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Chapter 1

The insistent banging came again, this time fully rousing Pete. He glared at the accusing red digits on the alarm, seeing it was gone one o’clock in the morning. Pulling himself from bed, he stumbled over to the bedroom window and looked out. He couldn’t see down onto the porch, but looking out toward the road, he could see a familiar silver Corolla parked in front of his house. Why it was parked there rather than on the driveway next door where it belonged, he had no idea, but when the banging came on the front door again, he was pretty sure who was making the noise.

Pulling a tee shirt over his head and slipping his feet into his sliders, he headed downstairs after switching on a light. The banging had stopped; whoever it was had to have noticed the light, so was waiting in the quiet of the early hours, having achieved their purpose. Glancing out of the spyhole confirmed it was indeed Sam at his door. A very upset-looking young lady, and it was clear she’d been crying and, indeed, looked like she was still doing so.

As he opened the door, a sobbing whirlwind threw herself into his arms. Automatically, his arms went around her in a comforting gesture. At the same time, there was a sinking feeling in his stomach, wondering what had happened to upset her this much and not go to her mother. Had something happened to Erin? A cold lump of fear settled in his stomach as Sam sobbed into his tee shirt.

“What’s wrong?”

He wanted to scream a dozen questions at her but knew he needed to coax answers.

“I was going to check into the motel at the intersection, but they were full.” She sobbed again. “I didn’t know where else to go, so I came here. I didn’t want to drive around town like this.” She sobbed even louder and buried her face in his shirt once more.

“And you didn’t go home; why?” The icy knot in his intestines was getting harder and colder by the second.

“I had a row with mum…”

Pete breathed again, not even realizing he’d been holding his breath for her answer. From her simple admission, he could infer a lot. Most importantly, that nothing had happened to Erin. The knot unclenched itself, and he sighed in relief.

Rather than stand in the doorway with a distraught eighteen-year-old, he led her inside and went to close the door. Then he saw the hold all lying out there on the porch. It appeared Sam had come prepared. From the look of it, there was more than a simple change of clothes in the bag.

“Let me grab that.” He gently disengaged himself from her, reached down, and snagged the bag. Once he had that tucked in the corner of the hallway, he shut the door and turned back to Sam. He motioned toward the family room, and she obediently turned and headed for the couch. He ducked into the kitchen and returned with a couple of glasses of water, handing one to Sam before taking a sip of his own.

Sam had clearly calmed down, he guessed because he hadn’t shut the door in her face after telling her to go home. He remembered some of the stand-up, knock 'em-down rows he’d had with his own parents at a similar age. Not that it had come to violence. He didn’t think Sam’s row with Erin had either. She wasn’t like that, but Sam, being eighteen, had yet to appreciate that.

“You want to tell me about it?”

She bit her lip and shook her head. “Can I… Can I crash here?”

“Overnight?”

She shrugged. “A couple of days, maybe.”

He chuckled. “You do realize your mother will know where you are because of where your car is parked.”

She bit her lip again. “Actually…”

“You parked there deliberately so your mother didn’t worry about you being off somewhere on your own.”

Sam nodded.

“While also making sure she realized you were spending the night at the house of the man you’d like to seduce into fucking you? Who also continually teases your mother about fucking you?”

This time, she blushed.

“Thought so. So how much of that sobbing was real?”

She looked a bit affronted by that. “All of it.”

“Well, if I’m going to be fending off the Valkyrie in the morning, which will be your mother coming around here with a skinning knife, I need to know a bit more.”

Sam looked at him for a long minute. Pete remained implacable, staring back at her. She took another sip of her water and then sighed. “It was about Jenny.”

“The job?”

“No, not the job.”

Pete quickly put two and two together. After Erin’s own experience with Jenny, she knew the woman was bi. If this wasn’t about working for her, then in all probability, Jenny had suggested something social to Sam, and Erin had gone up the wall and said no. Since she couldn’t or wouldn’t tell Sam why, and Pete didn’t blame her for that, the row had gone from there.

“Okay. I won’t pry.”

“Thank you.”

“You can sleep in the spare room tonight and then head off to work from here.”

Sam allowed herself a slight smile.

“I expect I’ll have a Valkyrie on my doorstep the moment you disappear out of the end of the road.”

“Probably.” Her smile widened a little.

“But that’ll be my problem, not yours. Now, why don’t you go up there and get some sleep.”

“The spare room?” Sam raised an eyebrow at him, and he chuckled.

“Yes, the spare room. I might fancy the idea of having a younger woman in my bed, but I’m not going to bed a distraught one. So, spare room shut the door, and stay there. If you need the bathroom for a shower in the morning, shut and lock the door. Understand me?” He let his voice go a shade colder, a little more forceful. He knew the tone would work with her.

“Yes. Thank you.”

“Por nada. If you and your mother had resorted to throwing things, you’d have kept the whole neighborhood up all night. Someone would have called the cops on you. Flashing blue lights, I can do without.”

“Now, sleep. Things will look different in the morning. One word of advice: be a bit noncommittal with Jenny tomorrow, and don’t mention you’ve had a row with your mother. Okay?”

She nodded and rose to her feet. Grabbing her bag from the hallway, she headed upstairs. He shook his head, policed up the two glasses, and took them to the kitchen. An almost ethereal voice floated down from upstairs. “Thank you, Pete.”

He smiled to himself, but it wasn’t very often that she called him by his name. “Goodnight, Samantha.”

* * * *

He’d proved himself right. Sam had been her usual cheerful self as she munched through some toast rather than a more substantial breakfast. She’d set off for work early, too, making sure her mother wasn’t hovering outside to intercept her. That showed some astute planning on the behalf of the young woman. He’d been right about the avenging Valkyrie, too. Erin appeared on his front doorstep less than five minutes later.

Her stern look almost made him giggle, but he kept a straight face. He knew she was angry enough to cause some irreparable harm to their relationship if he stepped out of line. That brought him up short for a moment; he hadn’t thought of it in terms of being in a relationship before.

“What happened?”

He stood aside and gestured for her to step inside. She folded her arms and remained on the porch.

“Don’t wash dirty washing in public. Come on, coffee’s hot. I won’t bite.”

She glared at him but relented and stepped past him before marching into the kitchen.

He followed her stiff back through the house and tried hard not to smile. She was being protective of her daughter, and he could understand her anger. Hadn’t her daughter just spent the night under the same roof as the man she desperately wanted to fuck, and the same man that had declared, repeatedly, his intention to actually fuck her? Any mother would be incensed. He was surprised she hadn’t hit him yet. There again, letting her get into the kitchen where all the knives were wasn’t the brightest idea he’d ever had.

Pouring them both a mug of coffee, he handed hers to her and tried a soft smile. She just glared at him, every fiber of her being radiating disapproval.

Well, the secret of a good defense had always been a good offense. He decided to tackle her head-on.

“Let me clear something up. One, your daughter knocked on my door at one o’clock this morning, distraught, sobbing her eyes out, having run away. She had planned on going to the motel half a mile away, but they were full. Rather than try and find somewhere she didn’t know was safe, she came here. As far as I’m concerned, that’s good thinking on her part. She went where she knew she was safe. If nothing else, that showed you brought her up right.”

“But was she? Was she safe here?”

He rolled his eyes. “Two. She spent the night in the spare room. On her own. When she showered this morning, she did so, also on her own, behind a locked bathroom door.”

Pete held his hand up to forestall her from interrupting him.

“Three. I didn’t lay a finger on her. Not last night, not during the night, not this morning.”

He watched as Erin’s shoulders slumped in relief. She knew him well enough to know he didn’t lie about things. She might be submissive to him, but that meant he didn’t lie to her, ever. He might tease her, just as he’d teased her about seducing her daughter or letting her daughter seduce him, but she’d know about it.

“When did you see her car was here?” He changed tack, softening his voice and starting to lead the conversation. Sam had only told him the row had been about her employer, but not what the row had been about. He needed to tease the information from her mother. As her Valkyrie role dissolved, she became temporarily vulnerable.

“About three.”

“Well, by then, she was tucked up in bed, snug as a bug, as they say. Why didn’t you come around first thing?”

She sighed. “She’s… she’s a lot like me and a lot more like her dad. Stubborn. If I’d come around here before she went to work, there’d have been another confrontation.”

“About her being here?”

“About Jenny.” She paused and then continued. “She’d have ended up jumping in her car to go to work, all upset. No doubt that hussy would have coaxed the details out of her, and she’d have ended up crying on Jenny’s shoulders.”

The way Erin called Jenny a hussy told Pete everything he needed. The sheer venom in her voice told him Sam’s simple comment about her mother saying something about Jenny had been spot on.

“Well, they do say discretion is the better part… and all that.”

“In a Marine family? Come on, gunny, you know better.”

He chuckled. She didn’t often refer to Phil’s family that way, if she referred to them at all, and she didn’t use his former rank either. The perception of Marines from outsiders, especially the women married to Marines, was that they saw a problem as a wall and went through it or over it. It was an overly-simplistic view, but understandable.

“So, if you don’t mind me prying, what was the row about?” He was prying, and he used the tone of voice that told her she needed to answer. Before he let her do so, he took hold of her elbow and guided her through into the family room, and she perched on the edge of the couch as she closed her eyes and got things straight in her mind.

“Nothing happened?”

“Nothing happened. Promise you that.”

She let out a long breath and then launched into her explanation.

“Well, Sam came home all excited. As only eighteen-year-olds can be.”

“I think I’ve seen her like that, yes.” He grinned at her, but she didn’t respond.

“She said Jenny had suggested that she took Sam out for a drink and a bite as a way to celebrate the two-month anniversary of her starting working for Jenny.”

“Ah.”

“No, that wasn’t a problem.”

“It wasn’t?”

“Look back where we used to live; when Sam was still in high school, her senior year, she found out her best two friends were gay. Not just gay, but gay and promiscuous.”

“Interesting.”

Erin glared at him.

“No, not really. Anyway both of them made fairly frequent passes at Sam. Sam brushed them off without causing any rancor; she valued their friendship. If her father had found out…”

“He’d have gone ballistic.”

“But, no, Sam wasn’t interested. She was more interested in boys. I found out later much more interested.”

She paused and sipped her coffee, almost exactly like Sam had done with her water in the early hours of the morning.

Erin continued. “No, I had no fears about Jenny. I knew that if Jenny made a pass, Sam would politely decline.” She smiled. “The only person she’s met in this town she wants to get laid by is you, not her boss. Don’t let that inflate your ego. I still intend to cock-block her.”

“Your privilege.”

“And I appreciate that you didn’t take advantage last night. I really do.”

“So, if it wasn’t you worried about Jenny making a pass at her, were you worried about Sam drinking too much and then experimenting?”

She shook her head. “No, although I think that’s what Sam thinks. No, it was the venue where Jenny wanted to take her.”

“Oh?”

“You remember that smokehouse you took me to about three and a half weeks ago?”

“One of my favorites, as it happens. Jenny wanted them to go there?”

“Yeah. Can you imagine my hugely innocent daughter being taken in there in an evening? I remember what you said, especially what the waitress said.”

“She’d have been pure spring chicken in there.”

“Spring chicken?”

“A sexual lamb to the slaughter. They tend to call them white chicken meat these days. Effectively untouched, juicy, and sweet.”

“Ah. I see.” Erin shuddered at the thought. “If she’d suggested a steakhouse, or a nice little bistro, or even Mackie D’s, I wouldn’t have objected, but there…”

“You put your foot down with a firm hand, and it went from there.”

Erin nodded and lapsed back into silence.

Pete sat back and processed what he’d been told. Part of him said it wasn’t his problem, but he brushed that aside without consciously thinking that way. He thought about the calendar, too. Three and a half weeks ago, they’d had a big day, a big date, celebrating the fact Erin had just finished her… Ah, that made it four weeks, so Erin’s cycle was a factor. He knew Erin’s recent monthly events had been a bit heavier than before. He forced himself not to chuckle as he remembered his father taking him for a day’s fishing on a regular four-week cycle just to avoid him ‘poking the bear in its cage.’ Jenny had unwittingly set up Sam to do precisely that.

“Now, of course, Sam will be pouring her heart out to Jenny, and that makes her vulnerable. And it’s my fault.”

Pete could see she was close to tears. He wanted to hug her, but that would likely bring on those tears, and he didn’t want that.

“I doubt it.”

