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Dedication
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Chapter 1

“Hello there!”

Pete jumped when he heard the voice. Not the best thing to do when you’re flat on your back working in the confined space under the back axle of your truck.

Freaking door-to-door salesman!

Wincing at the pain in his temple where he’d just banged it against the big end, he pushed his hands down and rolled the car creeper out from under the truck, instinctively bringing his hand up to rub his forehead.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to make you jump.”

The guy was smiling down at him. Clearly, he’d heard the thump as Pete’s head made contact with the metalwork.

“I’m Phil. We’re moving in next door, and I thought I’d come across and say hello, I didn’t realize it was quite so tight under there.”

Pete gave him a tight smile and then slowly scanned his gaze over the guy. Even from his prone position, he could see the guy wasn’t very large, short and wiry with a clearly receding hairline. Knowing there was no way of doing anything else without appearing rude, Pete rolled the board all the way out from under the truck and slowly climbed to his feet before turning back to face his new neighbor.

He’d been right, his own 6-foot-3 overtopped the guy by at least 9 inches, and he clearly outweighed him by a factor of 2. In Pete’s case, though it was trim muscle and not a lot of fat, Phil though had the beginnings of a gut on him. He wiped his hands on a rag and then realized they were still filthy from the crud under the truck.

“I’d shake hands with you, fella, but ...”

He held out his dirty hands and waggled them to show what he meant. Phil grinned and then chuckled himself.

“No worries. Say, listen, we’re going to be moving in all day, but how about you come round this evening and get to know us over a couple of beers? Erin does a mean hotdog spread, and we’re not planning anything fancy.”

Again, Pete couldn’t think of a graceful way out and decided a couple of hours for a peaceful co-existence wasn’t a bad swap.

“Sure.”

“I’ll tell Erin to expect you and your family...?”

Phil cocked an eyebrow in question, and Pete knew he had to answer the question.

“Nope, I’m a bachelor. I live here on my lonesome.”

“Oh.”

“It was my parents’ place...”

“Still, see you at eight though?”

Pete nodded and smiled. He wasn’t looking forward to it, but it might be a break from his regular evenings.

“Sure.”

“Good, sorry for disturbing you, and sorry about the bump on the head.”

“No worries.”

* * * *

Pete had gone back to work on the faulty suspension strut under his truck and paid little attention to the large moving van and the crew moving load after load of furniture into the house. A couple of hours later, he heard the truck pull away and noticed Phil pull a nice baby Mercedes onto his drive, it must have been parked on the other side of the truck, which is probably why he hadn’t seen it before.

He took a leisurely shower and worked on his latest book for a couple of hours before deciding it was time to show his face next door. He grabbed a bottle of Merlot from the rack in the cellar and pulled a clean tee over his head before heading for the gate that linked the two gardens.

“Pete! Glad you could make it.”

Phil was sitting on a relaxer on the deck and offered his hand without getting up.

“Sorry about not standing, but my back’s a serious problem, and helping the movers hasn’t helped it one iota. Grab yourself a beer and take a seat.”

He waved expansively at the cool box full of iced Millers next to him and pointed toward the relaxer on the other side of the cooler. There were three empties next to the cooler, so clearly, Pete’s new neighbor had gotten a good start.

Pete did as indicated, wondering where the mysterious woman of the house was until he caught a flash of blonde hair through the kitchen window and decided not to ask any questions.

“Erin will be out with the food in about ten minutes. Cheers.”

“Cheers.”

Pete realized he was being given the opportunity to have a man-to-man chat with Phil and knew he needed to get it over with. The very obvious Annapolis class ring on the guy’s finger gave him an opening.

“Navy?”

Phil chuckled, “Nah, Corps. Invalided out after a helicopter accident three weeks after graduation.”

“Tough.”

“Yeah, hence the back, I spent two months in traction and another six months in physio. Still can’t lift a damn, hence today.”

“Not good, man, not good.”

“One of those things, you?”

“Did my hitch in the crotch. Ten years, came out as a Gunny after Gulf One.”

Phil looked at him, almost as if he was appraising him for the first time, then smiled. “Ooh-Rah!”

Pete lifted his beer in a salute. “Ooh-Rah!”

They sipped their beers in companionable silence for a couple of minutes then Pete tried another tack.

“So, what do you do, Phil?”

Phil set his beer down on the decking, using the exaggerated care of a man who knew he’d probably already drunk too much.

“I sell agricultural machinery to the big dealerships round here. Work for JD.”

Pete nodded.

“Nice and central here for you, then.”

“Yeah, we always wanted to move around here as soon as our daughter graduated high school. Cut my traveling down a lot, too. None of us getting any younger.”

