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Dedication

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


Chapter 1

The first text from Erin was hardly a surprise.

We’re home!

He knew that—having seen her little baby Mercedes reappear on the driveway not twenty minutes earlier. It had been a quiet fortnight with both blonde women away. Not that he could blame Mitch for wanting to see his granddaughter before she went off to college at the end of the summer. Not that Erin and Sam didn’t want to go, but with a two-star Marine general for a father-in-law, Erin was always going to find it hard to say no.

He considered his reply for a couple of minutes, then decided to be noncommittal.

Had a good time?

Her reply was quick and surprisingly playful, almost salacious.

Very nice. Can be around in about twenty minutes as soon as I’ve got the cases unpacked and the first load in the machine. How little should I wear? Sam’s already putting her bikini on to use your pool.

There was a world of meaning in her question. Since that evening a few months earlier, Erin had become more open, more at ease with herself, and very attentive to him. She seemed never to want to miss a chance at some raunchy sex. Even going as far as to introduce a couple of kinks he wouldn’t have done. The internet had a lot to answer for.

There again, so too, did the addition of the privacy fences around their yards and his pool. Sunbathing and swimming topless had become the norm, even nude at times for both women. Seeing Sam around naked had also become something Erin had gotten used to, she didn’t chide her daughter about it at all. Given that the privacy fence also covered the gap between the two houses, they could both come and go between their house and his pool without worrying about being seen by the neighbors or being shielded from the kids in the woods at the back.

As much or as little as you like, surprise me.

Pete chuckled to himself. Sam might be coming around to use the pool, but Erin clearly had something else on her mind. Whereas months ago, she wouldn’t have considered showing up naked, he wouldn’t put it past her now. The privacy screen might be part of the reason there, of course, but it was also her growing confidence in her sexuality.

Less than five minutes later, he heard the splash as something hit the surface of the pool. Looking out, he wasn’t surprised to see the younger of the two women surface and glide along the length of the pool. Sam turned over onto her back and floated for a few moments. Long enough for him to see she was wearing the tan-through bikini, the kind that got transparent when it got wet. It was, of course, wet, and he could see every detail of her lithe eighteen-year-old body. No, nineteen, he reminded himself, it had been her birthday while they were away, part of the reason behind the grandparent's timing. She saw him at the window and waved and gave a huge grin while simultaneously arching her back to push her all but naked breasts up out of the water.

He sighed, it appeared Sam still wanted something from him, something that Erin was equally determined she wasn’t going to get.

Heading downstairs, he put some low-alcohol beer on ice and then watched out of the kitchen window as Sam lazily stroked up and down the pool. He was quite sure her butt shouldn’t be that high out of the water in a breaststroke, but he knew she was doing it for his benefit.

A few minutes later, a shadow fell across the far corner of the pool, and he heard the soft sound of Erin saying something to her daughter. It was probably along the lines of I’m going to be busy with Pete for a while, stay out here. Sam pouted but then winked at her mother. Erin came further into his sight as she crossed the deck toward the kitchen door. She’d taken his wear what you like to mean precisely that. Her tight white tee shirt emphasized her braless breasts. He could see her nipples trying to poke holes through the thin fabric. Below that, she wore a denim miniskirt he didn’t remember seeing before. He wasn’t sure it was something she’d have bought when living under Mitch’s roof, it wasn’t exactly Marine widow clothing. It was, however, very sexy, her perfectly toned calves and thighs showing underneath the tight skirt. Seeing him watching, she waved and then approached the door.

“Hiya.”

“Hi, sexy.”

She preened in his compliment and put that little bit extra into her strut as she crossed the floor toward him. Pete leaned back against the counter and watched the sexy performance par excellence.

“Enjoy your trip? I didn’t think ‘Very Nice’ was a good enough answer.”

Erin giggled. “Well, it was okay, but if anything, a bit boring. Even Sam thought so, she said so as we caught the plane home. They have a nice pool but there’s one problem with their pool that there isn’t with yours.”

“Which is?”

“Clothing not exactly optional.”

Pete chuckled and then held out his arms. Erin crossed the intervening two paces between them in a flash, enveloping him in a hug.

“I’m surprised she’s wearing a bikini.”

“Well, I’m sure you noticed which one she’s wearing.”

“She has made sure to show me, yes.”

“Well, I said she had to start off with one. I’m surprised she hasn’t taken it off yet.”

Pete placed his fingers on her chin and gently turned her head so she could see her daughter. Sam had walked out of the shallow end of the pool and was now standing staring at the house. It was as if she was waiting until she had both their attention. Since the bikini had gone transparent when wet, everything was on show, from her raspberry-colored nipples all the way down to her clamshell-tight slit between her legs. She arched her back, acting like the minx she was, to push her breasts out and push her pelvis forward. Showing off everything she could.

Her hands went behind her back, and she undid the knot on the back string of the bikini. The tight, wet fabric clung to her breasts as she lifted her hands to under her hair and undid the other string, too. Pulling the top half of the bikini away, she let it dangle from her fingers for a couple of seconds before letting it fall. As she did so, both her hands went to the strings at her hips. She smiled at the window from under her lashes and then pulled one side and then the other undone. The fabric went slack, but it stuck to her, she had to pull to free it. It, too, hung from her fingers for a few seconds before she tossed it across to join the top. She posed for a few more seconds, then let a sly grin slowly form on her lips. Blowing them a kiss, she spun on her heel and ran along the side of the pool before diving in. It was an absolutely virtuoso performance.

Erin let out a deep breath. “Little minx!”

Pete just pulled her tighter against him. “I think all those times she’s seen you doing things like that for me, she was making notes.”

“Hmm…” Although Erin sounded a bit uptight about it, Pete knew it was an act. Erin didn’t want him touching her daughter, but it didn’t mean she didn’t want Sam to lose her confidence in her hot body. It was a very fine line Erin was walking, and she knew it.

“I love that skirt and tee combo on you. Very nice. Quite sexy.”

Erin blushed a little. She always did when he complimented her. “I’m glad you find it sexy.”

“Why?”

“You need to ask?” She turned her face up for a kiss. He leaned down and planted a soft kiss on her lips. Immediately, she opened for him, and her arm stole up behind him to grab the back of his head and hold him in place. He let the kiss deepen naturally, pushing his tongue out to flick at hers. She murmured something into the kiss, but he could feel she was relaxed. Glancing past her shoulder, he could see Sam was at the far end of the pool, leaning back against the edge and staring at them through the kitchen window. When she spotted him looking at her, she lifted herself a little bit out of the water, far enough to expose her naked breasts. Then she grinned or maybe giggled, he couldn’t hear and plunged forward into the water. Pete returned his attention to the woman in his arms as she squashed her unfettered breasts against him.

“I’ve missed this.”

He chuckled. “Me too.”

“Shall we?” She nodded her head toward the family room.

“What, and lose our naked water nymph audience?”

Erin gasped and turned to stare out of the window. Sam had made her way back to the shallow end and was sitting there, the water just lapping around her stomach, her breasts fully on display. Erin swallowed hard and then twisted to look up at him once more.

“You want it in here so she can watch?”

He shrugged. “I was thinking more of asking her in so she could grab a shower and then wander through into the den and watch. By then, she’d be the one wrapped in a towel, and you’d be the one naked. Maybe even naked and  across my lap with a nice pink butt.”

Erin’s breathing quickened, and she licked her lips. “I haven’t done anything wrong…”

“I’m sure I can find a pretext if you insist on me having one.” He lifted one hand and gestured to Sam, asking her to leave the pool and come into the house. They both watched as the younger woman climbed from the pool, unconcerned about her nudity. Rising to her full height, she gestured toward her discarded bikini. When Pete shook his head, she shrugged and walked toward the kitchen door, still dripping wet.

As she opened the door, she called out. “I’ll drip all over the floor.”

“You probably should have brought a towel with you then.” He turned and grinned down at Erin. There you go. A nice pretext. You didn’t ensure your daughter brought a towel with you. That’s enough to ensure your butt gets turned red.”

Sam gasped. “That’s my fault, not hers. If anyone gets her butt tanned for that, it should be me.”

“Don’t volunteer for something you don’t as yet understand.”

Sam pouted as Pete let go of Erin. “Go fetch her a towel. She’s right. She will drip all over the floor.”

While Erin headed into the mudroom to retrieve a towel, Sam struck a pose in the doorway. One leg extended and turned to open out her thigh gap. Her back slightly arched, and one arm behind her. The pose was designed to show him her breasts and her mound. She flushed a little as he stared at her, devouring the view she gave him.

“Sam!”

“What?”

Erin set her lips in a thin line and wrapped her daughter in a towel.

“Go grab a shower, young lady, but for taking up such a brazen stance, you are not allowed to close the mudroom door.”

“What am I supposed to wear when I come out of the shower?”

Pete shrugged. “A towel. Preferably a smaller one than the one you’re currently holding.”

Her eyes widened. She knew the only smaller towel would be a hand towel, and she’d struggle to be able to wrap that around her, let alone have the length to cover both her breasts and her pussy and ass.

Frowning at her mother but turning the frown into as seductive a smile as she could in Pete’s direction, she headed past the pair of them into the mudroom. Pete could see as soon as she got into the tiled room, she dropped the towel her mother had fetched, leaving her naked, framed by the doorway. She glanced back over her shoulder and giggled, clearly not regarding Pete’s instructions as any form of hardship. As she started the shower, Pete grabbed Erin’s hand and led her to the doorway into the mudroom before dragging her in front of him and standing behind her, his hands on her waist.

He leaned down and whispered into her ear. “Let’s just enjoy the show.”

Erin shivered but stayed quiet, her attention focused on the lithe young woman moving around the room in front of them. Pete slid his hands around onto Erin’s stomach and then slowly slid them higher. As Sam stepped under the shower, he cupped Erin’s breasts. She let out a sigh and then tilted her head back to rest on his chest, her eyes closed. Obviously, she didn’t want to watch her daughter shower. That was fine with Pete, he intended to do exactly that while running his hands over the body of the woman closer to him.

In front of his eyes, the younger blonde was running her fingers through her long hair, rinsing out the chlorine and chemicals from the pool. She had her back to him, and her buns were jiggling nicely as her arms moved. Closer to him, the older model was leaning back against his chest as his hands found and isolated her nipples through her tight top. Erin murmured and then moaned as she pushed her breasts out into his hands. Sliding one hand down her body, he moved his hand out to her hip and then down over the outside of her denim skirt as far as he could. Grasping the fabric, he started to straighten up a little, drawing the material up her leg.

Sam turned around, facing them as she let the water play down her back. Her eyes widened as she saw what he was doing to Erin, but she made no comment. Her own hands began to tease her breasts as she moved deeper under the shower head, letting the water cascade down on her shoulders, spraying the whole of the inside of the stall. She backed up against the wall, letting the water run down her front, enveloping her breasts before dripping off her nipples in a steady stream that splashed around her toes. Opening her legs, she allowed the water to sluice over her slit, murmuring at the feel of the warm water tickling at her private parts.

Pete had the skirt lifted now to expose Erin’s hip, and he kept going, jerking it up to her waist at that side, then sliding his hand down onto what he expected to be soft panties. Instead his fingers encountered bare skin, and he gasped, which elicited a giggle from Erin.

“I know what you said about commando taking some of the fun away, but I wanted to save time tonight.”

“Naughty, dirty, girl. Dirty girls get punished.”

She shivered against him, then giggled again. “Am I allowed to say, ‘yes, please’”

“In a word, no.”

His hand found her mound, his fingers spearing down either side of her pussy, then scissoring open, pulling her outer lips outward. Erin moaned, and Sam heard her, looking up and watching the way he was defiling her mother. His index finger found the exposed furrow and slid along the moist exposed flesh. Erin writhed against him, lost in her own sensual world.

Across the room, Sam killed the shower and then stepped out of the stall, reaching for a towel to dry herself with. While Pete would have been happy to stay and watch the exhibitionist show from the nineteen-year-old, he needed to get the scene set with the older blonde. Reluctantly letting go of his prize, he reached down, grasped Erin’s hand, and twirled her into his arms. Instantly his hands dipped to her ass, one finding bare flesh where he’d haled the skirt as high as her waist, the other finding the skirt. It was the work of a moment to jerk that side up, too, exposing Erin’s complete ass to his hands and Sam’s horrified eyes.

The younger woman paused in the act of drying herself and watched, but Pete turned away and dragged Erin up the hallway and then through into the den. He knew Sam would follow as soon as she’d met his conditions. Erin was like a rag doll in his hands as he sat down on the couch and pulled her down onto his lap. His mouth met hers again as she kissed him back with fervor as his hands continued to plunder her body. One hand slid down between her legs as she spread for him, giving him access to her slit. His other hand found the bottom edge of her top and slid up inside it.

As the kiss broke, she opened her eyes and peered at him.

“Lose the top.”

“I thought you’d never ask.” Her giggle was the infectious kind, telling him she was more than happy to oblige. Seconds later, the top hit the floor, leaving her breasts fully exposed as she twisted back inside his embrace.

“You want me to lose the skirt, too?”

“No, if you lose the skirt, I’ll be tempted to give you what you want and spank you, but for the moment, I have you just the way I want you.”

“Oh.” Erin sounded quite disappointed.

“Denial of your desire is a way to sharpen that desire.”

“I guess.”

“Also, if Sam’s ass is the only fully naked one in the room, then I’m more likely to be tempted to spank that one.”

“Pete, no.”

He chuckled, knowing the teasing about the younger woman was having its effect once more. As it always did.

At that moment, Sam appeared in the doorway, dry and somewhat glowing. She was trying to unsuccessfully hide behind the ridiculously small coverage provided by a hand towel. She really had taken him at his word and eschewed the bath sheets for the smallest towel in the room.

He grinned and shook his head, then indicated the couch opposite. Erin watched her daughter but said nothing. He sensed she didn’t fully approve of Sam’s display but knew she was not the one in control. Pete decided to rub that fact in harder.

“Just lose the towel, young lady. It’s not exactly hiding very much, is it.”

“You did say to use a smaller one.”

“I know, and you did so. Kudos to you for doing what you were told to do. Now you’re being told to lose the towel completely.”

She tossed the towel to the floor next to the couch and sat back. Pete noticed she did not attempt to use her arms to cover her modesty. She did cross her legs, and he was sure she knew that made her pussy peep out from underneath the raised thigh. Erin softly snorted at her daughter’s blatant display, but it was no more than she’d done earlier outside on the side of the pool.

Pete turned his full attention back to Erin.


