostini followed by the calamari, but you have whatever you wish. Honestly, if it's something you think you like, you’ll love the way they prepare it here.”

Erin cast a glance Pete’s way, clearly unsettled by Jenny’s forthright attitude.

He bailed her out. “Well, I’ll match you on the salmon starter, but I fancy the squid ink risotto. It truly is to die for.”

Erin let out a long breath. “I’ll have the same. Never had that before.”

“Don’t forget it’s black.”

“What”

“The risotto, it’s black.”

“Oh.”

Jenny giggled from the other side of her. “It’s the color the quid ink turns it. Pete’s right, by the way, it truly is delicious.”

“Wine to go with? If you’re both going with the risotto, we won’t want a sweet white.”

“I think a  Riesling would go with both the risotto and your calamari.”

“No, not a German wine. It’s got to be Italian to match the cuisine.”

Erin sat quietly in the middle as the other two got into a heated discussion about the choice of wine. Eventually, Jenny turned to her.

“Come on, Erin. You choose. I say a Trebbiano, and Pete thinks it’s too light and would prefer a Suave.”

Erin swallowed hard, not really liking being put on the spot, but she smiled. “I’d prefer a Gavi myself if we’re sticking with Italian.”

Jenny grinned at her. “Gavi it is, then. Sorry, Peter, you’re outvoted.”

Pete rolled his eyes. “I’ll never understand women.”

“Of course not, sweetheart, of course not.” Jenny’s giggle was infectious enough to make Erin smile, too, and the conversation about wine had neatly broken the ice.

Pete let the two women chat and watched as Erin relaxed more and more over the two courses. He wasn’t sure if Jenny was putting her at her ease or if the wine was relaxing her. It didn’t matter to him as long as Erin relaxed and enjoyed the meal.

If the restaurant had had decent-length tablecloths, he would have spent a lot of the meal with his hand on Erin’s leg. He was pretty sure Jenny would have been doing the same. However, as they didn’t have the benefit of the cover the tablecloth would have provided, they both behaved, which he expected was a relief for Erin. However, as the meal progressed, he could see Jenny was getting a little frustrated with the evening. He wasn’t surprised, he was too. The meal might be an important prelude to the evening, but dinner was not the main item on the menu. No, that was Erin, and he knew she knew it, too. Her nervousness returned as they ordered coffee, but the brightly lit restaurant afforded no cover for anything to happen. As a result, Pete continued to behave himself until he’d settled the bill.

“Shall we?”

“Are you coming for a nightcap?” Jenny’s question was for the benefit of anyone listening in. The answer was a resounding yes as far as Pete was concerned. This was, after all, the agreement he had with Jenny.

“Why not? Did you catch a cab here?”

Jenny nodded as Erin blushed at the obvious undertone to the conversation. She kept her peace, though, and didn’t object as Pete suggested they would give her a lift in Erin’s car. Pete took control of the keys and walked the two women down the street to the parking lot where they’d left the car out of sight so Sam wouldn’t be able to come looking for and find them.

“Why don’t the both of you sit in the back? I know the way, and it’s not that far.”

Erin shot him a look that contained all sorts of daggers and sharp blades but could hardly object.

“Great idea.” Jenny moved closer to the blonde, and Erin shivered at the close proximity of the busty brunette. She took a step back, brought up short by the side of her car. Jenny moved quickly, leaving Pete to watch as she closed in on the blonde woman. He heard Erin gasp, but she had nowhere to retreat to, her route blocked by the car itself.

Jenny leaned in close and planted a soft kiss on Erin’s lips. Erin let out a whimper but couldn’t move away. Jenny pulled back a few inches and smiled into Erin’s face. Then, she pressed forward and kissed her again, longer this time.

Erin seemed to freeze for several long moments before Jenny once more pulled back. She shuffled her feet closer, bringing her body into line with Erin’s, and then leaned forward and pressed her lips against Erin’s. Pete had moved, so he was now watching from the side. He could see Jenny’s lips part as she extended her tongue and flicked at Erin’s lips with the tip. Lower down, her hand stroked down over the curve of Erin’s hip before finding the slit in the side of the skirt. Her fingers moved into the opening, stroking the top of Erin’s stocking.

The blonde woman gasped at the contact and instinctively opened her mouth to protest. Pete could almost say the words for her. “Not here, not in public.” Of course, no words came out. Opening her mouth simply provided Jenny’s tongue with an entry point. Quick as a flash, Jenny’s tongue penetrated Erin’s mouth, strangling any protest. Her fingers tightened their grip on the exposed thigh, then relaxed and smoothed higher onto naked skin. This, of course, exposed that naked skin to Pete’s eyes, and he could feel his cock stirring at the sight of the aggressive seduction by the brunette.

Jenny, though, was toying with Erin, not really trying to go too far with her. After a few more seconds, she broke the kiss and stepped back. “Come on, let’s take this somewhere more private.”

Erin glared at her and then at Pete, but he stepped forward and unlocked the car. He then held the door open so that Erin could climb into the back seat. Jenny hurried around to the other side of the car and opened her door for herself. Pete knew why. That placed her on the same side of Erin as the slit in the side of her skirt. He saw Erin’s eyes flare as she realized the same thing, but he didn’t give her the opportunity to voice a complaint. He leaned in and planted a soft kiss of his own on her kiss-bruised lips.

“You’re doing great, sweetie. Keep it up.” It was both a gee-up message and, at the same time, an instruction. Erin looked at him wide-eyed and continued to stare at him until he closed the door and backed away. By then, Jenny had shut her door and scooted closer to Erin across the width of the seat. As he climbed into the driver’s seat, he could see Jenny had got Perin almost pinned against the door, unable to get away.

“Relax, baby. Just relax.”

Erin swallowed hard, and her shoulders slumped either in defeat or because she was doing as Jenny had said and relaxed. Jenny extended her index finger and gently touched Erin under the chin, turning her head to face her. She leaned in and repeated the process from outside the car, but this time inside. She kissed Erin for a few seconds, then pulled back before repeating the maneuver for longer. On the third kiss, her tongue flicked out to lick at Erin’s lips, requesting entrance. Pete craned around to peer between the two front seats and watched as Jenny’s hand returned to Erin’s thigh. Erin knew what was required of her, and she shuddered but opened her mouth to accept Jenny’s tongue as the kiss deepened once more.

Pete had left the driver’s door open so the interior illumination remained on, allowing him to watch as Jenny proceeded with her seduction. Her hand wasn’t still, smoothing over the thigh it had captured, brushing the slit in the dress wider and wider to expose more of Erin’s leg to her fingers and Pete’s eyes. The kiss deepened, and Erin’s eyes had now closed as she gave in to the inevitable. Sensing this, Jenny broke the kiss and turned her head toward Pete.

“Just drive. Okay? You can get your turn later? With both of us.” Her dirty laugh triggered Erin to shudder as she realized what Jenny was explicitly stating. Not only was Jenny intending to seduce her, but once seduced, she was going to share her with Pete. She’d already been fucked by Pete several times, but being shared with him by another woman was a different story.

Pete was pretty certain it was only her submissive nature that was keeping her locked in place as Jenny returned her attention to the leg she was exploring. Erin whimpered but fell silent again as Jenny’s mouth returned to its quest to kiss her into total submission.