“Why?”

“I told her to be noncommittal with Jenny today.”

“So she told you all this?”

“No, not the details, just the row had been about Jenny. I guessed you might have construed it as Jenny looking for a date as a way to get into Sam’s panties. You would have done exactly what any protective parent would have done. I didn’t expect it was the venue that sparked the row.”

He paused and watched as Erin processed what he’d said. After a few seconds, she nodded and appeared to relax.

“Look, let me suggest a course of action. Let me explain to Sam what you were really objecting to. I suspect you never got that chance.”

Erin shook her head.

“Then, when I think she’s ready, I’ll text you to come around, and the two of you can make up. One more thing. Jenny has way more class than you give her credit for. She does not fool around with her staff, period. She might be bi, and she’s got a healthy appetite, but she’d make another play for you well before she even thought about trying to seduce your daughter.”

This time, Erin blushed, and he could see the soft smile playing on her lips. The memorable evening the two of them had spent with Jenny had to be something she reminisced about like she was doing now, as her blush intensified.

“Thank you.”

“Let me talk to her.”

“As I said, thank you.”

“You can thank me properly later.”

This time, her blush was fierce. “I would but…”

He shrugged. “Your mouth will be just fine. We both know you like that just as much as I do.”

She shuddered but kept quiet, not saying no.

“In fact, I think that might be the perfect way to do that. After you and your daughter make up, you can blow me for intervening.”

“In front of Sam?” Her tone went sky-high.

He chuckled. “Depends. If you’re a good girl, I might just take you upstairs and then send you back down to her with your face covered in it.”

Erin shuddered, but he noticed she hadn’t raised an objection. That was, in itself, interesting.


Chapter 2

Sam knocked on the back door just before six.

“Come in.” Pete waved her in, and she studied him from the doorway.

“What?”

“Just checking if any bits were missing where mum had sliced them off or if you were bruised or anything?”

He chuckled. “I’m fine. Gunny, remember.”

“True, but she might have caught you unawares.”

“Again, Gunny.”

She shrugged. “Is she okay?”

“The fact you’re asking about her is very much a tick in your favor.”

“Well, she is my mum.”

“And she’ll be joining us for dinner in about an hour. You’ve got time to grab a shower if you want one.”

“Dinner?” Sam looked panicked for a moment, looking around as if wondering if she could bolt.

“Listen, you and your mum have to deal with this. Am I right?”

Sam sighed and nodded. “I guess.”

“What did you tell Jenny about your date at the smokehouse?”

“I said I needed a day to check things out. Could I tell her tomorrow?” She paused and then frowned. “How did you know about the trip to the smokehouse?”

He chuckled. “You think I don’t know the best place in town for a burger?”

“Oh.”

“I took your mum there about three weeks ago for lunch.”

“I see.”

“I explained to her that the lunchtime crowd was very different from the evening crowd. That it was one of the premier pickup joints in town.”

“I didn’t know that.”

He shrugged. “How could you?” Anyway, the waitress overheard me tell your mum that when she suggested bringing you there one evening or at a weekend. The waitress explained that the place is so bad that she won’t work evening shifts, even if the money is better. The one time she worked an evening shift, she said she went home with her ass covered in bruises from all the pinches and worse. Apparently, any single woman going in there, or any pair or group of women, are at the mercy of the guys looking for spring chicken to go with their burgers. You’d be eaten alive within half an hour. I’m actually surprised Jenny suggested it.”

“Ah.”

“It wasn’t you spending an evening with Jenny that your mum was objecting to, but more the venue.”

“Look, I knew Jenny was gay but assumed if she made a pass, I could let her down gently.”

He chuckled. “Oh, the confidence of youth. Sweetie, if Jenny made a pass at you, it would be so smooth you’d either not know it was being made, or she’d have you half-naked with her fingers in your panties before you realized she’d got that far. For your information, Jenny is bi, not gay. In any case, she doesn’t mix business with pleasure, not by making passes at her staff.”

“How do you know that about her?”

He rolled his eyes. “Remember, old friends, how else would I have her number to call to see if she’d take you on?”

“How does mum know about her, then?”

“Because I told her the same as I just told you. I suspect the first time they met, your mum’s gaydar kicked in. Very perceptive of her, I thought at the time.”

“I see.”

“Look, go grab your shower, and then pack your bag, bring it down, and leave it in the hallway. That way, your mum will see it and know you intend to go home tonight.”

“Thank you, Pete.”

“You can thank me another day, young lady. Tonight, your mother will be thanking me.”

She shuddered. “You mean I have to watch again?”

He chuckled. “Maybe, but I gave your mum a choice for this evening.”

“Meaning?”

“She can blow me in front of you, or I’ll take her upstairs and give her a porn star finish before sending her back down to walk home with you with it drying on her face.”

“Gross!”

He shrugged again. “Your mum doesn’t think like that.”

“Even grosser!”

“Now, you’ve got about fifty minutes. The pizza is ordered for about the same time. It’ll keep warm for just enough time for you and your mum to have a little heart-to-heart and then hug it out. Okay? Don’t worry, I’ll make myself scarce for that.”

Sam allowed herself a beaming smile. “As I said, thank you.”

“Hey, that’s what good neighbors are for. One thing, young lady.”

“What?”

“Mark your own calendar. Make sure you keep track of a certain four-weekly cycle. Not the best time of the month to have a confrontation with your mum.”

Sam blushed bright red as the import of his words sank in, and she shot past him, heading for the stairs, taking them two at a time. Pete chuckled and continued preparing the side salad he’d been working on when she arrived.

* * * *

Sam was back downstairs well before Erin arrived. She’d dressed carefully, too. A soft tee clung to her braless breasts, while below that, a pair of soft cotton shorts clung to her ass. They were as tight as a second skin, although they didn’t quite form a proper camel toe; still, he could tell where her pussy was. It was the cutest of cute but sexy outfits, and she’d paired it with a pair of white ankle socks and a pair of flats. It made her appear a good couple of years younger. She hadn’t done anything with her hair; she just let it fall naturally around her shoulders. Pete had heard a thud as she came downstairs and reasoned she’d dropped her back just inside the front door.

Part of him felt a little awkward that he was going to be involved in mother and daughter making up, but he figured it was best. This was, if the argument flared again, he could always turn on that Gunny voice and take control of the situation, calm things down, and get them talking again. A few minutes later, the doorbell rang just as the app announced their pizza was about to be delivered, and he quickly went through, not letting Sam answer the door. He had an ulterior motive; it was quite possible that Erin would be just behind the pizza guy or even take the pizza from him and knock herself.

He noticed Sam’s bag was where the thud had identified it as being, which was good. Opening the door he took the pizzas from the delivery guy and was about to shut the door as he walked down the drive, as he spotted Erin crossing the thin divider of grass between the two properties. As she advanced up the driveway, she saw him and gave him a weak smile, her eyes alive as she peered around, looking for her daughter behind him. He mouthed ‘Kitchen’ to her, and she nodded and took a deep breath before mounting the porch steps.

“Come in.” He winked at her, not wanting to say anything, and upset Sam by letting it appear he was taking her for granted.

She mouthed a ‘Thank you’ back at him and then drew herself up to her full height and walked past him. He saw her glance to the side and spot Sam’s bag ready, packed for her return, and he heard her let out a sigh of relief. Closing the door, he followed her as he carried the pizza boxes. Erin came to a halt in the doorway through to the kitchen. Sam was on the other side of the room, peering out at the garden and looking to her left, obviously assuming that was the direction her mother would appear from. She must have assumed the knock on the door was just the pizza guy.

Pete coughed politely. He was trying to get Erin to move so he could put the pizzas down on the counter, but instead, his cough drew Sam’s eyes. Of course, she saw her mother staring at her.

“Oh.”

“No, I didn’t use the back door.”

“Mum, I’m s…”

Erin must have put her finger to her own lips to quiet her. A moment later, Sam took six strides across the kitchen floor and threw herself at her mother. Erin wrapped her arms around her daughter in a hug. Pete decided to put the two pizza boxes down and beat a retreat. He headed into the den and gave them some space. At least, now he was confident the two women in his life were now friends again. As he sat down in the den, he realized something else. The two women in his life? Where in four hells had that way of thinking come from?

Ten minutes later, a rather flushed Sam appeared in the doorway. “Pizza’s getting cold. Mum’s just dishing up.”

He rose to his feet and moved toward her. “All good?”

“Yeah. All good.” Her smile was weak but genuine, and she leaned in close and hugged him. He hugged her back but made sure his hands stayed well above her waist. She pressed herself against him, her breasts squashing against his chest. He chuckled and gently disengaged her from the hug.

“I think you said the pizza’s getting cold.”

As he walked back into the kitchen, Erin followed her daughter’s cue and threw herself into his arms. She didn’t need to worry about propriety, so as her arms went around his neck, her lips searched for his. He hugged her, too, turning them in a quarter circle so Sam could see the difference as he lowered his hands to Erin’s ass and squeezed. She moaned into the kiss and tightened her own grip around his neck. One of her feet rose from the ground in the age-old signal that said I’m yours. It was a very deliberate display in front of Sam. Breaking the kiss, she moved her mouth to his ear.

“I finished today, so I’m all yours.”

He chuckled, knowing she was trying to whisper so Sam didn’t hear, but from the look on Sam’s face hadn’t quite managed to be quiet enough.

“Pizza.”

“In a moment.”

She pulled back and looked him square in the eyes. “You did me a big favor today, a real big favor. That needs repaying. Anything, and I do mean everything.”

He nodded, knowing now was not the time to suggest she was over the top. She was, but calling her on it wouldn’t do any good.

“For the final time of asking, pizza is getting cold.” Sam sounded more amused than petulant, which, as far as Pete was concerned, was a good thing.

Erin reluctantly let him go, but he could see the promise redolent in her eyes. She wanted more than just a pizza on top of the fact that she was fizzing at the thought she’d just got her daughter back from a potentially sticky situation. Seeing he told her earlier in the afternoon that he was sure everything could be, would be, smoothed over, he was sure she’d dressed with care. Although the blouse was opaque, it was quite a low cut, showing more than a hint of cleavage. The skirt wasn’t short, but it did have a side split that ran quite high. He doubted she was wearing pantyhose, but she hadn’t let the split open up enough to show him the dark tinge on her legs was, in fact, stockings. The skirt was tight, hugging her ass. He was certain that the stockings were holdups; he was sure he’d see the bumps made by garter snaps. He was equally sure the underwear underneath was black and sexy, too. Almost certainly purchased it in the last week or so from Jenny’s shop, which specialized in sexy, lacy lingerie. Classy rather than trampy. It was a devastatingly good look on her just as Sam’s cutesy outfit was a good look for her age, although it did make her look younger.

As they sat down to eat the pizza, Sam asked one final question.

“Can I tell Jenny that it’s a yes for Friday night, as long as we don’t go to any pickup joints like the smokehouse?”

Pete just shrugged. “Don’t look at me. It’s nothing to do with me.”

“Lot of help you are.” Erin’s theatrical sniff was way too fake to be real. A moment later, she marred the effect by giggling anyway. “Yes. Just not there. Okay?”

“Great. I’ll tell her first thing. I don’t think Maria starts ‘til ten tomorrow, so there’ll just be the two of us in at nine.”

“Okay. Now I invoke my rule one oh one.”

“Which is?”

“No business at the dinner table. Okay?” Pete glared around at both of them but let his expression soften into a smile before taking another huge bite at his pizza slice.


Chapter 3

The meal was quiet and subdued, with little conversation. Pete wasn’t sure if that was due to the recent argument between his two dinner guests or simply because the pizza was so good and everyone was hungry. It didn’t matter; the pizza was demolished, indeed pretty well hoovered up in what seemed like no time at all. When he waved away the last slice and Erin just patted her stomach, they both watched Sam wolf it down, almost not pausing between bites.

“Somebody was hungry.”

Sam had her mouth full, so she just nodded.

“Well, now it’s time for another hunger to be filled.” Pete had spent the day comforting one or other of his neighbors. Now, it was time to put the group dynamic back to the way he wanted it.

Sam blushed around her mouthful of pizza but managed to keep chewing. She was looking a bit wide-eyed from him to her mother and back.

“It’s simply a question of who is going to give me the reward for getting you two back in the same room and talking.”