Chapter 2

Pete didn’t give Erin any chance to express her disapproval, his hands rising to cup her breasts, his mouth finding the soft skin just below her ear. She murmured something indistinct and cocked her head to the side to give him access. Her eyes slowly closed, and her mouth opened as she sucked in air. As he isolated and pinched her nipples, she writhed on his lap and let out a soft moan.

“Someone likes this.”

She moaned louder still but didn’t reply. He shifted one hand from her chest down over the folds of her skirt, where it was rolled around her waist. As soon as his fingertips touched bare skin below, she shivered and then let her legs part. With her eyes closed, he knew she could pretend her daughter wasn’t in the room. Pete glanced across at the nineteen-year-old, Sam was watching what he was doing with an intent expression. She caught him looking at her and blushed but dropped her gaze back down to his fingers that were creeping ever closer to Erin’s mound.

As his finger rubbed up and down her slit, she moaned louder, and he wasn’t surprised to find she was wringing wet. Her legs parted, inadvertently giving Sam an obscene view of her aroused pussy. Sam gulped but didn’t take her eyes away from the spectacle in front of her. It was as if she assumed Pete was doing this entirely for her benefit rather than his own. He wasn’t, he was doing this for Erin’s benefit. It was just a bit of a kick to see the younger woman naked and, at the same time, enthralled by the view she had.

As he pressed against her, his finger slowly sank in between her outer lips. Erin was slowly writhing, trying to increase the pressure and, by extension, her own pleasure. Taking pity on her, he curled his finger and allowed it to penetrate her as far as the second knuckle. She bucked against him, her moan much louder this time. He could feel how her already hard nipple hardened even further against his palm. Shifting his hand momentarily off her breast, he slid it higher and used his fingertips to gently turn her chin. His lips met parted wet lips, and she opened wider to accept his tongue as his hand returned to toying with her breast. He started finger-fucking her, not hard, just gently with one finger as his tongue thrust into her mouth. She spluttered and murmured around his tongue but arched her back to press her breast into his hand. Lower down, her hips were in constant motion, churning and bucking against his finger as her entire being tried to entice a deeper penetration. He added a second finger and watched and felt her as her passion mounted toward the inevitable climax.

She was starting to shake all over when he decided to increase the level of humiliation, knowing how much the submissive blonde could get off on it.

“Enjoying the show, Sam?” It was an awful thing to say, and he felt Erin stiffen against him.

“Fuck! You’ve really got her going.” Sam’s awe-filled words made Pete grin, and he wasn’t sure what Erin’s response would be. As it happened, she was too far gone to do more than give a momentary reaction before her orgasm overtook her. Pete stopped touching and teasing her and simply held her so she wouldn’t fall off her precarious position on his lap. It took a while for her breathing to slow down and she finally opened her eyes and gave him that shy, satisfied smile.

“Somebody needed that.”

“Yeah. You could say that.”

She stretched like a cat, clearly sated for now. Pete let her relax for another couple of minutes.

“Your turn.”

He chuckled. “Thought you’d never ask.”

“What would you like?”

“Depends on what you’re offering.”

He knew this kind of teasing banter worked with her. Thankfully, Sam stayed quiet, although her attention was centered on the pair of them.

“Anything you want. On one condition.”

“Which is?” He already knew the answer.

“Lose the audience.”

Sam sniffed, but he guessed she knew that was coming. Her mother would only go so far in front of her. Full sex was a step beyond those self-drawn limits.

“And if I want her to stay?” His question was teasing, tantalizing for Sam, and potentially mortifying for Erin. They both knew if he changed his tone of voice and made it an order, not a question, their submissive behavior would kick in. Erin whimpered and stayed silent for a long time. Pete watched Sam, seeing the hope flare in her eyes. She wanted to witness what she knew would be a satisfying experience for her mother. He was aware Sam’s own sexual experiences had been limited to boys her own age, whose clumsy fumbles hadn’t got her off. Erin was torn between letting her daughter garner some satisfying sexual experiences and protecting her while also maintaining her own dignity. It was a veritable high-wire act.

He took pity on the aroused woman on his lap, knowing what he was about to say would cause Sam to pout.

“Go have another swim, Sam. Your mother will join you shortly.”

“But she hasn’t got her bikini with her.”

“Who said anything about her needing one.”

Sam sniffed again but, after a moment, uncrossed her legs and rose to her feet. She made sure she was facing the two of them with her legs parted. Pete could clearly see the sheen of moisture glistening on her slit. Sam was obviously aroused by what she’d witnessed. It looked so inviting he involuntarily licked his lips. That made Sam gasp, and Erin looked around at him to see why Sam had reacted. He just grinned and winked at Sam as if to say, my attraction to you remains our little secret. Sam smiled to show she understood and arched her back to thrust her breasts forward.

“Go.”

“Yes, master.”

“Without the cheek.”

She turned and headed for the door, but she wasn’t moving quickly. Her strut was studied and deliberate, making sure her ass rolled and swayed with every step. A few seconds later, they heard the back door open and then close. He doubted she’d have done that without actually exiting and then trying to sneak back and watch. Mind you, if she did, Pete wasn’t going to be shy about it. Doing what he’d done with Erin had given him a definite aching hard-on. After all, he’d been deprived of sex for the same two-week period as the all-but-naked woman on his lap.

“Arms around my neck.”

Erin gasped as she quickly reached to wrap her arms around his neck without turning around. Pete powered to his feet and then dropped to his knees on the floor in front of the couch, taking Erinn with him. He leaned forward, and she squealed as she let go. She swung her arms forward so she landed on all fours. She had to know what he intended, but she peered back over her shoulder, waiting for another command. He simply leaned against her back, pushing her flat underneath him and keeping her pinned there by a little judicial application of his body weight.

Pete grinned as he watched Erin mentally adjust to her new position. She didn’t even hesitate to spread her legs a little apart, knowing with her skirt rucked up around her waist, she had no coverage at all. Her bare ass pointed up at him, and he dropped one hand to caress the smooth round shape. She almost purred at the connection, and he knew she was wondering if he was going to fuck her, or spank her, or both. His other hand moved to his fly to release his hard, turgid cock. He felt her tremble as she heard his movements.

Leaning down, he laid his hot rigid cock along the line of the crack of her ass. She moaned and shuffled a little to make sure she was comfortable. He started to slide forward and backward, forward and backward, running his cock up and down the narrow crevice between her cheeks. At the top end of her crack, the tip of his cock prodded into her flesh, creating a little bulge and ripple. Pre-cum dripped from the end, coating her ass and making it slippery. Erin stayed still, letting him do as he wanted and taking her own enjoyment from what he was doing.

He ran his hand up her naked back, making her shiver, and then around to her face. Without stopping to think about it, she opened her mouth and let him sink his finger inside. Pete had made sure it was the same hand, the same finger that had been inside her. Her juices had dried a bit on his skin, but he was sure she could still taste herself. Without hesitation, she started sucking on his finger, instinctively knowing that’s what he wanted her to do.

Continuing to rub his cock on her ass, he pushed his finger as deep into her mouth as he could. She alternated between gagging and sucking, and he added a second finger, then slowly dragged his body back a little. His cock slid down over her ass and then in between her legs, the end pressing against her labia.

She moaned around his fingers but didn’t stop sucking. Her legs parted a bit further, giving him better access. He growled at her to stay still, and she seemed to understand his meaning. He pushed into her, his stiff cock separating her labia with ease and sliding into her channel. She was still very wet from her orgasm, so he went in easily. Pete pushed all the way in, reveling in the feel of her hot and wet pussy sucking on his cock, trying to draw him in deeper still.

Taking his hand from her mouth, he pushed it against her back, pinning her in place as he started to thrush. With each push into her, she grunted, but it was clear she was loving this treatment. His knees went either side of hers and pulled toward each other, clamping her legs. Slowly the gap between her thighs closed so he could feel her soft skin pulling against his balls as his cock thrust into the warm wetness.

“Fuck! That’s tight.”

Her only answer was another moan. In this position, he couldn’t reach her breasts nor use a hand to caress and pinch her clit. Only his cock had access to her pussy. However, his hand did have access to her ass, and he reared up, still thrusting into her. This exposed her ass to both his hands. He took the hand away from her back, but she didn’t attempt to move, just lay there, accepting and, for that matter, enjoying what he was doing to her.

She hadn’t got a clue what he was about to do. How could she? She was pinned face down, flat on the carpet, her main point of contact, his cock thrusting in and out of her. She moaned again, and his hand descended.

Slap!

She jumped and squealed but didn’t attempt to bring her hands around to protect herself. He was ready for that, but he didn’t need to be. There were no defensive movements at all.

Slap!

Slap!

Slap!

He alternated hands and sides, landing two blows on her left cheek and two on her right.

Each time, she squealed but allowed herself to settle again. He could see her eyes were scrunched tightly closed and her mouth open as she gasped for air. He wasn’t quite sure, the angle wasn’t perfect to see, but it looked like there was just the hint of a smile playing on her lips. She was enjoying this, and from the way she was murmuring and shivering, she was enjoying it a lot.

Pete paused the spanking and continued to fuck her in the tight confines caused by her closed legs. It wasn’t the most comfortable position for him, but it was clearly a different one for her, one she was definitely enjoying. The skin on her butt slowly turns a brighter shade of pink, showing two clear handprints on each side. One quite high on the upper slopes of her ass, one lower down on the fleshier part of her buttocks. Both sides matched, perfect hand prints with the fingers slightly splayed to cover more skin. Etched in bright pink on top of her normal flesh color. Erin started to shake rather than shiver, and he held still as he felt her pussy clamp down on his intruding cock. She gasped and then moaned before wailing as the orgasm took her. He didn’t think it was as big as the first one, but it wasn’t a small one either. One thing he was sure about was the spanking had been the trigger. Being spanked with his cock inside her had sparked her orgasm.

He could already feel the pressure building in his own loins. He wasn’t going to be able to last much longer. Going two weeks without was taking its toll on him, too. Pete wanted her to cum again when he did, but that was going to be hard to manage. Slowly, her channel relaxed around him, and he began thrusting again. Slowly, he was first, but the speed quickly built, he couldn’t help it.

Given his own impending climax, he couldn’t see any way of getting Erin there without repeating what he’d just done. After a moment, he started doing exactly that, short, measured strokes, alternating sides, and not putting any real force into each blow.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

Each time his hand landed, her entire ass shook and rippled from the landing point out to her hips. The red area expanded, no longer the neat handprints it had started as. The glow suffused more and more of her ass cheeks, even though he wasn’t doing it hard.

She squealed and bucked against him, but she didn’t say no or stop at any point. She panted for air, squirming under him, but he sensed she wasn’t squirming to try to escape, more to widen the target area, let him spank more of her tender flesh.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

Her moans and squeals built toward a crescendo, and he knew she wasn’t far off. Nor was he, he could feel everything building, no, boiling up inside him.

Just as she started to shake as her pussy squeezed down on him, he could hold it back no more. He roared as he came, spending himself inside her, his cries adding to hers as she spasmed around the central spine of their position—his cock.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

Slowly, his breathing and heart rate returned to normal. He eased the pressure on his knees and allowed her to spread her legs a little bit apart. That enabled him to pull out. His spent cock left a snail trail over one of her thighs as he lifted one leg over her and then lifted clear, rolling to one side. He had the presence of mind to pull her into his embrace but made sure not to spoon against her tender, bright red behind.

Erin was quiet, fighting for breath, until, eventually, her breathing returned to something akin to normal. He nuzzled into the back of her hair. “Sorry.”

“What for?” There was genuine puzzlement in her voice.

“For the spanking. That was uncalled for.”

She chuckled. “I didn’t know I needed to call for it. I’d have been calling for it far more often. There’s no apology needed. I enjoyed that.” She chuckled. “A lot.”

“Your ass is red.”

“It can be soothed. A shower would be good.”

“Or a swim.”

“True. But I can’t go out there with a red butt like this.”

“Who’s going to see.”

“Sam.”

“Sorry, I’ll rephrase it. Who’s going to see that hasn’t seen it before? I know she saw the aftereffects of her father’s treatment. Many times.”

Erin shuddered as Pete wrestled with his fly to tuck himself away.

He pulled her to her feet, moving slowly, being gentle. Once there, he carefully unzipped the skirt and wiggled it down her body. She did suck in a sharp breath as the skirt touched her butt but didn’t say anything. Then she lifted one foot after the other to step out of the circle of denim and let him lead her out of the den and through into the kitchen. One glance through the door showed Sam floating on her back in the middle of the pool. Pete was pretty sure she was alert to any sound coming from the house, but she was trying artfully to look like she wasn’t. It wasn’t a convincing act, especially when she spun over onto her stomach to look across when she heard the kitchen door open.

Erin made to object, but Pete wasn’t going to listen as he swung one arm under her knees and then lifted her and carried her outside. Her eyes were wide, and she hung her arms around his neck to hang onto him.

Walking across the decking, he reached the edge of the pool.

“Let go with your arms. I’m not coming in.”

“But…” Even though she was protesting, she did as he said, the deeply ingrained obedience response working against her. Satisfied she couldn’t hang on, she let go. He swung his arms, and she went sailing out over the water. She squealed and then landed with a huge splash that sent waves rather than ripples to splash against her daughter.

“Mom! Your butt!”

Pete knew Sam had seen the redness of her mother’s backside while he’d been carrying her. In fact he’d tilted Erin a little to make sure it was visible. He didn’t think Erin had realized that was what he was doing, but Sam had definitely seen.

“Does it hurt?”

“No, I’m fine.”

“But it’s…”

“It’s fine. Stop it.”

Sam lapsed into silence, but Pete could see she had edged around her mother to be able to peer down into the water behind her, studying the red ass cheeks as best she could while her mother kept them submerged. It was clear Erin was aware of the intense scrutiny and wasn’t overly happy about it.

Pete smiled. “Beers, ladies, or Mai Tai’s?”

Erin smiled back. “A beer would be good.”

“Me too.”

“Are you old enough to drink?”

“Maybe not in a bar, but here, yes.” Sam stuck her tongue out at him, which was about as childish as she could be, contradicting her own assertion.

“Beers it is.”

Two minutes later, he was back with three beers. Mindful of how playful Erin could get after sex, he placed two of them on the edge of the pool and retreated to a safe distance with his own. No point in risking one, or either, or even both of them, pulling him into the pool, especially as he was fully dressed.


Chapter 3

Sam went back to work the following morning, and Pete settled into his office to go over his work schedule. Two weeks away from his sexy neighbors had allowed him to deliver a couple of edits ahead of schedule, leaving him with some gaps he wanted to work out how to fill.

Twenty minutes after Sam had pulled off the driveway, he heard the kitchen door open and close downstairs. He chuckled to himself, Erin clearly had ideas on how to appropriate that time for herself. It appeared her earlier approach, to making sure he was literally worn out by her meant he wouldn’t be making approaches to Sam. At times, it seemed difficult for her to grasp that it was far more Sam approaching him intent on his seduction than it was him approaching her.