It was only ten minutes or so from the parking lot to Jenny’s house. It would have been longer in rush hour traffic, but at this time of night, there was only an occasional car around. Pete made good time without pushing it. He didn’t bother switching the radio on, his ears were filled with the slobbering sounds of the two women kissing in the back of the car, punctuated by the occasional moan and whimper from Erin. At least, he thought it was from Erin. She was definitely kissing Jenny back while angling the mirror, showing the occasional flash of the white upper thigh as Jenny’s fingers burrowed deeper inside Erin’s dress. He couldn’t see much, only a glimpse for a split second as they passed under a streetlight. What he saw was enough to recognize Erin was getting the full treatment and, despite her own reservations, was starting to enjoy it.

“He didn’t want to interrupt the passion play enacting itself on the back seat, but he had to. “We’re here.”

Jenny didn’t even break the kiss, she fished her purse from the seat beside her and thrust it vaguely in his direction.

“Nope. Don’t know your alarm code.”

He could sense the woman pouting, but she broke the kiss, took the purse from him, and scooted across to her side of the car before opening the door. Pete jumped out and opened Erin’s door. Now, with the interior light back on, he could see the state Jenny had reduced her to. Her chest heaved with the effort of trying to suck down oxygen. The skirt was pulled out to both sides, exposing both legs as high as the front of her panties. As Erin straightened up, he could see those panties were also askew. It appeared Jenny had been much closer to her prize than he’d realized during the journey. It certainly explained Erin’s flushed face and heavy breathing.

Jenny appeared next to him and unceremoniously grabbed Erin’s hand. She pulled her from the car, towing her after her as she ascended the three steps of the porch. She had to let go of the blonde to rummage in her purse for her keys. Erin swayed gently, desperately trying to pull herself together. Pete deliberately didn’t help, extending his hand and gently cupping and fondling her butt. Erin moaned softly but didn’t attempt to pull away from him.

“You are going to enjoy this, tonight.” His whisper sent a delicious shudder through her. He could feel it through his hand as they waited while Jenny opened the door, canceled the alarm, and switched a few lights on. She turned from the door and cocked her head on one side as if to ask them if they were coming in or not. She already knew the answer, of course, but it could only be taken as an invitation.

Pete helped Erin through the door and used his hand on her ass to guide her to the right once inside and into the family room. The oversized couch still dominated the room, as it had done the last time he was here.

“Drinks?”

Erin shook her head, but Pete grinned. “Whiskey, please, neat, for both of us.”

Erin shot him a look, but he just guided her to the couch and turned her so she sat down in the middle. She tried to scoot to one side, but he held her hand as he sat down to one side of her. He’d been careful to sit so the slit of her dress was on the other side, in other words, on the side where Jenny would sit. Erin glared at him again, but he let it bounce off harmlessly.

Jenny appeared through from the kitchen with three glasses, each filled with a generous slug of whiskey, and handed them out.

“To an interesting evening.”

Pete replied. “To a very interesting time.”

Erin just looked from one to the other, trying not to glare too hard at either of them. She sipped her whiskey and then cuddled it in her hands as Jenny took the seat next to her. Jenny took a sip of her own whiskey before putting her glass down. She took Erin’s glass from her unresisting fingers and slid closer so their thighs touched. Her hand dropped to Erin’s knee and slid up her leg, pushing the slit wider open as she went.

The blonde woman sucked in a deep breath and twisted to look at Pete, her eyes almost pleading with him to release her from the promise he’d made on her behalf. Ete remained implacable and nodded his head toward Jenny. Erin let out a whimper that was half sob but obediently turned so she was facing Jenny. As soon as she did so, Jenny’s mouth engulfed her own, dragging her into a deep passionate kiss. Jenny’s hand came around the back of Erin’s neck, pulling her tighter into the open-mouthed kiss. The fact Erin had immediately opened her mouth told Pete she wasn’t quite as reluctant as she had tried to impress on him. He leaned forward, watching as the fingers of Jenny’s other hand toyed with the elastic top of Erin’s stocking, having pushed the split in her dress even wider open.

Pete wouldn’t have said Erin was enthusiastic about her seduction at the hands of another woman, but she would have had to admit she was getting turned on by the aggressive way Jenny was handling her. Jenny broke the kiss and looked over at Pete, jerking her head a little to the side as an unspoken message that he needed to get involved too. Pete sipped his whiskey and then reached to put it on the side table next to him. Jenny’s head sank down as she started to nuzzle Erin’s neck, and Pete knew the little moan that came from Erin’s mouth was heartfelt. He knew she was sensitive about there.

Erin couldn’t help stretching her neck to provide Jenny with the access she wanted, and in doing so, she presented Pete with the same target on her other side. With two mouths nuzzling at her sensitive spots, her next moan was a lot louder. Pete moved his hand across, resting it on her knee, hampered on this side by the fact that the skirt covered that leg. Not so, Jenny. She pushed the slit wider and slid her hand up onto bare flesh above the tops of Ern’s stockings. She rubbed at the skin of Erin’s thigh and then slid her hand toward the inside. Finding Erin had clamped her legs together, she pinched the sensitive skin. Erin let out a tiny yelp, and her legs opened. Immediately, Jenny slid her hand down toward her ultimate prize. Pete grabbed hold of the loose material of the dress under his hand and swept it out to the side, baring her other leg. Erin whimpered, but he could feel her trembling under his touch. He took his mouth away from the neck and, as she turned her face toward him, plunged his tongue into her open mouth. If she’d been about to say something, she never got the chance. Whether they were muffled words or simply muffled moans, he had no idea and wasn’t going to stop to find out.

She almost squealed into his mouth as her hips jerked underneath them. He guessed Jenny’s fingers had found the front of Erin’s panties and were pressing against her opening. He slid his own fingertips up onto the newly exposed bare thigh but was careful not to interfere with Jenny’s continued seduction. With her fingertips brushing against the front of Erin’s panties, Jenny took her mouth away from Erin’s neck and leaned forward to stare down at what she was doing deep between Erin’s legs. Pete broke his kiss with his neighbor and leaned forward, too.

Jenny’s finger hooked into the leg elastic of the intruding garment and efficiently hooked the material away, exposing the puffy pussy slit underneath. Despite her protestations, Erin was clearly turned on. Even under the low lights in the room, her outer labia glistened as her liquor reflected the light. She spread her legs wider, unable to control her body’s reaction to the stimulation. Jenny thrust a finger into the enticing entrance, and Erin’s hips churned as they bounced. Her moan was much louder this time.

As Jenny introduced a second finger and started to move them inside her, alternating between thrusting them and curling them against her \g-spot, it was obvious to all three of them it was only a matter of time. Even Erin was watching as Jenny manipulated her body. It was almost a curious fascination as the three watched as Erin’s wet pussy got even wetter, her moving hips moving more and more, thrusting back to capture Jenny’s fingers.

Something had to give, and Pete was sure they all knew it would be Erin’s orgasm that broke the spell. Jenny wasn’t going to stop, and Pete wasn’t going to interfere. Erin, herself, was too far gone to make any attempt to stop the other woman. Pete pulled the dress further out of the way, exposing the licentious scene to the fullest degree.