Erin gasped and sat forward. She planted her thumb directly in the middle of her chest, letting both Sam and him know that she considered it was her role, not her daughter’s.

“Maybe, sweetheart, maybe, but having averted some white chicken meat dance, I might fancy some of the same meat myself? What have you got to say for yourself, young lady?”

Sam swallowed her last bit of pizza and then caught her bottom lip in her teeth. She was clearly trying to make herself look adorable.

“Well, I guess I could strip for you.”

He shrugged, deliberately non-committal. “You’re not exactly wearing much, are you? You’d be naked in less than a minute, then what would I get?”

Her smile faded, and she mumbled something.

“What? Speak up.”

“Anything, anything you want.”

He shook his head. “Much as I might like to keep you up on that offer, sweetie, your mother already made that offer and more earlier.”

“More than anything?”

He grinned. “Everything was the word your mother used, wasn’t it, Erin?”

“Yes.” She didn’t mumble and he watched as she stared her daughter down.

“So maybe I’ll let us all adjourn to the den, and then I’ll make out with and strip Erin before she blows me. Then, while she blows me, you can dance that offered striptease. I get to see both of you naked again.”

Erin let out a whimper.

“I also promised your mother a porn star finish. Cover her face with my goo.”

Sam shivered. He dropped his hand to Erin’s leg, feeling her trembling as well. She sucked in a deep breath. “Well, if that’s what you want…”

It was a courageous offer from the young blonde, and he smiled.

“Sweetie, I’m just jerking your chain. Messing with you. While getting a chance to see that gorgeous naked body of yours would be a definite turn-on, I much prefer the idea of letting your mother do the hard yards of getting me turned on so I can splash her with the biggest load possible. My only real question is whether I make her do that in front of you or take her into a different room and then let you see the immediate aftermath.”

Sam swallowed hard, but he could see she was picking her way through his little speech. Suddenly, she smiled. “You meant it when you said you thought I was gorgeous?”

He chuckled. “Sweetie, baby girl, you are more than fucking gorgeous. You are a stone fox, the prettiest eighteen-year-old in the street, in the entire suburb. If I didn’t have to keep my word to your mother, I’d fuck you six ways to Sunday in an absolute heartbeat.”

“Oh.” She paused. “Wait, what promise to my mother?”

“That I would give her the chance to fuck the living shit out of me. Fuck me to a standstill so that I couldn’t get it up for you. At this moment, she’ll have her work cut out for her.”

“Is that why you didn’t sneak into my room last night? You could have, you know.”

“Sam!”

Pete ignored Erin’s outburst. “No, sweetie. You were in no fit state last night. That would have been taking advantage, and I am not going anywhere near the concept of dubious consent, thank you very much.”

He started stroking his hand up and down Erin’s leg, gradually working the side split of her skirt open. As he did so, he confirmed she was indeed wearing stockings, his fingertips noticing the change from stocking-covered to bare flesh. Sam was staring at his arm, understanding what he was doing, what her mother was letting her do.

“Do I get a say in any of this?”

“Of course. But I get the final word.”

“Then please do what you want to do to my mother in a different room from me. I don’t want to watch that gross finale.” She shuddered to make her point.

Pete laughed. “See, Erin, your daughter has a certain amount of sense. However, I suspect what she really wants to do is push her hand down the front of her shorts and pretend it’s her I’m doing it to, that it’s her that’s blowing me. She just doesn’t want you to watch her masturbating.”

“I do not.”

Pete just watched the slow flush spread across her face.

“Well, maybe I’ll meet you halfway.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, I’ll strip your mother at the table and then take her upstairs. Once I do that, you can stay here or go into the den. Your choice.”

Erin whimpered but remained silent, not wanting to get drawn into a three-way fight. She’d won her major point, that anything sexual tonight would happen with her and not her daughter. She was happy with that as a win. She’d tolerate the rest simply for that reason. If anything, the idea that her daughter wouldn’t see Pete mouth-fucking her was a bonus. There again, from her slightly flushed features, Pete could see the idea was turning her on. Not a lot so far, but he already knew she liked to give oral, a skill and taste she was rediscovering after it was dormant through her marriage to Phil.

Pete gave her leg a reassuring squeeze and then grabbed her hand and gently urged her to her feet. Pushing his chair back from the table, he made some space between him and the table. What he wanted from Erin was obvious, so she stepped into the space he’d made and stood passively in front of him. He didn’t want passivity, but he knew she’d get more active as things developed. From where she was standing, it was a simple job to pull her down into his lap and then kiss the side of her neck. She obediently tilted her head out of the way to open up more flesh for his mouth. His hand returned to her knee as she shuffled on his lap, primarily to be comfortable, but also, he found so she could allow her legs to part a little. She might be being passive, but she wasn’t exactly uneager about this.

“You like that?”

Erin flushed a little, knowing he was asking the question for Sam’s benefit more than for his own. The eighteen-year-old was watching closely from the other side of the table, her eyes wide. She’d seen him do similar before, but here she was that little bit closer to the action.

“You like that?”

“Yes.” She knew he wasn’t just talking about his kisses to her neck.

“Good, I’ll do it some more then.” He slid his hand higher on her leg and a little to the inside. Still on the stocking-covered portion of her thigh, but getting closer to the bare skin being displayed by the side slit if he looked down to see. His other hand pulled her closer and then slid under her arm so he could touch the side of her breast. He watched Sam as her eyeline dipped to watch his hand moving on Erin’s breast. Erin lifted her arm a fraction, allowing him better access.

Pete chuckled and then settled in to kiss her neck in widening circles while his hands were busy. Below the level of the table, his hand smoothed over her thigh, gradually widening the skirt split, pushing the material to the sides. Higher up, he briefly cupped her breast, then moved his hand to the middle of her chest and toyed with the top button on her blouse. She shivered, but he could see she’d closed her eyes, savoring the sensations his touch was inducing in her.

The fact he was being so gentle with her was, he knew, a major plus for Erin. Phil’s idea of foreplay was to spank her soundly and then fuck her hard and fast. Pete knew she’d enjoyed that, but his more delicate approach paid a different dividend, too. She would enjoy this much, much more, and it would make her kittenish and ready for more. Making Sam watch was a bonus for him and a little tinge of humiliation for both women, which sharpened both sets of responses.

The buttonholes on her blouse were tight, and he struggled with one hand. Erin glanced down and saw he was having an issue. She shuddered and whispered. “Let me.” He took his hand away and contented himself with cupping her breast once more. Using two hands, it was the labor of moments for her to work her way down the button band, popping each button open and spreading the front of her blouse open to expose her lacy bra. He kept nuzzling her neck, but that helped keep his eyeline in place to watch the exposed flesh appear, one button at a time. His cock twitched inside his pants as he saw just how thin her black bra really was. It covered, but it didn’t conceal; it was that transparent, not much more than gauze netting cupping her breasts. Since his hand was already there, he used his fingers to draw that side of the blouse even further open, exposing the whole of her breast to his greedy eyes.

He watched as Sam leaned back in her chair to be able to see her mother’s chest. “Mom! You’re wearing that sexy set.” Her pout turned her bottom lip into a hook you could hang a purse from.

Pete grinned over at her as his hand covered the bra-covered breast, leaving the blouse hanging free to the side. “But she is wearing one.” He lowered his gaze and stared at Sam’s chest, seeing the two hard points tenting out the front of her thin and tight tee. It was a real giveaway. He doubted it had anything really to do with what he was doing to the older blonde, more her imagination working overtime imagining it was her he was doing it to.

His hand slid higher up the inside of Erin’s leg, finding naked flesh under his fingers as she let her legs spread wider apart. The side split opened up fully, one side of it falling to drape across his lap, fully exposing her leg almost as high as her panty line. He’d been right. The stockings were hold-ups, and there was no sign of garters. Erin had continued with the slow, teasing undressing, pulling the blouse out of the waistband of her skirt and letting it hang down on both sides. She brought her hands up to her shoulders and paused, waiting for him to tell her to brush it off and expose her bra straps.

Pete nodded and then leaned closer and brushed his lips across hers. As her hands moved, her eyes closed, and her lips opened to accept his tongue. He bent her backward a little, giving himself better access as he started to devour her mouth. Meanwhile, she slipped the shoulders of the blouse down onto her upper arms and, from there, let it fall to her elbows. She moaned into the kiss and kissed him back, giving as good as she got from him.

As he broke the kiss, he gently guided her back upright and stared deep into her eyes as she brought her hands around in front of herself to work on the tight cuffs so she could release the blouse completely. His hand crept up her leg, finding the soft gusset of her panties and pressing it back into her. The garment was already moist, which didn’t surprise him. He’d already felt how hard at least one of her nipples was. Now, with the blouse dropping to the floor, he could see they both were visibly little pebbles inside the transparent bra.

“Stand up, sweetheart. Let’s get this nice skirt off without ripping it.”

She snuggled up to him. “But I was enjoying what you were doing to me.”

“You’ll enjoy it even more with rather less clothing.”

Erin moaned, slowly disengaged herself and stood up. As she did so, she gasped, and Pete realized she’d probably forgotten about her daughter’s presence. Sam had been sitting there silently watching his slow, measured seduction of her mother. Now, the two women were face for face for the first time since he’d pulled Erin onto his lap. Sam’s eyes were still big and wide, although at least the pout had now faded.  Erin placed her hands on the table and wiggled her butt at him, letting it transcribe slow circles in the air in front of him. He landed a playful slap on her rump, which made her squeal softly but not loudly. He could have used a lot more force, and he doubted she’d have made any complaints.

“Keep still. Can’t get the tab of the zip with you squirming like that.”

She giggled but obediently stilled, allowing him to draw the zip down the back of the skirt. She straightened up, assuming a sultry pose, not trying to shield her relatively near nakedness from Sam sitting only a few feet away. Peering around her, Pete could see Erin’s face and upper chest were flushed, but he was sure that wasn’t in embarrassment. No, it was passion, his slow seduction, a technique that worked just as well as ordering her to strip had done before and would do again. She was a far more complex sexual being than he’d have imagined once he’d learned how her husband had used to spank her into abject submission.

Lifting his hands to her hips, he started to wiggle the tight skirt down. It was really tight, and he sensed she tightened her muscles in an attempt to help. She would only use her own hands to help if he told her to. Once he had the skirt clear of the widest part of her hips, the skirt fell away, whispering down her stocking-clad legs and exposing, to his eyes, the back of the transparent panties that matched the bra. The back was sensational; the thin lace stretched taut across her butt, leaving nothing to the imagination. He could see the tight starburst of her anus peeking at him and immediately wondered if the fort was just as revealing.

From the look on Sam’s shocked face, it most definitely was.

He put his hands back on her waist as she stepped out of the skirt and gently guided her back. This time, she wasn’t sitting side-on on his lap. He wanted her facing Sam, her legs straddling his, forcing her to keep them spread open. She whimpered a little as he guided her back, intuitively understanding he wanted Sam to have a real ringside seat as he finished stripping her. With her legs spread on either side of his, there was, literally, no hiding place, nowhere her modesty wouldn’t be stripped away with her remaining clothing.

Once more his mouth found her neck underneath her ear, allowing him to look down over her shoulder, as well as look across the table at the younger woman. He knew Sam was just as submissive as her mother, but the boys she’d been with up to now had no idea how to use that submissive streak to plunder her delicious body. Even now, sitting there watching, if he said stand up and strip, she’d be moving before the older blonde could utter a protest. Since he was sure she was both braless and commando under the soft cotton clothing, it wouldn’t take her long to display her nudity willingly. His cock throbbed in his pants at the thought, but he kept his attention focused solely on the woman sitting on his lap. He brought his hands up to her shoulders, and Erin moaned as he casually flicked the shoulder straps of her bra down onto her arms. He lowered his head, kissing the bare shoulder on that side, watching her breasts rise and fall as her chest heaved for breath.

She brought her hand up to cuddle his head, keep him there, and, in the process, prevent him from drawing the bra strap all the way down on that side. He didn’t think that was deliberate, but it made him change the immediate path of his seduction. He slid his other hand down her arm and from there onto her waist before moving across her silken stomach. She knew where that hand was going, but her position meant she was powerless to stop him, even if she wanted to. He didn’t think she wanted to; she knew what was going to happen, and she wanted it to happen.

