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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

Over the last week, it had become a ritual as Sam left for work. Each time, she’d pause next to her Corolla and look up at the side window to his office, almost waiting for him to appear there. As soon as he did, she’d grin and wave. Often, that would be followed by a saucy wink and a sexy little shimmy of her hips, but it was more about her exuberance rather than her trying to entice him. Well, most, but not all.

In the evenings, Sam was rarely at home, she was off exploring the town in her new car and thoroughly enjoying her newfound freedom. Unfortunately, monthly issues had intervened, which meant he hadn’t had the chance to enjoy Erin’s company as much. Still, that at least meant he’d had the chance to catch up on his work. His current edit was turning out to be an absolute nightmare one. He preferred fiction to non-fiction, especially historical non-fiction. This particular author seemed to get either a date or a location wrong on every page, sometimes both. The fact-checking took him an inordinate amount of time, and he’d already complained to the publisher, and they’d agreed on both an extension and an additional fee. At least it paid the bills, and the further he got in the book, the number of errors seemed to decrease, which was definitely a blessing.

This morning had started off the usual way, with Sam waiting by her car and then waving goodbye as he appeared in the window.  He settled down to work himself but was disturbed by his cell phone trilling with a text.

Look outside.

It was a cryptic message, but that particular alert was a sound programmed to Erin’s number. He rose to his feet and grinned as he spotted why she’d sent that text. The minx was ensconced in his pool and was lazily floating on her back in a white bikini, watching his window for his appearance. When he smiled and waved at her, she flipped over onto her front and quietly stroked to the shallower end. As she rose to her feet and started to climb the steps, he could see exactly why she’d told him to watch.

He thought he’d recognized the bikini, and he’d been right. It was the white one she and her daughter had both bought that first time he’d discovered how submissive they were. It was a tan-through one, the type you shouldn’t get wet. Since she was in the pool in it, it was turning almost completely transparent. He could see her large raspberry nipples poking out at the translucent material. As she climbed out of the pool, he could see just about everything except for the fact he was viewing from upstairs. If he’d been down at her level, he would definitely have been able to see everything.

She had a saucy grin on her face, a very naughty one, telling him she wasn’t really there for a swim. No, she wanted a different type of fun. He quickly sent a one-word text.

Minx!

He watched as she bent to pick up her cell, her breast swinging freely as she made sure to bend from the waist.  Her reply was just as short.

What?

Not What, where!

He watched as she shuddered as she read that, understanding exactly what he meant. She started tapping on her cell.

Wherever you want, sir.

Go shower and dry off. I’ll meet you in the kitchen.

He paused for a moment as she read that and then added another rider.

Don’t bother getting dressed.

Her shudder this time was even more pronounced.  She licked her lips and grabbed her towel before heading for the kitchen door. He could see she was flushed but was pretty sure it wasn’t from embarrassment.

Pete gave her a couple of minutes to get in the mudroom shower and then headed downstairs, making a batch of alcohol-free cocktails and leaning back on the counter as he heard the shower stop. A couple of minutes later, she opened the mudroom door and peered out. She still had a towel wrapped around her body, but as soon as she saw him standing there looking at her, she broke into a smile and fiddled with the towel for a moment and then let it drop to the floor.

She was nude, gloriously so, her lush body pink from the shower, but her nipples still hard. Her hair hung damply over her shoulders, but he hadn’t given her time to dry that. Pete licked his lips at the vision in front of him. She took a deep breath and kept her arms down by her side as she walked toward him. She did that hell walk thing that made her breasts bounce on her chest, and she crossed her feet in front of each other to make her butt sway from side to side. With each step, her fully-shaven pussy peeked from between her legs. When she was half a pace in front of him, she stopped and did a slow pirouette before facing him again.

“Does sir see anything he’d like?”

Pete grinned. “Would madam prefer her spanking before or afterward?”

She gasped, and a look of consternation flashed across her face.

“What have I done to deserve one of those?” Although her voice was plaintive, he could hear the tinge of amusement underlying her words.

“Do I need a reason?”

“No, sir.” She cast her eyes down and swallowed hard.

“Good.” He grabbed her hand and pulled her to him, her face automatically turning up toward him as his descended for a kiss. They held the kiss for several long seconds.

“Since the kitchen floor is hard and cold, why don’t you accompany me to somewhere which will be softer under your butt.”

She shivered but smiled at him. Obviously, she’d been anticipating him jumping her in the kitchen and not particularly looking forward to that cold, hard floor underneath her.

“Your wish is my command.”

He spun her around and gave her a gentle swat on her enticing butt as she started to move away. She flinched but didn’t say anything, nor did she try to rub at it. Given her history, he knew that tap hadn’t been hard enough to do more than register with her as a gentle reminder. He moved close behind her as she led the way through into the family room. As she veered toward the couch, he grabbed her arm again and steered her toward the stairs instead.

“Oh.”

“Upstairs, sweetie, unless you’d rather I took you on the stairs.”

She shook her head, moved to the foot of the stairs, and grasped the handrail before looking back over her shoulder at him.

“Are you going to stand at the bottom and watch me all the way up, or are you going to follow close behind and molest me on every step?” Her smile was highly sensual, letting him know she wasn’t averse to either option.

“Something like the second one, I think.”

She shuddered but faced forward again, climbed up the first step, and then paused. He knew she was waiting for him to touch her, but he waited her out until she couldn’t stand there any longer. She stepped up another step, and he was sure she was pouting. He quickly climbed to the tread she’d vacated and placed his hands on her ass, smoothing them over her soft skin. She moaned quietly and then took the next step. Pete simply repeated what he’d been doing. Her moans grew louder with every step, not loud, but louder.

After half a dozen steps, more or less halfway up the stairs, he stopped caressing her. The next step, she paused for longer and wiggled her ass provocatively. When he didn’t touch her, she sighed and took another step. He could imagine her pouting again. This time, he stepped up behind her and slapped her on her left cheek. Not hard, but hard enough to be felt, even to sting a little. She almost stumbled, and this time, her moan was louder. She went up another step, and he repeated the process on her right cheek.

He could see she was trembling as she took the next step. He did it again and repeated every step all the way to the top. The trembling increased with every swat. He wasn’t hurting her, not really, and she wasn’t objecting. Even though her butt was now a slightly darker shade of pink, it hadn’t turned red, not the way her deceased husband used to make it go. On the top step, he didn’t land a slap at all. Instead, he reached out and caressed both cheeks, using both hands. She moaned even louder, and he watched as the knuckles of her hand clinging to the rail turned white. Her grip was that tight.

“Bedroom.”

She moaned again.” Yes, sir.”

He could hear the emotion freighting the words, Erin was very obviously turned on. He filed that information away for the future. It wasn’t the pain of a spanking that turned her on, it was the fact it happened at all. The years of conditioning by Pihl had paid off. She didn’t need to be painfully spanked into submission. The very act of lightly spanking her achieved that and turned her all the way on.

She didn’t try to escape him, didn’t move quickly, but strolled into the bedroom on the right. He watched the play of her ass cheeks as they bounced in front of him, knowing she was putting as much into her walk as she could manage to make them move like that. He followed, his cock rock hard in his pants, his tongue flicking out to lick his lips at the delectable sight in front of him.

Once inside the room she stopped at the foot of the bed and waited for him to fully enter the room. He paused in the doorway, leaned against the frame, and waited her out. She pouted a little, her expression revealed via the mirror she was using to watch his reflection. It was obvious to her he wanted her to do something, let him know what she wanted. The erection tenting his pants told her what he wanted.

It took a few seconds as her chest heaved as she decided what to do. Obviously the fact he was giving up that element of control was causing a conflict in her. She reached her decision, and he saw the flicker of a smile cross her lips, then she spun around to face him once more and slowly dropped to her knees. She rocked back further, sinking down so she was sitting on her feet, and then gradually spread her knees apart. Her arms went behind her back, and he guessed she clasped her hands together as she looked up at him. She arched her back, pushing her breasts forward. He knew what the position was, a standard one straight from the pages of erotic fiction or even porn. Usually, the guy barked, ‘Assume the position,’ and this was precisely the position the dominant meant.

Pete chuckled. “Someone’s internet search history will make interesting reading.”

Erin looked at him for a moment, then understood what he meant. After a moment, she shook her head. “You mean this pose?”

He nodded.

She shook her head. “No, Phil used to like me like this. Before he…”

“Before he spanked you? Or before he fucked you? Or both?”

She bit her lip. “The first of those.”

“So he didn’t just spank you to turn himself on. He got you stripped and in a slave position first?”

“Yeah.”

“He was a kinky little shit, then, wasn’t he? How did you feel about that.”

Her expressive shrug was all the answer Pete needed. He strode forward, grabbed hold of her under her armpits, and simply lifted her to her feet. She stared at him in surprise.

“I might spank you a little for fun, but only when it’s fun for both of us. I might punish you when you deserve it. I might order you around and tell you to strip or just remove your underwear. Sometimes, I’ll tell you to go down on your knees and blow me, but I will never, ever push this as far as needing that level of submission. There are only two certainties you need to think about.”

“Which are?”

“That I will fuck you as often as I can manage it.”

She swallowed hard as she shuddered in his arms. When he didn’t say anything else, she asked the obvious next question. “And the other thing?”

He grinned into her face. “If your daughter continues to throw herself at me, I will fuck her too.”

“If I say no?” She frowned at him. Rather than answer immediately, he reached down with one hand and cupped her breast, feeling her hard nipple pressing into his palm. Her breath hitched, but she stared at him, wanting an answer.

“Your daughter is over eighteen and a full-grown woman. If she wants to fuck, who are you to stand in her way? I repeat what I said. If she wants me to, if she continues to throw herself at me, I will eventually do so. In the meantime, I think jerking your chain on the subject is just as much fun as stripping her nubile, tight body and then fucking her until she learns she truly can scream like her mother.”

Erin moaned in the back of her throat. He wasn’t sure if it was distress at his words or simply the fact his closeness and his hands on her were turning her on. Suddenly, he pushed her. She wasn’t expecting it, and she yelped as her legs hit the bed. Her momentum carried her back. She flailed as she fell backward to land softly on the bed. She glared up at him, but then her gaze sank lower, taking in the erection in his pants. She licked her lips and languidly let her legs part. Her invitation couldn’t have been more obvious as she reached down with one hand and spread her glistening labia apart.


Chapter 2

She smiled up at him. “I guess one out of two isn’t bad.”

“One out of two?”

“I’m still going to veto you getting it on with my daughter.”

“You think so, do you? How exactly do you intend to do that?”

Erin giggled. “Simple, really. I’m going to fuck your brains out, so you can’t possibly get it up for her.”

Pete raised an eyebrow as he grinned down at her. Even as he looked at her, she steepled her knees and spread her legs wider, making her display even more wanton. Pete started working on his flies. Within a couple of seconds, he was pushing his pants and shorts down to free his already straining cock. “We’ll have to see, won’t we? Remember, I have to work too, and while I’m working, I’ll be recuperating.”

She giggled even louder. “Not if I’m crouched in the kneehole of your desk, sucking you off, over and over again.”

He groaned and then peeled his shirt off over his head and started to crawl onto the bed.

“You’re not getting in my bed with your socks on.” He could hear the playful tone still in her voice.

“It’s not your bed, it’s mine, and you’re too late. I’m already on the bed.” Pete tried to act stern, but he knew his bobbing erect cock was betraying any intention he had of staying stern and foreboding. Erin was reveling in it.

He dropped on top of her, positioning himself between her legs. He pushed forward, feeling his end press against her outer lips, seeking the entrance between them. She grunted and bore down as hard as she could, trying to impale herself on him. Pete obliged, sliding the tip forward into her channel, parting her wet lips with ease. She moaned softly under him, and her arms came up to wrap around him, pulling him to her, urging him deeper.