Erin’s orgasm burst over her, and she stiffened and cried out, and from the look on Jenny’s face, her pussy clamping down on Jenny’s intruding fingers. She squealed and undulated on the couch, unable to stop her body moving as the spasms and contractions roared through her one after the other. Even a minute later, those spasms hadn’t fully subsided as the aftershocks continued to course through her system.

Jenny leaned back, taking her hand away, affording Erin some recovery time. Erin’s eyes tracked the movement of Jenny’s hand as she brought it up in front of her face and then sucked Erin’s juices off her fingers.

“Sweet.”

Erin blushed bright red but made no move to either close her legs or readjust her underwear, obviously aware there was little to no point in doing so.

The tableau remained frozen for a few more seconds before Jenny grinned at Erin.

“Stand up and strip, baby. I want you naked so we can both fuck you.”

Erin whimpered in semi-distress and turned to look at Pete. He smiled at her. “Strip, sweetie. We both want you nekkid.”

She stared at him wide-eyed but slowly brought her legs back together after adjusting the crotch of her panties. She then rose to her feet before turning to face the two of them.

“Take your time, baby. Make it slow and sensual. Tease us.”

“I’m not a stripper.”

“Don’t worry, we won’t make you dance. Just peel yourself out of those clothes slowly and sensually. Show us that delectable body of yours. Do a good job, and I might just let you put your dress back on when you leave my house.”

Erin shuddered at the implied threat that Jenny might insist she left the house naked at the end of the evening. Pete was sure his friend wouldn’t do that, but it added an extra twist to the dynamic of the submissive blonde stripping for the pair of them. When Erin looked at him, he just raised an eyebrow, letting her know he was happy with how things were progressing. The big problem for her was one of her own making. The dress didn’t have any fastenings, and Pete knew that the teal green fabric didn’t conceal a bra. Just slipping the straps down her arms and letting go would render her topless, her breasts fully exposed. He was sure Jenny knew Erin was braless too, and from the predatory look on her face, was itching to feast her eyes on those breasts. Well, her eyes first, but she probably wanted to get her fingers and lips on them, too. His erection demonstrated that he wanted the same, too. An erection, he saw Erin notice and blush slightly.

“I’m waiting.” Pete knew Jenny’s impatience was feigned. She, like him, was undoubtedly enjoying the embarrassment Erin was exhibiting. They both knew she’d remove her dress and then what little underwear shielded her modesty. In the meantime, the hesitation just heightened the sexual tension endemic in the room.

From standing still, shivering with repressed emotions, Erin gave in to the desires coursing through her own body. Her hands rose slowly to her shoulder straps and, one by one, flicked them off her shoulders. The front of the dress slipped down a little, exposing more cleavage than before. Pete gave her what he hoped was an encouraging smile and not a leer, but he had no idea which way Erin took it.

Jenny stayed quiet, letting Erin continue with the action she’d committed to and started. As the straps cascaded down her arms, Erin’s fingers followed, tracing a line down her arms and then hooking under the loose straps. She let out a low bubbling moan and jerked them down. The front of the dress, bereft of support, cascaded down, and her breasts proudly bounced free of any covering. Pete could see Erin’s reluctance was also partly feigned. Her nipples were hard and proud, sticking out from her chest, harder than he’d seen them before.

As Jenny licked her lips at the sight, Erin colored up once more, unable to prevent her embarrassment from showing on her face as a full blush. If anything, it made her seem cuter and, for that matter, considerably younger. Her hands went to her waist and shimmied the dress lower until it cleared her hips and fell away. Pete had already known the stockings were hold-ups, but the fact the falling dress exposed panties and no garter belt confirmed that fact. Despite the fact she’d adjusted her underwear, they were glued to the skin of her mound and, as a result, showed a considerable camel toe. Jenny let out a low growl deep in her throat, and Erin shivered at the hungry sound.

Despite her embarrassment, she let the dress fall around her feet and then stepped clear of it. Her hands returned to her waist and toyed with the waistband of her panties as she stared straight at Jenny. Pete smiled, noticing the laser-like focus on the other woman despite the fact Erin had confessed she’d never even experimented with another woman before tonight.

Once more \Erin paused, holding the two side strings out from her skin as if unsure how to proceed. Out of the corner of his eye, Pete saw Jenny open her mouth to speak, undoubtedly to order Erin to lose the underwear. Before the words emerged, though, Erin took matters into her own hands and ripped the panties down, exposing herself fully to the two of them. The panties fluttered down her legs as she let go, and she stepped out of the clearly damp garment. To her credit, she did not attempt to cover herself to shield her nudity. Instead, she kept her hands at her sides, not exactly posing, but not far off. Her chest heaved as she sucked down air.


Chapter 6

Jenny leaned forward and crooked her finger at Erin in a clear come here gesture. It was only a couple of steps, maybe five feet at most, but it took Erin an age to cross that gap. Cross it, she did, though, and Pete had to applaud her courage at that moment. Jenny beckoned her to bend closer, and she did, slowly bending at the waist as if to keep the lower body away from her tormentor. Pete knew it would only be a temporary respite, Jenny was in total control but had yet to tell Erin what she wanted.

With their faces only a couple of inches apart, Jenny wrapped one hand around the back of Erin’s head and pulled her in for a searing kiss. Erin gasped and mumbled something before almost toppling over into Jenny’s grasp.

Jenny started to lean backward, dragging Erin with her as she refused to break the kiss. Of course, the inevitable happened, and Erin toppled forward, ending on her knees in between Jenny’s spread legs. When had Jenny opened her legs? Pete hadn’t seen her do that, but the move was clearly a practiced one.

The movement broke the kiss, and Erin stretched out a hand to steady herself. That hand landed on Pete’s thigh, only an inch or so away from his turgid cock. Erin gasped as she realized what she’d nearly done, but Jenny held the bulk of her attention, not Pete.

When Jenny broke the kiss, Erin looked straight into her eyes. Pete watched the interplay between the two women with more than just the interest of a bystander. Jenny was the one in charge, but he knew she’d be calling on him for something before long.

“Time for your desert, baby.” It was a corny line, but as Jenny pushed down on Erin’s head, the blonde had to know what she meant.

“I never… I mean, I never…” The look on Erin’s face was a cross between horror and abject panic.

“You know what you like, baby, when Pete here does it to you. Just do that, and enjoy.”

Erin whimpered, but she didn’t put up any more resistance as Jenny maneuvered her into position. The brunette scooped the bottom of her dress out of the way, exposing her white lace panties. Pushing Erin down was easy, and then pulling her into position as her face was pressed against the junction of Jenny’s legs took only seconds. Jenny kept her hand clamped against the back of Erin’s head. Pete leaned in closer to watch. After a few seconds, he could see Erin’s mouth working as she moved her lips against the mound Jenny was pressing against her. Jenny let out a gasp and then moaned softly, showing him that Erin had quickly gotten the idea of what was expected of her.

Erin’s hands came up to press against Jenny’s inner thighs. Jenny took her hand off the top of Erin’s head, letting the woman manage on her own. Erin didn’t even miss a bat as Jenny ceded control to her. Jenny’s hands rose to her own breasts, squeezing and manipulating her own nipples through the thin material of her dress.

“Get down there and fuck her into me. But don’t cum.”

Pete let her get away with being in charge… for now. Sliding off the couch, he moved behind Erin even as he undid his fly and fished out his rock-hard erection. Erin whimpered something into the pussy in front of her, but whatever she said was lost in the succulent flesh surrounding her lips and face.