“Daughter?”

“Yeah, Samantha, she’s doing her West Coast thing at the moment. Back backing down from Washington to Sou Cal before joining us. Kind of a graduation thing, her and a couple of mates. She’s joining us next week, then off to Cal Tech in the fall.”

“Science Major then?”

“Yep, got ma brains and her mother’s looks. How about you?”

“It was my parents' place. Moved back in after I shipped out.”

“And your parents?”

“Auto accident, the year before Gulf One.”

“Oh ... Sorry.”

“Don’t be, there’s worse ways to go.”

“So what do you do?”

“I’m a freelance copy editor and part-time author. I work from home.”

“Oh, right, interesting...”

Pete could tell Phil wasn’t actually interested at all but was simply being polite. At that moment, the kitchen door opened, sparing him a few embarrassing seconds.

“Grubs up! Get it while it’s hot!”

The rich tones of the woman’s voice echoed around the yard, Pete could only stare in amazement as Erin stepped into view. For a forty-something, she had definitely not let herself go. If he saw her out on her own, he’d immediately label her as no more than thirty and a real stone fox to boot. He shook his head to clear away images that were entirely inappropriate and bounded to his feet to introduce himself.

“Here, let me help with that. I’m Pete, by the way.”

She smiled at him but made no move to hand him the laden tray full of bread rolls, a dish of sizzling hotdogs, and several jars of mustard, sauces, and pickles.

“Our house, our rules. Sit down and eat up.”

Pete was surprised by the tone of Phil’s voice from behind him as his new neighbor asserted unnecessary authority. He was within his right, though, and it wasn’t up to Pete to interfere.  He returned to his relaxer and watched as Erin put the tray down on the table and expertly wrapped a hotdog in a roll for her husband. This was clearly a regular meal as she squirted relish on one end and ketchup on the other before wrapping it in a paper towel and handing it over with a flourish.

“How do you want yours, Pete?”

“Em...”

He’d been expecting to help himself, so the question caught him off-guard.

“Just ketchup, please.”

“Onions.”

“You got any of the dried ones?”

“Sure.”

Actually, Pete already knew she had, he’d noticed the jar earlier. “Just a few then.”

Pete had used the interval to surreptitiously survey the beautiful woman in front of him. Her long blonde hair hung halfway down her back, her blue eyes shone with something akin to amusement. She was wearing a tight white tee that clung to her curves and accentuated both her bust and her flat stomach. She wasn’t large upstairs, but they were a good size. Below that, her long legs flashed from beneath a denim mini-skirt. Most women her age wouldn’t have been able to carry off the outfit so well, but it looked natural on her.

A moment later, Erin swished past the table and handed him his hotdog before returning to sit on the third chair on the other side of the table from the two men. Pete took a bite as he watched Erin take her seat. Phil was right, his wife could cook a mean hotdog, not a complicated dish, but certainly one that could be appreciated when cooked this well.

He almost choked on the next mouthful as Erin flipped the back of her chair upright and sat facing him, the table between them. She didn’t sit ladylike, which is why Pete had almost choked – instead, her knees were parted, and he could see up under the skirt, seeing a long expanse of soft white thigh.

She has to know what she’s doing!

He turned his head away, only to see Phil watching him with a slight smile on his face.

Yep, it’s deliberate, and he knows she’s doing it too! What is going on here? Life next to the Cavanaughs looks like it’s going to be interesting.

When he finished eating the first hotdog, Pete wasn’t given the chance to fetch another. Erin jumped up and smiled brightly.

“Same again?”

Pete nodded.

“Please. That was delicious. I wish I could cook them that well.”

Her smile had been bright before, this time, it was truly dazzling, and Pete suspected she didn’t get many compliments from her husband. Erin expertly put another dog together and walked over to hand it to him.

“Another beer.”

He waved that offer off.

“No, thanks, I’m fine.”

“I’ll have another dog, honey.”

“Okay, coming right up.”

Once she’d served her husband, Erin sat back down, displaying her legs to Pete again, and Phil resumed the conversation.

“How long have you had the pool, Pete?”

Pete shrugged.

“My father had it put in when I was about fourteen, I think. A long while. You thinking of having one?”

“Thinking, although thinking is all.”

“It’s a good thing to have, it gets powerful hot up here on the bluff during the summer.”

“Won’t manage it for this year, maybe next year.”

“Well, you’re all welcome to use mine through the summer if you like. I don’t get in much, and it’s sitting there.”

Pete decided he regretted his decision to be neighborly as soon as the words had left his mouth.