As his fingers smoothed over the front of her panties to cup her mound, he saw Sam Lena forward so she could watch what he was doing down there. Earlier, he’d touched her panties, and they’d been slightly damp. They were a lot damper now. She moaned at the contact, and he could feel her ass start to grind on his lap as she tried to entice him to do even more. Glancing at the side of her face, he could see her eyes were closed, her mouth open as she gasped for air, clearly lost in the moment of the seduction.

He traced his fingertips higher, searching for the upper edge of her underwear. She whimpered again, feeling the loss of the contact even more keenly than he’d expected. Then his fingertips touched the elastic and the soft skin just above. She sucked in a breath, hollowing her stomach, which gave him the tiniest of spaces to slide his fingers into. Now, on the bare flesh underneath the thin layer of lace, he slid down. She bucked against his hand as he stroked over her mound before finding the deep wet gash that was her pussy. She moaned and shuddered as he slid his fingers down the line of her slit.

Sam leaned forward, her eyes intent on watching exactly what he was doing, only minimally obscured by the all-but-transparent lace. Her face was a picture of a mixture of curiosity and disgust. Part of her wanted to watch what he was doing; part of her was disgusted by it. Even as he watched, her hand stole across her chest to cup her breast. He wasn’t just turning on the older blonde, but the younger one, too.

“Unclip your bra. Show me those tits.” He used the tone and offensive words to jar her into action. He had thought about saying us rather than me but decided reminding her of their avid watcher was probably not a good idea. Let her remember Sam’s presence for herself. It wasn’t as if she hadn’t sat naked on his lap in front of her before. She leaned forward a little, breaking the contact between his lips and her neck as she arched her back. Her hands went into the gap that was created between their bodies. It didn’t take him long to isolate and undo the flimsy catch before taking her hands out to the sides and relaxing back against him. With a simple shrug, she pulled the straps down her arms, peeling the lace away from her breasts and dropping the discarded item of clothing to the floor. Meanwhile, his finger was tracing the line of her slit, sinking deeper and deeper between her outer labia with every stroke. She writhed against him, her breasts thrusting proudly out in front of her, topped with suckable-looking raspberry-red pebbles.

His free hand closes over one of those breasts, making Erin gasp at the feeling, even as he pushes a finger inside her. Pete has kept his hand spread out so that even through the lace, Sam can see what he’s doing to Erin. Sam gasped, too, watching as he sank his finger inside as deep as the second knuckle. Erin’s eyes flew open, and she realized and remembered she had an audience. She lets out a low moan but says nothing.

Pete whispers in her ear but makes sure his words will carry to Sam. “What will you give me if I send her away?”

Sam sniffed, clearly not happy with that as a solution.

Erin’s reply is loud enough for her to hear, too. “Anything. As I said earlier, anything and everything.”

Pete chuckled. “Even this fabulous ass of yours?” He had no intention of initiating anal sex with her. It just wasn’t his bag; it had never been something he’d really been interested in; he just wanted to see how low Erin had sunk and how much further she was prepared to go.

“I… I’ve never…”

“So I’d be the first.”

She let out a long, shuddering breath. “Yes…”

“So if I send Sam from the room, I can have this perfect ass of yours?” He drove his finger harder inside her, causing her to buck against his hand.

“Yesss…!”

God! She was so suggestible, so malleable, he could have almost anything he wanted from her. He just had to wait for the right moment to spring the question.

“Well, in that case, stand up so I can strip these pretty panties off that delectable ass of yours. Once I’ve done that, I think it’s time for Sam to disappear into the den. Right, young lady?”

Sam’s pout was back, but as he stared at her, she wilted under his gaze and eventually nodded. He noticed she still had one hand cupping and gently massaging her breast. Spotting where he was looking, she hurriedly pulled her hand away and blushed. Pete just chuckled and guided Erin to stand once more. Yet again, she leaned on the table, this time on her elbows, in order to take her weight. His hands went to her waist and yanked the panties down. They wanted to stay in contact with her pussy, almost glued to it by her wetness, but his finger action had loosened them enough for them to drop clear with only a momentary discomfort. As they hit her ankles, Erin stepped out of them and lifted her head to look at her daughter. He’d finger-fucked her to an orgasm in front of her not that long ago, but she thought, this time, he was going to take her ass. That she definitely didn’t want her daughter to watch.

Erin mouthed, “Go.” And Pete nodded his agreement. Sam glared at the two of them but slowly rose to her feet and then backed away from the table before turning on her heel and heading down the short passageway to the entrance to the den. She went inside, and Pete wondered whether she would stay in there or sneak back to the doorway to watch him plunder her mother’s ass. He would have laid odds that within a couple of minutes at most, they’d have a surreptitious, sneaky audience of one. Not that that worried him, although it probably would concern Erin. His intention was different from his stated one.

“Please be gentle.” He could hear the hitch in her voice, but she was obviously mentally preparing herself for what would be an ordeal for her.

He chuckled and then leaned in close to her ear again, his body pressing against her back.

“Relax. I’m not going to ask you to go ass to mouth. That was just for her benefit.”

“Oh.”

“Maybe another time, but for now, I want your pussy, and then your mouth, and then on your face. Understood?”

She whimpered, but he knew she was also grateful that he didn’t want anal. He straightened up, undid his fly, and then lowered both his pants and his boxers. When he pressed against her again, she could feel the branding iron heat from his cock pressing against the crease of her ass. She writhed under him but flared her hips to present herself.

Pete slipped a hand underneath her, searching for and finding her entrance. Her sopping wet entrance. Despite having to deal with the anxiety of him taking her anally, she was wet, as wet as he’d known her to be. He trailed his finger through the liquor and rubbed it into the flesh surrounding her pussy, then gathered a bit more on his finger. Taking his hand away, he brought the finger up to his lips and loudly sucked the liquid from it. In front of him, pinned between the table and his body, she trembled and moaned as the import of the sucking noises penetrated her mind. A moment later, he slid his hand down there again and gathered more. This time, he brought his hand up to her mouth, not his. She clenched her lips shut.

“Open wide, or I’ll pinch your nose.”

She whimpered but, after a moment, slowly opened her mouth. He thrust his wet finger inside, making her suck it, then pulled out again and repeated. This time, he thrust two fingers in as far and as hard as possible, causing her to gag. As he did so, he abandoned any attempt at finesse, pushing down on the small of her back with one hand as he thrust forward with his cock. He found her entrance on the second thrust, his cock head parting her outer labia and pushing inside her. He kept going, feeling her hot wetness engulf him, taking him in deeper and deeper without any real resistance. She yelped around his fingers, but he kept them in her mouth, forcing her to suck on them and then try to swallow the saliva flooding her mouth. She continued to alternate between slurping, swallowing, and gagging as he thrust his finger in and out, even adding a third, keeping her mouth stretched wide open.

Pete looked down and saw her panties lying there on the floor right next to his foot. He quickly hooked his foot through the leg hole and then twisted and lifted his foot behind himself. Letting go of the breath he was cupping. It didn’t take much to bend and retrieve them from his lifted foot. He grinned to himself; this was going to be epic. Balling up the filmy lace in his hand, he brought the garment up close beside his cock, then carefully slid his cock out of her, replacing it instantly with the hand containing the panties. He didn’t stuff them into her more than an inch or so, but they were so insubstantial that they were immediately soaked. He took his hand from her mouth, returned it to her pussy, and wet his finger with her juices again before returning that to her mouth. Erin had noticed the change but wasn’t sure what he was doing. She did know, though, that he wanted her to be enthusiastic about sucking his fingers. As she slobbered and gag don them again, he took the hand holding her panties away from her pussy and pistoned his cock into her.

“Hmmph!” He knew her well enough to know it wasn’t her objecting, just reacting around the way her fingers effectively gagged her.

Taking his hand away, he allowed her to gulp down a couple of lungfuls of air as he continued to thrust into her. She moaned and then did so again, louder. Then, his other hand was in front of her mouth. She probably had enough time to realize there was something different about this hand, but not enough to react as he roughly shoved her soaking-wet discarded panties into her mouth. She began to buck against him.

“Hmmph!” This time, the sound was louder and more clearly one of protest. He simply brought his hand down onto her ass with a stinging retort. He’d gauged it well, it was far louder than the pain it implied, very much more bark, less bite. Instantly, her protests and struggles ceased, just as he’d known they would.

A moment later, she started to suck on the fingers he’d wrapped in her own wet underwear. He was sure the gagging wasn’t from the depth his fingers were in her mouth but more from the sheer volume of liquor, the pressure of her jaw, and his fingers squeezed out of the panties and into her mouth. She had to swallow repeatedly just to get rid of the sheer volume of her own juices, only partially diluted by the copious quantity of saliva she was producing.  After about a minute of this, he pulled his hand out of her mouth, leaving the panties there. He guessed she was in two minds, whether to keep the disgusting ball of lace in her mouth or spit it out. If she spat it out and he didn’t want that, then she was going to get another slap on her butt.  In the end, that fear subsided, and she spat the wet black lace out onto the table, right in front of her own face.

She whimpered and moaned and tried to suck down air. “Bastard!”

“Not really, sweetheart, not really.” His hand dipped into the nectar font again and returned to wave his sticky fingers in front of her nose again. She whimpered again but gamely sucked on them again. Pete could feel himself getting close, but he didn’t want to end it like this. No, he had a different plan. He didn’t think Erin had cum, although she was wet enough to have done so, possibly one or more small ones, no more. It didn’t matter he couldn’t continue.

Pulling out, he straightened up and pulled her upright before spinning her around. She knew what he wanted. Wordlessly she dropped to her knees and opened her mouth once more, her hooded eyes looking up into his face as he pushed his cock forward.

Not only had she sucked copious amounts of her juices off his fingers, his cock was dripping in them too. Wordlessly she took him into her mouth and bathed the sides of his cock with her tongue, eliciting a snarl from him.

“Fuck, that’s good. Play with yourself, lady. Get yourself off.”

Her hands dropped from holding his cock, instantly obeying his command. One hand closed around her left breast, her other hand dropping to touch the sensitive area between her legs. She moaned around his cock and sucked even harder.

He started to bounce his hips forward and back a little bit at a time, increasing the range with every stroke. Face-fucking her. She moaned again, louder, and then again, even louder. He looked down past where his cock was pistoning in and out of her mouth. She was savagely twisting her nipple while the fingers of her other hand were matching his cock in the way they were fucking her own pussy.

It was far too erotic a sight, and he looked up at the wall and then peered down the darkened passageway toward the den. His eyes met and locked with the fascinated gaze of Sam watching from the shadows. She gasped and put her hand over her mouth but didn’t retreat. He winked at her and then glanced down at Erin as her muffled cries increased in intensity.

He was already at the point of no return, so reached down and pulled his cock out of her mouth. Knowing what was coming, Erin turned her face to look up as he positioned his cock over her face. She whimpered, but her hands were still moving on her own body, fucking herself with one hand, the other torturing her nipple.

“Cumming!” It was all the warning he could give her as his cock seemed to explode. A long line of jazz shot hot, hitting her chin and then passing across her open mouth, up over her nose, and across her eye. Somehow, she’d managed to heed his warning and shut her eyes. He shot another string; it also covered her mouth up onto her forehead. The next one started on her nose and went up into her hairline.

As the fourth one joined its brethren, she finally came on her own fingers, her squeal echoing around the room as she came while he painted her face.

“Fuck!”

A few moments later, he felt the last few drops ooze out of the end of his cock, catching on her chin, then coalescing and dripping down onto her tits.

There was a chair behind him, so he quickly sat down as Erin collapsed forward onto her hands and knees, gasping for air.

“Fuck!”

“You already said that.” She lifted her face up and smiled at him. She was a sight, one side of her face plastered with cum, quite a lot up above her hairline, matting her hair down. At the same time, there were drops of his jism scattered all over her breasts. She sat up and leaned back, displaying the trophy he’d covered her in. “Was that what you wanted?”

“Something like. Now, why don’t you go fetch your daughter? I’ll sort out your clothes so you can get dressed to go home.”

“You mean you want me to fetch her like this?”

“Absolutely. Now, get cracking. You can use the back door. Don’t forget, Sam’s got to collect her bag.”

“Can’t I at least clean these?” She waved her hand in front of her chest, knowing her blouse would stick to the trails and drops of spunk there. He’d already told her several times; she’d have his spunk on her face when she fetched Sam through. He was pleased she didn’t dispute that.