He glanced up from behind Erin in time to see Jenny reach down next to Erin’s head and fish her panties out of the way, bringing Erin into contact with her naked pussy for the first time. Erin moaned, but Pete couldn’t be sure she was objecting at all. He could see his mouth was still moving, so he had to assume Erin was using her tongue on Jenny. Positioning himself behind her, he ran the head of his cock up and down Erin’s extremely wet slit and moaned at the sensation and heat that enveloped him. As he started to push into her, Erin thrust back against him, enveloping the first two or three inches with her wet heat.

She was slick inside, and there was no resistance as he slowly pushed into her, encouraged by the eruption of moans and gasps against the pussy in front of her mouth. Erin might be new to the concept of eating out another woman, but from the look on Jenny’s face, she was doing a damned fine job. Jenny was panting for breath, her eyes closed and her mouth open. She’d let go of Erin’s head, no longer needing to hold her in place. That freed up a hand which she was using to squeeze her breast through her dress. Even as Pete watched, she moved her hand higher and then slid it down inside the dress to squeeze her breast bare. Jenny’s moans were growing in volume, too, and Erin’s, though muffled, were matching her.

Pete started to fuck Erin, sliding his cock in and out, in and out, not with any real force or speed. With each thrust, Erin was pushing back against him, the naked woman trapped between him and the lingerie shop owner, buffeted at both ends. Jenny lifted her legs from the floor, opening herself and bringing her heels around behind Erin’s back. That gave Pete an opportunity, not necessarily one Jenny wanted him to have. Grasping the stocking-clad ankles in front of him, he pushed them higher up Erin’s back, forcing Jenny’s legs to widen further apart.

The effect was immediate, Jenny couldn’t control herself as she writhed and bucked against Erin’s probing tongue as she climaxed. Pete pulled back a little, relaxing his grip on Jenny’s legs and lessening his thrusts into Erin. Somehow Erin summoned up the energy to lift her soaking wet face from the pussy in front of her and gasped for air herself. Pete thrust back into her and watched as the overall experience took its toll on his neighbor. Without warning, Erin started to shudder, and those shudders became more and more pronounced. As he continued to slam against her, she stiffened, and the shudders became convulsions as she squealed as her orgasm took hold. Jenny had barely started to come down from her high when Erin hit the same heights herself.

With both women recovering in front of him, Pete took his chance to wrest control back from the overly dominant Jenny. He’d thoroughly enjoyed the way she’d taken control of Erin, especially the way she’d made the embarrassed blonde strip like that. However, being told what to do didn’t sit that well with him. Now, with Jenny mentally out of it, he had the chance to take control once more.

He pulled out of Erin, extracting a whimper from her but she was too far gone to put up any real protest. A hand on her shoulder pulled her a little to the side as he moved forward. Somewhere within her addled wits, she grasped what he intended and scrambled all the way clear. Pete pushed into the vacated gap between Jenny’s spread legs and positioned his cock at her opening. Jenny moaned but made no attempt to pull away. He knew she wanted this, after all, why else would she have told him not to cum. She’d said that because she wanted it for herself.

Reaching to the side, he grasped Erin’s arm and literally hauled her up. “Kiss her!”

Erin let out a horrified gasp, knowing her face was smeared with Jenny’s juices, liquor she’d be transferring to Jenny herself.

Pete pushed into the waiting brunette and felt her legs rise to clamp around him, similarly to the way she’d trapped Erin. His cock slid in easily, carried by her lubrication as well as the fact Erin had literally just dosed him in her juices. Jenny moaned, but that moan was cut off as Erin obeyed him and pressed her lips against the woman who was now below her. As Pete started to thrust in and out of her, Jenny’s hips began to move in counterpoint to his movement. Neither woman was able to speak or even moan because Erin had mashed her lips against Jenny’s, and Jenny was enthusiastically kissing her back. The fact Erin had to taste strongly of Jenny’s juices, didn’t put the brunette off at all.

Even as she kissed her, Erin wormed her hand into the top of Jenny’s dress, pushing Jenny’s hand out of the way. Through the tight fabric, Pete could see the movement of her finger and thumb as she isolated the nipple and squeezed it. Jenny arched her back, and her legs squeezed him as she tried to pull him deeper. Having just fucked Erin, it was hard for Pete to hold back, but he fought the compulsion to let go.

The combined stimulation for Jenny was too much, and she let go, her second orgasm of the night trumping the first. Pete waited while the movements slowly ceased, noticing Erin also pulled away to let the woman savor the moment for herself. Then, as she quieted and her body stopped shuddering, he slowly started to fuck her again. With each thrust, he got a little harder, a little deeper, and she grunted in time with him. Erin hovered her head just above Jenny’s but made no move. It was as if she was entranced by the sight of another woman’s post-orgasmic bliss. Jenny’s legs rose back to their previous position, locking around him. She opened her eyes and looked from him to Erin, then lifted a hand behind Erin’s head and drew her back into another deep, passionate kiss. Erin didn’t raise any objection, kissing her back with equal fervor.

Watching the two of them so close in front of him and feeling Jenny grinding against him as he fucked her was too much for Pete. Overwhelmed, his stamina collapsed, and he pushed harder, then again, and this time held still. Jenny tried to say something into the kiss but no words were intelligible. Then his balls contracted, and the first spurt shot into her. Jenny pulled her mouth away from Erin’s and let out a long, low, burbling moan as he emptied himself in her.

Unable to maintain his place, he pulled out and staggered back after he’d finished. Pete was short of breath and knew he was probably quite red in the face after that. He sat down on the floor a few feet from the two women. Erin turned her head to look at him, but Jenny only had eyes for the other woman. She gently but firmly pushed on the top of Erin’s head, forcing her lower on her body. After a few moments Erin moved, then realized where Jenny was guiding her. Somehow, the word no came from her lips, but only in the moment before Jenny firmly guided Erin’s head between her legs. Erin had no choice other than to burrow her face into Jenny’s well-used pussy.

Although there was the occasional gagging sound from Erin, within a couple of minutes, Jenny was squirming again as she moaned. Pete moved closer to the fully engaged women and gently caressed Erin’s butt. She jumped but didn’t pull away. The gagging sounds were less now, and as he slid his fingers down between her legs and onto her slit peeking out from between her thighs. She was soaking wet, not surprising after the events so far. She bucked against his hand but kept her mouth buried deep between Jenny’s thighs.

Pete watched the two women carefully. He couldn’t see Erin’s face, especially as Jenny’s legs rose, her thighs clamping Erin in place. Nevertheless, the slurping, licking sounds, coupled with Jenny's moans and whimpers, told him she was doing a good job. Her hips were churning, too, as he used his fingers on her. Jenny came first, but only a few seconds before Erin’s wail joined hers. Pete pulled away, sitting back and letting the two women revel in the feelings coursing through them.

Jenny’s legs relaxed, her feet returning to the floor, allowing Erin to emerge, red-faced and panting for breath from between them. Her face was smeared with Jenny’s liquor, and no doubt that included small strands of his own ejaculate. He reached across to the side table and grabbed a tissue before handing it to her. Erin gave him a wan smile in thank you and quickly wiped her face. The tissue didn’t get everything, but it did clear up most of it. Pete rose to his feet and clapped his hands together to get both women’s attention.