Chapter 2

After the hotdogs and beer evening, Pete saw virtually nothing of his new neighbors for about a week. Then, late one afternoon, there was a knock on his back door. Through the frosted glass panel and the screen, all he could make out was the long blonde hair, so he assumed it was Erin. Instead, it was a younger version of his neighbor who stood there smiling at him once he’d opened the door.

“Hi, you must be Pete. I’m Sam.”

”Um... Hi.”

She stood there smiling at him, and Pete felt all kinds of a fool.

“Yeah, your father said you were coming home soon. Sorry, I’m Pete, pleased to meet you.”

She was wearing a thin shirt top, which ended only just below her ass, and it was so see-through he could clearly see the matching bikini top and bottoms through it.

“Dad said we could use your pool?”

Oh course! That’s why she’s wearing a bikini and carrying a towel! Idiot!

Pete was almost screaming at himself.

“Sure. Sorry, you took me by surprise. Be my guest. I guess you know where it is.”

She giggled, seeing as she’d more or less had to walk past it to get to the door.

“Thanks. Mum says you don’t use it much.”

Pete shook his head.

“Too busy most of the time, I guess.”

She smiled brightly at him, a mirror image, only younger, of her mother.

“Thanks again.”

She turned and walked over to the pool, his eyes dropping to watch her backside undulating as she walked.  On reaching the poolside, she stopped, and he looked up to find she’d glanced back over her shoulder and caught him watching her. He blushed, and her silvery tinkle of a laugh echoed across the yard. She put the towel down and reached in front of herself to undo the shirt, which cascaded down her arms and dropped behind her.

Her smooth back was flawless, cut only by the thin strings of her bikini top and the tiny triangle that covered her anus. Most of her ass was exposed by the lack of material. He could only guess how little material there was covering the front of her.

She flexed her legs and dived, executing a perfect arc into the water, gliding all the way across the pool without stroking at all before grabbing the edge and turning herself around.

“Wow! You should use this pool more often. It’s fabulous.”

“I wish I could... but duty calls.”

He mimed typing on a keyboard, and she smiled and shrugged, making him wish he could see that movement below the surface of the water, and waved to her before closing the door.

When he returned to the back bedroom he’d converted to his home office, he found he couldn’t quite see the pool from where he was. He was about to shift his chair closer to the window when sixth sense made him look up, and he caught sight of movement in the large picture window in the house opposite. It was as if someone had stepped back away from the window itself, and the flash of blonde had given away it was Sam’s mother, Erin.

Checking up on her daughter, like any good mother would.

Pete gave up on any idea of moving his office chair to where he could see the pool and settled down to concentrate on his current edit. His mind, however, kept wandering to thoughts of the nubile beauty in the pool in the yard below.

That night, once the blinds were drawn, he changed the layout of his office around, moving the desk to a position side next to the window so he was now sitting directly in front of it. The following day, Sam again came over and used the pool, although this time Erin was clearly in sight, too, gardening on the strip of land just the other side of the fence from Pete’s yard. Pete smiled to himself but couldn’t blame her, after all, the Cavanaugh family didn’t know him that well yet.

After an hour of Sam alternately swimming and sunning herself while her mother worked on the other side of the fence, Pete was struggling to work, his attention riveted to the expanses of naked flesh exposed by the tiny bikini. He headed down to the kitchen and rapidly dug the rum, triple sec, orange, and pineapple juice out of the fridge. He mixed up a large iced pitcher, grabbed three tall glasses, and filled a fourth with ice before carrying the tray out onto the deck.

“Drinks time!”

Sam looked up.

“Mai Tai’s all round. Not strong, but good in this heat. Come on, Mrs. Cavanaugh, you too, you’ve been working like all get out for the last two hours. You deserve a break. No Grenadine, I’m afraid, so I’ve substituted Lime juice, which makes it more refreshing.”

“Ooh. My favorite.”

Sam was grinning as she sat up, then her expression faded as her mother spoke up.

“Now, Sam, you know your father doesn’t like us to drink.”

Pete was slightly puzzled by the way she phrased that.

“Come on, mum, what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him. While the gander is away and all that...”

“Honestly, Mrs. Cavanaugh, it’s really weak. Hardly any alcohol in it.”

Erin came through the gate and closed it behind her. Her outfit looked better than it had in sneaked glances from the upstairs window. Her tight denim shorts hugged her like a second skin, and the thin blouse was stretched across her bra-clad chest as well, the top three buttons undone to show off her cleavage, which was beaded with sweat, of course, following her exertions in the garden.

“Not strong?”

“Of course not, Mrs. Cavanaugh, and you can see I’ve brought three glasses.”

She was obviously somewhat nervous I was trying something on with her daughter, but this mollified her.

“Please, call me Erin.”