A minute or so later, he heard Erin’s soft padding as she climbed the stairs, and then she appeared in the doorway.

Her bright “Good morning” was accompanied by a beaming smile.

“Somebody’s happy.”

“I want to celebrate.”

“Oh?”

“The last tranche of the compensation just got paid into my bank.”

“Good for you. How exactly do you want to celebrate.”

She shrugged. “Well, I could just pull my dress off over my head and say, ‘Let’s fuck’.”

“You could… but I sense you have a different idea.”

“I could pull my dress off over my head and say, ‘Spank me and then fuck me.’”

“Again, you could.”

“Or I could blow you to take the edge off for both of us and then sit down for a serious conversation.”

“That sounds serious.” His deliberate repetition made her giggle.

“If I take my dress off and blow you, will you let me put it back on so we can talk? I mean, really talk.”

“When have I ever stopped you?”

She allowed herself a blush to accompany the giggle. “Oh, let me count the times. Usually, because you intend to return the favor and then expect a fuck as well. Not that I complain about that.”

“I’m glad to hear there’s no complaint about me returning the favor.”

“But not today.”

“No?”

“No. I want my head clear, not full of warm fuzzy feelings.”

“But you want my head full of warm fuzzy feelings.”

“Something like that.” She grinned at him again.

Without worrying about anyone seeing through the window from the woods beyond the privacy fence, she stepped closer as her hands dipped to her thighs. Grabbing the bottom edge of her sundress, she started lifting it. Up to now, her tone had been playful rather than serious. As the dress rose toward her waist, revealing she was once again commando underneath it, he knew she was deadly serious about this.

“Naughty girl. Where are your panties?”

She giggled. Downstairs on your kitchen counter, together with a bra, my purse, and a pair of stockings if I needed them. My shoes are on the floor right next to them.”

“With a sundress?”

“Looks kinda cute, to be fair.” She continued to pull the dress higher until her breasts dropped out of the bottom. A moment later, she pulled the dress over her head, leaving her fully naked. She struck a bit of a pose as she smiled. The Erin he’d first met months ago wouldn’t have had the confidence to pose like that. Her back was arched to thrust her breasts forward, her hips flared, her legs subtly parted so her slit peeped from between them. One leg bent to emphasize that thigh gap. Above all else, she was making no attempt to use her hands to shield her modesty.

“See something you like.”

“Of course. Come here.”

She wagged a finger at him. “I’m going to blow you, that’s all.”

He shrugged. “Okay…? So why naked?”

“Silly, to keep my dress clean. You know how you make me drool.”

She took the four or five steps she needed to reach him. Even those steps were an art form in themselves. Her feet crossed in front of each other to make her hips roll and bounce. The fact she was walking heel first made her breasts bounce enticingly. Her raspberry-colored nipples had hardened as she removed her dress. They were even harder now. He could see a hint of moisture on her outer lips, showing she was turned on.

As she approached him he turned his chair so he was side on to the window, directly facing her. She sank to her knees as gracefully as she could and placed her hands on his thighs.

“Is this what you want, sir?”

She didn’t need the honorific, they didn’t use those, but sometimes she liked to play. He already knew she was in a playful mood.

“No.”

“Oh?” Her smile faded.

“No, I want you on your back on the floor with your feet pointing at the ceiling with your legs as far apart as they can possibly go.”

She shivered. “Maybe later, but remember, I said a blowjob and then a talk.”

His hands dropped to his fly, and he quickly released his hard dick. How could it be anything but hard with this blonde Venus naked at his feet?

Erin leaned forward, taking the tip of his cock into her mouth as she wrapped a hand around the base. Pete let her get away with it for a few seconds as he savored the feeling, and then his chuckle rumbled through his chest.

“Hands-free, baby. Remember.”

Over the last few months, they’d developed almost a protocol, certainly a regular feature of her blowjobs. She loved to give them, so he’d pushed her boundaries, only to find it didn’t diminish her joy in giving head. He didn’t invoke it every time, but if she wanted a serious conversation about something, then she was going to have to earn it today.

Obediently, she took her hand away and went deeper, forcing more of his shaft into her mouth. She sucked hard and then slowly withdrew until she could swirl her tongue around his end, something she knew he liked. After a few seconds, she lifted off and looked up at him, a twinkle in her eye.

“You know what works best if it’s hands-free.”

“Well, I was trying to save you that.” Actually, Pete wasn’t, he was waiting for her to suggest it. He shuffled forward on his seat and then grabbed her cheeks with his hands. She opened wide, knowing what was coming. Her eyes were alight, she wanted this. That was all the confirmation he needed as he thrust his cock into her mouth. Her lips closed around the shaft, and she sucked noisily as he started to slide it in and out.

Keeping her head still, he started to saw in and out, properly face-fucking her. Erin gagged a couple of times, especially when the head of his cock touched the back of her throat, but she remained pliable, letting him set the pace, the depth, and the force of the penetration. All the while, she sucked on him, alternating between that and swallowing the excessive saliva her mouth produced. She couldn’t swallow it all, some drooled out of her mouth and formed strings as it spooled down onto her chest, the reason why she’d removed the dress in the first place. They both loved this, Pete especially so because it allowed him to control the speed of his own climax. Erin, because it allowed her to use her hands on herself. Already one hand had drooped to cup her breast while the fingers of her other hand had dipped even lower, toying with the soft skin just above her clit.

Erin moaned around his cock, her fingers working on herself. That moan sent a vibration through him, spreading from his cock to the rest of his body. He, in turn, groaned, unable to prevent a response to what she was doing. Despite a face-fuck being more under his control, it was clear he wasn’t going to last as long as he wanted.

“Fuck! You’re too good.”

She lifted her eyes a little, looking up at him, an eyebrow raised. HE nodded and grimaced, acknowledging he was about to cum. Rather than pull back and let him, she redoubled her efforts, sucking harder and wresting control from his hands as she swayed forward and backward, taking him deeper.

Her fingers were a blur between her legs, and he could see she was crushing her breast with incredible force, far more than he’d ever use on her, in a vain attempt to get there herself.

His orgasm, when it erupted, sprayed the top of her throat with his cum, and she choked quite hard. Pulling out, he let the last few drops coat her tongue, and after another couple of moments, the choking sounds ceased.

He didn’t need to look to know she hadn’t cum, none of the telltale signs were there. Rather than leave her hanging, he slid forward off his seat, carrying her backward to the floor. She yelped a little but he cushioned their fall, guiding her down to lie on her back as he kicked the chair away. It bounced against the wall, but he ignored it. Instead, he slid down her body, finding and then pinning her splayed legs even further apart as his mouth found her slit.

Pete’s fingers spread her outer labia apart, and his tongue dove down into the sweet honeypot in between them. She moaned and shivered as his tongue penetrated into her channel. Her hands shifted to grip the top of his head, not that she needed to hold him in place, but they held him nevertheless. He abandoned her entrance for her clit, finding and isolating it with his tongue, happy to feel her buck against him as he lubricated and lathed the little bud with his own saliva.

She was ready, more than ready, and it didn’t take above another couple of minutes before her back arched, and she spasmed as she went stiff underneath him. All of a sudden, his face got a lot wetter, confirming her orgasm just as much as her shrill moans did.

Pulling away, he let her legs relax and looked down at the naked goddess stretched out on the floor in front of him. He felt his cock stir, but he knew it was too soon. He needed more recovery time than this, and from the look of her drowned eyes, so, too, did she.

“Now, you wanted to talk?”

Erin giggled and waved a hand to show the state of her body. “Not like this. Let me get cleaned up and, for that matter, dressed. I want to talk, not be interrupted by my randy neighbor.”

She looked meaningfully at his already half-hard cock. “Put it away. We can play later or tomorrow.”

The way she mentioned tomorrow set off some alarm bells for Pete. She usually didn’t want to call it a day after a single orgasm each, that just wasn’t their way. On the other hand, by mentioning tomorrow, it was her way of saying this talk might be serious, but she didn’t think it was going to be a relationship ender. There was a mixture of things in there, but he drew more reassurance from it than otherwise. He might be the more dominant one in the relationship between the two of them, between the three of them in some respects, but he knew the simple truth of the matter. If the submissive partner cried uncle, then it stopped. Everything stopped. The power to end things was the ultimate power, and that belonged to the submissive one.

“Bathroom through there. You probably need to pass a nice warm damp flannel over that body of yours before you get dressed.”

“And you?”

“I’ll use the room downstairs and then put the coffee on. If you say serious, I suspect that means its going to be at least two coffees serious.”

She chuckled but rolled to a sitting position and from there to her feet. Her movements were graceful and lithe, showing off a self-confidence that had been missing months before. Her strut to the doorway was only interrupted so she could pick her dress up. As she strutted out of sight into the bathroom, he could only marvel at the amount of movement she could put into her ass simply by walking. It was an absolute masterclass in seduction. Glancing down, he could see he was pretty well hard again, but that wouldn’t do. If she wanted a serious chat, then a hard dick was not an accompaniment to that.


Chapter 4

By the time she came downstairs, he was sitting with two steaming mugs of coffee in front of him. She’d said serious, so he was sitting at the breakfast bar rather than on the couch in either the family room or den. These couches had been used for far more than sitting in the not-to-distant past and hopefully would be again, but keeping those memories subdued seemed like a good idea.

He watched as Erin glanced into the family room and then nodded to herself. Obviously, she agreed with his decision. She perched on the stool opposite him, deliberately maintaining a little distance, but they could easily reach out, at need, and hold hands to bridge that gap.

Erin sat quietly and sipped her coffee for a couple of minutes. Although she was smiling, he knew that behind that smile, she was gathering her thoughts.

“I have a lot to say, and I need to get it out in order. Just let me, please.”

He smiled at her. “The conch is yours.”

She giggled and shook her head. “Okay, if that’s the way it is, I have the conch.”

“Look, this trip for the last fortnight was the excuse Phil’s family used to spoil Sam rotten for her birthday.

Pete nodded.

“But it had a deeper meaning, one that didn’t involve Sam, it was about me.”

Pete waited her out.

“Mitch can be a bit forceful in the way he comes across, especially if anyone crosses his family, but he’s really not much more than a well-dressed teddy bear.”

Pete almost choked on his coffee at that, and despite having agreed to be quiet, he couldn’t help responding. “The idea of a two-star Marine general as a large teddy bear is not something you should ever say in front of said teddy bear.”

She smiled. “True. And before the obvious question comes up, no, this wasn’t about you at all. There is no reason for you to expect a two-star general to appear on your porch loaded for bear for daring to seduce his son’s widow.”

“That’s good to know.”

“Now, if I may continue?”

Pete nodded.

“So I was asked some penetrating questions. Ones that made me think and think hard. So, on several days while we were there, Sam’s grandma took her out to spoil her shopping for the whole day while I spent the time ensconced with Mitch and Phil’s brother Gerald, the Pentagon bird colonel, in Mitch’s study. Gerald is a numbers guy, he’s a whizz at logistics, and he’s managed to qualify as a CPA while still in the Marine Corps. He’ll walk into a high-powered defense job the moment he leaves.”

“Good for him.”

“In the meantime, we sat down and crunched some numbers about the next four years.”

“The next four years? While Sam is at UCLA?”

“Yeah.”

“So they’re concerned about you being here on your lonesome while she’s on her own in the city of sin?”

Erin nodded.

“So, they suggested you should sell up and move there with Sam because there’s no reason to stay here?”

Erin shook her head.

“No?”

“Well, they did suggest it, but I shot down that idea straight off the bat. I love it here, I love the area, and I absolutely love my house. It is my house, too. Phil’s life insurance paid off the mortgage, and he didn’t live for long enough to put his stamp on it. I also have a great bunch of neighbors, including an ex-marine who will fix anything at the drop of a hat.”

“Ah.”

“That, by the way, was the only time you came up in the conversation until we got to the end. I’ll get to that. Now, no more interruptions.”

Pete nodded.

“So, we batted around a number of cost estimates, and I have to say, neither Phil nor I had realized how much student debt Sam was going to acquire by the time she graduated. One hell of a lot. I did say I could pay that off for her, but Gerald told me to forget it. Tax break-wise, that’s nonsensical.”

She paused and took another sip of her coffee, then pointedly showed him her mug was empty. Pete reached across and grabbed the jug and wordlessly refilled it. She smiled and thanked him and then continued.

“Anyway, there’s not a lot I can do about the tuition fees, but there’s quite a lot I can do about the living costs. Sam won’t get a scholarship award, and on top of that, Phil wasn’t in the Corps long enough for her to get a subsidy under the GI bill. Gerald spent a lot of time going back and forth with his contacts at the Pentagon about that, but the answer was no. Obviously, I can give her an allowance toward her living costs, but the way the tax structure is, I can’t help much with the rent.”

Pete nodded, he’d seen that bit coming. He’d also seen an obvious answer, and he guessed that was the answer she might well be leading up to.

“There is one answer to that, and Gerald seized on it straight away. We spent the next two days pouring over maps and price indexes on the web. The upshot of all of that, and I can see from your face you’ve already worked it out, is for me to buy Sam a small apartment, not too far from the campus but not right on top of it, and let her live there for four years, and then sell it afterward, and bank a profit. Assuming, of course, Sam doesn’t decide to stay in LA and make her living out there.”

Pete chuckled. “Can’t see her doing that.”

“I can’t either, but nineteen to twenty-three is a time of huge change, especially for someone getting a college education.”

“True enough.” Pete thought back to his own college-educationless time. From nineteen to twenty-three, he’d gone from burger flipper to recruit to Marine private and was already earmarked for promotion. None of that would his nineteen-year-old self have predicted, much less his parents.

Erin shrugged. “At nineteen, I was thinking about a career. At twenty-three, I was married to a man who liked to spank his stay-at-home wife into arousal, and I had an eighteen-month-old daughter.”

She paused, and he could see tears had welled up in her eyes. She tried to hide behind her coffee mug, so he reached out his hand and squeezed hers. His reward was a shy smile. After a minute or so to reassemble her thoughts, she continued.

“Anyway, my plan is now to find that nice two-bed apartment close enough to the uni that she’s not isolated from the new friends she makes. I’ll live with her…”

“You will?” Pete had seen that one coming, but her matter-of-fact delivery still surprised him.

“Not permanently, no.”

“Oh.

“So no, I’m not selling up or renting my house out. I’ll probably stay for the first month or so to make sure she settles in and knows how to do everything she needs. Then I’ll come home. I’m not going to keep cramping her style.”

Pete nodded.