“Pull her panties straight, and smooth them over her pussy.”

Erin did as he asked without hesitating, unsure why she would be doing it, but doing it nonetheless.

“Stand up. Both of you.” It was time for him to assert control, to wrest it back from Jenny, who’d been the dominant one so far during the evening. Erin shivered and rose to her knees and from there to her feet. She looked magnificent, standing there naked except for her stockings and heels. Jenny was a little slower rising to her feet, and of course, her clothing, although a little rumpled, slid into place, covering her once more.

Pete crooked his finger, and Jenny took a couple of paces toward him, her face showing a quizzical expression. Pete stepped around her and sat down, having grabbed Erin’s hand and pulling her down into her lap. They were both facing Jenny, and Erin was sitting straddling Pete’s legs, her own legs spread wide by their position. Pete allowed one hand to drift down into the gap between her legs and his other hand to cup one breast. Erin murmured and relaxed back against him.

Pete turned his attention to Jenny, the only fully dressed woman in the room.

“Your turn. Strip for us, sweetheart. It’s time we saw everything. One thing. Hand those panties to Erin when you take them off.”

“Wha…?”

“You heard me. Strip. Get naked.”

Jenny pouted, clearly, she’d enjoyed being the one in charge. There again, Pete knew her of old. She, like Erin, liked to be told what to do, too. She shuddered, but her hands rose behind her back, searching for the tab on the zip in order to undo the tight-fitting dress. The room was silent, apart from the heavy breathing of both women, so he could clearly hear the zip being drawn down. Pete wasn’t panting for breath like them, but his deflated cock was showing signs of life once more. He was sure Erin could feel it pushing his pants against her naked ass.

Erin sighed and leaned further back against him, content not to be the focus of the evening for the time being. She wiggled her butt and giggled softly, knowing her movement had pressed against his trapped cock. Pete let her get away with it and kept his attention focused on Jenny as she pulled the shoulders of her dress down onto her arms. Unlike Erin, she’d worn a bra under the dress. Her own and Erin’s hands had dislodged it a little, but as the dress fell away to her waist, the bra still covered the fullness of her breasts.

Jenny’s hands dropped to her waist and eased the dress down over her hips, letting it fall away. Given the earlier activities, Pete knew her lace panties were tight and quite transparent. Now, they glistened with the moisture leaking from the woman. Once the dress hit the floor, Jenny shivered, but her hands rose once more behind her back. A moment later, the strapless bra fluttered to the floor to land in front of her. Her hands reappeared at her hips, and she started to ease the panties down, too. To her credit, Jenny did not attempt to turn away and conceal herself during the final denouement.

Seconds later, her panties were around her ankles, and she stepped one foot out of them and then used her other heel to flick them up so she could grasp them. She shivered once more but obediently handed them to Erin. Erin, in turn, looked at Pete for an explanation, but he just smiled and then used his hands to lift Erin off his lap before rising to his own feet.

Jenny posed proudly in front of them. If Pete had to make a choice, despite Jenny’s slightly larger bust, he thought Erin edged the brunette for looks. Only just, it was a close run thing, but her slightly extra height, giving her longer legs made that crucial difference. He planted a sharp slap on Erin’s butt without warning.

Slap!

“Ow, what was that for?”

“Just reminding you who’s in charge.”

Erin pouted, but he knew it was feigned. He hadn’t slapped her before, but from his understanding of her late husband’s relationship with her, he knew she liked it. Besides, it hadn’t been hard, just hard enough for the sound to echo around the room. Jenny shuddered as well, understanding the implied message that she might be next. In fact, he had a different fate in front of her, one he thought she’d like.

He crooked a finger at the brunette, and Jenny moved in slow, tiny steps toward him, coming to a stop in line with Erin. Erin, though, was still facing out, Jenny was facing him. He smiled at her and then gently took her by the arms and turned her so she had the couch behind her. He guided her backward, forcing her to sit as the couch touched the back of her legs, and then he leaned down and swept her legs up onto the couch. Jenny pivoted, and then, as he urged her, she lay down on the couch, a quizzical look on her face.

“Lie still.”

She gave him a short nod and did as he asked. Pete turned his attention to Eirn, leading her to the head of the couch. Jenny craned her neck to watch as the blonde was positioned right there above her head. Pete held his hand out for the panties Erin was still clutching, and she deposited the damp lace in his hand.

“Thank you.” He grinned at her and then pushed gently on her back so she had to lean forward on the arm of the couch. Leaning past her, his hand containing the panties approached Jenny’s face. The brunette gasped and turned her head away as she realized what he was intending. Pete brought his other hand up, tweaked her chin, and turned her back. He held the damp panties right above her mouth. Jenny resolutely clamped her lips shut.

“Open up, sweetheart, or I’ll pinch your nose until you do.”

Jenny whimpered but knew he could do exactly that. She made no attempt to bring her own arms up to defend herself, so he knew she wasn’t as opposed to the idea as she pretended to be. She gasped as she opened her mouth, and he pushed the black lace deep into her mouth. She gagged as the smell and taste began to seep from the used garment into her mouth, but he just pushed them all the way in, leaving just a little length of the waistband hanging out.

“Keep them there, don’t spit them out.”

Her eyes were wide, but she nodded with acceptance, clearly curious about what he intended. Satisfied she would do as he said, Pete moved back behind Erin and encouraged her to climb onto the arm of the couch. Once she was on her knees there, he tipped her forward, so she had to put her hands on either side of the torso of the prostrate woman in front of her. He pushed down on her back, and Erin whimpered as she, too, realized what he was doing. Jenny, sensing she was about to be rewarded, opened her legs as Erin’s face sank toward her mound.

Seconds later, Pete could hear the sound of Erin lapping at the pussy below her. Grasping Erin’s hips, he pulled her back a little until she was at the right height with her legs spread open and right above Jenny’s transfixed face. Jenny couldn’t service Erin the way Erin was servicing her, not with her panties filling her mouth, but Pete could. His cock was in his hand, freed from his pants, and he thrust into Erin, holding her so she was being fucked just inches above Jenny’s staring eyes.

Erin was grunting with each thrust into her. Jenny was trying to moan and whimper around the panties in her mouth. At the same time, Pete could see her hips churning as she tried to push her pussy up toward Erin’s working tongue. Any reservations Erin had had earlier about doing what she was now doing had clearly melted away. Her enthusiasm for a new experience like this was obvious to all three participants, including herself.

In fact, Erin came first, her sudden guttural cries setting off Jenny, who started cumming only a couple of seconds later. Pete’s hand flashed down, and one finger entwined itself in the tiny lop of panties he’d left protruding from Jenny’s lips. He yanked the garment out of there and tossed it aside, not wanting Jenny to choke as she convulsed in orgasm. Her eyes seemed to say thank you as her face contorted as the orgasm took control. Erin shuddered and shook as the spasms wracked her body, her inner walls clamping down on Pete. He couldn’t hold back the sight of both women convulsing in front of him enough to push him over the edge. Pulling his prick free from the tight confines of Erin’s pussy he used one hand to push the tip down and from there down so it lay across the top of Jenny’s head. She only had a moment to realize what he was doing, and then the first rope of jism spat out to paint her face.