He nodded and smiled as Sam made the decision for her mother and reached for one of the glasses.

* * * *

The next week followed a similar pattern, although, after a couple of days, Erin obviously had relaxed enough not to need to fumble around the garden and pretend to be working while Sam was around at Pete’s. On the fourth day, Sam had persuaded her mother to join her in the pool, and although the mother’s costume was far more modest than her daughter’s, the two of them made a fantastic sight swimming together.

The following day, Phil was back from his swing through the midwest, and Pete didn’t see either woman for a couple of days. The next Monday, Phil had obviously departed for another extended sales trip, and the normal routine began again. On the Wednesday, Pete was surprised not to find his normal afternoon visitors coming around, there was no sign of Sam at all, only Erin pottering around the garden like she had been doing the week before.

Pete went downstairs and opened the back door.

“Mai Tai’s?”

A moment later, Erin’s smiling face appeared above the fence. “Ooh! You’re a lifesaver. Yes, please. I can never make them properly, you know. Just two glasses. Sam’s gone shopping for the afternoon.”

Pete moved back through to the kitchen and quickly mixed up a pitcher, and acting on impulse again made this batch slightly stronger. When he came back outside, Erin had already installed herself in one of the relaxer chairs under the parasol.

“Here.”

“Thank you. I need this.”

“Oh?”

She nodded. “It’s a bit lonely at home now. God knows how I’m going to cope when Samantha leaves for college this fall.”

“Phil’s away all the time, then?”

“Most weeks and some weekends.”

“You should get yourself a job to at least keep you busy.”

She shook her head violently. “Oh no, Phil says we don’t need the money, and what Phil says we do.”

Pete cocked an eyebrow at her, and she continued.

“Phil runs a very strict household. We do as we’re told.”

Pete filed that away for future consideration and changed tack. “There’s no doubt Sam gets her looks from her mother. You are both very pretty.”

Erin blushed and tried to hide her reaction by sipping from her drink. “Thank you.”

“I’m surprised she hasn’t got a boyfriend.”

“No, she’s not allowed to date before college.”

“Phil’s rule?”

She nodded.

“You’re kidding me, she must have the boys sniffing around her like dogs on heat.”

She giggled and took another long drink. “She was a hit at school but had a reputation as an ice queen.”

“I bet.”

“Mind you, I know she’s not... she’s not... well... you know.”

Erin was scarlet, realizing she’d probably said too much.

“You mean, she’s not a virgin?”

Erin nodded.

“Does her father know?”

“God! No! He’d kill her and beat me for letting her do it in the first place.”

“Beat you?”

She nodded, biting her lip.

“You mean, he hits you? In this day and age?”

“Well...” She was blushing even more now, I could see the blush disappearing down her neck onto the tops of her breasts, visible through the open buttons of her blouse.

“He’s the master of the house, and it’s his rules. We don’t break them.”

She giggled. “Where he can find out that is...”

Erin suddenly sobered and looked Pete in the eye. “You won’t tell him, I said anything, will you? You won’t tell him about the drinks, will you?”

I smiled to reassure her. “Of course not. I would never betray a confidence, especially not one from such a beautiful woman.”

His neighbor stretched, almost like a cat preening itself in the sun at the compliment.

“Does he hit your daughter too?”

She bit her lip and took another swig.

“He used to, but as she got bigger, well, you know, he didn’t want it to become... sexual like it is with me... Oops!”

Pete laughed. “You mean he spanks you as a prelude to sex?”

Erin looked very uncomfortable for a moment at the turn the conversation had taken, then nodded.

“Your secret is safe with me. I won’t tell anyone.”

“Thank you.”

Pete allowed the conversation to lapse for a little while, shocked at the details he’d managed to elicit from his seductively pretty neighbor. He noticed her glass was empty and refilled it over her protests. “Drink up.”

She smiled and did as she was told, and Pete let the silence build, having noticed the two or three things he’d phrased more as commands than questions had been instantly obeyed.

She’s a submissive!

“I’m surprised your daughter hasn’t rebelled if your husband is so strict.”

She giggled.

“Samantha did when she was little. She once hid in the loft space of the garage for three hours to avoid a spanking. I think she was about ten. She was grounded for a month and never did it again.”

“She doesn’t rebel now?”

“No. She goes along with a smile and works around him when she has to. She loves her dad like I do.”

Suddenly, she blushed and took another gulp of her drink. “Well... not exactly like I do.”

She giggled again when Pete raised an eyebrow and smiled at her.

“I think you put more rum in these today.”

“No, not a lot more.”

“Hmm...”

“It’s a pity you’re not wearing your bikini. You could take a dip and cool off.”

“What? So you can ogle me like you do with my daughter?”