“Nah. But you can go home topless if you prefer.”

She glared at him but rose to her feet and headed for the den. Sam must have ducked back inside because he clearly heard the younger woman from inside the room. “Yuk! Gross!”

He chuckled but picked up Erin’s blouse and skirt and laid them on the table.


Chapter 4

The next couple of days were quiet again for Pete. He didn’t begrudge the two of them that. After the crossed wires of the argument, the two women needed to reconnect. When Erin had headed out the day after the reconciliation, at lunchtime, dressed like a professional businesswoman, he was fairly sure she was meeting Jenny for lunch, almost certainly without Sam’s knowledge. Whether she wanted to mark Jenny’s card in respect to her daughter or simply take her to the smokehouse and get one of the waitresses to explain what it was like in the evenings, he didn’t know. She came back about two hours later, and he could see she was smiling to herself, that smug, self-satisfied smile that, above all else, said mission accomplished. He didn’t see hide or tail of her for the rest of the day. He didn’t see Sam either, other than her coming or going to work.

On Friday, he saw Sam come home and then a couple of hours later go out, as his mother would have said, all dolled up. No doubt she was going for the meal with Jenny. He didn’t see her come home, but the car was back on the drive first thing Saturday morning, so she’d been home all night. That must have pleased Erin. He’d half expected her to come around for some company, but she’d stayed away, and he hadn’t messaged her. Maybe he should have, but it was too late now.

Saturday was a rare day off for Sam. Usually, she had a day off in the week, not a Saturday, but this week, she had Saturday off, and the weather was nice. At about ten o’clock, he was alerted by a sudden squeal and a splash. Looking out of his office window he could see a spluttering Sam surfacing in the middle of the pool. It appeared she’d come over for a swim and slipped and fallen in. He was about to head downstairs to check she was okay when he saw Erin standing next to one of the loungers, chuckling at her daughter. She was wearing a new bikini, one he hadn’t seen before, a very, very brief bikini. At the back, all he could really see was nothing more than a set of strings. After a moment, she half-turned to look up at his window. Seeing him there, she waved. The front of the bikini was just as tiny as the back had promised. Tiny triangles of fabric covered her nipples, but not much else. An equally thin strip of fabric covered her pussy. If she’d had any hair above her pussy it would have been on view to the world; the suit was that small.

Sam had regained her feet and walked to the shallow end. As she emerged into waist-deep water, he could see that the top of her bikini pretty well matched her mother’s in brevity, although hers was black. Since she’d been in the water, her nipples were hard, and he could clearly see the indents they made into the tiny costume. She, too, waved, and he waved back. She used her hands to pantomime the fact she’d fallen in, which is what he’d suspected and waved again to show she was all right. Nevertheless, Pete headed downstairs to ostensibly check that out, but in reality, he wanted a closer look at the two women and their daringly brief bikinis.

“Good morning, ladies.”

“Hiya.” They both chorused back as Erin sat down on the lounger, having dragged it around to point at the sun. Sam started a lazy breaststroke back down the length of the pool. Of course, this put her ass at the surface, and he could see it flexing and moving with each stroke. A very arresting sight. Pete crouched down next to the sunbathing Erin, her eyes now hidden behind large sunglasses.

“Everything okay?”

She smiled. “Fine.”

“One-word answers?”

She giggled. “Of course not, no, silly. Just not sure what you want to know.”

He shrugged. “Where you went Thursday?”

“None of your business.”

“Fair comment. How did Sam get on yesterday?”

“From what she’s said absolutely fine. She was home before I went to bed, which, to be honest, surprised me. She was also stone-cold sober. Jenny wouldn’t let her have a drink since she was driving home.”

“Good.”

“That’s what I thought.”

A moment later, he heard the pad of feet crossing the decking.

“Well, young lady, how was your date?”

Sam rolled her eyes as Erin hid her mouth behind her palm, trying not to let her daughter see her laughing.

“Firstly, it wasn’t a date. I don’t date other women. Secondly, the meal was nice; you’ll have to try Georgio’s. The pasta there was divine. By the way she never made a pass at me, not once. Smooth or otherwise.”

“Good. By the way, ladies. Nice swimsuits.”

“Thank you.” Erin rejoined the conversation.

“Where did you get them?”

“Jenny’s considering carrying a swimwear range. She asked all of us to try out a suit of our choice, use them over the weekend, and report back on Monday. She offered Mum the matching one to mine.”

Pete chuckled. Good job, it’s not a public pool.”

Erin shook her head. “Very true. Not sure I’d give this piece of dental floss a thumbs up.”

“I’m sure it would be one of Jenny’s best sellers in the swimwear market. Right, it’s a bit early for Mai Tais, so how about coffee?”

“Coffee would be good. I’d be refusing a Mai Tai anyway. Going out this afternoon.”

“Oh?”

“Again, none of your business.”

Pete shrugged. “Well, on that note, I’ve got work to catch up on, having lost a bunch of time during the week. Enjoy yourselves, ladies. I’ll put the coffee machine on; it’ll be about ten minutes.”

“Thank you.”

Pete did just that as he walked back into the kitchen and then headed upstairs to his office. He sat down at his desk after checking out his window. They were both stretched out on the sun loungers, and they looked set for the long haul as they both started rubbing in the sun lotion. Smiling to himself, he settled in to do some work.

About ten minutes later, he heard a soft knock on his open door.

“I thought you might like a fresh coffee, too.”

“Thank you, Erin.”

She’d pulled a very thin, almost gauze-like cover over the top of the dental floss bikini. It didn’t really cover anything more, but it did provide an illusion of modesty. She approached and carefully put the mug down next to his keyboard, but not close enough for him to knock it.

“Look, I wasn’t being coy or terse earlier.”

“I never said you were.”

“I just didn’t want to talk about those errands in front of Sam; that was all.”

He grinned at her. “Look, I didn’t take it the wrong way…”

“No, but Sam would if she knew I’d been for lunch with Jenny.”

“Ah. I have to say I wondered if that was the case.”

She shrugged and perched on the stool near the wall. He knew what she was doing was staying well clear of the window and, at the same time, close enough to the door to be able to hear the footfall if Sam came upstairs looking for either of them.

“Sam must have told Jenny what we agreed; in fact, Jenny confirmed that. At about ten o’clock, she rang me. I didn’t even realize she had my number.”

Pete shrugged. “Probably next of kin contact details from Sam’s employment record.”

“Ah, yeah, of course.”

“Anyway, she rang me, wondering how I knew what I did about the smokehouse. Turns out she’d only ever been there a couple of times, and always at lunchtime. She assumed it would be a similar sort of place in the evening.”

“So you agreed to have lunch with her there in the hope of collaring the same waitress or one just as talkative so Jenny could be told about it, shall we say, from the horse’s mouth?”

Erin nodded. “We were lucky. I made sure we got to the same table by arriving a few minutes early, and the same waitress was on duty. I managed to get her to talk to Jenny.”

“So that resolved the problem.”

“Yeah. Thanks to you. Jenny was horrified. She’d been thinking about taking all of her girls out as a thank-you for a good year, but now she wants to rethink her plans. She won’t be taking the whole team into that kind of place, however damned good the burgers are.”

Pete chuckled.

“What’s so funny?”

“Nothing much. I just wondered if Jenny made a pass at you while she had the chance?”

“And if she did?” He could see Erin was blushing. Pete guessed she had indeed made some kind of pass at Erin over lunch.

“I would simply want to know if her pass was successful.”

Erin shuddered. “No fucking chance.”

This time, he roared with laughter; her affronted face was an absolute picture. “Ah, but did you mean she wasn’t or simply that a lady never tells.”

Her glare was hot enough to melt stone. After a moment’s silence, she spoke again. “Actually, she did try the hand-on-the-thigh approach, but I brushed her hand away. She didn’t try again. It wasn’t a particularly smooth or subtle attempt.”

He shrugged. “Of course not. After all, she’s already been there.”

“Stop it!”

“Okay.” Pete sipped at his coffee and studied her. She was sitting upright, mainly because the stool had no back, so she couldn’t lean back. Her legs were crossed demurely at the ankles.

“And this afternoon?”

“I finally signed on at a gym. I’ve got my first session this afternoon. I wasn’t going to tell Sam about it until I’d scoped the place out. They have women-only sessions on Saturdays and Sundays. Apart from the trainers, that is.”

“Good for you.”

“I’m not interested in the personal trainers, by the way.”

“Never said you were.” He grinned. “There is something I’m interested in, though.”

She rolled her eyes. “I wonder what that is.”

“Actually, I was wondering what you’d look like in that top cover without the bikini underneath.”

Erin gasped, and her mouth dropped open as she stared at him. He watched as her eyes slowly closed, and she shuddered. He knew she’d just been picturing that for herself.

“God, that’s kinky.”

“Not really, but definitely interesting. From the expression on your face and the way your nipples just peaked, I’d say that was interesting for both of us.”

“But Sam…”

“Is downstairs, sunning herself by the pool. If you think she hasn’t assumed you sneaked off up here to seduce me, then you need to reassess your daughter. She is not going to interrupt and throw a spanner in her mother’s active sex life.”

“I said we were going to talk…”

“First. Talk first. And now we’re moving past that. Do you want me to order you to stand up and strip that dental floss off? Because I will if that’s what you prefer.”

“I… I…”

“Stand up.”

Erin swallowed hard and put her mug down on the floor next to the stool before rising to her feet.

“Move closer.”

Her eyes were big, but he could see there was a little hesitancy but no real reluctance in her movements. She knew he didn’t just want to see her; he’d want to touch her and then even more.

“Now, lose the dental floss before I decide to make you crawl into the kneehole of my desk again.”

“Please…”

“Please, what?”

“Please, not that.”

He glanced down at the floor next to her and licked his lips. She shivered again, understanding what he meant. That right there on the floor was where he was going to take her. Despite her hesitation, her hands went around behind her back. It wasn’t quite as easy as if the cover-up hadn’t been there, but after a couple of seconds, the top knot on the bikini came undone. She shifted her hands so she could reach, and the strings stayed roughly in place as she undid the knot in the middle of her back. Bringing her hands to her sides, the bikini top stayed loosely in place, but he could see it moving as gravity tugged it.

He licked his lips and smiled at her as she slowly brought her hands up in front, grabbed the hanging string through the cover-up, and pulled. The top cascaded down, revealing her breasts in all their remembered glory. Her nipples were sticking out and up, already hard, even before the cooler air from the air conditioning touched them. If anything, they hardened more under the impetus of his direct stare. She blushed a little as she caught the direction of his stare. Nevertheless, she licked her lips and arched her back to subtly push her breasts forward to make them even more inviting. He did not doubt that Erin was getting mightily turned on.

Letting the bikini top fall to the floor, she brought her hands down to her thighs and then back up under the cover-up, which only just reached as low as the top of her thighs anyway. Grasping the strings at the sides, she pulled hard, unraveling the knots there. They came apart simultaneously, and the bottoms folded away from her naked skin. She paused for a moment and then pulled once more. The bottoms fell away, joining the other half of her bikini on the floor. She did not attempt to cover herself as she stood there in the highly see-through cover-up. It was a misnomer calling it that, but it didn’t actually cover anything; it just provided a reddish shadow around her body. Every detail of her mound, her slit, and of course, her breasts was visible through it.

Pete could see she was trembling at the exposure, something he was still working on getting her used to. Rising to his feet, he wrapped her in a hug, his mouth seeking hers even as hers sought his.

“You are fucking gorgeous. You are going to spend the afternoon beating personal trainers off you with a big stick.”

“Don’t. It’s taken me a long time to work up the courage to do this.”

He chuckled and nuzzled her neck as she tilted her head to the side to grant him access. His hands slid down over her back to cup her ass cheeks. She moaned into his embrace and shuffled her feet so she could press the entire length of her body against him. He moved one hand, worming it between them to cup her breast and then isolate and tease her nipple. She hissed in pleasure and let her legs part, giving him access to her core. He was about to move his other hand there when they both heard the kitchen door slam.

They broke apart, or rather put another couple of inches of distance between them, as Pete took his hand away from her breast. They could hear the sound of Sam running up the stairs, and a moment later, the younger blonde burst into the office.

“Fucking little perverts!”