Jenny wailed at the sensation as the hot liquid splashed down across her quickly closed eyes, her nose, lips, and chin. Erin wailed in loss at the fact he’d pulled out and couldn’t see what he was doing behind her, although she could feel he was doing something.

Pete pulled Erin upright and then helped her down from the arm of the couch. He stood on legs that were only slightly less shaky than hers as the two of them gazed down at the glazed face of the supine brunette on the couch. Jenny gazed back up at them, but it was obvious to all three that the evening was over, nobody had enough energy to go again.

Grabbing a tissue, he gave it to Erin to wipe herself, then fished her dress from the floor. The panties were somewhere around, but he didn’t bother retrieving them. By the time Erin had finished wiping her face, he was holding the dress open for her to step into. She shot him a reproachful look for the fact he wasn’t retrieving her underwear but didn’t say anything.

“We’ll see ourselves out. Don’t get up.” Pete was smiling down at the prostrate brunette.

Jenny giggled. “I can’t fucking get up.”

Five minutes later, Pete was holding Erin's passenger door open so she could climb into her own car. He moved around to the driver’s side and quickly backed off the drive.

“Did you enjoy that?”

Erin just glared at him. “What do you think?”

He chuckled. “I think you fucking loved it. I also think you wouldn’t object if I set it up again for next week.”

Under the light of the streetlamps, as they passed each one, he could see her glare had strengthened into a real fiery look.

“Don’t you fucking dare?”

“What, you didn’t enjoy eating pussy?”

“Just stop it!”

Pete chuckled but let the silence grow.


Chapter 7

Pete had been working for about an hour when he heard a knock on his front door. That was unusual, he rarely got visitors in the mornings, and he wasn’t expecting a parcel. He saved the document he was editing and headed down the stairs. He was even more surprised to find Erin standing on the front doorstep. Seeing as she always used the back door, both she and Sam did, although Sam not so much since he’d found her a job, it was definitely a surprise.

“Hi.” He paused for a moment, taking in how she was dressed. “Problem?”

Erin looked the epitome of a businesswoman, a navy, almost black, two-piece pantsuit over a pale blue blouse, and her hair swept back into a ponytail. Her heels weren’t high, but they weren’t flats either.

“No, not a problem as such. But I’d like your help.”

He stood aside, wondering why she was both more formally dressed and, at the same time, acting just as formal.

As soon as he shut the door and turned around, she almost threw himself into his arms. Pete could only describe her kiss as exuberant.

“What?” It was the only thing he could say as she finally pulled breathlessly away.

“I had a very nice surprise this morning.”

“Don’t keep me in suspense.”

“My banking app notified me that the first tranche of compensation has just been paid.”

“Good for you! But I’m not sure how that means you need my help. Besides, after the evening with Jenny, I haven’t seen you for the couple of days since. I thought I was on the ‘must be avoided list.’

“No, silly. I was just processing it. Getting the whole thing straight in my head.”

“Fair enough. Are we good?”

She giggled. “Didn’t that kiss just provide the answer?”

“I guess so. So what do you need my help with?”

“Because, silly, I want to spend some of that money. I want to put Sam on wheels. She can drive, but Phil wasn’t prepared to let her have a car.”

“And I can help, how?”

“Because how do car salesmen treat blonde women customers? I want you along so I don’t get ripped off.”

“You want me to accompany Sam to buy the car?”

“No. I want you to accompany me to buy the car. She’s at work. She won’t know anything about it until I fetch her from work in it and let her drive home.”

Pete mock glared at her. “Sneaky.”

“No, just looking out for her. I don’t want her being pushed into something flashy or expensive to run or insure. Nor do I want her to have anything too powerful.”

He chuckled. “So you want to play the airhead blonde while I stick a dagger in his throat, and we walk out with a decent deal.”

“Something like that, but perhaps not so bloodthirsty.”

“Why not? It’s a cut-throat business.”

“True, but I had a word with Mitch this morning. He suggested I take you, and there’s a dealer in town who he knows is an ex-Marine.”

“Rutgers?”

“That’s the one.”

“He’s good people. If he’s had a call from Mitch, and I’m sure he will have, I’m not sure you need me riding shotgun.”

“Maybe I’d prefer you riding shotgun.” Erin shuddered. “I can make it worth your while.”

“Oh, how are you planning on doing that?”

She leaned closer and trailed her fingertips across the front of his pants. “Need you ask?” His dick immediately responded.

He caught her around the waist and pulled her close. “If you want my help, I hope you bought your lipstick with you.”

“My lippy?”

“You'll need to reapply it.”

Erin blushed as she caught his meaning, but her twinkling eyes told him she wasn’t averse to that method of delivering on her promise.

“Let me lose the jacket first.”

“The blouse too, and for safety’s sake, the skirt too.”

“I’m not getting naked.”

“I didn’t say anything about the underwear, but let’s protect everything else.”

It was clear she was happy to go along because even while she’d been objecting, her hands had undone the button on the jacket and started on the buttons on her blouse right there in the hallway.

* * * *

As Pete pulled his cock out of her mouth, he smiled down at her. Erin was crouched on her knees, and she’d done a pretty good job of swallowing most of what he’d produced. Not all, though. There were a couple of tendrils of his cum combined with her spittle running down her chin. Not much had dripped onto her chest, but there was a wet streak running down her cleavage to the central strap of her bra.

“Did sir enjoy that?” Her question was coy and deliberately phrased.

“I did, thanks, now we need to get going if you want to come home with the car today. Getting all the paperwork squared away, and everything registered as well as insured is going to take a couple of hours.”

“Can I…?” She nodded toward the downstairs cloak.

“Sure.” He chuckled. “Don’t forget your lippy.”

She glared at him but grabbed her purse as she rose to her feet. Her back radiated disapproval as she stalked down the hallway. Since she was only wearing her underwear, quite sexy white lace to boot, it was a bit incongruous. He laughed out loud, and she just squared her shoulders and stiffened even further. That just made him laugh even more and he could sense she was blushing as she turned into the cloakroom.

A couple of minutes later, he heard a muffled “Damn!” from inside the tiny room, so he walked over.

“Problem?”

“Yeah. I can’t wear this bra.” She giggled. “I must have dribbled more than I thought. The whole cup is wet.”

“Leave it in there then. I’ll wash it for you tonight.”

“But I can’t go car shopping braless.”

“Why not? It’ll probably get you a better deal. Lose the bra, sweetie.” The last part was delivered as an order, and he heard a deep sigh from the other side of the door.

As she opened the door, he handed her, her pale blue blouse and, in doing so, had a good look at her naked breasts. She glared at him but made no move to cover up. Given everything they’d done together over the preceding weeks, there was no point in any false modesty. If she’d covered up, he’d have threatened to cut the buttons off the blouse as well, and he was sure she knew he’d do something to expose her more.

Pulling the blouse on, she glared at him as she did it up, then moved past him as he stood back so she could retrieve her skirt. The tight skirt looked remarkably cute with the paler blouse. The blouse wasn’t too thin, but he could see the shadows of her nipples through it. She glanced down at where he was looking, and her pink flush returned.

“You’ll be fine. Just remember to keep the jacket on.”

She pulled the jacket on and buttoned it up, then checked her appearance in the hallway mirror.

“Come on, we’ll use my truck. That way, you can drive Sam’s new car home.”