Lowering his head, he kissed her. Instantly, her mouth came open, accepting his tongue as she moaned around the intrusion. Her hips bucked against him, desperate to feel him all the way inside her. He teased her a little, holding back, but after a minute or so, he relented, he needed this just as much as she apparently did. As he thrust in, she let out a huge groan and shuddered. He felt her squeezing down on him and knew she’d been much closer to an orgasm than he’d expected. Maybe the playful spanking all the way up the stairs had sparked something. He filed that away for future thought, and as her channel relaxed around him, he started fucking her with long, deep, and powerful strokes.

“Fuck, I’ve missed this!”

She moaned and answered him. “Me, too.”

He chuckled but kept up his driving strokes, making her moan with each one. “Still think you can fuck me to a standstill to keep me away from the newer model? She still wants to thank me for the help I gave you in picking her car.”

She moaned louder this time. “Bastard!” After a moment, her hips started to churn faster. “Yes, I can, you bastard!”

“Tut, tut, filthy mouth. That’ll earn you a proper spanking.”

She almost exploded under him, her hips whipping around furiously while her feet beat a tattoo on his butt. Her nails dug into his back, and she squealed into his mouth as an even more powerful orgasm took her.

Hazing her about Sam and teasing her about spankings definitely pressed her buttons. The scratches on his back bore mute testimony to that. With her in such passion underneath him, he wasn’t going to be able to hold out. Twisting, he lowered his mouth to her erect nipple and sucked hard on the protruding nub. She groaned and growled, lost in her own passion, as he finally spent himself inside her.

Slowly, he came down from his high as she stopped moving, her arms falling to her sides, her legs relaxing their grip on his hips and falling to the bed, spread wide.

Pete slid out of her and slowly rose to his feet, looking down at the spent woman sprawled on his bed.

“Pity you’ve just had a shower.”

She looked up at him and raised an eyebrow. “You need another one.”

She glanced down at herself, seeing the way her skin was streaked with sweat, both hers and also his, where it had dripped off him onto her belly. “I guess you’re right.”

“So, why don’t you pop home and grab a shower.”

She pouted. “I’ve only got my bikini and a wrap with me.”

He shrugged. “And?”

“The bikini is wet and therefore transparent.”

“I didn’t see a wrap out there.”

“I laid it on a longer.”

“I’ll go and confiscate that, then. Send you home in either the see-through bikini or exactly as you are.”

“You wouldn’t!”

“You’re the one who wants to fuck my butt off, so I leave your daughter alone. In that situation, knowing I was sending you home, dirty and used, would probably get me hard again to follow and fuck you over your kitchen counter. Given your stated aim, you’d want that, I’d have thought.”

She pouted, but he sensed she wasn’t sure if he was serious or not. He wasn’t, not wanting to destroy either of their reputations by behaving like that in the middle of the day. Alte at night, he’d have had no qualms about it, other than the fact Sam would also be home and would witness him treating her mother like that. There again, Sam might like to see that.

“Trade you.”

“What?”

“You blow me, and I’ll lend you a t-shirt to put on over the bikini.”

“A t-shirt?”

“Yeah, a plain white one that’s a little bit tight on you, and since the bikini will be wet…”

She gasped, then grinned. “Pretty sure you haven’t got any plain white t-shirts, and you won’t have any that are that tight on me.”

He shrugged. “Busted.” He grinned at her. “Still want that blow job, though.”

Erin grinned. “Deal.”

* * * *

An hour after he’d let Erin shower and then leave, wearing the wrap she’d come around in. After all, he wasn’t a total bastard, he texted her.

Slip on a nice halter neck dress and pop over. I’m going to take you out for a burger. I know a great smokehouse on the other side of town. They do a fabulous chili relish.

Her reply took a couple of minutes. Sounds good. Be about twenty minutes.

That was just about perfect for Pete. It enabled him to complete the fact-checking on one particular battle described in the book he was editing. He hated this bit of the job but knew it was necessary. Thankfully, there were no obvious factual corrections, just a couple of stylistic points. The author tended to overdo the split infinitives, and they could be a pain to correct.

He heard the back door close, and then he heard her call up the stairs. “Hello?”

“Coming.”

“Oh, you don’t want me to come up, then?”

Pete could hear the giggle in her voice. She probably knew as well as he did that lunch would not be high on the agenda if she did come upstairs.

“I think not.”

“Oh, okay.” She contrived to sound disappointed, which made him laugh. She probably was on one level, at least, it didn’t help with her self-appointed task of draining him so he couldn’t go after Sam.

He grabbed his wallet and the keys to his truck and headed downstairs. She was waiting for him, a saucy gleam to her eye as she stood at the bottom of the stairs, hipshot, on hand on her hip, her back subtly arched to make the most of her curves. Yep, she definitely wanted to try it on, although he was sure that was more about stopping him from going near Sam as it was her getting hers.

Leaning in, he kissed her cheek and then wrapped an arm around her, his hand splaying over the curve of her ass. The dress was a nice one, one he hadn’t seen before. Halter neck, as he’d specified, a pink gingham number, and it was low enough cut to show off her cleavage. He could tell she was braless underneath it. Unfortunately, for his purposes, she was wearing panties underneath the dress. They had been obvious to his fingertips.

“They’ll have to go.”

“What will?”

He lightly tapped her ass. “You know exactly what I mean. Lose the panties. Right here, right now.”

“But…”

“But what, Erin?”

“Climbing in and out of your truck in such a short dress…”

He chuckled and finished her sentence for her. “… will require a modicum of dexterity to prevent you from being too immodest.”

Erin glared at him, but he folded his arms and leaned back against the wall, implacable. After a few seconds she huffed and then put her purse down on the hall table. Her hands went to the hem of her dress and lifted it a little to give her access to the tops of her thighs. She wasn’t brazen about it, she could have lifted the dress all the way to the waist to access her underwear, but she didn’t. Grabbing the bottom edge of the offending garment, she dragged down on it. It gave a little, and he guessed her sigh, which was one of relief this time. Relief she wouldn’t have to hike the dress any higher. She pulled them again, and then, on the third try, the panties slid down her legs. Stepping out of them, she bent down, angling her legs to the side to prevent herself from flashing him, then straightened up with her underwear in her hand.

“Satisfied/”

“I will be. He took the panties from her and stuffed them in his pocket, then grabbed her hand. “Come on, I’m famished.”

Pete thought about making a wisecrack about how she at least had had a protein shake earlier but bit his lip and didn’t let the words escape. Erin seemed to be in a good, and from his perspective, pliant mood. Discretion was probably the better idea.

Erin walked out to the truck and eyed the tall step she’d need to mount to climb in by. He saw her grimace but turned and locked the house behind him, then used the remote to unlock the truck before opening the passenger door for her. She gave the street a quick look up and down, but as it was a weekday, most everybody was at work, and it was deserted. She sighed and climbed in, knowing she was flashing her now-naked ass in his direction. Pete chuckled but made sure she had settled onto the bench seat before closing the door and walking around to the driver’s side. By the time he’d climbed in, she’d smoothed the dress down on top of her legs, minimizing the amount of leg she was showing.

He backed off the drive and then gunned it up the road before joining the access road and powering smoothly up onto the freeway.

“How far is it?”

“About fifteen miles this way. About half that if we cut through town, but traffic would be murder. This way, it’s twice the distance but probably half the time.” With the truck now in cruise control, he took his hand off the wheel and dropped it onto her knee, giving it a quick squeeze.

“Hands on the wheel, buster.”

“With a pretty woman next to me like this? No chance.”

He caught a glimpse of her glare but didn’t move his hand from her leg. If anything, he slid it higher, gently stroking and caressing the soft flesh. He felt her shiver, but she didn’t say another word about him removing it. Sliding higher, his fingertips toyed with the hem for a couple of long, silent minutes.

“Aren’t you going to tease me?”

“What about?”

She sniffed. “About you giving me a public bare-assed spanking for some trumped-up infringement of a rule I don’t know about.”

“Would I do that?”

“Probably.” He could hear the humorous tone in her voice and knew she wasn’t being entirely serious. She trusted him not to do that.”

“Probably not. If you deserve a bare-assed spanking, it will be delivered in one of two places.”

“Oh, where?”

“My house or yours. It will also be done in front of a witness.”

“Who?”

“Either Sam or Jenny, haven’t decided who yet. I’m sure if it was Jenny, she’d offer to caress and kiss it better.”

The gasp from her was followed by a shudder that his hand on her leg detected. He grinned, and her loud sniff told him she’d seen the grin and knew why.

“So if you’re not going to tease me about a spanking, I assume you’re going to spend the entire meal telling me how you’ll be bringing my daughter to the same joint for a burger. No doubt you’ll tell me exactly what she’s going to be wearing and what she won’t be wearing.”

“Well, you must admit it’s a more interesting conversation than about me giving you a spanking. A more polite conversation if we’re overheard, too. Just remember it’s your idea, not mine.”


Chapter 3

Pete drove past the smokehouse and down the alley beside it. Erin looked askance at him but didn’t say anything. He turned into the big parking lot behind the place, circled around and then parked so his car was side on to the large verandah at the back. That was quite full with a mostly business crowd. Erin looked at the raised seating, then at the door of the truck, and then down at her legs. For the last couple of miles, Pete had been working her hem up her legs. He’d managed to expose rather more thigh than she’d started off showing.

Erin blushed as the realization dawned on her. Pete chuckled as she blushed, which only intensified it.

“You bastard.”

“What?”

“Parking like this. You could at least have parked facing the other way.”

“Why would I do that? This way, I’m parked facing the exit.”

She pointedly looked down at her exposed legs. “You know why.”

He grinned. “I thought I might show you off a little.”

“A little?” She sighed. “I suppose it's pretty stupid to ask for my underwear back, seeing as I know they’re in your pocket.”

“You can ask? But you’re not likely to get.”

She forced a smile. “Can I negotiate? Offer you something?”

“You mean sexually?”

She blushed harder and nodded.

He barked out a laugh. “Sweetheart, whatever you come up with, there is nothing to stop me from taking anyway, is there? You offer me road head? I say that’s not enough, then halfway home, tell you to blow me on the freeway. You’d do it. You know you would.”

Erin glared at him and bit her lip. He knew she recognized that fact about their relationship.

“In fact, the only thing you could possibly offer is one you won’t.”

“Which is?”

“I’ll give you your panties back right now if you send Sam around tonight without any on and tell her to dance a striptease before sitting on my lap and giving me a proper lap dance.

“You know that’s not happening.”

“And you know you’re going to climb down from my truck, dressed as you are, and then we’re going to go and sit on that verandah and enjoy a burger.”

Her glare was enough to melt rock, but Pete grinned at her and then opened the driver’s door and hopped out of the truck. He caught sight of her moving around on the seat as he walked around to the passenger side and had a pretty good idea of what she was doing. Sure enough, when he opened the door, she’d shuffled the hem of her dress as far down as possible, providing her with as much cover as she could. As he opened the door, she swiveled on her seat and put both feet out with her legs tight together. She took his outstretched hand with one of hers, grabbed the door with the other as she felt for, and then stood on the step. So far, so good for her, she hadn’t exposed anything other than the fact her dress was quite short. He saw her glance over at the verandah and guessed she was checking to see if anyone was watching. Rather than step down, she literally hopped down in a single movement, the hem of the dress twitched higher but not high enough to expose the fact she was commando.

“See, that wasn’t so bad?”

That just earned him a glare, but he was well used to those by now. Taking her arm, he led her over to the steps. Now she’d managed the climb down from the cab without flashing anyone who cared to look, Erin relaxed, and Pete could feel the tension seeping out of her. There were half a dozen steps up to the seating area, and she didn’t even bother about letting her dress ride up as she climbed the stairs. His gentle chuckle alerted her, and she glanced down and then blushed again as she realized her dress had ridden up three or four inches. She quickly pulled it straight and shot another daggered look at him, which only made his grin wider still.