“So that’s where you come in.”

“What, you want me to cramp her style?”

Erin rolled her eyes but then gave in and giggled. “No, I want you to keep an eye on my house for me while I’m there.”

“Of course.”

“That’s what Mitch mentioned you for, by the way.”

“Ah, okay.”

“However, I want more than that.”

“You do?”

She nodded. “Just as you helped me with Sam’s car, I want you to fly out with us and help us find that perfect little apartment for Sam.”

“Oh. I see.”

“You can still work some of the time. Besides, having you to myself in a hotel suite in the evenings sounds good to me.”

“And Sam will be where?”

She grinned. “She’ll be in the other bedroom in the suite. Consider it part of her continuing sexual education.”

Pete shivered. “That will be one frustrated young lady by the end of those few days.”

“I know, and that’s deliberate.”

He frowned at her.

Erin climbed off her stool, moved around, planted a soft kiss on his cheek, and then whispered in his ear.

“No way.”

“Yes, way. Look at it any way you want. Either as repaying a favor to me, or helping me to educate my daughter or if you want to think of it selfishly, consider it your reward for spending a few days away helping my apartment hunting.”

Pete shook his head. “Not the latter. Anyway, that whole thing is too cold.”

Erin chuckled as she returned to her stool. “Believe me, it won’t be cold. After what I’ve got planned for you in the hotel, she’ll be so freaking frustrated she’d do anything to get a bit of what I got out there.”

“And you’ll tell her this, when?”

“On the plane back here. Not before. Don’t you breathe a word, either. I’ll tell her to put her bikini on and get in your pool and not bother coming home until the morning.”

“Fuck!”

“You will, and I know you, you’ll do it right!”

Pete shook his head. “You do know that I’ve simply been teasing you in order to get a reaction from you, get you to go further than you might have done otherwise.”

Erin rolled her eyes again. “Of course, I’ve known. At the same time, though, the fact that you consistently get her to expose herself to you told me there was enough of a kernel of truth in what you said for my plan to work. She’ll go away to college knowing what good sex feels like. I’ll get to know I’ve fulfilled my parenting duties, and you’ll get to find out what my nubile daughter feels like for real. Win-win-win as far as I’m concerned.”

“And the red and green rag of jealousy?”

“Will not be run up any flagpole. You have my word on that.” She paused for effect. “You send her home to me in the morning. Half an hour later, if not sooner, I’ll be around her to reclaim my boyfriend.”

Suddenly, Erin stopped and flushed bright red. Pete just raised an eyebrow. As far as he was concerned, it hadn’t been that kind of declared relationship so far. He hadn’t pushed it, letting her go at her own pace to recover from the sudden shock of becoming a widow. A widow with a teenage daughter who would soon be going off to college. But, and it was a big but, she’d just said it.

A moment later, Erin bit her lip and looked down rather than at him. He reached across the breakfast bar and gently touched her under her chin then lifted, forcing her head up so she couldn’t not look at him. He could see the unshed tears forming there, and her bright coloring told him she hadn’t meant to say it. She’d said it, though, and nothing could take it back.

“Sorry.”

He shrugged. “What’s to be sorry about?”

“I…”

“You just said something you’ve probably been thinking for some time. If I’m honest, I’ve probably been thinking along similar lines.”

“Then…”

He climbed down from his stool and went around to her side, just as she had done to him only a few minutes earlier. Just as she had done, he kissed her softly on the cheek.

“Then, what does it matter about a label?”

She bit her lip again, another one of those things he found absolutely adorable about the blonde woman sitting so close to him. “When does a girlfriend offer her boyfriend a chance to sleep with her daughter?”

He chuckled. “When it’s a mother who genuinely cares that her daughter gets a better start to her sex life than she did herself. You trust me to show her how good sex can be. That’s both an honor and a privilege and one hell of a reputation to live up to.”

She giggled. “Don’t go getting performance anxiety on me.”

“Don’t go deliberately wearing me out before we get to that point. Also, no peeking, no sneaking around the garden and tiptoeing into the house to see what’s happening.”

She pouted. “You’re spoiling all my fun.” Her giggle this time was an infectious one, showing she really was joking.


Chapter 5

“You go grab a coffee while I sign for the car. Looks like there’s a hell of a line at Hertz.”

“Oh, okay. We can come with you if you want?”

“Nah. Grab a coffee, get me a Latte, and I’ll join you. That way, you can look after the luggage as well.”

Erin and Sam sauntered over to the nearby Starbucks, towing their wheelie luggage. Pete swung his smaller carryall onto his back and headed for the line he could see at the Hertz counter. As he approached the back of the line, a uniformed guy stepped forward.

“Do you have a car booked, sir?”

“I do.”

“Can I just have a glance at your reservation slip?”

Pete smiled. “Of course.” He knew exactly why the guy was asking, and that reason was why he’d neatly headed the two women off to the coffee shop.

As soon as the guy saw the VIP heading on the reservation slip, his back straightened. “If you would come with me, please.”

Pete rode the glares of several people in the line as the guy led him past them all up to an empty terminal. Less than four minutes later, the same guy was leading him outside for a quick vehicle familiarization. There wasn’t that much about the car that was different, but Pete needed to know the charging procedure for a Tesla, never having used one before. The guy made sure he had the app sorted on his cell and identified with the car. Then he smiled. “Have a good trip, sir.”

“Thank you.”

As soon as he’d put his own bag in the trunk, he headed back inside to the coffee shop. There, he was met by his favorite two blondes, who, having watched everything through the plate glass, were agog with questions.

“The line hasn’t moved yet…?”

“That’s a Tesla. Why a Tesla?”

“That’s expensive, why did you…?”

He held up a hand, took the cup Erin gestured toward, and took a sip.

“One. I booked it VIP, knowing what the line can be like here. I got the service I paid for.” He raised an eyebrow, but Erin didn’t comment.

“Two. This town is all about image over substance. If a realtor sees you turn up in a Tesla he will know that you’re quite serious about the environment, that you have taste, and enough money to be looking at the property you’re viewing. If we turned up in a basic hire car with scratches and dents and everything else, they’d assume you were a time waster and not bother giving you the service you need.”

“But a Tesla is expensive.”

He chuckled. “Someone’s been looking at the website while she’s been sitting here, hasn’t she?” Erin blushed. “Naughty girl. Naughty girls can get punished.” Erin’s blush deepened, and Sam almost choked on her coffee. “You insisted on paying for the hotel suite and reluctantly agreed that I could pay for the car. You didn’t say anything about what car I should get, so I got the one that feels right. I could have gone even further upmarket, but that would have sent the realtors a different message. Okay?”

Erin glared at him, but her expression quickly softened. Sam remained neutral, watching the byplay between them.

“Come on, finish your coffee. If you want to do any sightseeing or shopping before dinner.”

* * * *

By the time they reached the hotel, Pete had remembered why he hated LA. The traffic was beyond nightmare proportions. He’d always thought New York traffic was the absolute pits, but LA, today, had the Big Apple beat.

At least the hotel's underground parking would help keep the car cool, and they even had bays with Tesla fast chargers fitted, so he could plug the car in to top off the charge just on the strength of their reservation before they’d checked in.

Erin blushed slightly as she handled the check-in. He guessed it was the first time she’d given a different surname for her partner at any hotel. The receptionist gave no sign she’d noticed Erin’s momentary discomfort. What might be strange for Erin was probably nothing at all unusual for the front desk of a large hotel. Ten minutes later, Pete tipped the bellhop a ten spot and closed the door on him before turning to survey the suite or what he could see of it.

The suite had a fairly standard layout for a hotel for this grade, a large sitting room in the middle, and a bedroom off either side. A quick glance through the open doorways confirmed that the larger bedroom was to the left, the smaller one to the right. Not that that room was small, the king-size bed didn’t even fill the room, and there was ample space for Sam to spread her stuff out. Like the larger bedroom, it had an en-suite, which was fully marble tiled and looked especially inviting with its multi-head shower.

The hotel's standout feature was its view. The floor-to-ceiling plate glass windows looked out over the city toward the sea. Although they weren’t close to Venice Beach, they could see the Santa Monica Pier over to their right, but not close enough to make out any details.

“This place is awesome.” Sam giggled. “Can I stay here for four years instead?”

“Yeah, right.”

“Only kidding, mum.” Sam stretched. “This place would put a serious cramp in my style.”

“It would also give you an hour’s commute. Think about that traffic.”

Sam rolled her eyes. “I was only kidding. Are you two heading out sightseeing?”

Pete shrugged. “Can if you want, but not particularly interested. It’s too late in the day to grab one of the sightseeing buses anyway.”

Erin gave a delicate shudder. “Not my scene. To be honest, I think I’d rather have a shower, order dinner on room service, and then spend the evening going over the papers the realtors sent over.”

Sam smiled. “Sounds like a plan. I’m going to go grab a shower, too.”

Pete grinned at Erin. “Come on, I’ll wash your back.”

Sam groaned.

“And then I’ll wash your front.”

Sam mimed being sick, which made Pete laugh.

“Mind you, I think we’ve got a tub built for two in there, not just a shower. A whirlpool one.”

Erin’s eyes lit up. “That sounds nice.”

Sam shook her head. “You two are completely sex mad. I think I saw somewhere that there are complimentary earplugs available in every suite.”

“That’s a good idea. Remember your mum owes me her ass for her earlier faux pas.”

“What faux pas?”

“Checking up on me on the car I was collecting.”

Erin pouted, but Pete knew her well enough to know the sparkle in her eyes said she was looking forward to it.

“Don’t be too happy about the idea. Remember, wet skin makes it hurt more.”

“Pete!” Sam spun on her heel and stalked off into her bedroom, firmly closing the door behind her.  That just made Pete laugh, and his laughter was accompanied by Erin’s tinkling giggle. He hoped the younger blonde hadn’t heard them laughing at her.

While Pete ran the bath, Erin quickly unpacked her clothes and settled on a simple tee and shorts combo for the evening, selecting comfort over style. As she headed into the bathroom to check out the bath bomb and oils assortment, Pete unpacked as well. He went with a simple flannel shirt and board shorts, again choosing comfort rather than anything else. Hanging his suit in the wardrobe for the morning, he was surprised when Erin’s hands went around his waist from behind. She must have been on tiptoe to plant the kiss on the back of his neck.

“Hope you don’t mind, but I went with a chamomile and jasmine bath bomb. It smells heavenly.”

“You do realize you need to let that die down before we turn the jets on. Bubbles with a bath bomb is a bit over the top, and we will need to walk back into the bedroom, not wade.”

“We’re not in any kind of a hurry, are we?”

He reached back behind himself to touch her, too, then gasped as his fingertips encountered naked skin.

She let out an earthy chuckle. “No point in wasting time, buster.”

As she backed away, he turned to face her, drinking in the sight of her nudity. She backed away slowly, watching his face all the time, then, when she felt the bed behind the back of her legs, she spun around and leaned forward, placing her hands on the covers.

“I seem to think you promised me a punishment for checking up on you.”

Pete glanced to the side to see the bedroom door was open. Erin saw his glance and gave a throaty laugh. “I think her door is open. Even though she pretended to be disgusted, a young woman’s curiosity should be filled.”

“If this is what you want?” Pete moved up close behind her, his legs brushing against hers. He could almost hear the purr in Erin’s voice. “Yes, it is.”

He moved to the side, purposely standing so he was facing the open door into the rest of the suite. That way, if Sam did decide to watch, then he wasn’t blocking her view of her mother getting her ass spanked.

Placing one hand on the small of her back, although he knew he didn’t really need to restrain her, he used his other hand to gently rub over the cheeks of her ass.

“I was only joking.” His whisper wouldn’t carry through into the other room, let alone across to the far side of it.

“I know, but I wasn’t. Now, do it, please. For Sam, just do it.” Her whisper was just as conspiratorial as his.

Pete marveled at the complexity of this woman. She wasn’t just doing this because it was something she liked and knew he liked. No, she was doing it in order to educate her daughter in some of the kinkier depths of the sexual arts. Who was he to contradict her?

He lifted his free hand and, at the same time, pushed harder with his other hand, holding her immobile. He didn’t swing hard, but he swung just hard enough. At the very last second, he slightly cupped his palm because he knew that would increase the sound effect of the slap.

Slap!

He was right, the hollowing of his palm caused the sound to reverberate around the room. He was sure he heard a gasp from the other room, but Erin didn’t make a sound. He quickly brought his hand down on her other cheek.

Slap!

This time, Erin moaned out loud, and he was sure the gasp from beyond the room came from closer, but he didn’t turn his head to look because he didn’t want to scare their voyeur away. Pete was also sure Erin was listening for her daughter’s reactions and knew Sam was watching, even if from a distance.

When he brought his hand down again, it was to gently rub over the reddening surface of her ass. Once more, she almost purred at the contact, shifting her stance a little to spread her legs, opening herself up if he wanted to explore with her fingertips. He didn’t not on this pass, he already knew she’d be wet.

Once more, he raised his hand, and in front of him, Erin tensed.

Slap!

He was a little harder this time, and she let out a little yelp. A quarter of a second or so later, there was an answering echo from just outside the door. Pete bit down on his cheek, not wanting to smile, and let Sam know she’d been heard.

Again, to even things up, he smacked the other cheek.

Slap!

This time, the two cries were simultaneous, and Sam was too loud to just be ignored. He started caressing Erin’s cheeks again, and she let out a low, earthy moan as Pete lifted his head and stared at the doorway. He could see Sam peering around the edge of the door. Seeing as she’d been seen, she stepped into the doorway. She was clutching a towel in front of herself. Either she’d just got ready for her shower and come out to see what the noise was, or that was what she wanted him and Erin to think. He suspected the latter. Although he couldn’t see around the edge of the towel, he suspected she’d still be in her underwear at this point.

Without conscious thought, his fingers dipped between Erin’s legs, finding her wet pussy and sinking inside without any resistance. All the time, he watched Sam’s face, her eyes going wide as she saw what he was doing to her mother, and at the same time, understanding her mother was turned on by the spanking she’d just received. As Erin panted and moaned, he wrapped his other arm around her stomach and pulled her upright. In the process, he half-turned her so she was facing her daughter, although her eyes were closed.

“Open your eyes, sweetheart. We have a visitor.”

Erin moaned and did as he said. When she didn’t jump in surprise, he knew she’d already seen where Sam was.

“Someone is supposed to be in the shower.”

“Can’t help it when the two of you are making so much noise, Mum.”

“Shower. Now.”

Sam pouted but turned on her heel and walked away, heading for her own bedroom and the en-suite just beyond. That in itself gave Pete a surprise. The towel covered her front but not the back view. He’d wrongly assumed Sam had only partly undressed. In fact, behind the towel, she was nude. He watched as the younger blonde’s delightfully naked ass bobbed and bounced as she walked across the main room and disappeared from sight.