“What you mean is you want a leg show as I climb in, and for that matter, out of your truck.”

He shrugged. “Of course. I need some form of payment for my precious time.”

“I thought you just had that.”

“No, that was for helping with the negotiation. I want something else for the time it’s taking.”

“Such as?”

He could tell her glare wasn’t meant. She knew he had a knack for making sure she got hers if he got his. She wasn’t wrong, but he hadn’t decided what he would be able to do. She wouldn’t want to look too flustered when they arrived at the dealership, and they’d be riding in separate cars on the way back. On top of that, by the time they’d dealt with all the paperwork, it would be close to the time for her to go and fetch Sam.

“I’ll let you cook me dinner tonight, and after that, we’ll find something to do.”

She shivered but picked up her purse and waited just inside the door for him.

* * * *

Pete couldn’t resist watching out of the side window of his office for his neighbor’s return. He’d seen Erin set off thirty minutes ago in the Corolla they’d purchased for Sam. Sam had no idea about the car, so it would be a hell of a surprise for the younger woman.

He knew there’d have to be time for an explanation, then a chance for Erin to familiarize Sam with the controls. No doubt they’d take a roundabout route back home, giving Sam time to get used to her new car. Her first car, in fact. It was another twenty minutes or so before the car appeared coming down the street. Sam was obviously the one driving, he could tell from the exaggerated care with which she pulled into the driveway and then parked behind her mother’s baby Merc.

When the younger woman climbed out of the car, he could see she was fizzing with repressed energy. She had the widest possible smile on her face, and she couldn’t stand still. By the time her mother had climbed from the car, Sam had rushed around to the passenger side and enveloped her mother in a crushing hug. Erin looked faintly embarrassed but wore a smile of her own, almost as wide as her daughter’s. He could almost hear the bubbly thank you, thank you, thank you, tumbling from Sam’s mouth. After a moment, Erin gently disengaged herself and gestured for Sam to remember to lock the car. She did so and then looked up, locking eyes with Pete.

She mouthed a thank you at him, and he guessed Erin had told her how he’d helped her get the deal on the car. In all honesty, it had been Mitch’s phone call to the dealership that had done the real spadework. He’d only been a quiet presence in the background for most of the time. He smiled and waved, and Erin looked up and caught his eye. She mouthed seven at him, letting him know she fully intended to keep her promise and cook dinner and when it would be ready. He nodded and then reluctantly pushed his chair away from the window and back over to his desk. He could get another hour of editing in before he took a quick shower and got dressed for dinner.

He was just finishing getting ready when, at about five to seven, he heard the back door open and then close.

“Pete?” Sam’s voice floated up, and he could hear the exuberance in her tone. She was clearly still excited about the car.

“Up here.” He chuckled to himself as he heard her bound up the stairs, taking them two at a time.

She burst into the room and literally threw herself at him, enveloping him in a hug as tight as the one he’d seen her give her mother. “Thank you.”

Pete hugged her back. What else could he do? “What for?”

“For helping mum today. I love it. Absolutely love it.”

“I did very little. Your grandfather did a hell of a lot more. I don’t know what he said to the dealer, but the deal on the table was a cracker without my input.”

“I thanked him already. Just not in the way. I want to thank you.” She broke the hug and stepped back, allowing him to look her up and down. No, encouraging him to do so. She’d got changed since work, and he was sure she’d have showered first, too. The white blouse showed the hint of white lace underneath, while the tight black pleated skirt only just about covered her ass.

Her smile was a cross between perfect innocence and distinct naughtiness. “It was my first paycheck today, so I treated Mum and me to some matching lingerie. I also made sure we both wore it for you tonight. So, I thought I’d give you a preview of what you’ll no doubt be unwrapping mum from later.” She giggled, but her hands rose to her neck, and she started to unbutton her blouse. The move was casual but was clearly studied, too. There was nothing that casual about the way she undid her blouse to show him her underwear.

“That won’t be necessary.”

“I didn’t say it was necessary, but it’s something I want to do. This underwear is just so sexy…” She pulled the front of the blouse open. It was still buttoned below her breasts, but as she pulled the top part open, he could see her cleavage and the white lace of the bralette underneath. It clearly didn’t give much support, not that she needed any. It was also far more transparent than he’d expected. She undid another couple of buttons and then pulled the blouse wider open, exposing both breasts in their gossamer-thin lace covering.

“Very nice.” He stepped forward, and she gasped but held her ground. He gently took the blouse from her fingers and pulled the two sides together. “Seriously, very nice, but we mustn’t keep your mother waiting. We both know she’s a stickler for timings when she’s cooking, and it’s already seven.”

Sam pouted but didn’t pull away, not even as the backs of his fingers grazed against the inner curves of her breasts.

“And you didn’t even give me a chance to show you the bottom half. They’re even sexier, even thinner.”

“Enough, young lady.” Pete made his tone a little sterner and Sam shot him a smile but brought her hands back to the opening on her blouse and started to button it back up.

Pete glanced down. “You misbuttoned it.”

“I know.” Sam gave him an impish smile and turned away from him.  When she was a couple of steps away from him, she dropped her hands down to the hem of her skirt and flicked the back up, exposing her ass covered by what she’d described as thin panties. They were more than just thin, or should that be less than thin? They were obscenely transparent.

“You like.”

“Go.”

“Or what?”

“Or your mother’s dinner will be ruined, and neither of us wants that.”

Sam let the skirt drop back into place and giggled as she headed for the stairs. Pete followed, and he was sure she put as much as she possibly could into her flounce down the stairs to try to encourage him closer. He held back, letting her try but not letting her succeed. She pouted as she looked back at him when she reached the bottom of the stairs but he just winked at her. She glanced lower down his body, and her eyes widened as she saw the bulge in the front of his pants. He wasn’t hard, but half hard enough to be noticeable.

“Let me lock up.”

“Okay.” Her smile was back, lighting up her face. He knew the minx had deliberately misbuttoned the blouse in order to tease her mother that something had happened over here. Grabbing the bottle of wine he’d put aside earlier, he locked up and then followed a giggling Sam over to the back door of their house.

The smell of sizzling steaks hit him as he entered through the back door.

“About time. I was thinking of organizing a search part…” Erin trailed off as she caught sight of Sam’s misbuttoned top. Her face went smooth, and she glared at Pete. He shrugged and tried to discreetly point at Sam to let her know her daughter was the actual culprit.

Spotting her mother’s expression, Sam obviously realized she’d crossed a line, so she stepped closer to her mother and hugged her. She whispered something to her mother, but Pete couldn’t hear what was said. Erin asked Sam a question, it was clearly something along the lines of ‘He didn’t…?” Sam shook her head and spoke louder this time. “No, mum. He didn’t. This was my idea. Sorry.”

Erin relaxed and then looked over at Pete again, a wan smile lighting her face as she rolled her eyes. “Kids!”

Pete chuckled and relaxed. “I brought wine, but you didn’t say what you were cooking.” He glanced down at the white wine in his hand. “If you’d said steak, I’d have brought a red. If you like, I can go and swap…”

“No, white’s fine. Red’s a bit heavy for me, and I’ve had a busy day.”

He chuckled. “Not my fault you flashed the salesman.”

“Mum, you didn’t!”

“No, I didn’t. Not exactly.”