He led the way to a spare table right at the edge of the verandah, looking out over the car park. That placed her side on anyone coming or going down there, and she vainly tugged the hem down as the waitress came over.

“What can I get you?”

“Tow of your regular burgers, with fries.”

“Relish?”

“Please.”

“We’ve got the five hundred, the thousand, and the ten thousand today. The twenty thousand is out of stock, I’m afraid.”

The waitress saw Erin’s puzzled frown and took pity on her. “Scoville ratings, sweetie. Five hundred is mild, and they go up from there. If you’re not really into true heat, I recommend either of the five hundred or the thousand.”

Pete grinned at her. “I’d go with the five hundred if I was you. I like heat, and the thousand is more than enough for me.”

Erin just nodded.

“That’s one five hundred and one thousand, thank you.”

“Drinks?”

“Just water. We’ll have coffee after.”

“Very well. It’ll be about five or ten minutes. Chef’s just put another batch in the smoker.”

“Thank you.”

Erin fidgeted with her dress for a moment and then gave up with a sigh.

“Relax, and enjoy the view.”

Beyond the carpark, the ground sloped away down to the river, and beyond the river, the hills rose, covered in trees, with just the odd house roof showing. Erin did as he said, looking out over the river.

“It is nice. I bet those houses are expensive.”

“Sure are. Even beyond you, lady millionairess. Prices over there start at about three mills and climb pretty steeply.” He shrugged. “Guess it depends on how much land you’ve got and how many trees.”

“Would definitely be nice, though.”

“Sure, but you’d miss one thing.”

“What?” He knew the response was unguarded.

“Sex from someone next door who understands your needs.”

Despite the fact that they were sitting in the sun, Erin shivered. She glanced around, too, to make sure there was nobody close enough to hear him. There wasn’t, and she relaxed a little.

“You make it sound so… so dirty.”

“Nah. Just sexy as all fuck.”

Erin pouted but shook her head. Conversation lapsed as the waitress returned with their drinks.

“You were right, the view is great.”

Pete stared straight at her. “The view from my point of view is pretty good too.”

She blushed a little, knowing he was looking at her.

“Only one thing would improve it.”

“Oh, what?” Her blush intensified as she realized she’d just walked straight into his verbal trap.

“Lose the dress.”

She shuddered and glared at him. “That’s about as corny as fuck and as old as the hills.”

“Maybe true, but it would still improve my view no end.”

She giggled to herself. “I can think of something else you might think would improve your view.”

“What?”

“Sam sitting here too.”

“Naked?”

“In your head, probably.”

Pete smiled to himself. She was giving back as good as she got. What’s more, she made a joke about his stated intention of fucking her daughter. At last, she was starting to come out of her shell in public, just as she was in private, as evidenced by this morning. He hadn’t asked her, let alone told her, to turn up in the tan-through bikini and take a dip in his pool. No, she’d done that herself, knowing it would lead to something akin to what it actually did.

Before he could pursue that, the waitress returned with their plates. The food looked mouthwatering, and he watched as Erin licked her lips.

“Looks good?”

“Sure does.”

“Then, eat up. Don’t worry about anything. Just savor it. “

Pete watched as she picked up her burger and took a bite. Her eyes closed as she started to hew. When she swallowed, she looked at him and smiled. “This is gorgeous. So damned tasty.”

“Try a bit of your relish on it.” He dipped a toothpick into her small dish of relish and lifted it to allow her to taste it. She did, and once more, her eyes closed. “That’s nice too.”

“Try mine.” He repeated the process with his hotter chili relish, and she leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the edge of the toothpick and sucked hard.

“Um… That one’s a little too hot.”

“Well, think of how hot the other choices are. Yours’ is the mildest.”

“It’s fine for me. No hotter, please.”

He chuckled and tucked into his own meal. They ate in companionable silence for a while. He noticed she copied him. Rather than spreading the relish on her burger, she dipped her fries into it. It didn’t take them long to polish off their food. As she picked up the last of her fries, she sat back, letting a contented smile play across her mouth. “Thank you. That truly was delicious. I’ll have to bring Sam here one night.”

Pete shook his head.

“Why not?”

“Daytime is like now, all is well and good. This lunchtime crowd is mainly businesspeople. At night or on weekends, this place has a reputation for singles on the pull. Guarantee: if you walk in here with Sam, just the two of you, you’ll have been hit on at least ten times before you reach the bar. There’s always a good hour’s wait for a table, so you’ll be stood at the bar, pretty much both of you fighting off the wolves. Don’t think Sam would thank you for giving her that experience.”

She shuddered. “That bad?”

“Well, I might be exaggerating, but honestly, you won’t see many couples here at night. Definitely, no mother-and-daughter pairings unless they’re on the pull. Guarantee you’d pull, too.”

“Pity, the food is to die for.”

“Which is why it’s popular.”

“Coffee’s?”

“Please.”

The waitress looked at Erin and then bent down to whisper in her ear. Pete couldn’t quite hear what she said, but Erin blushed. The waitress turned and headed back inside to fetch their coffees.

“What did she say?”

Erin giggled. “Told me you were right. She says it doesn’t matter how many times the boss asks, she refuses to work an evening shift. Same reason. Too many bruises on her ass from the pinches.”

Pete grinned. “Nice to have it confirmed.”

The waitress returned with the coffee and the bill. Pete gave that a cursory glance, peeled off two twenties, and then waved her away, letting her keep the change as a tip.

“This way, we can just go when we’re ready.”

“Home?”

Pete leaned close. “So you can continue with your campaign to screw me into the floor so I can’t respond to Sam’s advances?”

She licked her lips. “Something like that, yes.”

“Well, I hate to disappoint you, but we’re not going home, not straight away.”

“Oh, where are we going?”

“There’s a nice sex shop about a mile from here. They have a great selection of riding crops and paddles.”

Erin let out a horrified gasp, not least because she saw the heads behind Pete come up at his words. He’d spoken loudly enough to be heard by their nearest neighbors. Her face flushed even redder, and she grabbed her coffee cup to hide her obvious embarrassment.

Pete chuckled. “Joking, sweetheart, joking.”

She sniffed. “Good. I am not going with you to pick a paddle for my own backside. You can go on your own for that.”

He almost snorted the mouthful of coffee he’d just taken, not expecting her to come back at him like that. She giggled as he coughed, and he knew her timing had been both deliberate and impeccable. “I’ll get you for that.”

“Promises, promises.”

He could see the fact she’d scored a point pleased her. The way the sparkles seemed to dance in her eyes told him that.

Finishing his coffee, he sat back and watched her as she carefully finished hers. “Time to go.”

“Can I pay a visit first?”

“Of course.” He leaned forward. “Just one thing.”

“What?”

“Make sure you loosen the halter neck a little while you’re in there, even if there are other women around. It does have an advantage for you.”

“Which is?”

“It’ll lower the hem by the same amount as it deepens your cleavage.”

She shuddered, and he watched her cast a nervous glance toward his truck, knowing she was going to have to climb in and risk flashing everyone out here on the decking as she did so.

When she came back to him, he could see she’d done as he asked. The top of the dress was noticeably looser, and she was showing a lot more cleavage. He guessed his comment about loosening the top meant she’d have more coverage lower down because she’d, if anything, gone further than he’d expected. They made it back to the truck with no unforeseen issues, and she smiled at him as he unlocked and then leaned in and opened the door for her. She took a deep breath, grabbed his arm to steady herself, and then stepped up onto the running plate. Of course, the dress shot several inches up her leg, but she’d been clever. The leg she’d used was the one nearest the vehicle, reducing the potential for a flash. She brought her other leg up to the step, too, and then wiggled a little to allow the dress to fall back. Even so, Pete got a great view of her legs but couldn’t quite see as far as her bare slit.

Once she was inside, she quickly pulled the dress down to where it belonged and smiled at him as he closed the door. There was a definite look of triumph in her eyes, she knew she’d managed that without flashing anyone. He let her have her victory and then climbed into the driver’s side, knowing he’d reap a reward later.

As soon as he had the engine started, he put his hand on her knee. She sucked in a breath but looked down and watched as he pushed his hand higher up her leg, sweeping the hem of the dress up as he went.

“How far are you going with that?”

He grinned. “About another yard.”

She gasped but had to know that pulling the dress up as high as her neck would be a surefire way for both of them to be arrested.

Pete slid his hand from the top of her thigh down onto her inner thigh. Erin clamped her legs together in an attempt to prevent him from sliding his hand higher and touching her naked pussy. He was sure that it was already wet, but he didn’t want to push things too far in public. Given that they were on the freeway, it was about as public as it could get, as well as pretty dangerous. After a moment or two, he took his hand away and resolutely put both hands on the wheel.

Erin glanced down at the front of his pants, where his erection had grown over the last couple of minutes. “That looks uncomfortable.”

“It is.”

“Well, just to be sure, I won’t be trying to do anything about that. No roadhead on the freeway in this much traffic.”

Pete chuckled. “So, if we were on a smaller road and there was less traffic?”

He glanced sideways and saw she was blushing. He guessed she hadn’t meant that the way she’d said it and certainly not in the he’d amplified it.

They rode along in silence for a while, Pete was planning the rest of the day and, as a result, was happy to leave Erin to her thoughts.

As they turned off the highway, he broke the silence.

“Right, then, let’s talk about this evening, shall we?”

“This evening? You mean dinner?”

He shook his head. “Nah, after that meal, I don’t think I’ll want more than a sandwich. So I think I’ll pass on dinner.”

“I might too, but I’ve got to get Sam something.”

He chuckled. “There’s always Mackie D’s. She can always use the drive-through.”

She shuddered. “In a word, no.”

“Well, after you’ve fed your hungry little horse, sorry, daughter…”

She glared at him, but he, as always, ignored it.

“After you’ve fed her, I’ll give you a choice.”

“Oh?”

“Well, remember you need to keep me sated and incapable of getting aroused enough to fuck Sam.”

Her glare intensified.

“So, since I’ll be alone all afternoon, I’ll have recuperated enough. That means you need to intervene before I call on her.”

She sniffed. “I suspect she’ll want to go out and drive around again. She’s done nothing but for the last week.”

“I suspect you’re right, as long as she thinks you’re the one taking care of me. If she thinks you’re not… well, we both know what she’s like. She’ll throw on the cutesiest little outfit she thinks will tempt me and be around in a shot.”

“Don’t flatter yourself. Seeing as it’s a contest between you and the car, I think the car will win.”

“Ah, but are you prepared to take the risk that you’re wrong?”

Erin bit her lip and remained silent for several long seconds. “I guess not, no.”

When Pete didn’t speak, she sighed and then asked the question he’d been waiting for. “What is it you want me to do?”

“Come around about seven, use the back door, and be wearing a nice cocktail dress over stockings and lingerie.”

She giggled. “That’s better than what I’m wearing now, so I guess I should be grateful.”

“You might want to spend the afternoon working out and then practicing your moves.”

“What moves?”

“Your stripper moves. I’ll let you choose the music.”

Pete had managed to time his words perfectly. Just as he told her that, they pulled onto his driveway, and he killed the engine.

“What?”

“You heard me perfectly well, sweetheart. Either you come around, and I get to watch my own private striptease and then get a nice naked lap dance from you…”

She glared at him as he chuckled and then stepped out of the truck. Despite her obvious irritation and anger, she waited for him to be a gentleman and help her down from the passenger side. She was so angry she forgot about her lack of modest clothing. Pete got a pretty good flash before she remembered and clasped her dress between her thighs.

“See you at seven.”

“In your dreams.”

“Absolutely. You do know what a refusal will mean, don’t you?”

She glared at him, but he hadn’t phrased his request as a request. It had been an order, albeit delivered in a pleasant tone. He knew, and she knew, she’d be knocking on his door dead on seven, dressed as he’d asked her to be.