“I don’t just ogle your daughter. I ogle my pretty neighbor, too.”

She grinned and held up her glass in salute to the compliment.

“Tell me something, Erin.”

“Ask away.”

“That first day, when Phil invited me round for hotdogs and beer, why did you stay inside so long?”

“That was Phil’s instructions. He wanted to talk to you alone first.”

“And you always do what your husband says?”

She nodded. “Always.”

“So, when you sat down to eat and allowed your legs to drift apart to show me your legs, was that at his command, too?”

She colored up but nodded.

Bingo!

“Well, I must thank him for the show. You do have very nice legs, although having seen you in your bikini, I have, of course, seen more of them since.”

Pete stopped, suddenly, Erin had gone white as a sheet.

“What’s wrong?”

“You... you’re joking, right? You won’t actually say anything to Phil, will you?”

Pete shook his head. “Of course not, why? Would he spank you?”

She nodded again, and Pete laughed.

“Would it surprise you to know the only person I’d be interested in seeing reddening your ass would be myself.”

“Oh!” Her coloring returned, flashing from very pale to bright red in seconds.

“You blush easily. “

“Probably because I’m a blonde.”

Pete saw an opening and moved in quickly. “Tell me, are you a natural blonde.”

Erin smiled and nodded.

“One hundred percent natural.”

“Oh, I suppose you can prove that.”

“Of course.” Suddenly, she stopped her mouth a round O of shock as she realized what she’d just said, then relaxed as Pete laughed at her discomfort.

“I won’t ask you to... today. Is Sam natural, too?”

Erin licked her lips, shock giving way to nervousness, but she nodded in response.

“It’s a pity you’re not going to take a dip. I’m sure the water is lovely.”

“Not today, and I’m going to have to get going in a minute. I’ve got to get dinner ready for the two of us when Samantha gets back.”

“Hotdogs won’t take long.”

She glowered at him for a moment, then smiled as she realized he was joking.

“Dogs are Phil’s thing. He can’t seem to get enough of them. I’m just going to do pizza and salad.”

She glanced at her watch and drained her drink. “And on that note, I really must go.”

“One more question before you go.”

“Okay.”

“Why don’t you wear a bikini like your daughter’s?”

“Don’t be silly, I’m not eighteen.”

“Perhaps not, but you’ve got the figure for it.”

She smiled once more as the compliment sank home. “Besides... Phil doesn’t even know she’s got that one. He’d go up the wall if he found out I was letting her wear one that small, let alone wearing one like it myself.”

“You’d look sensational in one.”

She stood and dropped a mock curtsey. “Thank you, kind sir.”

“Why don’t you buy one and leave it here? You can change from the other one and only you, me and Sam would know. I’d really like to see you in one like your daughters.”

The combination of alcohol and the compliments was working on her.

“Why don’t you go out and buy one in the morning—you can wear it tomorrow. Sam won’t tell on you. She’d be in trouble herself.”

“Well...”

“I insist. You’ll look fabulous.”

“Um...”

“Go on.”

Suddenly, she capitulated. “Okay, now I must be off. Bye.”

“Bye. See you tomorrow in that new bikini.” Pete watched as she disappeared through the gate.

Definitely submissive that one. From what she said, so is the daughter.


Chapter 3

The following morning, Pete sat in his office and watched out of the side window as Erin and Samantha left soon after ten. The older woman was driving the baby Mercedes as they headed out for what he hoped was a shopping trip. If she turned up in the afternoon wearing a new, skimpier bikini, he would know for sure she was a submissive.

A submissive who is interested in submitting to yours truly!

He was still working on his laptop next to the window a couple of hours later when they returned, both of them carrying carrier bags, although he couldn’t see the logo from his vantage point. The way Erin glanced up at his window, made eye contact and blushed told him she’d almost certainly bought a new bikini.

Samantha clearly recognized where her mother was looking and looked up as well. She didn’t blush but grinned and winked. They both disappeared into the house, leaving Pete wondering exactly where this was all leading. His prick knew where it wanted the situation to lead. It was straining at his shorts as he watched the door close behind them. Pete realized he’d been holding his breath, so he let it out with a whoosh as he turned back to his computer screen.

* * * *

It was about twenty minutes before the two women reappeared, and Pete was beginning to wonder if Erin had lost her nerve, but they finally came back out of the back door and walked together toward the gate in the fence connecting the two properties. Both women kept glancing up at the window of his study, and Samantha, in particular, had a peculiar little smile on her face as she did so. They were wearing oversized tee shirts that did a good job of hiding their swimwear from his view, and he watched out of the corner of his eye as they closed the gate and then dropped their towels on the pool chairs. Erin said something to her daughter, and Samantha looked up at his window and nodded before answering her mother. Erin kept her back to his window and didn’t look over her shoulder. She seemed to be fighting something inside her, frozen to the spot.