Sam crossed her arms and glared at her mother. “Spill.”

Pete laughed again. “It was a bit accidental. Your mother left her bra at mine before we went out.”

“Why?”

Erin colored up and refused to answer the pointed question. After a moment, Sam colored up as she realized the probable explanation.

“Yeah, it got a bit spit wet.”

Sam’s blush deepened, as did Erin’s at Pete’s confirmation.

“Anyway, your mum kept her jacket done up, but it was a little hot in the office as she filled out all the paperwork. She reached down and undid the button on the jacket without thinking about it. After a moment, she realized what she’d done, but pride meant she couldn’t do it back up again. It  was actually funny.”

“No, it wasn’t. It was embarrassing.”

Sam burst into a peal of laughter and turned away for a few seconds. When she turned back, the blouse was rebuttoned correctly.

Erin dished up the three steaks and added the chips and carrots she’d had standing by. “Sorry, it’s quite plain, but I didn’t have much time, especially when…” She looked at her daughter.

“Especially when I insisted she wore her new present.”

“Sam! Enough.”

“Why? I already told him I made you wear it so he could peel you out of it later.” She giggled as her mother blushed even more furiously. “And if he likes, he can peel me out of the matching set, too.”

Sam winked at Pete. “Mind you, hers is a pale blue, not white like mine, so you get to choose which color wrapping you prefer.”

Pete held up his hands in mock surrender. “I plead the fifth.”

“Coward.”

“Sam!”

“Well, he is. He could have said he was color blind.”

Pete decided to bite his tongue, but Erin obviously saw that Sam’s unguarded barb had drawn blood. She stepped in to defuse the tension. “Come on, steak before it gets cold.”

A little concerned his reaction had just killed the mood, Pete moved across to Sam and used a finger to dig her in the ribs. She flinched, so he did it again and then a third time until she broke into a smile.

“That’s better.”

She pouted at him but let the pout morph back into a smile as she, too, realized he was trying to smooth things over.

Dinner was a quiet affair as they all tucked in to the excellent, if simple, food Erin had prepared. Pete sat back and looked longingly at his empty plate. “That was great. What’s for dinner?”

Erin scowled at him for a moment, then let her face relax as she giggled. It had taken her that moment to understand his joke, obviously never having heard the line before. Sam thought her mother’s reaction was priceless, and her laughter was almost uncontrollable.

Pete stood up and started to collect the dishes, but Sam beat him to it. “Sit still. I promised Mum I’d clear the table before I went out to go ride around the neighborhood.”

“Don’t get lost.”

“I won’t Sat-nav, remember. It’s already programmed with my home address.”

Pete just raised an eyebrow but kept quiet. He’d made sure the dealer had done that as they prepped the car. He’d added the location of Jenny’s shop, just in case Sam got a bit lost when driving herself to work. Not that he thought she would, just as an added precaution.

Sam grinned impishly. “I’ll be out for about an hour, home long before dark. Will an hour be enough for you, Pete?”

“For what?”

Sam giggled. “To ease my mother out of those lace fripperies that she’s wearing under that dress.”

Erin colored up as she glared at her daughter but held her peace. Pete grinned, sat back, and watched as Sam finished clearing the table. As she moved from the dining table through into the kitchen she put every possible bit of effort she could into her walk. The lightweight, very short skirt bounced as she flounced, making the movement highly entertaining. Erin was watching him watch, and she smiled and shook her head.

“Kids!”

He chuckled. “Don’t worry, I like them young.”

Erin’s smile slipped at the obvious connotation.

“But I love them a little bit older.”

“Nice save.” She murmured but didn’t get the chance to say anymore as he leaned across to her and planted a soft kiss on her lips.” She shivered but returned the kiss.

“You could at least wait ‘til I’ve left.”

Pete pulled away. “Why? Maybe I wanted to make you jealous. Now, no coming home with the blouse misbuttoned.”

Sam glared at him but headed through to the hallway and grabbed her keys from the hall table. “I’ll be back in an hour or so. Have fun.”

The door clicked shut behind her before either of them could reply.

“That girl needs a lesson.” Erin shook her head, but he could see the smile playing on her lips.

“Yeah, and I’m going to be delivering it soon enough.”

Erin stiffened and turned to face him. His lips met hers once more. She resisted for a second, then allowed herself to melt into the kiss. This time, there was nothing to interrupt the kiss.

End of Book 3


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.
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For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!
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With the twins to raise, money is tight for Jen and Chris, and they have to face up to the prospect of losing their home. He can’t work more overtime and she can’t find a normal job that covers child care costs. In desperation, Jen suggests she returns to the job she had when they met. Chris isn't keen on letting his wife go back to the club, where as Starz--her stage name derived from the tattoo on her stomach--he’d been mesmerized and fallen for the lovely dancer. The idea of her stripping again isn't something he finds easy to deal with, and the thought of her working for Tom, the sleazy club owner, is even worse. But Jen has made her mind up. Starz is going to make a comeback to save their home, hopefully without risking their marriage.
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Sian Ash had just turned 20 when her world was turned upside down. The minibus carrying her roller derby team home from an away match lost a tire, and overturned down an embankment. Four families lost their wives and mothers that day - five young children cast adrift, four fathers seared by a pain Sian recognized and felt with them. The heroine of the crash, she started providing a substitute parent service for the four families. Hailed as the town angel by everyone, only four others knew the real truth. It had started when one of the widowers had called her by his dead wife's name. The emotional angst that required a hug had led to something else - something more. Now Sian was proving in secret that she was no angel, no angel at all, and her four employers were loving every minute of it.
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Charlotte knew there were two ways to get to the top of the corporate ladder. She could work hard and hope she got noticed, or she could play hard and make sure she got noticed. The only problem for Charlie was a very simple one, the men she saw as her rungs on the way to the top, weren't the straight-forward vanilla sharp-suited businessmen she thought they were. Getting their attention was easy, keeping it simple enough, but was the price too high for the secretary who had just acquired a bottom name - Charlie? More importantly, could her bottom stand it?
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Amy's been happy working in the department store, and happy at home but there's something missing, so she's changing her job. Now Amy's got a real problem, she desperately needs money to fix her car. When her boss offers her some overtime she knows exactly what he's offering, and it might just plug the gap in her relationship too. She never realised she was quite so submissive though, nor that her boss was quite so dominant, something her loving husband could never be.
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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.
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Three Passes Each
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James thought Carla was a little young for him, but Carla thought otherwise. She confessed she preferred older men for their experience, and James couldn’t do anything other than take up such a challenge from the gorgeous brunette. Their romance was perfection, right up to the point where Carla forced his hand over a prenup, one she insisted on in his favour. It created their first real row, and it wasn’t so much the financial settlement, as the unusual caveat Carla insisted on. It had nothing to do with money, and everything to do with their relationship.

Given how in love he was with his wife, he had no intention of ever using one of the three free passes she’d insisted on, free passes that gave him the right to step outside his marriage vows. In fact, he insisted that turn was turnabout, and she had the same privilege. The last thing he expected was to use one, let alone for Carla to use one too.
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Three Passes Each – Second Pass
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James had accepted the wisdom of Carla’s forward planning when they’d both used one of their free passes to step outside their marriage. James, though, was insistent he wouldn’t need to use one again, and he was sure Carla had no such intention, either.

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

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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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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