Chapter 4

Jerking Erin’s chain all through lunch at the smokehouse had been fun. Knowing she was on edge because she was commando and the dress was very short had been worth it, too. He was pretty sure he’d sent her home after lunch frustrated and more than a little bit turned on. While that had been cruel, it had been necessary, he needed to work. Having gained an extension to his time and his fee for the particular edit he was working on, he needed to deliver. Hence, working first and worrying about what to do with his sexy neighbor after dinnertime was something that could be postponed until then.

Six o’clock seemed to come around far too fast. At least he’d made some solid progress, there were fewer facts he had to stop and check as he went through the three chapters he managed to complete. That made life easier for him, although some of the grammatical errors he reported would probably be nightmarish for the author. It was not his problem, though, for which he was truly grateful. Grabbing a quick sandwich, nothing special, he was still full after the delicious lunch, he choked that down with coffee and then headed for the shower. A clean shirt and a pair of jeans were good enough. He had no intention of taking Erin anywhere, not tonight. Well, not taking her out, anyway.

He was back down in the kitchen by ten to seven and quickly made up a batch of Mai Tais with plenty of ice ready for her arrival. He put the pitcher in the refrigerator to keep it fresh and grabbed a couple of highball glasses ready. Only two, he already knew, as he’d predicted, that Sam had gone out for the early part of the evening. He’d spotted the Corolla had disappeared when he emerged from the shower.

He’d told Erin dead on seven, so he wasn’t particularly surprised when she appeared at the back door at one minute, too. He waved her in, and as she shut the door behind her, he gave her a silent whistle. She’d gone all out on the look, and it suited her to a tee. Her blonde hair was piled up on top of her head but left to sweep down one side, framing that side of her face but leaving her other shoulder bare. The dress was one he hadn’t seen before, either. A scarlet one, layered, tiered almost, but tastefully so. The neckline didn’t dip too low, if it had, it would have been trashy, but it hugged her in all the right places. Either she was wearing a t-shirt bra underneath, or the dress had built-in support. Below the waist, the dress hugged her flat stomach and tight ass, then broke and flared out in what was obviously several layers. It was short, mid-thigh, but not too short. Underneath it she appeared to be wearing black stockings with black patent heels. If she’d gone for red stockings and heels, it would have converted the outfit to trashy, but the black gave it an air of sophistication that matched her hair and subdued makeup. There was only a hint of color above her eyes, and her lippy was a dark red rather than a crimson. All in all, she wouldn’t look out of place in any of the upmarket bars and restaurants in town.

“Wow! Simply wow! You look gorgeous.”

She smiled at him, clearly pleased with his reaction.

“What did Sam say before she left?”

“She wanted to know where you were taking me.”

“Ah. What did you tell her?”

“That it was a surprise.” She giggled. It would be a major surprise if he took her anywhere dressed like that. He already had different plans for her, and her appearance had intensified those plans.

“You look good enough to eat.”

She allowed herself a faint blush, understanding his double meaning and that it wasn’t just a compliment, more a promise.

“Now, why don’t we sit down and have a drink?”

“I thought you wanted me to…”

“Dance?” He laughed. “For sure, but who said you had to do that right this second? If you’re that eager to…?”

“No.”

He grinned. “Come on, I just made a batch of Mai Tais. Let’s grab one each and go and sit down. What happens after that, happens, okay?”

Although the idea of making small talk first was a plus for Erin because it delayed things, the idea of making that small talk didn’t sit too well, given what she’d be doing later. Pete sensed her nervousness and squeezed her hand in reassurance, then grabbed the pitcher from the refrigerator and poured two tall drinks.

Holding the two glasses in one hand, he led her into the den. He saw her notice the two couches had been pushed back against the wall, and the coffee table had been moved to one end of the room to make a small performance area. He watched as she swallowed hard but still followed him into the room.

He sat down on the couch, facing the small windows, and patted the seat next to him. “Relax, sweetheart, relax.”

“Easy to say, not so easy to do.” Even so, she sat next to him, and when he offered her the drink, she took it but did no more than sip it. It was as if she expected that the moment she finished her drink, he’d want her to dance, so she wanted to delay that moment as long as possible. Pete smiled inwardly, he had no intention of being that predictable. Besides, a nervous stripper wouldn’t give a good performance, he needed her relaxed and more in the mood than that.

For the next twenty minutes, they made small talk, the conversation ranging from Sam’s job and if she still intended to go to uni next year, she did, she only had a one-year deferral, to gardening and whether or not Erin needed to get the house painted this year or leave it for another year. He let her leave the conversation about her car and whether the baby Mercedes was too much for her now, whether changing it for a cheaper-to-run compact made sense or even considering going electric, given she didn’t drive very much. Pete didn’t provide a definitive answer to that, leaving her to make up her own mind while at the same time offering his support if she did decide to go over to what he jokingly referred to as the dark side of motoring.

That made her giggle and take a larger sip of her drink. He took the opportunity to drop his arm along the back of the couch behind her, letting his hand gently touch her shoulder. She noticed, how could she not? She did not object, and her nerves didn’t fire back up, either. She wasn’t shaking or anything, seeming to understand the seduction was starting, and she was allowing it to happen.

She reached out to the side and put her glass down on the side table, then turned to face him. He knew that meant one thing: she was telling him, without words, that she wanted, or at least expected, a kiss.

Pete obliged, pulling her closer to him, his face lowering to hers. Her eyes softly closed as he let his lips brush over hers. Rather than deepen the kiss, he shifted target, moving his lips to the side of her face, the tender, sensitive spot just under her ear. He already knew it was one of her zones, and she moaned softly as she tilted her head to the side to give him better access.

“That’s cheating.”

“No, not really.” She assaulted his senses, the softness of her skin and the floral notes of the perfume she’d tabbed below and behind her ears.

“That’s a new perfume. Nice.”

She shivered but looped her arm around his neck, accepting what he was doing, even as she knew it was the next move in her seduction. She shifted in her seat a little, crossing her legs toward him, knowing that offered up her thigh to his hand. He took the invitation, dropping his hand to her knee and then sliding it higher. He continued to nuzzle her neck, and she moaned once more, a soft sound that seemed to fill the room. Pulling away from her neck, he returned his lips to hers. Immediately on contact, her lips opened, and her tongue flicked out to touch his lips, asking for and then receiving entry. He let her tongue have control for a few moments, then took over. His tongue took possession of her mouth, exploring every part of the cavity, as he slowly pushed her back until her head was against the back of the couch. As his hand toyed with the hem of her dress, she uncrossed her legs and shifted in her seat, shifting lower and allowing her legs to drift apart.

With Phil, she’d never been sued to a soft seduction technique, he’d simply stripped her, spanked her, and fucked her. She’d enjoyed it, yes, but this was different and clearly welcome.

He slid his hand higher, catching the bottom of her dress and pulling it up to expose her naked thigh above her stockings. Then, leaving her bare leg alone, he slid his hand up her body to cup her breast. She arched her back, pressing herself into his hand and moaning into his mouth. He could feel her nipple was hard under his touch. He knew if his hand went between her legs, he’d find her panties damp. If he pulled them to the side, she’d be wet underneath.

Pete twisted so he could lean over her, the kiss changing from a seductive one to a powerful one as he consumed her. She writhed under him as she tried to meet his needs as well as her own. Pete bit back a smile as he felt her pleasure increase, and at the same time, he became more desperate. He knew what she was doing. If she could entice him into taking her right there and then on the couch, she could escape his plans. He dropped his hand down to her thigh, then shifted it inward, scraping his fingers over her inner thigh and then up to the front of her underwear.

She moaned into the kiss, and her back arched as he ran his fingertips over the thin fabric of her panties, feeling the heat emanating from inside. The dampness, too, telling him she was fully turned on. He shivered and broke the kiss. Erin opened her eyes and peered up at him through eyes that were both misty and heavy-lidded with her passion.

“Time, sweetheart.”

“Time for what?” Her hand tightened around the back of his neck. A vain attempt to hold him close. He leaned back and straightened up as her hand fell away.

“Time or your performance, I’m really looking forward to this.”

Her passionate look died away, replaced with a glare that shot daggers at him. He just shrugged and gently pulled on her hand, getting her to sit upright. A hand on the small of her back guided her to the front edge of the seat and, from there, to a standing position.

“You’re really going to make me do this.” Her glare didn’t soften but he knew her resolve was weaker than she tried to pretend it was.

“You knew what you were in for when you came over. That, as far as I’m concerned, is tacit approval.” Pete sat back and crossed his arms, a gentle smile playing on his lips. She glanced down, and he knew she’d be able to see the bulge in the front of his pants that was currently straining to hide his erection.

“Dance, sweetheart, dance, and once you’ve given me what I want, I’ll give you what you want.”

“Which is?”

Pete nodded his head from side to side as if considering his response. “Shall we say, three orgasms?”

She sniffed. “Make it four.”

“Ah, but that fourth one will undoubtedly require an additional level of stimulation.”

“Which would be?”

“A little hand action.” He mimed in front of him, pretending to spank an imaginary ass. Erin blushed, but he could see the way her breath caught in her throat, and she shuddered. As always with her, the threat of him spanking her didn’t carry a real penalty. It wasn’t that she wanted him to, but she wasn’t averse to it either.

“Now, do you want music, or would you prefer to dance to your own silent beat?”

She bit her lip and then slowly exhaled. “Music, please.”

“Any favorites?”

Erin giggled. “If I pick Wagner’s Ring Cycle, would you let me dance for that long?”

Pete laughed, understanding the reference. “I think even fifteen hours would be too long for you. What would Sam think if she came looking for you in the morning to see you reduced to a puddle of sweat inside your underwear and still dancing?”

She shrugged. “It was worth a try.”

“It was a delaying tactic, which is not such a good idea.”

“Why not?” It was a deliberately cheeky reply.

Pete merely grinned. “Because, sweetheart, it merely delays the inevitable time when a very naked Erin gets that first promised orgasm.”

She shuddered but took a deep breath. “Something rock with a heavy beat, please. Aerosmith, maybe?”

“Aerosmith would be perfect. I could suggest ‘Shut Up and Dance’…”

Erin glared at him.

“…but I think ‘Living on the Edge’ would be a better choice. I’ll put it on repeat for you.”

He grabbed his tablet and used it to navigate the sophisticated sound system he had installed when he first moved in, then hit play. “The stage is all yours.”

As the music started to play, she started nodding her head in time with the beat. He gave her fifteen or twenty seconds to get accustomed to the driving but regular throb of the beat, then motioned for her to start dancing properly.

She swallowed hard and started to move to the music. Pete sat back, determined to enjoy the command performance. Her hips swayed, and her feet moved in a simple but effective pattern. Keeping her hips gyrating to the beat, she slowly extended her arms up above her head, clasping her hands together and swaying backward and forward. It was actually very polished, and he nodded and smiled to give her some encouragement.

After a few seconds, she pirouetted so her back was to him, and then she brought her hands down to her shoulders. Moving slowly but surely and, importantly, keeping her hips moving in time with the beat, she reached under her hair and, he guessed, undid the fastening at the top of the zip. When her left hand reappeared from under her hair it was pulling down on the tab of the zip. A moment later, her right hand reappeared, and her left hand let go, then both hands came at the zip from below. As she drew the zip down, the dress naturally opened, revealing a swathe of her naked skin in a spreading vee.

She turned back to face him once more, her eyes searching his face for any sign of approval. He smiled and nodded again, understanding her need for validation in an activity she’d apparently never done for a man before.

With the dress now fully unzipped, she reached up to her shoulders as she increased the way, her hips churned from side to side, adding in an up and down movement that turned a sway into a grind. Again, it was polished, especially for a rank amateur. With a flick of her fingers on the left side, the shoulder strap fell down onto her arm, a repeat on the other side, and the dress fell away. She caught it on her upper arms, stopping it from falling too far and exposing the front of her bra. Gliding around in a half-circle, she faced away again, and now, she let the straps fall. The dress slipped at the back, leaving him to imagine how it looked from the front. A very effective tease. Inside his pants, his cock hardened further, like the rest of him, enjoying the performance. She might claim not to have danced, let alone stripped, but she was pretty damned good at it.