Erin turned in his arms, pressing her luscious body against him. “That bath water is getting cold.”

Pete knew she could feel he was erect behind the barrier of his pants.

“Let me take care of that before we get in the bath or after?”

He chuckled. “In the bath will be better. After I’ve rubbed those buns of yours better.”

Erin shuddered in his arms but didn’t object when he swept her up and carried her into the bathroom. This door he did make sure was shut before he set her down on her feet next to the huge tub. She twisted to watch, rather coyly, as he undressed, but as his turgid cock came into view, she licked her lips, and he could see the desire sparkling in her eyes.

“Your bath awaits, my lady.”

She giggled. “Ladies don’t usually have bright red butts after a spanking.”

“Some do.” He paused. “You do.”

His deliberately chosen words made her gasp as she read the desire flashing in his eyes, which answered and matched her own. He held her hand while she stepped into the bath, feeling the scented bubbles rubbing against the lower section of her legs. She waited while he stepped in, too, letting him choose how they were going to sit.

They ended up with him sitting at the end of the bath with her cradled between his outstretched legs. After a moment she giggled as she leaned back against him.

“I can feel your cock digging into my back, but you can’t reach to rub my cheeks better in this position, so I can’t relieve your problem, either.”

“Just relax and enjoy the bath for now. The fun can come later.”

She wiggled herself comfortable, and he let his arms drape over her shoulders so his hands could softly cup her breasts. Her nipples had been rock hard during the spanking but had softened a little as they got comfortable in the scented water. Now they sprang back to attention as his hands massaged her breasts, and she arched her back.

“That’s nice. I’ll give you an hour to leave off.”

He chuckled. “Don’t think little miss will let us have that hour. So…” Acting on his own words, his left hand let go of her breast and headed down over the soft, wet skin of her stomach. She knew what he was going do and spread her legs as well as she could in order to provide the access he obviously needed. Pete spread his knees wider, allowing her to stretch out further to the sides. In the end, she solved the slightly cramped conditions by simply lifting her legs on top of his, rotating her pelvis, and spreading wide. As soon as she’d done that, his fingers found her slit.

The warm water of the bath had washed her slick secretions away from her labia, but as his finger probed gently deeper, he encountered her real moisture again. She moaned and arched her back, enticing him to squeeze the breast he still held with his right hand. Instead, he let go, isolated her nipple, and pinched it, eliciting an even louder moan from her.

“I was wrong.”

“You were?”

“Yeah. I’ll give you an hour to leave this off.”

He chuckled and wriggled his fingers inside her, causing her legs to thrash a little, slopping the water around the two of them.

“Careful. We don’t want to have to call housekeeping because we’ve flooded the bathroom floor.”

She moaned. “Fuck the bathroom floor. Just keep doing that. Please.” That last word was delivered in a breathless manner, and he could tell she wasn’t far off. The spanking she’d asked for had ignited a fire in her belly that his fingers needed to extinguish.

Pete added a third finger, and she reared up against him. Using his other hand to twist her nipple was all the extra impetus it took. He felt her pussy clamp down on his fingers as her entire body stiffened and then spasmed. She moaned even louder than before and then panted for breath. At least she didn’t splash too much water out of the tub.

He wrapped his arms around her and held her as she continued to pant, letting her calm down within the circle of his arms. Finally, she was able to speak again.

“Your turn.”

“My turn?”

“Absolutely, let me up, and then I want you to kneel.”

“Why?”

She twisted and looked into his face. “Because I can’t suck your cock underwater, I need to breathe too.”

As she pushed away from him and turned over to rise to her knees, her glorious body rose from the water like some form of sea goddess. He licked his lips and then scrambled up onto his own knees. As his cock emerged from the bubbly surface of the water, it was visibly throbbing.

“This is not going to take long.”

She giggled. “There’s always after dinner. For now, hard and fast suits me just fine.”

She reached down and ran her hand up and down his length. He sucked in a deep breath but knew what she was doing. She was wiping away some of the chamomile and jasmine-scented water off his cock. That probably wouldn’t taste nice. He leaned back on his elbows on the edge of the tub and let her set her own pace. Her eyes were sparkling, he could see the lust he’d kindled there, and he knew his eyes were reflecting the same dancing lights.

She repositioned herself, leaning forward with one hand on the bottom of the bath between his legs, the other holding the base of his cock. That was simple self-preservation. She couldn’t take her mouth any further down without going underwater. As it was, the bottom half of her hand was under the surface. She took the end into her mouth, then grimaced and pulled off.

“Sorry, can you pass me that clean flannel without dipping it in the water? That bath bomb might smell nice, but it doesn’t taste nice.”

“Of course.” He handed her the flannel and then watched as she carefully wiped every square inch of his cock, even going as far as to peel his foreskin back to dab at the flesh underneath.

“Not exactly romantic, but note to self. If you want sex in the bath, don’t use a bath bomb.”

“No problem.” Despite the obvious, unromantic nature of her actions, his erection hadn’t wilted one iota. If anything, her ministrations with the soft cloth had made him harder and more desperate to cum. She tossed the flannel onto the side of the bath, then plunged her mouth down, taking the top three inches of his cock inside without a hint of a gag. Her lips sealed around him as her tongue vibrated against him, and she sucked hard.

“Fuck!” It was all he could do not to grasp her head and push down. Erin had shown an affinity for sucking cock, and she loved doing it, in Pete’s experience, an unusual combination. It didn’t matter he didn’t have time to think in such abstracts. If he didn’t clamp down on his own reactions, he was going to cum in seconds. He felt her smile around his cock, and then she was off. Keeping her lips sealed around him, she started bobbing up and down.

Pete watched carefully, making sure her face didn’t get too close to the surface of the water, lapping around her hand around the base of his cock. At the same time, he had to force himself to stay still. Seeing, as she only had one hand for support, the last thing he wanted to do was cause her to overbalance and face plant into the bath. That would be an absolute passion killer of the first order.

He tried hard to prevent himself cumming, but it was a battle he was always destined to lose.

“I’m close.” He spat the words out through gritted teeth, almost seeing it as a failure because this was quick, even for the first time for him.

She pulled off and took a gulp of air, then plunged back to her self—appointed task. It was too much stimulation. Having his own naked water nymph sucking every ounce of life out of him via his cock was just bliss.

“Fuck!”

It felt like the hardest cum of his life as he blasted jet after jet of his goo into her mouth. He felt her swallow once and then again as she drained him absolutely dry. As she finally pulled off him she gave him a shy smile as she straightened up and then swallowed once more.

“Remind me to use mouthwash.”

“Remind me of what you said. I’ll give you an hour to stop that.”

She smiled but shook her head. “No, I’ve had my appetizer now I want my dinner.”

“Room service?”

“Room service, for sure. I can’t be assed to get all dolled up to go down for dinner tonight.”

Pete stepped out of the tub, picked up one of the large towels, and wrapped her in it as she also stepped out.

She looked around at the virtually dry floor. “At least we didn’t have to call housekeeping.”

“True.” He wrapped himself in a towel and headed into the bedroom. “I’ll let you get yourself sorted.”

It didn’t take Pete long to get dried and dressed, and he was sitting on the couch, flicking through the channels on the huge screen TV, when Sam emerged from her room. She looked at him and blushed, which made her look extraordinarily cute in the soft cotton top and shorts she was wearing. He’d seen her in them before, but she really rocked the look. The blush just made her look cuter.

Erin joined them twenty minutes later, and they spent a few minutes looking through the room service menu before ordering.

After dinner, Erin fetched out the paperwork for the properties they were going to view tomorrow. The rest of the evening flew by as they each familiarized themselves with the details and spent the rest of the time pouring over Google Maps, checking out all the local facilities, the potential for parking, and, of course, the closeness to the faculty Sam would be attending come the fall. There was still a decision to be made about Sam’s car. Part of her wanted to bring it to LA, but part of her was daunted about the cross-country travel to get here and the same multi-day journey to get to and fro for the holidays. Pete had an answer for that for her but didn’t want to broach that just yet. He was hoping the women might come up with that answer for themselves.


Chapter 6

Pete nodded toward the portico of the apartment building. “I think that’s our guy.”

Sam looked over. “Probably, at least this guy has got the sense to stay in the shade.”

All three of them laughed. The realtor meeting them for the first apartment they’d looked at on Hilgard Avenue had been standing in full sun for several minutes before they arrived. He’d been sweating profusely and looked a bit like a well-done lobster.

“Mrs. Cavenaugh?”

Erin smiled. “That’s me.”

“I’m Eric, thank you for considering using us. I think this apartment will be perfect. Is it for yourself or your sister?”

The previous realtor had tried exactly the same trick with exactly the same result. Sam convulsed with laughter, and Erin just rolled her eyes. “Let me introduce Sam, my daughter, and this is Pete, a family friend.”

“Sorry. Guess that one fell a little flat.”

At least the guy hadn’t turned beet red. Pete had been a little worried that the last one was going to drop on them from heat stroke and apoplexy combined.

“Please come this way. We’re on the third floor.”

Pete glanced around the street. Hilgard was a nice street, but it was a double-carriageway. He wondered what the traffic would be like during rush hour. There were enough sets of traffic lights to suggest it would be busy.

Eric prattled on about the security systems for the small block, but as far as Pete was concerned, it was nothing more than a bog standard entry buzzer system, although it was at least backed up by a monitored camera system. He could see Erin wasn’t impressed, although Sam, who, of course, would be the one living here, was quite taken with the clean, modern lines.

The elevator was quite small, so it was quite crammed in with the four of them. Eric stayed at the front, facing away. Pete couldn’t resist dropping his hand and gently caressing Erin’s ass in front of him. She brushed his hand away and glared at him via the mirror. Luckily, they only had two floors to go up, so it didn’t take long, and Eric didn’t seem to notice the little byplay between the two of them. Erin was a little pink, and Sam was trying, unsuccessfully, to hide a giggle behind her hand as they exited.

“It’s to the right here, so the apartment itself is on the back of the building, a bit more isolated from the traffic noise.”

“So it gets noisy?”

Eric shrugged. “Major route, I’m afraid. It’s okay most of the time, and it’s actually very quiet at night. But rush hour, yeah, it can get a bit busy.” He shrugged. “I find it’s best I’m upfront about these things.”

“Thank you for your honesty.”

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a large bunch of keys, spending something close to a minute sorting through them to find the right one. Pete was, again, distinctly unimpressed with the guy. Erin seemed to be in a similar frame of mind. Sam was still caught up in the idea of searching for her future home, or at least where she’d be living for the next four years. Her enthusiasm carried all three of them along.

“I’ll let you have a look around. I’ll be just here if you have any questions.” He opened the door and stood back to let them file in. Erin led, followed by Sam, while Pete nodded to the realtor and followed. It wasn’t his decision to make, but he was pretty sure a soulless block like this wasn’t right for Sam. Erin would ask, assuming she wasn’t already vetoing the place in her own mind.

It turned out that soulless was an apt description. The ceilings were low and felt a bit oppressive. Of course, a bit of carpet, some drapes, and a light fitting that wasn’t just a bare bulb would improve the room a lot. The walls painted a shade of off-white, the fourth property of the day they’d seen painted the self-same color did help. However, the small window made the room quite dark. It really needed the white walls to reflect the light there was.

The small kitchen was adequate but not exceptional. It was, at least, fairly new, and it had clearly been cleaned until it shone. The bedrooms were okay, although the second bedroom would, back home, have been called a box room, not a bedroom. You could get a bed in there, but you wouldn’t get much else. In fact, Pete wasn’t sure you’d actually be able to open the door fully if there was a bed in the way.

Erin had come up short in the bathroom doorway with a look of not exactly horror on her face, but she clearly wasn’t happy. Pete peered past her and saw what she’d seen. The bathroom suite had seen better days. It was clean, thank God for small mercies, but it wasn’t pristine. The shower stall looked a bit wonky, and there were chipped tiles all around the walls. Even the toilet seat seemed off-center. The taps had been polished but looked worn. The actual shower unit looked dilapidated and on its last legs.

“Gross.”

“I agree. Needs gutting and replacing.”

They weren’t being particularly quiet, and their conversation attracted Sam’s attention. She almost pushed Pete out of the way to see what had caused both of them to react that way. Her mouth curled as she took one look. “Oh, gross.”

Erin turned back to Eric, who was hovering in the apartment doorway.

“I’m sorry that you’ve wasted your time here this one is not for us.”

“Well, the paperwork did say the bathroom needed some work.”

“The bathroom should be condemned.”

“This is reflected in the price…”

“But I need something that we can get through escrow, and Sam can move into ready for the start of term in mid-September. With the best will in the world, it can’t happen with this one. Sorry.”

“Well, thank you for at least considering working with us and for your time in coming to look at it.”

Erin allowed him a smile. Actually, I think we’re seeing you tomorrow over on Lindbrook Drive?”

He smiled, one of those polite, professional smiles.  “I know the apartment you mean, but no, it won’t be me showing you that one. Lindsay is handling the sale of that one. I hope you’ll find that one much more to your liking.”

“Again, I’m sorry.”

“You go ahead, don’t wait for me, I need to double-check the place and then lock up. Then I’ll have to write a report for the owners.” He sighed. “I told them they needed to upgrade the bathroom if they wanted that price, but vendors, hey?”

None of them answered him because he was obviously talking to himself.

They rode down in the elevator in silence. Sam was disappointed, and Pete could tell Erin wasn’t happy either. This was the fourth property they’d looked at along this one street, and every one of them had been down-checked for one reason or another.

As they returned to the car. Pete tried to gee the two of them up. “Come on, I thought ladies enjoyed shopping.”

“Shopping, yes, shopping for apartments, not so much.”

Sam just gave him a tight smile.

Pete tried again. “Right, we have one more guy to see over on Welworth Avenue in about twenty minutes. Then tomorrow, we’ve got two to see on Lindbrook and another one on Welworth. They couldn’t fit that one in today.”

Erin gave him a weak smile. “I know you’re trying to keep our spirits up, but it’s not going to work after this many duds.”

He shrugged. “You know me. Spirits go up, panties come down.”

He’d timed his words perfectly for the two women walking past at that moment. One gaped, and the other coughed. Erin simply stared at him, then at the two women, and then back at him as her blush lit her face bright red. Sam, who’d also heard his comment but was already in the car just collapsed with helpless laughter.

“Pete!”

“What? It worked, didn’t it? Sam can’t stop laughing, and I know your giggle is close enough to the surface to tickle it out of you.” The two women had walked on, so there was nobody in earshot. Erin shook her head, giving him a level look that suggested he would be in for it later. His truculent look back told her he would be looking forward to it.