Samantha spoke urgently to her mother and kept looking up at the window, but Pete was distracted by something else. Before, when Samantha had worn the same tee shirt or a similar one, he’d been able to make out the red bikini underneath it, this time, he couldn’t. He wondered if they’d both bought new bikinis, not just the mother. Both women had their hair tied up in long ponytails for practical reasons, which only added to their overall allure.

For a couple of minutes, he watched as Samantha worked on her mother, persuading her to remove the tee shirt and reveal the bikini. He wished he could hear the conversation, but he couldn’t. It would have been a very interesting one to have been a fly on the wall, too. Erin came to a decision, he could see the set of her back as she plucked up the courage, reached down to the hem of her tee shirt, and pulled it smoothly upward and then off over her head. Pete whistled to himself soundlessly at the apparition. He already knew Erin was a beauty who didn’t look old enough to be a mother of a grown woman, but the tiny white bikini was, if anything, smaller than her daughter’s red one. The sides of the bottoms were simple strings attached to large silver rings about two inches in diameter, and he could see only flesh in between the thin rings. The string disappeared between the crack of her butt and only started to expand as it stretched wider to cover her butt hole and then dived between her legs. The sides of the top were the same to match, although that was fastened by two long strings tied in bows around her neck and across the line of her back.

Looking to one side of this gorgeous back view, he could see Samantha watching him, a smile playing on her lips. Now, seeing she had his attention, she removed her tee shirt, giving him a front view of her.

He’d been right. The younger version of her mother was indeed wearing a matching micro bikini, he could see the silver rings at her hips and alongside her beautiful breasts. The thin triangles of material covering her breasts did everything but that, concealing the most important bits but very little else. His gaze dropped lower to take in the fact the third triangle of fabric covered even less, he could clearly see the outline of the little minx’s pussy through the fabric.

Samantha let him look his fill and winked when he lifted his gaze to her face, then grabbed her mother’s hand, and the two of them slowly walked around the pool to the far side. Now he got to see the two of them facing him, side by side, perfect for comparisons. They stood where they were, allowing him to complete his survey of them, even though Erin occasionally shivered under his gaze, she didn’t look up at the window, although Samantha kept her eyes on him as if waiting for a sign from him. Belatedly, he realized she probably was waiting for such a sign, and he gave her a thumbs up. Samantha smiled and said something to her mother before they both took two quick steps forward and dived gracefully into the pool side by side.

As they swam around, he could see Erin was more relaxed, especially now that her body, from the neck down, was covered by the water. Samantha, though, was a different matter, after a few minutes, she waded toward the shallow end, eventually standing taller so the water only reached her waist as she turned to face him, a small smile playing over her lips.

Pete gasped and shook his head to make sure he wasn’t seeing things. Sam, or maybe both of them, were wearing bikinis made of tan-through material—you weren’t supposed to get them wet! Sam was teasing him as she faced him, smiling and then stretching, arching her back to push her breasts forward. The girl laughed, then turned back toward the pool and dived forward, disappearing under the water for a few seconds as she joined her mother.

As soon as he was sure neither was looking in his direction, he jumped from his seat and raced downstairs to the kitchen. He already had the makings for the Mai Tais ready, and it only took him a couple of minutes before the chilled drinks were ready. Balancing the tray, he opened the back door and walked toward the pool, trying to think of anything but the two beautiful women in front of him, the last thing he needed at the moment was a full erection, being as much as half-hard would be bad enough. As luck would have it, neither of them was looking in his direction as he made his way poolside.

“Mai Tais, ladies!”

Erin gasped, then ducked her head under the water and came up spluttering as Samantha giggled at both his sudden appearance and her mother’s blatant discomfort.

He sat down at the chair nearest the table, deliberately gathering up the two tee shirts and tossing them toward the middle of the lawn. The towels were on the other side of him, too, and the two women had no alternative other than to climb out and walk past him before they could cover up. Neither of them showed any inclination to leave the pool, so Pete decided to crank up the pressure a bit further.

“Mia Tais now, ladies.”

This time, his voice was lower, and he held the steel of command he’d learned as a Gunny in the Corps.

Erin gasped, but Samantha just looked at him and nudged her mother to turn round, and they both swam to the edge nearest him. Sam put both hands on the side of the pool and bobbed down in the water, preparatory to leaving its shelter, its false sense of security, but her mother grabbed her arm and shook her head. Pete was about to repeat his command, but Erin was already moving, having decided that she would be the first one out of the pool.