Turning back to face him, he could see her mouth had dropped open as she panted for breath. Her eyes were alight, too, telling him that despite her innate shyness, she was actually enjoying it. Her hands were clasped over her breasts, covering him and hiding them from his eyes. Not for long as she slowly let her hands fall and drop to her sides, exposing the red lace of an expensive bra. The lace wasn’t opaque, but it wasn’t transparent either. He could see a hint of her areolas through it, but it was the points her bulleted nipples made in the thin fabric that really gave away where they were.

Her eyeline dipped, taking in the fact he was erect, and that affirmation made her quirk her lips in a shy smile. Absently, her tongue flicked out to lick her lips, and her shimmy became more pronounced. With her hands at her waist, they did the most natural thing, grasped the waistband of the dress and pushed it down past her ass. This time, she didn’t turn away, she stayed facing him, her eyes seemingly alight with challenge. As the dress cleared the widest part of her hips, it moved more easily, and a moment later, she had it around her thighs, and she let go. The dress feathered down her legs to land in a circle around her feet. She stepped out with one foot and then used the other foot to flick the dress out of the way.

Her red panties were, of course, a match for the bra, but the garter belt and garters were black like the stockings. It made a nice contrast and even looked classier than a red belt would have. Once more, she danced around in a half-circle to face away from him, and she wiggled her ass at him. The panties were brief but not a thong, so they covered more than just the crack of her ass but still left a lot of her cheeks uncovered. She completed the move, turning to face him once more. Her breathing was heavy, and her mouth was still open.

Smiling at her, he beckoned her closer. She raised an eyebrow but moved so she was standing right in front of him, her knees not far off touching his.

“Enjoying yourself?”

She blushed, something that wasn’t that easy to see, given she was already flushed from the movement. “I guess.”

“Remember the other part of it, sweetheart.”

“What?” Her brow furrowed.

“The lap dance.”

“Oh.” She paused for a second. “I thought you said a naked lap dance?”

“It will be, but I didn’t say it started out as one.” He spread his arms out to the sides. “Hop on.”

She frowned at him and clearly spent a few seconds working out if she could get onto his lap in any way elegantly. Eventually, she arrived at the decision that it didn’t matter how she got on. One leg went to one side of his knees, the other leg the other side, and she was squatting on his knees, keeping a little distance between their bodies.

In that position, she was taller than him, and he let his lips purse together in a silent whistle, acknowledging how magnificent she looked. Her smile widened, obviously understanding the compliment. He brought his arms in and placed his hands on her sides.

“I think in the clubs, it’s a no-touch rule.”

“But we’re not in a club, are we?”

She bit her lip and then shook her head.

“So, my house, my rules. If I want to touch, I’ll touch.” He chuckled. “Remember, if you want that many orgasms, I’m going to have to touch.”

She shivered, and he felt that through his legs as well as his hands. His cock flexed at the feeling, eager to get free, but he needed to restrain himself.

“Now, the thing about a lap dance is…” He paused for her to ask, but she waited him out. “… it requires a modicum of dancing.”

“Oh. Does it?” She rubbed herself against her knees as she giggled, letting him know she was trying to tease him back.

Pete grinned back at her and dug his fingers into her flanks. She squealed as he hit the ticklish spots and immediately started writhing, gasping. “Stop it, stop it!”

“I hadn’t realized you were so ticklish there.”

“I’m not, usually.” Her breathless answer wasn’t particularly convincing, so he filed that information away for future use and stopped his tickling. She shivered and started to writhe against him in a sinuous, totally sensuous way. It wasn’t far off the best lap dance he’d ever had, not that he’d had that many. After a few seconds like that, she tipped forward, placing one hand on the back of the couch beside his head. That tilt meant her breasts were now right in front of his face, bulging out of her bra as she swayed from side to side, making her cleavage move in front of his eyes. Pete corrected his early thought. Make this the best lap dance he’d ever had.

“One thing, though, sir.”

“What?”

“In this position, I can’t manage the catch on my bra. Would you be so kind as to oblige?” She shuddered again, making her breasts move in delightful ways. His hands were moving, almost without conscious control. They circled her back, reaching for and finding the bra’s back strap. Tracing the lien of it with his fingers, his hands met in the middle. He could feel her quivering under his touch, shaking with what he hoped was suppressed excitement. It was a simple matter to locate the hook and eye fastening and it would be just as simple to release it. Instead, he toyed with it, pretending it was stuck, dragging out the moment before the release, teasing them both.

She frowned into his face as he grinned. Then, he flicked the catch undone and took his hands away. She let out a sound that was half purr, half yelp, and quickly mashed her free hand across her chest to prevent the bra from dropping away and revealing her breasts before she was fully ready. He leaned back, dropping his hands to his sides, content to let her control the reveal.

She sat back up, bringing both hands in front of her to cup her breasts. Extending one finger up on each hand, she flicked the shoulder straps down onto her arms and shrugged to let them fall lower still. The cups started to peel away above her hands but could go no further. Letting go with one hand at a time, she allowed the straps to slither down and off her arms. All the time, she continued to churn her hips, rubbing herself against his leg. Pete was rock hard, struggling to reconcile this sexy, uninhibited woman with the shy, submissive he’d met those weeks earlier.

His attention was dragged back to the present when she arched her back and tossed the bra over her shoulder. It flew far enough to land on the other couch, a long way out of her reach. Her arms continued the movement, ending up above her head as she arched her back to thrust her breasts forward. His hands returned to her flanks and gently pulled on her. The message was unspoken but unmistakable, he wanted her closer. She obliged, swaying her chest in front of her eyes as she leaned forward. Her nipples were sticking out, hard as if begging to be sucked and bit. His mouth watered at the prospect, but when he leaned forward, she danced back with a giggle, continuing to tease him.

“You can do that later, but you’re going to have to let me climb off for now.”

“Why?” His voice was hoarse and low, and she shivered at the implied passion expressed there.

“No other way to slide my panties off for you.”

He grunted, gripped her wrists, and lifted her, getting her to kneel over him rather than sit back on him. His hands slipped down from her waist and found the top edge of her panties, his fingers winding in the waistband. It took her a moment to realize his intentions.

“They were expensive!”

“Were, is the operative word. You are not going to climb off me at all. Ergo, ex-panties, not expensive panties. Besides, your daughter gets a good discount at the lingerie store where she works. You’d probably get a great deal from the boss yourself, seeing as you slept with her.”

Erin went bright red, her cheeks infused with redness as she stared at him with her mouth open. He hadn’t said it to upset her, merely to distract her. His hands jerked outward, and the seams gave. Not fully, but some. He did it again. On the third time, the seams gave completely, the panties dangling down useless in tatters at her sides. It was a simple matter to reach between her legs, grab the gusset where it was stuck to her bare mons, and then pull the remnant of the garment away. He could feel how wet they were, how turned on she was, despite her protests and her apparent distaste for what he’d just said to her. He tossed the wet rag across the room, where it landed on top of her bra. He smiled to himself, the liquid from her wet panties would now soak into the bra, too. It hadn’t been deliberate, but the idea of her tits smelling of aroused woman as she got dressed to go home was appealing.

She sank back onto his legs, her glare reignited as the color faded from her cheeks.

“Put your hands on my knees behind you. Make sure you’ve got a steady balance.”

“Why?”

“Because sweetheart, this particular lap dance is going to end in an orgasm… for you. No falling off.”

She whimpered but did as he asked. With her arms behind her on such a narrow base, it naturally thrust her breasts forward, and she arched her back, watching his eyes as he dropped his gaze to take in her naked beauty. Her smile was bright, she liked the idea, even if her balance was a little bit precarious.

Moving slowly so as not to startle her, he lifted one hand up toward her breast while his other hand slid across her stomach. She moaned again, shivering at his touch as his hands moved toward their respective targets. His left hand found her breast first, but only a couple of seconds before his right hand slid between her legs. She couldn’t close them, not the way she was straddling them, which left her pussy open and defenseless. Her shiver became a full-blown shudder as he started to rub her outer lips. They were already soaked, witness to how turned on she was. His fingers closed on her nipple, pinching and stretching it until she writhed from the contact. Her entire body was in motion as she absorbed the pleasure his fingers were giving her, both on her breast and between her legs.

His head dipped toward her other breast, his lips planting a gentle kiss on the upturned, rigid nipple, and then sucking it into his mouth.

“Fuck!”

The imprecation was involuntary as she arched her back, pushing more of her tit flesh into his mouth. Her hips were churning as he continued to drag a finger through the gap between her outer lips, gradually working deeper into her. She writhed against his finger, trying to drag him deeper, trying to get him to push his finger into her.

“!You want something, sweetheart.”

She moaned again, knowing he wanted her to beg but not quite willing to do so. He continued the same slow, maddening progress, working her toward the fever pitch.

“Fuck! Make me cum. Please make me cum!”

Her surrender was quick and absolute. Her hips were churning now, her pussy almost trying to suck his finger in. He curled that finger, pressing the first inch or so inside her. Baring his teeth, he bit down on her nipple while using his other hand to pinch the other one. The combination of shocks to her system was enough to overload her. She’d been on edge since before the striptease. Performing that had turned her on more than he’d expected. Giving the lap dance had driven her toward the edge, and his casual manner as he destroyed her underwear had brought her to the edge. His fingers and his mouth just pushed her over the cliff.

She squealed and shook as her pussy clamped down on his finger. He pulled away from her breast, giving her a chance to process the orgasm as it coursed through her. She stiffened and stood, and he took his other hand away from her breast and wrapped his arm around her to help support her. He didn’t want to have to dial 911 because she’d fallen off his lap and cracked her head on the floor. She almost melted into his embrace as she panted for air. When she had full motor control back and could maintain her balance, he gently guided her to stand and, from there, turned sideways before sitting across his lap, sideways this time, her long legs stretched out along the couch. He cuddled her to him and held her as the last of the aftershocks coursed through her body.

He leaned in and kissed her cheek. “That’s one.”

She blushed prettily at that but made no move to pull away from him, acting kittenish in the aftermath of her orgasm.

“You meant it when you said you were going to count.”

“Absolutely. I said four, and that was the first.”

She gasped but cuddled tighter into him, one arm going around him, the other hand brushing his cheek. “Can I have a rest first?”

“For a few seconds, yes.”

She glared at him from under her fluttering eyebrows. She was kidding him on the square.

“Okay, make it a couple of minutes.”

She dropped her hand from his face, and it fell into his lap, brushing against his erect cock, which was straining against the front of his jeans.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to take care of this first?”

“Quite sure.” He patted the side of her head, and she tilted to lay her head on his shoulder, for once, comfortable in her nudity.


Chapter 5

Pete heard a faint noise from the kitchen and smiled to himself. He was sure Erin hadn’t heard the sound. As a result, he leaned in and planted a soft kiss on her lips. She responded, opening her mouth and inviting him to deepen the kiss. He did so, bringing one hand up to cup her breast, finding and isolating her still-hard nipple. She moaned into the kiss and arched her back, then slowly let her legs part a little. He let go of her breast and trialed his hand down over her stomach until it reached the junction of her thighs. He broke the kiss, too, nibbling his way down over her chin and down her neck until he captured the same nipple in his mouth. Her hands wrapped around the back of his head, holding him tightly against her breast as he licked around and over the stiff point of her nipple. Her legs relaxed further apart, offering him access to her juicy slit, and he immediately stuck a finger straight into her and began moving it forward and back.

Her legs parted further, and he introduced a second finger to her as her head fell back, and she let out a low guttural moan. His teeth clamped down on her nipple, making her add a soft squeal to the echoes of the moan she’d just given. Her hips started to buck as he began to finger-fuck her a lot harder.