By the time they’d turned the corner onto Welworth, the atmosphere in the car was far more relaxed. Sam was red-faced from laughing, while Erin was still red-faced from embarrassment but at least was giggling. Pete smiled to himself, sometimes, breaking the cycle just took an off-color joke. If only everything was that simple.

Unfortunately, the next viewing was a bust, too. Although the apartment itself was quite nice, light, and airy, with high ceilings and a lot of space, it was the ground-floor front apartment in a converted house. At the back, it would have had a garden, but here, there wasn’t even room to park off-road. In fact, there was so little room for parking in the street that they’d ended up parking fifty yards away. Neither Pete nor Erin was happy with that from the perspective of Sam’s security coming home at night. Given that at this time of the afternoon, a lot of residents would be at work, by late at night parking would be an even bigger problem. Not only that, the windows on the flat looked straight out onto the sidewalk, making privacy an issue as well as security. Erin was already vetoing the apartment, so Pete didn’t even bother to mention that he could see clear evidence that the door had been put in at some point in the not-too-distant past. This apartment had a history that could come back to bite the next owner.

Arriving back at the hotel, both women were quite morose.

Sam immediately turned to her mother. “I’m going to grab a shower.”

“Fine, sweetie.”

Pete intervened. “Sam!”

“Yes?”

“Put your hair up when you come out. I think a nice meal downstairs should be on the agenda for tonight. If I’m going to pay the cover charge downstairs, I expect both my dinner partners to be well gussied up.”

“Gussied?”

“Yeh. Gussied. As in dressed and made up and styled to the nines. Today might have been a bust, but it doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy a nice meal. I have it on very good authority they are renowned for their Virgin Wellingtons here.”

“Virgin Wellingtons?” Even Erin was mystified.

“Yeah. Same as a Beef Wellington, but they don’t cook it with the mushrooms inside the pastry. Apparently, they have a serious reputation for it, and I, for one, want to try that.”

Sam pulled a face. “But I like the mushroom paste.”

“And you still have it, but as a side dish. The way they tenderize the meat and get it to melt in the mouth without the surrounding paste is a closely guarded secret.”

“Okay, so if I’m going to get ready. What are you two going to be doing?” Sam clearly didn’t try to cover the intended barb.

Erin actually blushed at her daughter’s question but Pete barked out a loud laugh.

“Don’t be nuts. Do you think your mother is going to let you upstage her at the dinner table tonight? No chance. I guarantee that I’m banished from the bathroom and bedroom until she’s more or less ready. At which point I get to grab a quick shower and don a clean shirt. Now I need to make the reservation. Shall we say eight? Is that enough time for both of you?”

Erin shook her head. “Not in a million years, but I guess it’ll have to do.”

“Good, any later and we’ll be being fed kitchen scraps.”

“Best make it seven-thirty then.”

“Will do.”

He made a shooing gesture toward Sam, who headed into her bedroom and firmly shut the door behind her. Erin closed the distance between them and gently kissed his cheek. “We’ve got time if…”

“No, sweetheart. Don’t take a risk on that little minx pulling out all the stops to upstage you.”

“Maybe she should be allowed to.”

Pete shook his head. “Don’t allow it to happen. If it happens, it happens, but that doesn’t mean you let it happen. Okay?”

Although both women looked fabulous, and the restaurant lived up to Pete’s glowing recommendation, there was an unfortunate consequence of the overly rich diet. Although Pete, himself, wasn’t too bad, both women ended up spending most of the night in the bathroom. They refused breakfast and looked wan and drawn by the time they made it out to the car to resume apartment hunting.


Chapter 7

“You sure you don’t want to rearrange?”

“No. I’m okay.”

“You don’t look okay. Nor does Sam.”

“I’m okay, too. Don’t be a mother hen, Pete, it doesn’t suit you.”

Erin at least cracked a smile at Sam’s quip, and he could sense Sam was also smiling a little at the back of his head as he concentrated on navigating the traffic across town. They’d deliberately made an early start just to see what the traffic was like in their primary focus area. As they neared Hilgard Avenue, the traffic noticeably thickened, leaving Erin shaking her head.

“This road is way too busy. It’s not just the noise. It’s the pollution, too.”

“Well, we’ve only got one property to see on here today, so shall we bail on that one?”

Sam piped up from the back. “Definitely.”

“Okay, I’ll make that call when we stop.” Pete took a couple of turns and pulled into Lindbrook Drive. Here, the traffic was noticeably lighter, and there was plenty of on-street parking on both sides.

“More promising.”

“For sure.”

They’d been along this road the day before but not anywhere near rush hour. The road was busier but still nowhere near as busy as the main thoroughfare they’d just left.

“We’ve got a few minutes.” Pete quickly made another couple of turns and took them up Welworth Avenue while they had a chance to see what rush hour was like. This road, too, was noticeably less busy than Hilgard had been. “This one looks good, too.”

He got two positive responses from his passengers and took the next turning to lead back to their first destination, back on Lindbrook.

He pulled in in front of a two-story house. “We’re here, and there’s our welcoming committee.”

The realtor, Lindsay, clearly believed her looks helped her to sell properties. She was immaculately turned out, and if her skirt could have been tighter, it probably would have been. The side split extended higher than it really needed to in order to allow her to walk properly, but it showed off the tops of her stockings. There again, the bumps underneath the skirt would have done that for her, anyway. The blouse was equally tight, and Pete was sure she’d had surgical enhancement under the light-colored lace camisole she wore under the blouse. Not that any of that was going to work on Erin, of course.

“You must be Ms. Cavenaugh?”

“That’s right. My daughter Samantha, who will be starting at UCLA in the fall.”

“And this must be Mr. Cavenaugh?” Pete was a little behind the others, having double-checked the parking permit sign to ensure he wouldn’t get ticketed. He also wanted to file away the local parking regulations in case they affected Sam. He’d also made a quick call to rain check the viewing on Hilgard, citing the food poisoning of the two women as a perfectly reasonable excuse. He left any rebooking in the air, depending on how the ladies were feeling. He suspected the girl on the end of the phone knew it was both an excuse and a wouldn’t be calling situation but remained bright and cheerful.

“No, my husband was killed in an accident last year. Pete is a family friend, here for support.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry.” For the first time, the realtor looked out of her comfort zone. Pete suddenly twigged where he’d seen someone of her type before. Not her, herself, but the way she was dressed screamed one thing to him. One of those Hot Property websites on PornHub. Where the realtor did whatever was needed to get the sale. Usually, starting off by seductively getting naked and then going further. He shook his head to get rid of the image. Explaining that to the realtor was an absolute non-starter. Explaining that to Erin and Sam would be even worse.

Introductions over, Lindsay started talking about the property, concentrating her efforts on Erin, the obvious source of the money for the purchase, and Sam, who would be living here. That suited Pete, he listened in with half an ear while surveying the surroundings. On the whole, this looked a lot more promising than the previous place. For starters, there were four clearly marked parking bays along the side of the building, which eliminated parking as an issue for Sam. The garden at the back looked quite secluded, and he’d heard Lindsay say the garden wasn’t associated with any particular apartment, so all of them could use it. There was a garden maintenance company that came one day a week to look after it, and that was covered by the service charge.

They were here to see the upper-floor apartment, which ran from the front to the back of the building, along the side above the parking bays. That meant there was quite some distance between this apartment and the neighboring building on that side.

High ceilings contributed to the light and airy feel of the place, while the large windows to the front made the main family room impressive. By contrast, the two bedrooms at the back and the kitchen and bathroom in the middle were small but livable. Importantly, they were bright, too. Pete could see Sam was impressed, and Lindsay had noticed that and was circling around for the kill.

He stepped in.

“So, very nice place. I have a question.”

“Which is?” her bright smile was as fake as the rest of her.

“Why is it twenty under the average for similar properties in the area and has been on the market for six months without selling?”

She winced but quickly recovered as Erin turned to listen to the answer. Sam had wandered off to check over the kitchen one more time.

“Well, the flat downstairs from this one?”

Pete nodded.

“There was a drugs raid there last year. Turns out they were running a drug den down there. It’s completely clean now, the owners took back control and cleaned and redecorated, but the stigma of that still sticks, I’m afraid.”

One look at Erin’s face told Pete, the realtor, by telling the truth, had blown all chances of this property being the one she bought for her daughter. It was clear Lindsay recognized that, too. Ten minutes later, they were back in the car.

Pete pulled out his cell and quickly found the local Examiner’s website. He then pulled up the search bar and keyed in the address. The first article was the one he wanted. Erin was pensive beside him, and Sam was beside herself, upset at the way her mother had dragged her out of an apartment that appeared to be perfect for her.

Wordlessly, Pete handed the cell over to Erin, and she scrolled through the article.

“Shit.”

“What is it, mom?”

Erin passed Pete’s cell back to Sam, and she, too, read through what Pete had already gleaned.

A couple of minutes in, Sam let out a gasp followed by a long, drawn-out “Oh.”

“I think our realtor there was being slightly economical with the truth. Don’t you?”

“Just a bit.”

Sam bit her lip and handed the cell back. “Sorry for being a bit of a brat. I didn’t know.”

“There’s always a reason to say no to a place. Three druggies dying in the downstairs flat because of a bad batch is probably one of them, yes?”

“Yeah.”

“Now, let's get back over to Welworth, and after the next one, see if we can find a coffee place and grab something to eat.”

“Not so sure about the eating bit.” Erin rubbed her stomach. “A coffee sounds good, as long as it’s not too strong.”

Twenty minutes later, Pete was feeding Coffee Shop into the Satnav, looking for somewhere to escape to. The last apartment had been a serious bust. It was small, cramped, and had low ceilings, and it was nothing as nice as the brochure pictures online. Not that any were, but this one had clearly been the pits.

“Come on, lunch.”

Both women pulled a face. “Well, I’m starving. If nothing else, you can have something light.”

* * * *

Their third viewing in the afternoon hit the jackpot. The apartment itself was a straight no, but Laura, the realtor, pleaded to let her make a quick phone call before they left. They waited by the car.

When she came over to them she was all smiles. “I think I might have just what you’re looking for. Actually, it’s only two houses up, so you can leave your car here. I have to warn you, this one hasn’t yet been prepared for sale. The owner passed away in a hospital, I might add, not in the apartment, and the family is in the process of clearing it out. We’re listing it but officially won‘t be offering it for viewing until a fortnight’s time. In the meantime, the son has agreed, since we’re in the vicinity, to let us have a look. As I said, nothing’s been cleared out yet, so the place is a bit of a mess. I know it’s actually a nice apartment as long as you can see past the mess. You up for that?”

Pete looked at Erin and Sam, who both shrugged. “Sure.”

“I’ll just let him know we’re on the way, see if he wants to get out of the way. It’s a situation where people tend to want to avoid getting into any conversation. He can give me the keys, and I’ll give him them back afterward.”

Pete nodded, and they watched the woman walk away, her cell to her ear. Erin made to follow, but Pete had picked up from Laura that the guy was happy to let them see but definitely didn’t want to get involved, so he put his arm out and stopped her. “Wait here.”

Sure enough, a couple of minutes later, a guy about Pete’s age appeared from the house Laura had indicated, handed something to Laura, and walked off up the street. He didn’t even glance their way. Laura turned and beckoned to them.

“Thank you for staying back. It can be upsetting for the family.”

“Of course. Will he be okay?”

“Yeah, he’s going to the Starbucks on the corner. I’ll see him there after we’re done. Now, don’t worry about time on this one. He’ll wait as long as he needs to, and I haven’t got any more viewings booked for the day. I think you’ll like this place. One word of warning, it’s still pretty raw for the family, it’s on at a good price, and they won’t haggle. I gather there are three children to split the inheritance, and any family rows could get protracted.”

“Understood.”

“We’re at the back, upstairs. Unlike most of these apartment conversions where it’s front to back, left side, or right side, this one is converted front or back. This one is the whole back of the top floor. Two bedrooms, all the rooms are large and airy. The kitchen and bathroom were upgraded two years ago. It does need decoration, but the outgoing family will be repainting it as part of the contract. The carpets will be ripped up and will need replacing. You’ll be getting the bare shell, so ignore the marks and clutter. No garden access with this one, but there’s off-street parking and marked bays. Service charge is minimal as a result, but does include window cleaning which is unusual.”

The entranceway had been modernized and looked bright and clean. The door looked to have been replaced not that long ago, and the security system seemed pretty good. Pete noticed the two CCTV cameras covering the lobby.

“Are the cameras’ monitored.”

“Not on a regular basis, but the CCTV automatically records movement, and everything is hooked to the alarm company, so any alarm triggers monitoring of all cameras. There are two more outside at the front, one at the side, and two at the back.”

Pete nodded. That was more than adequate. They headed up the stairs.

Once again, the door into the flat itself looked solid, and the locks were high quality, too.  Once inside, it took them all a moment to get the hang of the layout. Unlike the other apartments they’d seen, the living accommodation was in the middle, with the two bedrooms opening off to either side. There was an open plan kitchen and dining section to the family room, and they could see on the other side two doors, one leading to the bedroom, the other to the bathroom. Since the apartment was still furnished, and there were boxes strewn around from where the son had been packing until interrupted by Laura’s call, it felt a bit cluttered but more homely than the empty shells they’d been viewing.

Sam wandered over to the left to check out one bedroom while Erin went the other way to look at the smaller bedroom and bathroom. As Laura had said, the apartment was light and airy. Pete looked out of the bedroom window and checked out the parking at the side, then turned back to watch the two women. They swapped over, looking at the other bedrooms, and then both met in the kitchen, where everything got checked out.

Erin was the first to voice a question. “The appliances? Are they included?”

“I have to say I don’t know, but I’ll find you an answer. I suspect they can be. After all, the family will probably have no use for them. Do you want me to ask?”

“Please.” Erin looked over at Sam, and Sam smiled and nodded. She raised an eyebrow in Pete’s direction. He, too, nodded. It was by far the best apartment they’d seen. Certainly the most suitable for a single female student. Erin turned back to Laura. “Tell him we’re seriously considering paying the asking price, but only if they include the appliances. We’ll want to see the survey reports and everything, but I think this one is damned close.”

“Okay. Let me make a quick call.” She stepped out into the hall and pulled the door to behind her. Pete motioned to Erin, and she and Sam met him in the middle of the cluttered room. “You happy?”

Erin nodded, and Sam beamed.

“What about you?”

“There’s no red flags for me. Get them to email over the paperwork and the survey reports. We’ll go over those tonight. You can give her a definite decision in the morning.”