She skidded to a stop as she took in the scene before her: her mother wearing nothing but a gossamer-thin, see-through cover-up, the two halves of her bikini strewn over the floor, and Pete’s arms around her. Instantly, the younger woman colored up, realizing what she was interrupting. “Sorry.”

“What little perverts?”

“There’s a group of teenagers, can’t be older than fourteen, looking over the back fence of your garden. They were perving on me.”

Pete reluctantly let go of Erin and moved over to the window. Sure enough, the group of neighborhood kids was there again. He appraised their ages as being, if anything, even younger. He recognized one of the lads, his paperboy, in fact.

Pete grabbed his cell and thumbed through his neighborhood contacts list. Finding the kid’s father, he dialed. The call was answered immediately.

“Pete. Long time no speak.”

“Hank, good to speak, man; you good?”

“I’m good. You?”

“Sorry to ring, but I’ve got a bit of a problem.”

“Something I can help with?”

“Unfortunately, yes.”

“I’m all ears, man.”

“Well, you know my neighbors, the mother and daughter. The father was killed in an industrial accident a few months back.”

“Yeah. I remember. Dreadful business. How are they doing? We don’t see much of them.”

“Well, because I felt a bit sorry for them…” Pete heard a gasp from behind him but waved Sam to silence. “Well, I told them they could use my pool any time they wanted to, give them somewhere to relax. Hell, I don’t get to use it myself very much, so it’s just sitting there.”

“Okay, but I’m not seeing a problem.”

“Well, Samantha, that’s the daughter wasn’t working today, so she decided she wanted to do a spot of swimming and sunbathing. You know what these eighteen-year-olds are like. Dental floss bikinis and all that.”

“Lucky you, then, fella, getting to see that.”

I’m no cradle snatcher, but she is easy on the eye, but that’s why I’m calling.”

“Explain.”

“She was interrupted a few minutes ago. Came into my house all upset. It appears there's a group of kids watching over the back fence and making pretty crude comments.”

“Ah. Not nice.” There was silence on the other end of the call. “Let me guess. The first kid you recognized was your paper boy. My lad, Stevie.”

“Sorry. Yes.”

“Well, seeing as I know what you used to do for a living, I guess I should be glad you called me instead of dealing out some Marine justice of your own. Give me ten minutes, but don’t say anything. Give the young lady, Samantha, you say, my fullest apologies. Her mother, too. My son is going to be taught a very important lesson in behaving correctly to a young lady. I’ll chase the others off, too, but I can’t say they won‘t come back. Stevie won’t, that’s for damn sure.”

“You’re welcome to use the side gate.”

“Nah, I’ll come through the woods, catch them from the back. Do you think the young lady concerned would mind if I suggested she kept showing herself at your kitchen door and window to keep them occupied? Nothing sleazy; walk back and forth. It’ll keep them interested and their attention focused on the house and not where I’ll be coming from.”

“Distraction? You got it.”

“Thanks, Pete. Sorry about this. Give the girl my humble apologies. Give me, maybe, ten minutes.”

Hank killed the call, and Pete turned back to the two women. He saw that while he’d been busy, Erin had picked up her bikini.

“How much of that did you hear?”

“Some, but he wasn’t clear.”

“Sorry, I’d have put it on speaker, but I wasn’t sure how he’d take it. He can be a bit ‘boys will be boys’ sometimes. I didn’t want you to hear if he started saying anything about getting a look himself. Sam, would you mind going downstairs, standing in front of the kitchen window, getting a glass of water, and staying in their sight for just a couple of minutes? Then you can duck back down out of sight and then walk past the kitchen door a couple of times.”

“Distraction? I think that’s what I heard you say.”

He nodded. “Yeah. Hank is going to come at them through the woods. If they’re all trying to see you through the window, they won’t see him coming until it’s too late. I’m pretty sure Stevie is the ringleader. Once Hank’s collared his own son the others will run a mile. Don’t be surprised if you get a note of apology tucked into your morning paper come Monday morning.”

* * * *

It was clear the incident with the kids had killed the mood. Erin put her bikini back on and then headed downstairs to give Sam some moral support without being seen through the window. Pete used the upstairs window to keep a discreet watch on the group of what he now knew were four boys. They were totally engrossed, staring at the kitchen window and door, clearly hoping Sam would reemerge from the house. None of them thought to look up at his office window. Nor did they look behind them.

Just shy of fifteen minutes later, he watched as the two men approached from behind. He recognized another of his neighbors, so Hank had obviously rounded up another of the fathers. When they announced their presence, the kids all jumped out of their skins. He couldn’t hear what was said, but after a couple of minutes, Hank gave a wave in the direction of the house, and the two men shepherded the four boys back through the woods.

Before he headed downstairs, Pete made a call to another of his contacts.

Erin was sitting at the kitchen table smiling, while Sam was grinning from ear to ear at the back door as she prepared to go outside again.

“He told them good and proper.”

“Well, so he should. You won’t see them again today, but that’s not to say you won’t see another group. Two of them are going to be kept close at home, but I suspect the other two will be telling their mates about the babe sunbathing. We might well get other visitors as a result.”

“Damn!”

“Your next day off is Wednesday, right?”

She nodded.

“By Wednesday, there’ll be a six-foot privacy fence all around this garden. All around your own if Erin gives the word. On top of that, the trees nearest the fence will have all the lower branches removed. They’ll have the bright idea of trying to climb to see over the fence, but that’s not going to work. By the end of the week, you’d be able to sunbathe out there in the nude without being seen. Don’t try it, though.” He chuckled. “I suggest the tan-through bikinis are left in the cupboard for now, too.”

Erin intervention. “Pete, let me pay for the fence.”

He shook his head. “Should have done it a long time ago. Shall I call him and tell him to do yours too?”

“Please. But we split the bill. I pay my share.”

“Consider it done. Now, I suggest you both forget about your tanning and swimming session for the day and scoot home. We’ll say the pool is off-limits until the fences are up. Okay?”

“The fence between yours and mine?”

“Yeah?”

“Can it be slatted rather than full?”

He chuckled. “So you can see through it from your garden when Sam is over here for a dip?”

Sam shot her mother a glare, but Erin just looked at him, ignoring her daughter.

“Something like, yes, Although I was thinking more that Sam could see if we were out in the garden when I come over here and know not to come around if we’re inside.”

“Mum! Yuk!”

“Well, a girl likes her privacy. We got interrupted this morning.”

Sam bit her lip and nodded as her mother gave her a hard look.  “Sorry.”

Pete intervened. “Look, I don’t blame the girl for that. I’m glad Hank intervened that way because I’d have been a lot harder on the kids if I’d caught them, and that could have sparked a real neighborhood feud. He was right in what he said to me; Marine justice would have been summary and pretty damn brutal.”

As the women left, Pete got on the phone with the fencing contractor to let him know it was a bit of a bigger job than he was expecting.


Chapter 5

Although a little frustrated about having gotten so far with Erin but being interrupted before he got the chance to go any further, it was a fabulously peaceful afternoon to get some work done. He spotted Erin going out in the early afternoon and, a few minutes later, Sam heading out, too. She was dressed casually, while Erin was in workout gear that looked pretty much painted on.

If Sam was out without her mother’s knowledge, she mistimed it because Erin was back before dinner time, and Sam was about a half-an-hour later. When Sam unloaded three large shopping bags from the back seat of her car, he knew she’d spent the afternoon shopping.

He left things alone, grabbed himself a ready meal from the freezer, ate it, and then settled down to do a couple more hours of work. A few minutes later, Sam shot off in her car, and a couple of minutes later, his cell buzzed. He’d set Erin to have a distinctive ringtone so he knew who it was.

“Hiya.”

“Hi.”

There was a short silence before Pete broke it.

“How was the gym?”

“Don’t ask. I mean it seriously; don’t ask.”

“That bad?”

“I thought going on a woman-only day would make it less of a cattle market…”

“But let me guess; you had personal trainers around you like bees to a honeypot and glares from all the neglected women they were ignoring.”

“Four.”

“Four?”

“Four bees. It was excruciating. Only the two women trainers hung back and tried to look after the other clients. Embarrassing, much.”

“So, you’re not going back?”

“Not in a heartbeat. No.”

“And in that insanely sexy workout gear, too.”

“Oh, so you saw me leave.”

“Yep. It was seriously sexy, too. Made me want to go with you.”

She gave a dry chuckle. “Well, part of the reason for my call was to let you lift my mood.”

“And the other part?”

She giggled a bit nervously, and he could hear the slight catch in her voice. “I wondered if you’d want some company tonight.”

“Well, it beats Netflix, I guess.”

She snorted softly. “I don’t know; snuggling up to watch a film could be fun.”

“But we wouldn’t see that much of the film.”

She snorted again. He could picture her holding the cell, with her face bright red from the implications of his words.

“One condition.”

“What?” He could hear a little suspicion in her voice. “You want me to come around commando again? Like when you took me out for that burger?”

“No, sweetie, I want to get a close-up look at that workout clothing. Wear that.”

“It was all sweaty, and it's now in the wash, so very wet.”

“I like the wet look.”

He could sense her shuddering at his words.

“Surely you bought more than one outfit like that.”

She let out a throaty laugh. “For a confirmed bachelor you know a lot about women’s shopping habits.”

“So you did?”

“Yes.”

“Then wear the second version of the same outfit.”

She sighed. “I’ll be about thirty minutes.”

“I’ll leave the back door open.”

“Okay. I’ll leave a note for Sam, too.”

“She off for a run around again?”

“Yeah. She knows her way around most of the city now. I think she’s got a map in her glovebox that she uses to mark off where she’s been.”

“Good girl.”

“I'll see you in thirty minutes. I’ll leave the kitchen door open. If you're hungry, I can order supper.”

“No, I’m good.”

“Okay. See you soon.”

* * * *

Pete had expected her to be a few minutes late, both as a woman’s prerogative but also as a way to test him, to see if she could entice him into a spot of playful punishment. Instead, she was a couple of minutes early, and he was only just finishing squaring up the kitchen when she knocked lightly on the door.

He motioned for her to come in, and as she shut the door behind her, he couldn’t help the tuneless whistle that came from his lips. She looked amazing. The outfit earlier in the day had been black, which set off her natural coloring. This one was a pale grey that didn’t do anything for her coloring but showed off her figure to the utmost. It wasn’t a plain grey, and there were flashes of color supposedly in random patches all over it. Her midriff was bare, and the leggings hugged her to within an inch of her life. They were sensational.

Without even thinking about it, he motioned with his fingers for her to do a little pirouette and let him see the back view. She did blush a little but did as he asked and slowly turned through a complete circle. The front of the outfit, the way it hugged her breasts and lifted them, the way it sculpted her waist and hips and hugged her mound was incredible. The view from the back was nothing, if not even more spectacular. Her ass was a joy to behold. Held in tight by the lycra and sculpted by the panels let into the fabric, it made her already gorgeous ass into a total work of art. The tight legs pulled her thighs into an even leaner, more impressive shape, accentuating her existing thigh gap.

“Fuck me!”

She giggled. “I’d rather have a drink first.” She put the emphasis on first and he knew immediately she hadn’t simply come around to keep him company. She had sex on her mind, just as he had had.

“Then, my lady. A drink it is, what would you like?”

Her laughter was quite infectious, and he joined in as a result.

“I’d like a beer, but one that’s not too high a level of alcohol.”

“I’ve got some Bud Blue.”

“Perfect.”

“In fact, I think I’ll have one as well. After all, alcohol doesn’t take away the desire, but it can impair the delivery.”

“Like you’d ever drink enough to have that problem.”

He grabbed a couple of bottles from the refrigerator and deftly twisted off the caps before handing her one and ceremoniously clinking bottles. “You do look amazing in that outfit.”

“Thank you. I feel amazing.”

He jerked his head, and she led the way into the family room, taking a seat on the couch.

Pete took a swig of his beer. “So, what happened this afternoon.”

She shuddered. “As I said on the phone, it was a cattle market, an absolute cattle market.”

“And you were the fresh beast for the slaughter.”

“Felt that way, yes.” You called them bees around the honeypot, and they were. Literally stingers out on a couple of them. Well, bulges in their workout gear.”

“Quite a compliment.”

She shuddered. “One I don’t need from strangers.”

“Just me then.”

She giggled and peered down into his lap. “Something like that, yes.”

“In a while. I want to hear what happened.”