The startled gaps alerted both of them to Sam’s presence in the doorway. He’d known the noise he’d heard was her coming into the house, but Erin hadn’t heard, so the sudden sound of a third person, currently witnessing her lewd behavior, was a total shock. She squealed and struggled to sit upright and peer past Pete.

“What…?”

Pete sat up, too, but kept his fingers impaled inside Erin. Seeing it was her daughter, Erin reached down for his wrist to push his hand away so she could close her legs. Her clothes were scattered around the room, there was no other way to preserve even a sense of modesty. Pete refused to move his arm, and after a couple of seconds, Erin gave up as she stared accusingly at Sam. Pete twisted his head to look at her. Knowing she’d been seen, Sam walked into the room.

“Sorry, I…” She paused, then started again.” Sorry, I came home early, found there was nobody there, and guessed you were over here. I guess I didn’t think you’d be…”

Erin glared at her daughter, clearly trying to marshall her thoughts. Any chance she had to send her away again was prevented by Pete speaking up.

“Grab a seat over there, sweetie.” He indicated the other couch. “Maybe you can learn something.”

“Pete! No!”

Sam moved quickly, understanding Pete didn’t want her to leave now she was here. She daintily pushed her mother's underwear to one side and sat down. As she did so, her eyes were drawn to the lace now lying next to her. Her horrified gasp told him Sam had seen the way her mother’s panties had been ripped. She shuddered and looked over at them.

“Pete chuckled. “Are you horrified I ripped your mother’s panties off, or are you wondering what it will feel like when I rip yours off?”

Sam shuddered again and stayed quiet. She didn’t know how to answer that question, but Pete could see her tight tee was displaying a couple of nipple-shaped bumps where the situation, as well as the idea he’d just planted, were starting to turn her on.

“Sam, go home, please.”

Erin’s words brought Sam’s attention back to her mother, but Pete sensed those words didn’t have the necessary force. Erin might be embarrassed, but with his fingers still inside her, she couldn’t pretend she’d let her ardor cool. She hadn’t, if anything, her pussy was wetter than it had been just before she’d heard Sam make an appearance. As if to remind her of that fact, he started to pump his arm again, driving his fingers in and out of her, strong but slow. Sam’s eyes focused on the movement of his elbow, and she stared in total fascination.

“She’s not going anywhere. She can, as I said, sit there and watch and learn. You never know, maybe I’ll get her to give us both a striptease and see if you can learn anything you can use to build on your earlier performance.”

“You stripped for him?” The question was out before Sam could think about it.

“She sure did, and she was pretty good, too. The lap dance par to fit was particularly good, but she might have prevented the damage to her underwear if she'd removed them before climbing on my lap.

Erin blushed, her color changing from a deep pink to a bright scarlet. Pete watched as the bumps on the front of Sam’s tee grew even bigger. Sam swallowed hard and dragged her attention away from Pete’s arm movements to watch her mother’s face. Pete was watching her, too. The conflict was evident. Part of her wanted everything to stop so she could hustle Sam out of there, and the both of them could go home. Part of her, the sexual side, was enjoying what he was doing with his fingers. Another part of her, the submissive side, wouldn’t move from his lap because he hadn’t told her she could. Even so, she didn’t want her daughter to sit there and witness her mother being brought to a climax on his fingers.

“Tell your daughter how much you enjoyed your strip.”

“I…”

“Go on, tell her.” Pete was deliberately dominating her, not giving her a chance to follow her own flight reflex. Invoking her submissive streak.

“I, I enjoyed it, I guess.”

“Don’t guess, admit.”

She sighed. “Yes, I enjoyed it. It was… liberating in a way.”

“Good girl. Tell her how much thought you put into your choice of clothing and how much you practiced this afternoon before coming around here.”

Her blush, which had begun to fade, flowered again. Sam crossed her legs, exposing more thigh below the hem of her denim mini skirt. For an eighteen-year-old, the look was cute and sexy rather than blatant. It appeared Sam was learning.

Erin took a deep breath. “I spent a couple of hours in front of the mirror, making sure how I took my underwear off would look sexy.” She twisted and glared at Pete before turning her attention back to the younger woman. “Not that it mattered. The bra came off with his help while I was on his lap, and the panties, well, I didn’t get to slip them down my legs the way I’d planned.”

“Well, I must admit I wondered why there were four or five pairs of panties scattered around your bedroom when I came home.”

“You went in my bedroom?” Erin’s voice rose.

“Doh! Looking for you. If you’d left me a note, I wouldn’t have been worried about you, would I?” Sam, if anything, sounded petulant rather than contrite.

“I didn’t know you were coming home this early.”

Sam shrugged. “It looked like it was going to rain, and I didn’t want to be out driving in the rain as it got dark. That sucks.”

Pete nodded to himself. As a novice driver with a new car, that actually made a lot of sense. Not many eighteen-year-olds would have thought like that. Assuming it was the truth, of course. Sam might have picked up a hint of what Erin and he were going to be doing this evening and, as a result, had planned to come home early. Come to think of it, there hadn’t been any rain in the forecast he’d listened to as he worked. He stared at the younger woman, and she glared back and then, after a few seconds, lowered her gaze and flushed.

Yep. She knew he’d just caught her out. Now, the question was, should he call her out in front of her mother or not?

Erin moaned softly, her back arching inside the arm he had around her. He could feel her pussy getting wetter around his fingers as he continued to drive them in and out of her. Still watching Sam for her reaction, he lowered his head and captured Erin’s nipple again. This time, her moan was louder, and there was a tinge of shame involved.

“Remember, you wanted to bang me stupid so I wouldn’t have anything left in the tank to give in to your daughter.”

Erin cried out, and Sam glared at her mother. Obviously, Sam hadn’t put two and two together well enough to understand her mother’s motivation.

“Now, this evening, young lady. I planned to spend the evening as the only person dressed in this house. Seeing as you’re still dressed, you’re interfering with my plans.”

Sam swallowed hard but sat up straighter. “You want me to undress?” she smiled and lowered her voice to a more husky pitch. “Or do you want me to dance a striptease for you?”

“I think that depends on your mother. Which do you think, Erin? Should she stand up and undress, or should I put the music back on and let her dance her way out of them? Might give me a way to compare the two of you.”

She bit her lip and shuddered as he picked up the pace of his fingering. “Can I say neither?”

“No.”

She sighed. “Can I tell her to just go home?”

“No.”

Erin bit her lip again and then lowered her hand to his wrist. She wasn’t trying to stop him, in fact, she was pulling on his hand to get him to go faster and, if possible, deeper. Pete guessed why. If she could distract him with another orgasm on his lap, he might be distracted from getting Samantha naked.

“That won’t work, sweetheart. Which is it going to be?”

She moaned and closed her eyes for a second, then brought her other hand over to cup her breast, rubbing the saliva he’d left there all over her nipple. “Just undress.”

“Afraid of the competition?”

“No. Just using a mother’s protective instinct.”

Pete looked up at Sam, who’d been watching closely, her eyes wide as she watched her mother’s blatantly sexual movement as she tried to protect her. She shuddered. “You heard your mother. Stand up and lose the tee shirt. We’ll see what happens after that.”

Suddenly, he chuckled. “Don’t tease, but don’t be too quick either. I might call stop when your mother cums again.” He spotted the hope that flared in Erin’s eyes, and her grip on her own breast tightened. “Then again, I might not.”

Sam uncrossed her legs and went to put her hands on the couch at her sides prior to standing up. Her left hand landed squarely on the ruined rag that was her mother’s underwear. She gasped and pulled her hand away in disgust. Obviously, the lace was still damp, and Sam knew exactly why that was the case. After a moment, she positioned her hand more carefully and rose to her feet. Not before, Pete had seen her attempt at surreptitiously wiping off the residue she’d picked up from the ruined garment.

Her chest heaved as she stood up. Not exactly panting for air, but not breathing too easily. I could see Erin watching her daughter, but at the same time, her hand was busy on her own breast, mauling it and pinching and twisting her nipple. Lower down, her other hand continued to urge me to finger-fuck her harder and harder. Feeling how wet she was, I introduced a third finger and felt her shudder against me in the precursor to an orgasm. Although embarrassed by her daughter’s presence, the idea I might stop Sam from stripping if Erin came was preying on her mind—a rather dirty way to protect her daughter, but a way, nevertheless.

Sam reached down to the hem of her tee and slowly started to pull it upward. Her look challenged Pete, but he just smiled and nodded for her to continue. Erin’s head fell back as she moaned and closed her eyes, both in passion and as a way to not see what Sam was doing.

Sam’s tee cleared her bust, showing the white lace bra she was wearing. The sexy underwear, coupled with the thin, tight tee and the short, tight miniskirt, was an outfit to be seen in. It wasn’t one for her to drive around in, where Pete knew she wouldn’t be getting out of the car. No, there was no way this minx hadn’t planned this, she was here because she intended to be here all along.

The bra didn’t conceal as much as it covered. Pete could clearly see the pebbled nipples through the thin ace as she pulled the tee clear of her head and dropped it to the floor. He smiled, noticing the way she’d made sure not to let her clothing touch the soiled and ruined clothing from her mother’s performance. This wasn’t an act like Erin’s had been, she’d been told to undress, but she was making as much of a performance of it as she could.

Pete smiled, it was time to push her buttons and, at that same time, push Erin’s protective ones.

“Lose the skirt, young lady. Maybe getting you a job in a lingerie store where you have access to that kind of lace frippery was a mistake.”

Sam gasped and then turned a steely glare his way. Even as she answered back, her hands were going behind her back to find the zip on her skirt. “What’s wrong with it? I think it’s nice, feminine and sexy.”

“You’re eighteen, I’m not sure lacy and sexy are right for you.”

She sniffed. “I’m not wearing plain cotton to meet your demands, either.”

Pete narrowed his eyes. “And if I insist?”

“I won’t do it.”

“Erin. When you get home, go through your daughter’s underwear and remove everything lacy and racy.”

“Don’t you fucking dare!”

“That’s your mother you're talking to.”

Pete squeezed Erin’s shoulder. The move could only convey one message: don’t react. He had no such desire for Erin to cause a blazing row with her daughter. Erin seemed to get his meaning because she remained quiet.

Clearly still mad as hell, she unzipped the skirt and put her hands on her hips, glaring daggers at Pete. Her nipples were rock hard and pointing up slightly rather than at him. He couldn’t see all the detail through the lace, but they were obvious. It wasn’t the first time he’d seen her tits, even if they were partially shielded by lace, but every time he did, he had to admit the younger version of the mother was drop-dead gorgeous. Erin’s figure was lush, rounded where it needed to be, but not really any spare fat on her. Sam was thinner and more athletic, but anyone could see where she got her looks from. In his case, he could see that clearly, with a very naked Erin on his lap.

“Well, what do I get if I relent and let you keep your lace confections?”

Sam took a moment to let her glare fade, then gave him her sauciest smile. “Anything you want. I mean, anything, or even everything.” She licked her lips, trying to show she would be quite happy to blow him. Erim shifted on his lap but remained silent, letting the two of them sort out the sudden argument.

“We’ll see. Be quick because I think your mum is about to blow.”

That wasn’t quite true. The sudden temper flare-up and the potential for a huge argument with her daughter had cooled Erin down a bit. Now, as the prospect that only her orgasm would prevent Pete from getting Sam to strip naked, she redoubled her efforts to achieve the climax.

Her grip on her breast was even tighter, almost painful by the way her tit flesh was whitening under her fingers. Her grip around his wrist tightened, too, pulling him to finger-fuck her even harder.

Across the room, Sam was watching her mother’s frantic efforts and, in a surprising show of solidarity, slowed down. Her hands moved to the waistband of her skirt, but her pace was glacial. It wasn’t exactly wilful disobedience by her ignoring his command to be quick, but more a show of solidarity with her mother, knowing her mother was simply being protective.