“Sounds about right. I might forward the reports to Mitch and Charles and get them to take a look.”

Pete chuckled. “Well, if Mitch rings you, I’ll make myself scarce and head down to the bar until you give me an all-clear.”

Erin smiled. “Sounds like a plan.” She knew it would not be a good idea for Mitch to find out he was with them. Not like this, anyway. Erin would have to find a way to break that news to Mitch in a more gentle way at some time in the future. Hopefully, a long time in the future.

Laura reappeared a moment later. “Yes, Doug says he’ll include the appliances but asks if you’ll take the apartment as is without him having to redecorate.”

Erin glanced at Pete, who nodded. It was a fair swap. He’d already appraised it would cost Erin well north of a grand to replace them. Redecorating would only cost a little more than that, but the girls could put their own stamp on the place.

Ten minutes after they got back to the hotel, Erin’s cell dinged with an incoming email from the realtor. They pulled everything up on the laptop, and then Erin forwarded it to Mitch and Charles, and they settled down to read through it. About fifteen minutes later, Erin got a text message from Mitch. Sorry, I have a function tonight. Gerald will call you at about nine. He’s going to go through the legal pack for you.

Literally, thirty seconds later, she got another text, this time from her brother-in-law Gerald. Hopefully, Mitch has told you I’ll call about nine o’clock. That’ll give you, and for that matter Sam, to stash your casual pick-ups somewhere else so I won’t have to report any untoward behavior back to my father.

Erin wordlessly showed the screen to the other two, and Sam almost went into hysterics. “You wait until I get to speak to him. Casual pick-ups indeed.”

Pete just grinned at her. “Well, I’m the one that has to get stashed in the bar.”

Erin glared at him. “Just as long as it's stashed and not smashed. I missed out last night, I want to make up for that tonight.”

“Ew! Mom. Gross!”

Erin just chuckled. “I’ll remember that young lady. I’ll remember that for the nights when you want to bring a guy home when I’m still in the other bedroom for that first month.”

Sam blushed, clearly realizing her mother might be right.

Pete just smiled. The Erin he’d first met wouldn’t have said that to her daughter. She was definitely coming out from under the towering shadow her husband had held her under.

They spent the next couple of hours going over the legal pack and making notes of the questions Erin would want to ask Gerald. Even Sam put her concentration into the subject, despite it being unknown ground for her. At least she kept her questions to the minimum, knowing how important it was. They finished at about eight, and the girls ordered room service while Pete grabbed a shower. He’d already decided to grab a burger downstairs at the bar.

While he was in the shower, Erin came into the bathroom.

She grinned at him. “Pity our burgers and fries just got delivered. What’s under that spray of water looks far more appetizing.”

Pete winked at her. “Maybe it is, and maybe it isn’t. Now I suggest you go eat and keep your strength up. You’ll need it later.”

“I can hear you two, you know.” Sam sounded a weird combination of appalled and amused, and just the tone made the two of them crack up.

“I’ll eat, but keep that promise about later. What would you like me wearing besides as little as possible?”

“Mum! Keep your voice down, damn it!”

“Don’t you swear at me, young lady, or I’ll get Pete to paddle your bare butt.”

Pete wisely kept quiet as Erin rolled her eyes, blew him a kiss, and headed back into the other part of the suite.

Finishing his shower he took his time to get dressed and then headed out for the bar. Erin gave him a peck on the cheek, trying not to let the thin coat of lippy smudge. Sam was a little more exuberant as she kissed his other cheek and then whispered in his ear. “If you want to spank my bare butt, all you have to do is say so.” She giggled and danced out of his reach before he could react. Erin just glared at her daughter and then waved Pete away so the two of them could finish their meal before her brother-in-law made his video call.

It appeared Erin wasn’t the only one becoming more independent as time wore on.

Pete was smiling as he got into the elevator and headed down to the bar.


Chapter 8

The text had been short and to the point. He could tell Erin was getting frustrated, knowing she’d been looking forward to several evenings of sex during their stay. Last night had been a complete bust, and having found an apartment they were thinking of making an offer on, tonight had been busy, too.

Call finished. Come back up. What do you want us to be wearing?

He thought for a moment, then decided to spend ten minutes finishing his beer to give them time to get dressed.

Lingerie, stockings, and something lacy over the top.

If she wanted to be playful, then he was going to play right back. He left it a minute or so and then sent another text.

Whatever you both wear needs to be something you’re comfortable taking off facing the couch.

That should set things up nicely. He spent the next ten minutes finishing his beer, used the facilities, and then strolled across to the bank of elevators. It was probably more than fifteen minutes after his last text when he opened the door to the suite, stepped inside, and shut the door behind him.

He stopped dead as his eyes took in the scene in front of him. Both women were standing there, smiling at him. Both had a slight blush to their cheeks, but Erin’s was brighter than Sam’s which was a bit of a surprise.

The clothing, though, was the thing that made the scene completely memorable. Erin was in black, wearing a short, no very short, nightie over lace underwear and holdups. She’d even found a pair of black heels to wear as well. In contrast Sam was wearing powder blue with navy trim. Her panties were boy shorts, almost a French cut, although he could see the legs weren’t that loose. Again, a short nightie over her lingerie, but she had stockings on garters, although her shoes weren’t heels, meaning she appeared a little bit shorter than her mother.

“Wow!”

“What does take them off in front of the couch mean?” Sam asked the question, but from the sparkle in her eyes, she already knew the answer and was asking just for something to say to hide her excitement.

“What you probably think it means.” Pete crossed the room and sat down on one end of the couch, looking straight at them. “I didn’t know either of you had sexy clothing like that with you.”

He grinned. “Erin, sweetheart, before you start your striptease, please tell them what Gerald thought about the legal pack. Did he answer all the questions we raised?”

Erin smiled and nodded. “Yeah, he was very thorough, even brought up a couple of points we missed but dismissed them as soon as he said them.”

Sam nodded. “It was quite educational. Glad I’ll have that in my back pocket going forward in life.”

“So, is it a go to place an offer tomorrow?”

“Yep, I’ll ring her in the morning. We’re done. I’ll cancel the other viewings, too. No need to go ahead with those.”

“And we’ve got tomorrow free and clear?”

“Yep.” Erin chuckled. “Once we get the calls done, we can have a nice long lie-in and then spend the day shopping.” When Pete scowled, she knew he was playing. “And someone we know who hates shopping can spend the day here getting some work done.”

Pete shook his head. “When I hired the car, they only allowed one named driver, so unless you want to mess around with LA cabs?”

Erin shuddered. “No, and before you ask, I am not going anywhere near Ubers, let alone self-driving ones. So I guess you’ll have to play chauffeur for us.”

“Not a problem, just remember one thing about those calls first thing.”

“Which is?”

“You’ll be making them naked, and I won’t be keeping my hands to myself.”

Erin shuddered while Sam giggled.

Pete just smiled at the older woman. “Speaking of naked, stop stalling. Start stripping.”

“I wasn’t stalling, I was answering your question.”

“I’ll give you that one. Now get naked.”

“And when I’m naked?”

“You can join me on the couch while Sam shows off her stripping skills.”

Sam pouted but didn’t attempt to back away. Erin knew what she needed to do and started to sway her hips to imaginary music. Pete already knew she didn’t want real music to dance to, she was scared she’d mess up if she tried to match a real rhythm rather than just one on her head.

As she swayed from side to side, she slowly brought her arms down her sides, reaching for and finding the hem of the nightie at a level only just below her butt cheeks. Pete licked his lips as he waited for the reveal, having spotted through the lace of the nightie that the underwear was semi-transparent, too. Erin saw him do that and shuddered but took a deep breath and pulled the nightie up. It cleared the front of her panties and, a moment later, her waist. She kept going, sliding the garment higher and higher until she had it tucked under her bust. She momentarily let go, crossed her arms in front of her, and drew the garment all the way up over her head before stripping it off her arms and tossing it to the side.

Pete had been right, the black lace underwear could, at best, be described as semi-transparent. It covered, but it didn’t really conceal.

As Erin brought her arms down, she snagged the bra straps on her shoulders and drew them down onto the top of her arms. It was a very polished move and Pete smiled and nodded his appreciation. With the straps now hanging at her elbows, she took another deep breath and then reached behind herself to undo the catch. Her hands fluttered in the air in front of her as if unsure how exactly to proceed, but she then caught the front of the bra and dragged it down to expose her breasts with their rigidly stiff nipples. Pete didn’t need to be told she was turned on.

She paused for a moment, panting for breath, then slowly leaned forward and started to caress her stockings down her legs. If she’d asked, Pete would have told her to leave them on, but the movement was so sensual, so erotic, he let her continue. Erin only brushed them down to just above her knees before straightening up. Then, she put her hands on her waist and eased her panties down a couple of inches, too. She shivered and then spun around to face away as she levered the panties past the widest part of her hips and then down onto her thighs. For a moment, Pete wondered if she’d lost her nerve, but as the panties feathered down her legs to the floor, he saw there was true erotic method in her actions.

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Sam was intently watching her mother’s moves, no doubt her mind awash with ways to improve or at least emulate them. Erin, meanwhile, bent forward, allowing the legs to part a little and her pussy to peep out of the gap at him. She resumed brushing her nylons down very, very slowly. As the stockings went down a couple of inches on one leg and then a couple of inches on the other, Erin bent lower and lower. More and more of her fabulous split peach appeared between her legs. Pete wasn’t just hard from her show, he was diamond hard, glad he’d used the toilet downstairs because if he tried to go now, it would take a half-an-hour at least to relax long enough.

As her hands reached her ankles, he could see the stretch in her straight legs was pulling the two sides of her pussy apart, unfurling her outer lips, and showing just how wet she was inside. It was a bravura performance worthy of any club, in fact, if he’d seen that in a club, he’d have expected the guys in the front row to rush the stage!

She straightened up but used the shelf underneath the TV for support as she pushed her heels off and then her bunched-up stockings. She even had the presence of mind to step back into her heels before she turned around and swept him a graceful curtsey.

He beckoned her over, and she strode forward, making her hips bounce as his eyes were drawn to her center. Pete patted the seat next to him, and she sat down as his arms enveloped her naked form.

He kissed her hard for a moment, then gently lowered his mouth to next to her ear.

“I expect you to blow me while I watch Sam try to match her mother’s performance. It’ll be educational for her.”

She shuddered, and she went to shake her head. He simply put his lips on her neck and sucked a little. Not enough to make but enough to carry the threat of marking her. The idea that she might have to go clothes shopping with a big hickey on her neck, or more than one, was enough to stop her show of resistance. He wouldn’t have done it, and she probably knew that too, but it removed any vestige of refusal from her mind. Pete knew his use of the word educational had helped sway her decision the way he wanted it to go. His hand stole down her body to cup her breast, his thumb running across her hard, rubbery nipple, making it bounce from side to side. She moaned under her breath, and he knew she was lost.

“You know you want to, now do it. Get me off before she gets naked, or I’ll destroy your plan for her and get her to take over from you.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Don’t want to find out, do you? I suggest you get to work.” The whole conversation had been carried out at the level of a quiet whisper. Sam could clearly see they were talking but had no idea if she was the topic of the conversation or not. Anyway, she gasped as Erin’s hand drifted down to the front of Pete’s pants and slowly undid his fly.

Pete let her watch as Erin flushed bright red but inserted her hand into his fly and then pulled his rigid cock out. Sam gasped, the two of them had never gone this far in front of her before. Sure, he’d got her mother naked and then made her orgasm in front of her, but nothing like this.

“Start dancing, kiddo, I want to see you as naked as your mother. More so, in fact, because you can lose your shoes, too.”

She pouted at him. “Don’t call me kiddo, I’m nineteen, not a kid.”

Pete nodded a sort of apology. “I know you’re nineteen, but you’re a nineteen-year-old who’s still wearing too many clothes. Now, get dancing, get stripping. Make sure it's slow and sensuous.”

That last rider was for Erin’s benefit. She knew he could have told Sam to strip in thirty seconds or less, and that would have meant Sam would have taken over from her, not something she wanted to see. He’d said slow and sensual, so that meant he wanted Erin to get cracking and finish him first.

Taking her cue from him, she leaned further over and lifted her legs up onto the couch on the other side of her so she could stretch out a bit more. That made it possible for him to slide his hand down to reach the top of her legs. He didn’t, content to keep playing with her nipple as her mouth closed over the end of his cock.

He let out a loud sigh as the familiar heat of her mouth enveloped him. Pete motioned for Sam to start dancing, and she, like Erin before her, started to twitch her hips from side to side. Before more than a few seconds had passed, her feet were moving, not a huge amount, but moving as she played some imaginary music in her head and moved to the beat. He already knew Sam, with the energy of youth, could out-dance her mother. On one memorable occasion, she’d stripped for them, too, but seeing as Erin was nursing on his cock while Sam stripped, this was another different level.

Erin took him deeper, sucking hard and using her tongue to bathe his end, then taking him deeper still. Her hand moved to grasp the base of his shaft and keep the rough fabric of his fly from touching her sensitive lips. Pete raised no objection, it wasn’t really a position where she could take him deep anyway. Sam was watching intently, her eyes wide. She’d have seen blowjobs in porn scenes, but she’d never seen one enacted in front of her. Her breathing was getting harsh as she watched what Erin was doing.

Pete motioned for Sam to get on with it. It was almost as if she was dancing but had forgotten the stripping part, so intent was she on the action in Pete’s lap. Erin had twisted so that her head was almost behind his cock, letting Sam see everything as her mouth moved up and down Pete’s shaft. This also turned her body and exposed what Pete was doing with his hand. He left her breast alone and slowly slid his hand down over her stomach until he was just above her mound. Erin knew what he wanted and seemed powerless to resist as she slowly lifted her back leg, placing her foot on the couch to open herself up to him. Pete immediately took advantage of that and slid his hand down to feel the welcoming wet pussy between her legs. Erin moaned around his cock and redoubled her efforts.

Sam slowly teased the nightie higher up her body. Her hands didn’t drop below her waist, she just gathered up the lace at her waist and slowly exposed her legs. The nightie hadn’t reached as low as her stocking tops anyway, but now, as it rose higher and higher, the rest of her gorgeous legs came into view, followed by the front of her sheer panties and then the rest of the garment as well as the matching garter belt.

Emulating Erin from a few minutes earlier, she sensually crossed her arms in front of herself, grasped the hem of the nightie, and then slid it off over her head. As she tossed it to the side, she danced in a circle to display her butt but quickly turned back so she could watch what Erin was doing.