She shook her head. “Believe me, you don’t. Anyway, on the way out, I told them to cancel the membership, and when I got home, I fired off an e-mail to the bank telling them to make sure the payment was canceled. I’ll ring them on Monday, too. If the gym management asks why, I’ll tell them sexual harassment.”

“They touched you?”

“Not in that way, no.”

“But they physically touched you?”

She sighed. “Don’t go all caveman on me. When one of them was showing me how to lift a barbell, another one had his hands on my waist, making sure I kept my balance. When I was on the horizontal pull machine, not sure what the proper name was, they were on each side of me, making sure my arms didn’t overextend on the pull.”

Pete giggled; he couldn’t help it. They were the ones on the pull. Have you any idea of how taut your bra went as you extended your arms back like that? They were loving it. Surprised they didn’t get you on the weight sled where you push up against your own body weight.”

She blushed.

“They did, didn’t they?”

She nodded and took another gulp of her beer.

“Randy bastards. You really should fire off a letter about the sexual harassment. Although, I have to say I can’t blame them. I’d love to see you in that outfit on some of the apparatus. The only thing is I wouldn’t be confining my touching to the non-erogenous zones.”

She shivered and licked her lips. “Well, that was one thing I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Oh?”

“Well, I know Gunny’s in the Marines do a lot of the PT instruction.”

“And?”

“I know you still keep fit, so I was wondering if…” She walked her fingers up his arm, not quite tickling, but he had to exert iron will not to react to her touch on his bare skin. “I was wondering if you could get me going on a decent home fitness routine. It has to be a lot less embarrassing than going to a gym like, as you said, a lamb to the slaughter.”

“Of course I can. I take it you don’t want to pound the pavement, running around the streets here.”

She shook her head. “Jogging is not my thing.”

“Fair enough; I’m sure we can sort out something for you.” He chuckled. “Besides, if you run around our streets like this, you’ll have two groups chasing you.”

“Two?”

“One the men, wanting to catch you and rip that tight Lycra right off you. Two, the wives, chasing you in order to string you up from the nearest lamppost for tempting their men.”

The conversation paused for a second while she parsed what he’d said. Then she smiled. “I think you just paid me a compliment.”

“Why not? You do look fuckably gorgeous in that outfit.”

She shuddered. “If you’ll be my personal trainer, I can, of course, pay you for your time.”

“I don’t want your money.”

She rubbed his arm. “I wasn’t talking about money.”

“Well, a good workout session would probably be properly finished off with a blowjob, and we’d both need a shower, so we’d have a nice shower fuck too. Was that the kind of thing you were thinking about?”

She was blushing again but nodded. “Something like, yes. But I might need some encouragement to put everything into the workout.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning maybe the threat of a punishment for not giving a hundred percent.”

It was his turn to chuckle again. “More likely, you’d be shirking the routine in order to earn yourself the spanking you desire.”

Erin pouted and then laughed. “You saw through me, there.”

“On that basis, I think we have a possible deal. Mind you, we might need to get you some equipment and maybe convert the study into a mini gym for you.”

“I can do that. The money I’d have been spending on the gym membership can cover that. Since Phil died, we haven’t used the study. I was thinking about converting it to some other use, too.”

“I think that’s the basis of a plan. Take me a couple of days to work out what we need and then the rest of the week to get everything purchased.” Pete chuckled again. “That will give you enough time to go and buy another couple of outfits like these.”

“Why would I need more? Two should be plenty.”

“But after tonight, you’ll only have one.”

“Why?”

“Because this one is likely to get ripped off you.”

She shuddered but stayed quiet.

“Another beer?”

She looked at her bottle, not having realized it was empty. “Please.”

He wandered into the kitchen and then came back with two more open beers. He saw she’d shifted a little on the couch, moving a little closer to where he’d been sitting. He smiled to himself, handed a beer off to her, and then sat back down.

“You said one thing you wanted to talk to me about, which implies there’s another?”

He twisted so he was partly leaning against the arm, obliquely facing her.

She bit her lip and nodded. Pete took a swig at his beer and waited for her to speak up. He guessed the first item on her agenda had been easy; this one probably wasn’t. He let her organize her thoughts and take her time.

“Look, this week.”

He smiled. ”Which bit, the argument with Sam?”

She nodded. “Yeah, that. Well, we never had such an argument before. I know it was all crossed wires, but her storming out like that. Well, it shook me up.”

“She’s eighteen. Didn’t you have that kind of argument with your parents when you were that age?”

She sighed. “I guess.”

“But you had two to play off, argue with one and go to the other for comfort. She hasn’t got that, has she?”

“No, she hasn’t.”

“Not your fault. But it hurts her more. I’m just glad she came to me.”

“And I’m glad, too. Even if I did accuse you of seducing her when she was vulnerable.”

He shrugged, understanding her need so remaining quite passive in his responses. “You were being the protective mother.”

“Overprotective, more like.”

“Not really. Eighteen-year-old spending the night with a confirmed bachelor. Any mother would be concerned.”

“Anyway, I want to thank you properly.”

He chuckled. “You already did.”

“No, I mean really properly.”

“As I said, you did.”

“We could go around this circle for hours. You deserve more, and I intend to give you that.”

“What?”

“Anything. Or, as I said that night, anything and everything. Whatever you want. No question, no complaint, no refusal. If you want to fuck, just call me, and I’ll walk around her naked. You want me to blow you in the street; tell me where to drop to my knees. If you want my ass, let me lube it first. If you want to spank me in the middle of the food court at the mall, tell me where to bend over. If you want me to walk around without underwear or walk around naked under a translucent cover-up, just tell me.”

“That’s definitely over the top.”

She shook her head. “No, I had all that night to think about it. I mean it. If you want to tie me to the bed, just use bindings that don’t mark. If you want to thrash my butt until its’ bright red, just do it. Hands, paddles, whips, cats, anything. You want to blindfold me and strap me down on a fucking machine and then watch as I cum over and over. If you want to deny me my pleasure, deny me orgasming, just say it. Absolutely anything. You want a housekeeper or maid; you want me to do naked cleaning. You want a slave? Just say so.”

“Fuck me!”

“Yes, master.” Her giggle showed she understood it wasn’t an order but he knew she’d have taken it as one if he repeated it. He stayed silent.

“There is one condition.”

“Which is?”

“You don’t lay a finger on my daughter. Oh, I’m not saying don’t tease her, don’t make her strip, or touch herself, or even bring herself off for your, or our, pleasure. But you’re not going to fuck her. Pussy, mouth, or ass.”

“I see.”

He paused for a few moments, gathering his thoughts. He’d expected something from her, especially when she started talking about anything and everything, but she’d gone a lot further than he’d expected. One look at her face as she waited anxiously for him to reply convinced her she was totally serious about the whole thing.

“That’s one hell of a lot to process.”

“I know. Sorry for throwing it all at you, but I didn’t know how else to say it. If you want to wait and give me an answer another day, I’ll go home and…”

“Sweetheart, you are not going home tonight. Understand?”

She shuddered but nodded.

“I hope your note to Sam told her you’d possibly be staying the night.”

He paused again, then spoke up.

“Let’s take most of the most extreme things off the table first. First, I do not need a housekeeper or a maid. Maybe a naked cleaning service would be fun, but you wouldn’t be doing much cleaning, would you?”

She forced a giggle. “I guess not.”

“Second. I am not interested in anal. From that perspective, your ass is safe. I don’t even want you to offer that again. Right?”

“Understood.” She even looked relieved at that.

“Three. I’m not into ropes, paddles, or anything of the kind. No whips, no chains, no St Andrew’s crosses, nothing of that type. I might use a pair of cuffs on you, and from time to time, I’ll definitely consider using a blindfold, but nothing more extreme than that. I might spank you when it's needed, but I find you’re more responsive without a tanned butt than you expected to be. So, we’ll leave that side at that. Okay?”

“Yes.”

“Four. We will keep our play confined to this house or your house or a little bit of discreet commando flashing out and about like we did when we went for the infamous burger. The occasional visit to Jenny’s house might be in the future, but you’ve paid your dues that way, and I think too much of you to want to share you around. You will not be on your knees on the sidewalk or bent over a table in the food court. That’s not to say I won’t be having a discreet grope in the occasional fitting room at a store or something like that. It will be discreet. Does that answer that part?”

She sucked in a deep breath. “Yes, thank you.”

“Finally, your point about Sam. I’ve been having too much fun with Sam to stop. Teasing you about me getting her naked winds you up like a spring that is usually only released by your own sexual needs. That’s worth it on its lonesome. Secondly, teasing Sam for Sam’s sake is worth it, too. I know Phil kept too much of a close rein on her, not as close as he thought, which is a good thing, but she needs to have her horizons broadened. Teasing her achieves that. Letting her plot how she’s going to seduce me is also good practice for her. However, I will make you a straightforward promise. I will not fuck her without you knowing where and when beforehand and having given your explicit permission. All you have to do is say no. Acceptable?”

“I guess, yes.”

“You need to do better than guess.”

“Then, yes. I agree.”

“You really make a shit negotiator, you know.”

“Why?” She frowned.

“Because, sweetheart, all I’m going to do is ask you that question when you’re on the brink of an orgasm, and then when you won’t give me the answer I want, I’ll back off and edge you until you give in and, say yes.”

“Bastard.”

“Nope. Told you that before.”

“Does that cover all of your points?”

She paused for a moment and thought through things for herself.”

“I guess so, yes.”

“Then we are in agreement?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” Pete paused and took a deep breath. “Wow! You took that conversation on a fucking deep dive there, girl.”

“Sorry. I guess I wanted to clear the air.”

He grinned. “You certainly did that.”

Erin giggled. “Then shall we move onto a topic that’s far more pleasurable.”

“Not a bad idea. What did you have in mind.”

She drained her bottle of beer and put it on the side table, then rose to her feet and turned to face him. She motioned for him to sit straight on the couch rather than twist into the corner. He wasn’t sure what she intended to do, so he did as she asked, which earned him a wide smile as a reward.

Still mystified as to her intentions, he watched as she moved to the side of the couch next to him and then bent forward over his lap. Before he could say anything, she had laid herself over his lap. Her ass is in prime spanking position on his lap, her legs dangling over the arm of the couch, her arms stretched out along the couch above her head.

“I’m yours.”

“Fuck!”

“That’s one of your options, yes.”


Chapter 6

Having such a beautiful, pliant, submissive woman lying across his lap like that, totally of her own accord, was an incredible aphrodisiac as far as Pete was concerned. Sure, the conversation had taken a deep dive into the darkest kind of surreal stuff, but the end result was her upturned ass lying across his lap in skintight Lycra. From some of the things she’d said, he guessed she’d been doing a bit of research into kink on the internet. Rule eight of the internet applied; if she could think of it, she could find it. At least, she hadn’t suggested she expected him to share her around and organize gangbangs for her. That was most definitely not his cup of tea. In the meantime, in the immediate present, she was waiting for him to do something to her.

Pete dropped his hand down to caress the fabulous twin globes resting on his lap. Erin let out an explosive breath, and from that, he guessed she’d been holding her breath, waiting for a blow to fall. He grinned, knowing she couldn’t see him; this was going to be so much fun. Although she’d had a lot of experience being spanked, it had all been rather one-dimensional. Phil had spanked her until her ass was red, flipped her over and fucked her, on a once and done basis. There was so much more than that to a good spanking, and he was going to enjoy teaching her.

Up to press, he hadn’t spanked her other than playfully. Now, she was offering herself, asking for it in a way he wasn’t going to refuse. She was, however, going to get more from it than she expected.

“Are you sure you’re comfortable?”

Her answer was a very breathy “Yes.”

“I wouldn’t want you to hurt your legs on the arm of the couch.”

“I’m fine.” It sounded a bit impatient, as if she wanted him to get it over with. Pete had no intention of hurrying any part of this.

His hand continued to smooth over the silky feeling fabric of her yoga pants. She sighed and wiggled, pushing her butt up toward his hand, partly to increase the pressure of the contact and partly to give him a more prominent target. His hand continued its slow sweep, up and down and across her butt, making sure to give each cheek the same amount of attention. After a few more seconds of this, he slowly moved his hand down toward the junction of her legs. She murmured but made no attempt to protest as his hand neared her pussy. If anything, she eased her legs a little bit apart, granting him access.

He didn’t actually touch her between her legs, just passed very close to the spot before returning to the fabulous raised globes of her cheeks.