She repeated her daughter’s movement but went further, completing it as she surged upward to balance on her hands before bringing her knees up and climbing from the pool. When she stood up, he could see she was embarrassed, but nevertheless, she didn’t try to cover herself. The now wet bikini was magnificent and hit almost nothing. It hadn’t gone transparent. He knew that from the glimpse he’d had of Sam from his study window, but it had gone translucent. The older woman not only had bigger breasts than her daughter, but they had bigger areolas and nipples, too, and those nipples were standing out proud and erect, and there was little sag to her breasts. He allowed his gaze to travel the length of her body as she stood there, standing still for his inspection. His eye-line dropped lower, and he saw her ball her hands into fists in alarm, then slowly relax them again as she gave in to his unspoken command to let him inspect her. The white triangle at the front of the bikini was no thicker than those covering her breasts, which surprised him, he’d expected them to be thicker, then realized they had to have removed the liners they came fitted with. That explained why it had taken them so much longer to change than he’d anticipated on their return from the mall. His suspicion was confirmed as Sam rose from the pool and moved to stand next to her mother.

She really was a small, more compact version of her mother, everything about both of them in perfect proportion, and if he didn’t already know they were mother and daughter, he would have assumed sisters. Although neither had a pronounced camel toe, he could see the outline of the top of their bald slits through the material and the outline of the triangles of blonde hair they both supported above that.

Pete smiled and poured the three glasses, then held two of them out to the two women, effectively daring them to come close enough to take the proffered drinks, a move he knew they would both interpret as a command.

Erin took both glasses from him, still acting the part of the protective mother, stopping her daughter from getting too close to him, and he smiled to himself at the thought of the leverage that gave him. He pulled his sunglasses back down over his eyes to allow him to watch without either woman being sure which one he was looking at as they settled into the pool-side chairs. The conversation flowed for a while, but it became obvious neither woman was interested in returning to the pool, so although the view was spectacular, as the costumes dried, it became less spectacular than in that first couple of minutes. Erin, in particular, kept her legs pressed together to make sure he couldn’t see anything, and she kept checking the younger woman’s costume hadn’t slipped.

“We’re going to have to get going.”

“So soon?”

“Yeah, Phil’s home tomorrow, and Sam’s promised to help me get the place spotless for his return. Thanks for the use of the pool and the Mai Tais.”

“No problem.”

Erin rose to her feet and walked around behind him to pick up the towels. Sam grabbed the glasses and put them back on the tray.

“Is it okay if I pop back in a little while and leave these bikinis here—I don’t want Phil to find them?”

Pete chuckled and saw his chance immediately.

“Why make yourself a trip? Just take them off before you go.”

Erin gasped, but he was looking at Samantha at the time, and the younger woman was clearly intrigued by the idea.

“We can’t do that, I mean… We’d be naked.”

“Of course you can. You can wrap your towels around yourselves and go home that way. You’d be covered, and nobody would see you or know you didn’t have a costume on underneath.”

“But…”

He waited for her, his answer pre-prepared.

“But, you… you’d see us.”

“Would I be seeing more than I did the moment you climbed out of the pool, really?”

“Well… Yes.”

He chuckled but forced himself to keep his voice level.

“Tell you what, why don’t you go and stand next to the safety fence, put the towel on the top of the fence next to you, and with your back to me, remove the bikini, and then wrap the towel around you. I won’t see anything, will I?”

Erin’s mouth opened and closed a bit like a fish.

“You do that, and you can keep the bikinis over here. They’ll live in my mudroom, and the two of you can get changed when you come over. Phil will never discover them that way. I’ll even rinse them for you each time. Now come on, get a move on, you need to get home, remember.”

His voice had hardened a little, giving his words that edge of command. She shuddered at his tone but turned on her heel and handed a towel to Samantha, then walked slowly to the edge of the fenced-off area that separated the pool from the garden. The safety fence was just the right height for her to drape the towel over, and Samantha stayed close to Pete to watch her mother’s performance.

“Your mother is a beautiful woman.”

His voice was low, pitched not to carry to the older woman. He watched as the daughter shuddered in recognition of his words.

“And you are even more spectacular. Gorgeous, genuinely gorgeous.”

Sam sighed but said nothing, although he could see her legs trembling slightly in response.

“I can’t wait to compare your naked butts.”

This time, the gasp was louder, and she put her hand over her mouth to prevent any noise from carrying to her mother fifteen feet away. Pete turned his attention back to Erin as she stood up straight, her back to him, and reached behind her neck for the two strings that held the halter neck of the bikini together. The bow came apart under her fingers surprisingly quickly, and she reversed her hands to reach the string in the middle of her back and undid that as well. The white bikini top dropped to the floor, and for a moment, Pete thought about shouting out a command for her to turn round and face him but decided it was too soon.