Erin sucked harder, trying to elicit the first signs of his impending orgasm. She was desperate to finish him before Sam was naked. Pete smiled to himself, she didn’t know it was the emptiest of empty threats. If he wasn’t getting close, he’d simply slow Sam down. At this point, he didn’t want the younger blonde on her knees next to her equally naked mother. He doubted it would get that far, he could already feel things starting to happen.

Sam took a different route with her bra than her mother had. Her hands went behind her back as she danced and released the catch. She didn’t hang onto the elastic either, and Pete could see when the bra cups came loose around her breasts. Erin moaned too, so he guessed she was watching her daughter’s performance as well as concentrating on his cock. Seeing Sam getting closer to the end, she sucked harder, eliciting a groan from Pete, which only made her redouble her efforts. With the strap undone, Sam simply brought her hands up to her shoulders and brushed the bra down her arms and away, letting it fall to the floor in front of her. Given what she’d seen her mother do and was now watching what her mother was doing to Pete, it wasn’t a surprise to Pete that her nipples were upward, pointing little bullets on the front of her high-set breasts.

Pete mouthed, ‘Slow down’ to Sam, and the younger woman bit her lip. It was the first overt indication that he wanted Erin to finish him off and that his threat to involve Sam in sucking his cock was nothing more than that. She quickly understood and gave the tiniest of nods, but even so, her hands dipped to her waist and started to wrestle her panties down over her hips. She didn’t turn away and remained brazenly facing the two of them as her pussy slowly slid into view.

Her panties fluttered down her legs as gravity pulled them from her unresisting fingers. She kept her dance moves graceful and small, not spreading her legs. Even so, Pete had the chance to feast his eyes on the prize he couldn’t yet have. Stepping out of her panties, she slowly slid both hands down her right leg, reaching for and then unsnapping the front garter. She had to twist to reach the one at the back before repeating the process with her other leg. It was the epitome of a graceful movement, and Pete pushed down slightly on the top of Erin’s head, letting her know he was getting closer. Erin redoubled her efforts as Sam unclipped the last of her garters, reached around behind her, and unclipped the belt itself. She tossed that vaguely in his direction, then lifted herself to her full height, extending her hands up toward the ceiling and arching her back as she undulated. The girl was very polished, and Pete couldn’t help responding as he licked his lips.

Sam’s smile was broad as she realized he’d given his approval for her act, and she turned her back on them, displaying her now naked butt. As she used one foot to ease the shoe off her other foot and then reversed, Pete knew she was going to emulate her mother in the way she slid her stockings down and off. That would be the end of the act, and he needed to get off first.

Erin seemed to sense the same thing, her hand squeezed and relaxed around the base of his shaft as she sucked harder before easing up and then swirling her tongue around his end, teasing at the little hole there. He groaned and tried not to watch as Sam started to ease her stockings down her legs.

She was following the instruction Pete had given her, taking things slowly and was brushing a stocking down a couple of inches and then switching to the other side to do the same. Then she switched back, her ass moving in an enticing circle with each change of sides. She had the stockings down to her knees now, and Pete was getting very close.

Pete leaned down toward Erin’s head. “I’m close, be ready.”

Her only response was a deep moan. His fingers slid inside her, and she pumped her hips to capture more. She took him deeper, sucking harder, but he was sure her eyes were as glued to Sam’s virtuoso performance as his own were.

She was having to bend further now, and she was resolutely keeping her legs straight. Her perfect pussy was peeping from between her legs, and even from this distance, he could see Sam was wet. No doubt Erin could see that, too. Sam even shuffled her feet a little further apart, and Pete knew the little minx knew that improved their view of her entrance.

He groaned again, knowing he was ultra close. Erin shivered, knowing she’d achieved her aim, getting him off before Sam was naked. He guessed she got a kick out of that.

“Not in your mouth, baby. Aim it at yourself.”

His growl was loud enough to make Sam shudder on the other side of the room. She quickly stripped the stockings off her feet and then straightened up and turned around as she balled them up and dropped them to the floor. Her face showed a mixture of emotions, glee that she’d completed her entertainment strip without getting any of it wrong, fascination at what was about to happen to her mother, and tinged with disappointment that she wasn’t, after all, going to be intimately involved. Even so, she started to cross the room, a naked goddess with rocking hips as she walked toward them.

Erin quickly pulled her mouth off Pete’s cock, and partly rolled onto her back, aiming his cock head over her shoulder. Sam was only a couple of paces away when he couldn’t hold back any longer. The first rope spat out and dropped onto Erin’s silky skin. It started at her shoulder and went all the way over the curve of her opposite breast, narrowly missing her nipple. The next string didn’t miss, coating her nipple as well as an otherwise untouched portion of her breast. The third string spat down her cleavage, and the next one, a somewhat weaker one, splashed onto her other breast.

“Oh, yuk!”

Pete was sure it was more disappointment than disgust that jerked the comment out of Sam’s mouth. She’d so wanted to be part of the action, and here she was, naked and ready but six feet away from where he was spraying his sticky goo over Erin’s breasts.

He lay back panting as Erin slowly rolled into a sitting position, looking down at her chest, a bright red flush of embarrassment on her face that Sam had just seen that.

Pete slowly looked from one to the other, one embarrassed and the other clearly fascinated yet disgusted at the same time.

“Why don’t you both go grab a shower.” He turned to Erin. “I’ll come and scrub your back for you in a minute.” All three knew he wouldn’t be just washing her back. Erin smiled at the prospect while Sam just shrugged and headed for her own bedroom.


Chapter 9

The flight back was a little tense as far as Pete was concerned. Not that there was anything they could do about it. For once, it was a rather narrow-bodied jet, and the seats were only two abreast. Erin sat with Sam on one pair of seats, and Pete had to sit behind them. Not that that bothered him, it gave him a chance to catch up on some sleep. Erin had been almost insatiable after the striptease performance the day before yesterday, and he’d lost track of the number of times she’d coaxed him into bed, or the shower, or even on the couch.

The fact that they were constantly at it clearly frustrated Sam. Pete knew that was part of Erin’s plan and knew the conversation would be happening about that in the seats in front of him. Both women, though, were keeping their voices down so he couldn’t hear what was said.

He tried hard to drift off to sleep but every time he thought he was going to drift off, one startled exclamation or another from Sam brought him wide awake again. He knew the two were arguing and decided that cowardice was the better part of valor here. He heard the odd word, but nothing that made sense.

Finally he caught a complete sentence from Sam. “I don’t care. I am not going to be his prize for finding us an apartment.”

He did catch the start of Erin’s reply, but no more than that. “That is not what I meant, and you should damn well know that…”

Pete winced and hoped the other passengers weren’t able to hear the argument that was developing. At least the flight wasn’t full, so there was nobody next to him and nobody directly seated on the other side of the aisle.

All he could do without making it into an even worse scene than it already was was sit tight and hope the two women stopped arguing before they reached the airport. Alas, it was not to be. Erin was tight-lipped and stayed quiet while they grabbed their luggage and headed out to the car. Sam just stared straight through him and didn’t say one word.

Riding back home was horrendous. There’d been an accident on the freeway, so all the streets around it were clogged, and nobody said a word. Erin was driving and concentrating. Pete risked the occasional glance back at Sam, but she continued her glassy stare right through him. He thought about saying something but eventually decided that discretion should win out.

When Erin pulled into her driveway, he hopped out and held the door for her, but Sam exited from the other side before he could do the same for her. She didn’t look back as she opened the front door with her own key and disappeared inside. Pete unloaded the luggage and carried theirs to their front door. Erin mouthed a thank you and headed inside. Pete beat a sharp retreat, deciding that he’d only get involved if he needed to. He hadn’t been a fan of Erin’s plan anyway, but it appeared Sam was even less of one.

Once he’d got the washer running, he grabbed a beer and headed out to sit on his deck. He didn't think he’d hear much from next door, but he didn’t hear anything. He wasn’t sure if that was a good sign or not. If Erin had wanted him to intervene, she’d have given him some kind of signal to do so.

About an hour later, he heard a car leave from next and assumed that it was Sam giving his mother some space. A few minutes later, he was roused from his nap by the sound of the gate between the two houses opening. He looked up, expecting to see Erin walking toward him, but it wasn’t. It was Sam. It had been Erin driving away.

She gave him a wan smile. “Sorry you got involved and dragged into that.”

“Not a problem. You got things straight with your mum, now?”

“Not fully.”

He held up his empty bottle. “You want one?”

“Please.”

“Well, the price for fetching one from the refrigerator is to bring me a fresh one.”

She shook her head. “You’re incorrigible.”

“Not really. Just wanted another beer but too damned lazy to fetch one myself.”

A couple of minutes later, she perched sideways on the lounger next to him.

“Cheers.”

“Cheers.”

They both sipped their beers for a couple of minutes. He could sense Sam was gearing up to say something, but he let her take the time she obviously needed. He’d noticed she’d dressed down, too, and she had skinnier jeans and tighter tops, and she wasn’t trying to appear sexy. He doubted she had her bikini on underneath, no chance of her going for a dip. Well, not dressed for one, anyway.

“Sorry about all that.”

He shrugged. “All daughters fight with their mothers at some point. At least it wasn’t as bad as the last one when you turned up with a bag because you didn’t know where to go.”

“True, but since you were the subject of the argument, this was the last place I could come to for a refuge.”

“You can always come here as a place of refuge. You know that.”

She gave him the first genuine smile he’d seen since before the flight. “Thank you.”

“Now, in what way was I the subject, or even the cause, of that argument.”

“Don’t pretend you don’t know.”

“I can make an educated guess, but I don’t know for sure, no.”

“Mom’s plan for tonight is a no-go. It’s not happening.”

He nodded. “That’s the bit I guessed.”

She took a deep breath. “Look, I know she meant well, and I know I’ve spent the last year throwing myself at you at every opportunity… Most of the time, you’ve been gentleman enough to turn me down gently.”

“Most of the time?”

“Except for those times when you’ve got me to strip naked and then sent me off while you did the nasty with my mother.”

“Ah.”

“You’d get me turned on in anticipation and then turn me down… It left me frustrated, and my ego got damaged.”

“Sweetie, there was no need for your ego to be bruised. The fact I liked seeing you naked should have prevented that.”

“Well, I’ve got bruises, even from two nights ago.”

He bit his lip, not sure how to respond. She didn’t give him a chance.

“I know Mom meant well that she wanted me to go off to LA knowing what good sex felt like, knowing what to ensure the guy did or learned to do for me, not just for himself, but her plan was… just too damn cold.” She stared at him. “I think you thought that too.”

“I guess we’re in agreement there, as long as you don’t take that as a rejection.”

“Also, and this is important to me. I think the main reason Mom wants to stay here is you.”

“Me?”

“Yeah, you. I think once I’ve gone to LA and she’s made sure I’m settled, I think she’ll be coming back here with a proposal to merge the two households properly.”

“Ouch. That would mean facing your grandfather.”

She snorted. “I’ve heard him say the only thing that scares a two-star general is a properly motivated gunny. So, no, I don’t think that would be a problem.”

Pete chuckled. That wasn’t quite the saying, but it was a politer version without the multiple f words.

“So how could you two have a chance if she knows you’ve fucked her daughter until she can’t walk. I might get a lot out of it, hell, I know I would, but it might well destroy what you two are building. I don’t want that on my conscience.”

“I appreciate that, but I think you’re thinking this from the wrong direction.”

Sam shook her head. “No. Whatever happens, I’m not coming over here tonight dressed to thrill and be thrilled.”

“Fair enough.” He chuckled. “How about tomorrow night?”

“Pete! I’m serious.”

“So am I. I made a promise to your mother about you. I intend to keep that.”

“So the only reason you want to fuck me is to keep a promise to my mother?”

Pete moved quickly, far quicker than Sam had ever seen him move. One moment, he was sitting next to her, the next, he was on his feet and hauling her up into his embrace. He hugged her tight and stared down into her eyes.

“Let me say this once and once only. If a beautiful young woman wants me to fuck her, then I will. Since you are that beautiful young woman, I will fuck you… But, and it’s very big but, it will be because you want me to because you ask me to. I will not be doing so to meet any commitment to anyone else. My promise to you. As far as I’m concerned, my involvement with your mother means I need to make sure she’s not going to be totally against the idea, but that’s the limit of her involvement. I am not going to risk what I have with her for one night of extremely pleasurable passion with you. Am I clear?”

Sam didn’t answer.

“Am I clear?”

She nodded. He let go and sat back, watching as she sat down, his actions shattering her earlier confidence.

“Wow! That was a bit intense.”

“Sweetie, don’t challenge an old dog in his own backyard.”

She sniffed. “You’re not old.”

They were both quiet for a couple of minutes.

Pete finally broke the silence. “Look, let me make a suggestion.”

“Okay.”

“Your mother has made it clear that she wants you to do… do the nasty… something she’s been blocking you from doing for almost a year now.”

Sam nodded.

“But she’s just dropped this on you sudden like.”

“Rather sudden, yeah.”

“And the idea that while you’re doing it, she’s only next door is a bit of an issue, too.”

“Definitely.”

“So, in about four or five weeks, she’s got to fly back to LA overnight to sign the papers for the apartment. Right?”

“Yeah.”

“I won’t be going with her, you don’t have to, either.”

“You mean…?”

He smiled. “Think of it as an open invitation. Don’t worry, I’ll clear it with your mother. You get plenty of thinking time to decide, but the decision is all yours. You are not my present for helping the two of you find an apartment.”

Sam blushed. “You heard that?”

Pete just nodded. “Sound like a plan?”

Sam was quiet for a minute and then nodded. “Yeah. But on one condition.”

“Which is?”

“I still get to skinny dip when I want to, and maybe sometimes get to play around a little. I shouldn’t say this, but I really enjoyed watching you and Mom a couple of days ago. While I was peeling my stockings off. It was hot knowing you were getting close while watching me with my mother's mouth wrapped around you. Really fucking hot!”

“Okay, by me, but you’ll need to clear it with your mum. Where did she go, by the way?”

“Just for some groceries, that’s all. She wants to cook tonight. I’m supposed to come over here, apologize, and ask you to dinner. Seven o’clock, all right?”

“Sure. Just one thing.”

“What?”

“She’s not cooking hot dogs?”

Sam shuddered. “No, definitely not.”

“Good.”

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

Leah’s Home Lens

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

Leah’s New Lens

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

Leah’s Long Lens

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Book 1 - A Model Descent

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

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

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

Book 2 - A Model Descent – Freefall

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

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

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

Book 3 - A Model Descent – Final Fall

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

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

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

Housemates and Friends

Housemates and Rivals

Housemates and Partners

Housemates Forever

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

Neighbors and Friends

Neighbors and Rivals

Neighbors and Partners

Neighbors Forever

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

Workmates and Friends

Workmates and Rivals

Workmates and Partners

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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