“Preparing you, sweetheart. Getting you ready for the spanking you crave. Can’t do that on an unprepared ass, one that hasn’t been properly warmed up.”

She moaned softly but didn’t reply, although her ass did thrust upward a little in response. He could feel every movement as she trembled on his lap, anticipation running riot through her entire body. Before he started to inflict the physical chastisement she was craving, he knew he could turn the psychological screws tighter.

“You didn’t bring a change of clothing, did you?”

“No!”

“Pity.”

She almost sobbed. “Why?”

“Well, what will you wear to go home in the morning if I’ve been so impatient I’ve ripped these off you? Can’t let you go home in rags in daylight, can I?”

She gasped and shivered. He could feel every movement both through his hand and his lap. He watched her face, turned partially toward him. Her eyes screwed shut. He knew what was going on the inside of her eyelids as she played the nightmare, the vision of herself in her shredded outfit, walking down his drive and then back up hers while all the neighbors watched. Her shivering increased, and she sobbed again. He could feel the heat she was giving off and the way her breathing had quickened. Even though she was pretty sure he wouldn’t send her home naked like that, the idea was turning her on, on top of the arousal she was getting from anticipating the spanking she’d asked for.

Another turn of the screws was an obvious one.

“Then again, maybe I’ll make sure to ask you the question about Sam just before you cum on my lap with your ass bright red.”

“What… what question?”

“You know the one. Permission to…”

She moaned again; her trembling increased again. He continued to run his hand over her ass. “Maybe, seeing as you offered, what I’ll do is cuff you to my bed and leave you there while I go to your house and tell your daughter to strip and then lie on your bed.”

She moaned a lot louder, and he felt her ass clench under his hand. He hadn’t done more than caress her and taunt her, but she was clearly very close.

“You ready to cum?” He made sure to freight his words with surprise. “Then cum, sweetheart, cum for me.”

She surprised him by doing exactly that, hard. He held onto her waist so her convulsions didn’t roll her off his lap. The buns in front of him bounced as she writhed, an awesome sight in the tight Lycra of her yoga pants. She wailed and moaned in equal measure as the whole climax pulsed through her. Twisting to the side, he looked at the tight fabric between her legs. He wasn’t surprised to see it had turned a darker shade of grey; her liquor had soaked into the light grey fabric, turning it several shades darker.

“I guess you needed that one.”

She whimpered but didn’t answer.

“I also suspect I missed my chance to press you for access to Sam.”

“No.”

He chuckled that no had been rather firm from a woman who could hardly speak after a climax. His hand returned to its rubbing her butt, and she seemed to relax a little. That was what he’d been waiting for. His hand lifted and then came down flat across her left cheek.

Slap!

“Ow!” She jumped a little but quickly quieted down again. He knew that blow hadn’t been that hard; it had sounded loud but not been hard enough to do more than sting a little. He didn’t hesitate.

Slap!

This time, she made no sound at all as his hand connected with her right cheek, evening it up. Underneath the thin covering of her yoga pants, he was sure her skin would be pinker than before, but he had a long way to go before he peeled them down to check. He’d teased her about sending her home in the morning naked because he’d shredded her only outfit, but that was all it was: teasing. Destroying her reputation wouldn’t do him any good. Not that the teasing wasn’t fun, just as the teasing about her daughter was fun.

He went back to the caressing and rubbing of her ass, still in absolute awe of the perfection of the twin globes on his lap. Her legs had parted a bit more now, so as his hand moved over the smooth target on his lap, his palm automatically slid closer and closer to the crevice between her legs. She murmured and whimpered with each pass, a combination of arousal at his touch and anticipation of the next spank.

“Enjoying yourself?”

He chuckled. It was the first time since she’d placed herself at his mercy that she’d initiated part of the conversation.

“Definitely. Are you?”

She gasped as he squeezed her left cheek but somehow summoned up a reply. “On a scale of one to ten… I guess, twelve?”

“Thought so.” He leaned closer, whispering rather than speaking out loud. Not that he needed to since there was nobody else there, but it helped to create the illusion of intimacy. “I think you’ve just learned there’s more to a good spanking than just the blows. Am I right?”

Her answer was a long, drawn-out hiss. “Yessss.”

“I think you prefer my way of doing things, don’t you?”

She surprised him with a giggler, a rather girlish one at that. “Given where I am at the moment, I can only say yes, can’t I?”

“No, sweetheart, you can say what you want to say. If you prefer me to…”

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

His hand came down in rapid succession, twice on each side. It was no harder than before, so it's not hard at all.

Erin squirmed and gasped with each blow.

“… if you prefer that, then that is what you can have, only harder.”

She moaned, and he felt her squeeze her muscles, tightening her ass before relaxing again. It was amazing watching the transformation right in front of his eyes. He knew what the guys in the gym had been staring at. If he’d been there, he’d probably have been staring, too.

“No… No, please. The other way was much, much better.”

Pete could hear how breathless she was. She might be saying she preferred the more leisurely approach that alternated spanking with touching, but her model wasn’t confirming her words.

“That’s what you’re saying, but it’s not what your body is saying, is it?”

He lowered his hand to gently caress her ass once more, feeling the heat emanating from the flesh under his palm.

“I can feel you trembling and shaking. Are you about to cum again, needy girl?”

She moaned and then sharply nodded her head.

“I can see why Phil liked doing this to you. You are incredibly responsive once I get your ass warmed up.” He decided to crank up the psychological pressure, too. “So, can I have access to Sam’s sweet little ass, too?”

“Noooo!”

Her long, drawn-out answer made him chuckle.

Pete took his hand away from her ass, and she whimpered, knowing what was coming.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

The staccato blows fell fast on her ass, but he was still holding back, reining in the force he was using. This was about titillation, not pain, although there was obviously a bit of the latter involved.

She quivered under his hand but he could see she was biting her lip to stop herself crying out. He dropped his hand back onto her ass, feeling the even greater level of heat coming from her quivering flesh. Without hesitating, he dipped his hand down onto her inner thigh, his thumb pressing against her pussy.

“Ah!” Her cry was clearly one of passion. Pete couldn’t resist turning the screw one more time.

“Let me have access to Sam, and I’ll let you cum.”

“Nooo….”

“You don’t want to cum?” He chuckled. “I can do this all night. It doesn’t matter if you say no a dozen times; all I need is that one yes.”

He increased the pressure of his hand along the line of her pussy and started vibrating his thumb against her slit. Her legs were too close together to provide him with access to her clit. Erin sobbed into the couch, clearly desperate to cum but not wanting to give in to him. The psychological war he’d set off inside her was eating her alive as her body writhed on his lap. He kept hold of her waist with one hand, making sure she couldn’t roll off and hurt herself.

“Remember, you put yourself in this position. I didn’t ask you to. You ready to cum, yet?”

“Yes.”

He leaned in close to her ear and tightened his grip on her waist. “Then cum. All you have to do is let go.”

She wailed, but he felt her entire body stiffen, her belly pressing down on his legs as his lower legs curled upward. Suddenly the Lycra between his hand and her pussy became wet rather than just moist. She squealed as the orgasm crashed into her. Every fiber of her body shook on his lap as the tremors and spasms ran their course.

As Erin panted and moaned through the aftershocks of her orgasm, Pete lifted and turned her. From lying face down across his lap, she was now sitting on him. He pulled her into his chest, cuddling her and soothing her as her breathing slowly returned to normal. One of his arms was around her back, the other hand resting on her knee. Not still, just transcribing slow circles that soothed rather than anything else. She put an arm around his neck and snuggled in closer, resting her head on his chest. She’d offered herself up for a spanking, and she’d cum twice during the experience, but it was obvious she didn’t want to continue the experience any longer. The change of pace was, from her point of view, welcome.

Pete held her there for long minutes. Eventually, she stirred, sat upright, and slowly parted her legs. She peered down and blushed, seeing the dark patch that had spread to cover the entire crotch of the yoga pants.

“Don’t worry, you can put them in the washer before you go home.”

“But what will I wear to go home in?”

He shrugged. “I’m sure I’ve got a tee shirt or two that are small enough and short enough to fit.”

She gave him an arch look.” Short enough?”

He pantomimed that they would come down as far as her waist, no lower.

“Yeah, right. That’ll be a good look.”

“I could always ring your daughter and ask her to bring you a nice clean baby doll over. That would look even nicer.”

“Not funny.”

“Hey, you’re the one who picked a pale grey pair of yoga pants. I guess it was a good job you didn’t wear them to the gym this afternoon.”

Erin didn’t reply; she just bit her lip and went bright red.

“Can I please go and put them in the washer?”

“And what will you be wearing when you return from the laundry room?”

She shrugged. “Nothing, I guess. Or whatever you want me to be wearing.”

He grinned at her. “You’re learning, but I want something first, and then I want to peel those pants off you, an inch at a time.”

She dropped her hand between their bodies, searching for and quickly finding the bulge in his pants that betrayed he was turned on. “I wonder what you want?”

“Really? You need to wonder?”

“No. Not really at all.”

“Well, I guess you’ll have to wash the bra at the same time as the yoga pants, then.”

She blushed again as she understood his meaning, but she twisted off his lap and dropped into the space between his knees as he opened them.

“I take it you want to paint my tits rather than my face?”

“Don’t be too crude about it.”

She giggled. “Just making sure there’s no room for misunderstanding. Wouldn’t want to accidentally earn myself another spanking.”

“Accidentally, no. Although, I can see a time where you’ll set out to do so deliberately.”

Erin shuddered and reached for his fly.
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For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!
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With the twins to raise, money is tight for Jen and Chris, and they have to face up to the prospect of losing their home. He can’t work more overtime and she can’t find a normal job that covers child care costs. In desperation, Jen suggests she returns to the job she had when they met. Chris isn't keen on letting his wife go back to the club, where as Starz--her stage name derived from the tattoo on her stomach--he’d been mesmerized and fallen for the lovely dancer. The idea of her stripping again isn't something he finds easy to deal with, and the thought of her working for Tom, the sleazy club owner, is even worse. But Jen has made her mind up. Starz is going to make a comeback to save their home, hopefully without risking their marriage.
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Sian Ash had just turned 20 when her world was turned upside down. The minibus carrying her roller derby team home from an away match lost a tire, and overturned down an embankment. Four families lost their wives and mothers that day - five young children cast adrift, four fathers seared by a pain Sian recognized and felt with them. The heroine of the crash, she started providing a substitute parent service for the four families. Hailed as the town angel by everyone, only four others knew the real truth. It had started when one of the widowers had called her by his dead wife's name. The emotional angst that required a hug had led to something else - something more. Now Sian was proving in secret that she was no angel, no angel at all, and her four employers were loving every minute of it.
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Charlotte knew there were two ways to get to the top of the corporate ladder. She could work hard and hope she got noticed, or she could play hard and make sure she got noticed. The only problem for Charlie was a very simple one, the men she saw as her rungs on the way to the top, weren't the straight-forward vanilla sharp-suited businessmen she thought they were. Getting their attention was easy, keeping it simple enough, but was the price too high for the secretary who had just acquired a bottom name - Charlie? More importantly, could her bottom stand it?
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Amy's been happy working in the department store, and happy at home but there's something missing, so she's changing her job. Now Amy's got a real problem, she desperately needs money to fix her car. When her boss offers her some overtime she knows exactly what he's offering, and it might just plug the gap in her relationship too. She never realised she was quite so submissive though, nor that her boss was quite so dominant, something her loving husband could never be.
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Previously available as three separate novels, the entire trilogy is gathered here in a single volume of over 150,000 words for one unbelievable price.

Leah’s Home Lens

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

Leah’s New Lens

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

Leah’s Long Lens

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Book 1 - A Model Descent

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

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

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

Book 2 - A Model Descent – Freefall

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

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

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

Book 3 - A Model Descent – Final Fall

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

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

As the videos become more and more hardcore will she stay balanced, and perhaps, more importantly, will she be able to build a real relationship with Tyler, the man who’s at home either in front of the camera, or behind it, when she’s in front of it with someone else!
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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
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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.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


The Camera Loves Candy
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Candy could have been a model if only she was taller. At least, that was her husband’s belief. On a whim, he asks her to pose sexily in front of his camera for him, on a promise that he’ll never show the results to anyone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

[image: A person wearing red stockings and black heels  Description automatically generated]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

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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