She couldn’t delay much longer than she already had, but it had bought Erin the necessary time. She was letting out little whimpers and moans with each thrust of his fingers into her channel. Her self-torture of her breast was adding to the fire. Her head was back, not watching as her daughter lowered her skirt to the floor and stepped out of it. Pete wasn’t surprised to see the panties matched the bra. However, she’d left the gusset lining in place, the extra layer providing a little bit more shielding to her slit. Sam stood there panting, waiting for his instruction to remove her last remaining bits of modesty.

Pete went a different route. “Sit down and spread your legs open.”

Sam moaned out loud and half-sat, half-collapsed back onto the couch behind her.

“Push your hand down the front of your panties. You know what to do.”

Sam pouted but then licked her lips and did as he said.

“Simple rule, ladies. Erin, if you come first, Sam keeps her underwear on. If Sam comes first, she gets naked.”

Erin’s whimpers became ones of pure desperation. She didn’t want to be doing this in front of her daughter, but Pete wasn’t giving her any other choice. Sam, equally, didn’t want to masturbate in front of an audience, especially if one of her two voyeurs was her own mother. Both were red-faced with embarrassment, and Pete sat back, grinning at his cleverness. Not that he was uninvolved, no, his fingers were still busy between Erin’s legs. Indeed, she spread her legs wider, her left leg falling from his knees to open herself. She braced that foot on the floor and bucked her hips to urge him to do it faster and harder with every thrust of his fingers into her channel. The fact she’d just exposed herself more to her daughter didn’t seem to occur to her.

For her part, Sam was watching the action in front of her with wide eyes, her mouth gaped too, both from her own need to gulp down air and from astonishment at the lewd show her mother was putting on not six feet in front of her. The blush of embarrassment had been replaced with a deeper flush of pure passion as her fingers worked behind the opaque front of her panties. Her other hand rose to cup her breast, a mute parody of her mother’s position.

Erin whimpered, less distress, more arousal now, as she started to soar toward the crest of her climax. Pete watched Sam’s face, not what her hands were doing. He could see the moment she realized her mother was going to beat her to the draw. The disappointment of that realization was visceral yet tempered by her desire to know her mother was enjoying herself. Pete had a little epiphany at that moment. It couldn’t have been fun to grow up in a household where your mother’s ass was spanked as a prelude to sex. Not sometimes, every time. She had to have grown up with a very twisted view of what sex meant. At least she saw a more straightforward version, but still, what she was seeing, what she was doing, was at the behest of someone who used a different twist and had a different kink from her father. That wasn’t so good.

Distracted by his thoughts about Sam, he hadn’t realized Erin was as close as she was. She suddenly shuddered and stiffened and gave a small cry, followed by a much longer low moan. Her entire body stiffened and then shook as the spasms of her orgasm took hold of her. Pete could feel her channel clamping down on his fingers, the sudden extra wetness enveloping them.

As Erin panted for air, he looked over at Sam, seeing she’d paused in what she was doing, her attention captured, indeed, captivated by the sight of her mother’s massive orgasm.

“Stop, young lady, stop now. Sorry, you lost.”

She pouted but obeyed, dragging her hand clear of her panties and letting go of her breast. The fingers that had been inside herself were wet, he could see her moisture glistening on two of them.

Erin slowly came around and lifted her head, opening her eyes to look at him. He smiled. “That’s two.”

She shuddered but made no comment. A moment later, she blushed as she remembered what state she was in and who else was in the room.

“Sam, sweetie.”

“Yes?”

Pete grinned at her. “You lost, so the only place you get to get naked and bring yourself off will be in your own bedroom. Why don’t you get dressed again.”

“What? Why?”

Pete shrugged but was careful not to accidentally roll Erin off his lap. “Because, sweetie, you lied to us. You said you were worried about it raining.”

“I was.”

“But I checked the forecast earlier, and there’s no rain forecast here for several days. In fact, the weather guy was lamenting the fact the sprinkler ban would be staying in place because we haven’t had any and won’t be getting any rain for the next couple of weeks. So, your excuse for the reason you came home doesn’t hold, excuse the pun, water. As punishment, you can get dressed and go home.”

Sam glared at him, but her shoulders slumped as she accepted what he said. He’d made up the bit about the sprinkler ban, but she didn’t know that.

“I was only kidding about your underwear collection.”

She sniffed. “I know.” She reached down to the floor and grabbed her skirt then slid her legs into it before twisting to the side and picking up her tee. A minute later, tee shirt on, she was standing up and pulling the skirt into place.

“Go home, and since Erin will be here with me, nobody is going to hear you when you scream in anger and frustration at me. For that matter, if you finish what you started and scream in passion, nobody will hear you.”

“Now give your mother a kiss goodnight. I’m not yet sure whether she’ll be home tonight or if I’m going to send her home after breakfast, naked.”

Sam swallowed hard and slowly walked across the room, bent down, and planted a soft kiss on her mother’s cheek. Erin was clearly embarrassed by her lack of clothing but knew that an attempt to cover up would be met by an order to uncover again, so she didn’t bother with the futile gesture. Sam then surprised him by walking around the tangle of legs, leaning in for the other side, and planting a kiss on his cheek, too.

“Goodnight, Pete.”

“Goodnight, sweetie. Pleasant dreams.”

She giggled. “I’m sure they will be. Don’t blame me if I’m dreaming that it’s me sitting where my mother is now.”

“Sam!”

“Goodnight, Mum. Have fun. How many more climaxes has he promised you?”

She giggled and headed out of the room before Erin could do more than gasp. A few seconds later, she closed the outside door behind her, making sure she did so loudly enough to be heard. Pete didn’t think she’d open and close the door and sneak back in.


Chapter 6

Erin leaned her head against his chest, and he held her for several minutes, letting her relax after the sexual odyssey and, for that matter, the additional parenting ordeal of the last hour. Pete sensed she needed a break, but he wasn’t going to let her go, and he most definitely wasn’t going to let her get dressed.

After a few more minutes, she pushed gently at his chest. “I need to pee.”

“I think you know where it is.”

She looked out of the window where it was now dark, then gave him a shy smile. “Down here or upstairs?”

“Down here, sweetheart. I still owe you two.”

She shivered, but when he let go of her, she pushed herself upright before rising to her feet.

Glancing down at her dress, she sighed. “I assume you won’t let me put that back on?”

“What do you think?”

She stepped into her heels and padded out of the room without answering his question. Her movement was answer enough. Pete stared at her retreating butt until she turned the corner out of his sight. His erection had relaxed a little while he’d let her rest, not that he’d go all the way soft with a naked blonde perched on his lap and her juices coating his fingers. Now, seeing her ass bounce and sway as she left the room, he was fully hard once more.

He grabbed the two half-empty glasses and headed through into the kitchen. Emptying and rinsing the glasses, he refilled them from the pitcher in the refrigerator and headed back into the den. He’d just sat down again when she reappeared in the doorway and crossed the room. She made as if to sit down on his lap, but he patted the seat beside him. She frowned but obediently sat down next to him. As soon as she did, his arm went around her, pulling her closer. She sighed and snuggled in.

“Comfortable?”

“Much better, thank you.”

“Me too.” He gestured to where his erection was still tending his pants.”

She raised an eyebrow and gave a very girlish giggle. “You want me to relieve that for you?”

Despite what had happened earlier, it appeared she was still interested in continuing their sexual play.

“That would be awesome.” He grinned, and she shifted so she was now laying against him, her back to the back of the couch as her hand reached toward his fly.

“Don’t forget you still owe me two.”

“I haven’t forgotten, minx.”

Erin giggled and twisted further so she was now lying on her stomach, her feet at the far end of the couch, her head almost in his lap. Now she could use both hands to undo his fly and then reach in and grasp his erect cock through his boxers. A few seconds later, she’d peeled them down and exposed his cock, wrapping both hands around it and almost purring in her excitement.

“You do need some relief, don’t you?”

He smiled down into her eyes as she impishly looked up at him. “I’ve been hard so damned long I’m not sure I’ll last.”

“That’s okay.” She giggled. “Stops my jaw muscles getting sore.”

She leaned close to his erect cock and trailed her tongue over the end and then down one side. Her hand retreated down the shaft ahead of it. She used her other hand to push his shirt higher up his body, exposing a bit more skin in front of her face. She shuffled closer, pausing with her head above his cock, then pushed down, taking the head inside her mouth. He moaned, unable to prevent a reaction. She sucked on him, letting his cock scrape over her teeth and on top of her tongue.

Almost without thinking about his, his hand came down to caress the smooth skin of her back and then smooth down over it to the upthrust buttocks where her naked ass was framed by her garter belt, garters, and stockings. She hummed or moaned to herself at the contact, and her feet rose from the far end of the couch, her toes curling inside her stockings.

Erin took him deeper, letting his shaft slide over her tongue. The tip reached the top of her throat, and she gagged a little, the reflex sending a pulse of pleasure through his cock and into his balls. She sucked hard again, then lifted up and swirled her tongue around the tip. After a couple of seconds of doing that, she took him deeper once more. Again, she gagged, her reflex triggering at how deep she was taking him. Not that she could take him any deeper, the angle was all wrong for that, especially given he was diamond-hard. She squeezed her hand around the base and pulled off, gasping for air.

He allowed his hand to form a claw and gripped her ass cheek, squeezing it until she moaned around his cock. Pete could feel her butt moving slowly under his hand as she ground herself against the couch, trying to gain that little bit more stimulation for her naked mound. He pushed down a little, pressing her against the couch, helping in so far as he could. She moaned around his cock once more, a deeper, more guttural sound, and her whole body shook as she took him deep once more.

The continual changes to what she was doing heightened the stimulation for him, and he knew that’s why she was doing it. It probably increased the pleasure for her too, and he already knew she loved doing this, just hadn’t had much opportunity over the last few years. In his mind, it was a damned good job her husband had met the business end of a tie-down chain moving too fast to see. Phil had a lot to answer for in terms of the repressed woman who was happily shaking off those shackles as she lay on his couch, sucking him to heaven.

She pulled off again, keeping just the tip in her mouth as she peered up at him.

“Going to blow.” He’d have preferred to go for longer, but the whole convoluted saga had had him hard for way too long.

Erin managed a wink, then sealed her lips around him and sucked hard. She clearly wanted it in her mouth, not down her throat this time. He grunted and felt his cock swelling as his body prepared to send his seed into her mouth.

“Now!” He grunted and felt himself throb as he closed his eyes and savored the feeling of his balls emptying themselves into her mouth. Although he’d cum twice earlier in the day, it felt like a huge one, and he grunted in satisfaction as he felt her swallow even before he’d finished.

She remained where she was, laying with her head in his lap, the tip of his cock still in her mouth as he slowly softened. “Good girl.” He felt her grin around the obstruction in her mouth and then finally lifted off him. She brought one hand up to wipe at her lips, and then, seeing as that had made her fingers sticky, she licked them, one at a time, making an erotic show of it.

“Sit up. Grab a drink.”

She blushed at that, clearly taking him to mean he wanted her to drink some of her Mai Tai because that would rinse away the taste of him. It wasn’t for that reason at all, no, he simply wanted her to sit up to bring herself into reach. At the same time, he tucked himself away but didn’t bother refastening his fly.

She took a long drink and then reached over to put the glass down. As she straightened up, he pounced. She let out a squeal that was half surprise and half delight as he picked her up, twisted her around, and then pushed her back so she fell on her back on the couch. This time, her head was furthest away from him, and her legs were casually sprawled over his lap. She craned her neck to watch, understanding flaring in her eyes as he prepared to return the favor.

Rather than move, he simply rotated her legs until her toes were pointing toward the ceiling and then crawled underneath them.

“Oh!”

He didn’t give her a chance to say anything else as he lowered his face to her mound and licked from one end of her slit to the other. She was still sticky with her juices from earlier,  and the pungent taste of her electrified his senses. Despite the fact he’d only just softened after cumming, he could feel his cock lengthening again inside his boxers.  She moaned, and her legs pivoted back toward her, opening herself out even more. Her hands grabbed her thighs, holding herself in the unnatural position, exposing her entire slit to Pete’s hungry eyes and motile tongue.

“Fuck! Eat me! Fucking eat me!”

He chuckled, his lips touching her labia, almost motorboating her and making her moan once more. He licked from top to bottom and then all the way back up again, feeling her quiver and hearing a sob escape her lips. She was ready for this, more than ready. He pulled away for a second and then reached for his glass on the other side of him. It was the work of a second to fish an ice cube from the cocktail and put it in his mouth. He turned back to his self-appointed task and licked again.

She moaned even more fervently this time, clearly noticing the change in temperature of his tongue. That’s when he struck, using his fingers to prise her open and spitting the half-melted ice cube into her channel.

Erin screamed and writhed at the wholly unfamiliar sensation. She shuddered and shivered as the coldness penetrated the heat inside her. She jerked and groaned as she tried to push the cold intruder out of her. Pete simply kept his face pressed against her mound, his tongue blocking any chance of the ice cube being ejected.

“You bastard!”

He just grinned, knowing she’d feel the movement of his mouth against her sensitive skin. As her convulsions died away, he felt the trickle of warm water spilling against his lips. The ice cube had done its job, sensitizing her already sensitive pussy. He drove his tongue into her, and she bucked against him. Somehow, through it all, she’d kept hold of her legs, holding them straight and above her, exposed and vulnerable to his depredations.

Using a finger on her, he shifted the target of his mouth, nibbling at the soft and highly sensitive skin just to one side of her pussy, and from there onto the very top of her inside thigh. She bucked again, her breathing coming in gasps. Unable to keep still underneath him, but the position preventing her from moving too much, let alone escaping from underneath his mouth, her moans became louder and louder as well as more frequent.

Taking his hand away from her pussy, he returned his tongue to its primary task, stiffening it and driving it into lip at the hot, wet flesh just inside her inner lips. One hand circled around the outside of her leg, his fingers reaching for and flicking her nipple. She squealed again, but the sound didn’t carry far, she was already close to the throes of her orgasm.

He continued to lick her insides, then pull out a little and tease her clit with the flat of his tongue. She bucked against him, and he felt her body stiffen underneath and in front of him. Her grip on her legs failed, and they started to sway back down. He moved quickly, grabbing them himself and bending them back into their previous position. The orgasm crashed over her, her entire body shaking as his tongue was suddenly very wet. Her pussy pulsed in front of him as he drew back, taking his tongue back inside his mouth and savoring the taste of her.

As he sat back up, he slowly lowered her legs back past the vertical until they were lying across his lap. Her torso continued to jerk and sway for almost another minute as the aftershocks of her tremendous climax would through her body. After what seemed like an age, but was probably only another couple of minutes, she lifted her head and looked at him.

“That’s three.”

She glared at him and tried to call him a bastard, but the words wouldn’t form as her head fell back in exhaustion.

His hands slid smoothly up her stocking-clad legs. He found the front garter snaps and undid them. Lifting her legs one at a time, he found and undid the back ones, too, then gently rolled the stockings down her legs.

Erin giggled. “I think it’s a bit late to strip me naked.”

“Why, you want to shower in your stockings?”

She shuddered. “No.”

“Good, although I could have made you swim in them. When the floodlights went on over the deck and illuminated the pool, I'm sure Sam would have looked out of her bedroom window and watched you doing lengths in them.”

She shook her head.

“Good job I’ve taken them off already. You don’t fancy a midnight swim, then?”

“No! A shower sounds nice.”

“Good, I’ll wash your back.”

She snorted back a chuckle. “And no doubt my front too.”

“Of course.”

He gently pushed her legs off his lap and to the floor, then stood up and reached for her hands. She let him guide her to her feet, and he pulled her into a hug.

“One to go. It’s simply a matter of whether you have that in the shower or after the shower on the bed.”

“Do I get a say in it?”

“No.”

“Didn’t think so.”

He reached around her and quickly unfastened the garter belt, letting it fall to the floor. He guided her to the doorway and then stopped.

“What?”

“Might be an idea if you let me close the drapes before I put the light on. Don’t want to totally trash your reputation.”

She shivered but stayed where she was. Pete quickly walked around, closed all the drapes, and switched on the hallway light before making sure the front door was locked, then going and locking the back door. When he returned to Erin, he took her hand and led her through to the foot of the stairs.

“After you.”

She giggled and looked at him. “You mean so you can spank me on every step, just like you did this morning?”

“Well, I had thought about it, but no. Scouts honor. I won’t do that.”

“You were a scout?”

“For about three weeks when I was eleven. Couldn’t stand the guy who ran the troop. Anyway, I have a better idea.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, I’ll probably spank that ass of yours in the shower. That way, it’ll be wet, my hand’ll be wet, and the retort of that will echo around the room. Hell, if I opened the bathroom window and Sam had her window open, she’d probably hear it too.”

She licked her lips and tried to keep smiling. “I think I might even prefer being spanked up the stairs.”

“Not happening. I prefer the shower spanking. Besides, my house, my rules, remember.”

She sighed. “If it wasn’t for the promised orgasm, you’ve still got to deliver…”

“Which I will.”

“… if it wasn’t for that, I might just go home.”

“You are free to leave whenever you want, you do know that, don’t you?”

She nodded.

“But seeing as you’re not making a move to leave, I suggest you get that beautiful and highly spankable ass up the stairs. I want that shower, and I know you do.”

Pete was pretty sure Erin was surprised when he kept his word and didn’t touch her as she made her slow progress up the stairs. She made sure to heel walk so her breasts bounced and her ass swayed from side to side, but he just watched. He didn’t follow closely at all and, in fact, only started up the stairs when she was almost at the top.

“Family bathroom?”

“Yeah.”

She walked through the bathroom and grabbed a bottle of shampoo off the counter under the medicine cabinet.

“Do you want to wash my hair, or do you want to watch me.”

“I’ll watch you and then join you.” He mimed a spanking motion, and she shivered but continued to prepare for the shower. He stood just outside the shower enclosure and watched through the glass as she turned the shower on, adjusted the temperature, and then washed her long blonde locks. Her breasts swayed and bounced with every movement of her raised hands as she shampooed her hair and then rinsed it. While she did that, he quietly stripped off his own clothes and moved a couple of large towels close to the stall door.

He opened the door and stepped into the stall. The first she really knew of his presence was when he wrapped his arms around her waist, both hands flat on her stomach. She squealed softly but pushed back against him. “I’ll let my beautiful slave wash me first.”

She giggled. It was the corniest line he could think of on the spot. “As my master commands.” It was an equally corny reply, but it showed him she was in the mood to play. Taking his hands off her, he let her turn around to face him. She quickly squirted some shower gel onto her hands and then gave him a naughty look and squeezed some over her breasts. He raised an eyebrow but said nothing. She quickly soaped him up with the gel and then started to rub her breasts against his chest. It was a fabulous feeling, and he knew his cock was responding. Erin noticed that too and dropped to her knees, letting the water beat down on her as she squeezed her breasts together and leaned forward so her breasts went either side of his cock. He’d never had a shower tit fuck before, but he had to admit the slippery feel of her tit flesh massaging against his cock had him hard as stone in nothing flat.

He let her continue like that for a couple of minutes, then growled a command. “Up.” His hands went to her armpits, helping her back to her feet. He growled again but didn’t say anything as he turned her to face away from him. Grabbing her hands, he positioned them against the tiled surface and then pushed his foot between hers and gently prised her legs apart. She moaned as she realized his intention, but she’d been enjoying herself too much to raise an objection.

Bending his knees, he positioned himself and then drove up into the. She was still tacky and sticky inside, not fully wet, but not dry either. There was a slight element of discomfort, but her lubrication fluids were quickly flowing. By the time he’d thrust into her three or four times, she was hot and slick and moving against him, trying to push her hips back toward him with every thrust of his own hips.

She came quickly, but he was still a way away. He had to help her stay upright and eventually ended up pushing her entire body against the glass side of the stall. He knew her breasts had flattened into obscene circles, not that he could see much, the whole bathroom had fogged up with steam, so the mirror didn’t show much of anything as he continued to slam into her. He kept flexing his legs, pounding her, and she spread her feet further apart so she could change the angle enough to take him deeper.

He was getting close when he realized her mewling sounds meant she, too, was getting close. Finally, he came, and at the first blast into her, she came too. After a moment, they reeled apart, Erin sinking to her knees in one corner of the shower stall, him onto the tiled seat on the far side as they fought for breath.

She was the first to speak. “I think that was the one you owed me and a bonus one.”

“I think you’re right.”

She took a deep breath. “Would you mind if I got dry and went home now? I think I need to sort things out with Sam, if not tonight, then in the morning.

He could see that made sense for her. He’d pushed the younger woman’s buttons a little hard earlier. Seeing her mother naked and cumming like that on his lap must have had a bit of a traumatizing effect.

“Of course you can. But one thing.”

“What?”

“Five minutes after Sam has left for work in the morning, I want you knocking on the door. Okay?”

“For more of the same?”

“Something like that, but probably minus the burger.”

“I can live with that.” She rose to her feet and stepped past him and out of the shower. She grabbed one of the towels and wrapped herself in it.

She twisted to look at him over her shoulder. “I assume you want to watch?”

“Of course.”

Her beautiful smile came out to play once more as she started to towel herself dry.

“By the way, what do you want me to wear tomorrow?”

He shrugged. “It won’t matter, you won’t be wearing it long.”


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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PA To The CEO

[image: A person writing on a notepad  Description automatically generated]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

Charlotte knew there were two ways to get to the top of the corporate ladder. She could work hard and hope she got noticed, or she could play hard and make sure she got noticed. The only problem for Charlie was a very simple one, the men she saw as her rungs on the way to the top, weren't the straight-forward vanilla sharp-suited businessmen she thought they were. Getting their attention was easy, keeping it simple enough, but was the price too high for the secretary who had just acquired a bottom name - Charlie? More importantly, could her bottom stand it?
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Department Store Amy
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Amy's been happy working in the department store, and happy at home but there's something missing, so she's changing her job. Now Amy's got a real problem, she desperately needs money to fix her car. When her boss offers her some overtime she knows exactly what he's offering, and it might just plug the gap in her relationship too. She never realised she was quite so submissive though, nor that her boss was quite so dominant, something her loving husband could never be.
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The Leah’s Lens Trilogy
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Previously available as three separate novels, the entire trilogy is gathered here in a single volume of over 150,000 words for one unbelievable price.

Leah’s Home Lens

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

Leah’s New Lens

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

Leah’s Long Lens

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

She has a bigger challenge to overcome first though, can she get through the Camera Club session without it developing into something more?
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The 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

[image: A person and person holding glasses of champagne  Description automatically generated]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

Ike and Allie knew that getting promoted to a field sales position was a career-high. The husband and wife never expected to both be competing for the same role. When fate deals a different hand, and they’re both promoted, their boss gives them the pep talk about how the loneliness of life on the road could take its toll on their marriage.

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

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

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

Seven weeks out of eight, Tim had the perfect wife, but one week in eight, well—that was the price he paid for his otherwise flawless marriage, when KC comes to town.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


Three Passes Each
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James thought Carla was a little young for him, but Carla thought otherwise. She confessed she preferred older men for their experience, and James couldn’t do anything other than take up such a challenge from the gorgeous brunette. Their romance was perfection, right up to the point where Carla forced his hand over a prenup, one she insisted on in his favour. It created their first real row, and it wasn’t so much the financial settlement, as the unusual caveat Carla insisted on. It had nothing to do with money, and everything to do with their relationship.

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

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

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

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