Erin was also one step ahead of him, and her hand moved to retrieve the towel and wrap it around herself before slipping her hands inside the opening at the front and pushing the bikini bottoms down. Samantha chuckled.

“Guess you don’t get to see her ass after all.”

“Don’t bet on it.”

Erin looked over her shoulder at him and smiled, clearly thinking she’d outwitted him.

“Pick up the bikini, Erin… and don’t bend your legs.”

Her expression changed from a smile to a round O of shock, and he could see the color infuse her face as Samantha giggled.

“He’s got you there, mum.”

She shot a look of reproach at her daughter and then kicked the bottoms toward the top so she would only have to bend once. Erin pressed her legs together and bent at the waist. The towel rose behind her, but she used one hand to hold it down a little as she swooped on the bikini and retrieved it. He’d already seen her legs, and although he could see the bottom of her ass hanging below the towel, he couldn’t see more than that. Then she straightened up and turned toward them, her face flaming red with embarrassment. Pete smiled at her and then turned his attention back to Sam.

“Your turn.”

Samantha had fire in her eyes, and he guessed the younger woman was actually quite turned on by the idea of emulating her mother’s performance. For a moment, he wondered if she was going to brazenly do things differently and not even bother turning her back to him as she placed her towel on the fence a few feet closer than where her mother had been. He wasn’t sure if she had intended that, and her nerve failed or simply didn’t want to be that blatant with her mother there. She, too, turned her back and stripped off her bikini top. Sam, however, didn’t reach for the towel first as she dropped her hands to her waist and wiggled the bottoms down.

“Sam!”

Pete chuckled at Erin’s obvious discomfort over her daughter’s display.

“She is a very pretty young woman. A mini-me version of her mother. She’s got a perfect little butt too.”

Although he was whispering to Erin, he knew his voice carried to Samantha as he saw her shudder but continue with the process of removing her costume. Finally, with both parts on the floor, she reached for the towel and wrapped it around herself.

“I suppose you want me to pick up my bikini too?”

“Of course, same rules.”

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Erin shudder at the prospect of watching her daughter expose herself like that, but she didn’t say anything as Samantha bent over. Unlike her mother, she moved slowly, and Pete realized she’d deliberately not clamped her legs together, there was a little space between her thighs, not much, but just enough as she bent at the waist, the towel riding higher and higher.

Once again, he got a peek at the lower curves of a couple of ass cheeks but an even quicker glimpse of the bottom of her slit peeking between her thighs. Sam moved quickly as soon as she thought she was exposed, making a grab for her bikini and straightening up far quicker than she’d bent down. Pete guessed her nerve might have failed her, but when she turned around, he could see she was breathing hard, and her cheeks were flushed, but he doubted that was from embarrassment. The little minx had enjoyed that, and he unless he missed his guess, her mother was going to have to wait a little for her daughter’s —Sam would probably grab some me time first.

She walked over, smiling, and handed him her bikini, and without another word, the two women headed for the gate through the fence. Just as they got there, Erin turned back.

“Phil’s working from home, so we won’t be over.”

He smiled.

“No problem. Enjoy your chastisement.”

Her face flamed again as Samantha laughed, and Erin shot her daughter a venomous look, which only made the younger woman laugh even harder.


Chapter 4

Time dragged for Pete for the next week. He caught occasional sightings of the family next door, but nothing more than that. Certainly, neither woman appeared in his yard to use the pool in any kind of swimming costume, nor did either of them spend much time outside in their own garden. In the evenings, he sometimes caught sight of Phil sitting on his padded relaxer and swigging a beer or three, and the two men nodded to each other, but nothing more than that.

He guessed it was quite a lonely life for Samantha now, she’d been moved a long way from her friends, and since she was going to college in the fall, there was little point in trying to make new ones. Pete knew the woman would be a popular girl in college and would relish the freedom, but for now, he could only assume she was lonely. He watched Phil load a case into the trunk of his car on Monday morning and drive away, and about half an hour later, he watched the baby Merc also go out, so he settled down to work on his most recent edit. Something like an hour later, there was a knock on the kitchen door.

“Hi. Is it okay if I use the pool?”

“Sure it is, Sam, I thought you’d gone out with your mum.”

“We did, but it was a quick errand. We’re back now.”

“Your mum coming over for a dip?”

She shook her head and then bit her lip a little. Obviously, there was something she didn’t want to tell him.

“Why not?”

She blushed, then took a deep breath.

“Daddy was a bit angry about something this morning. I guess… I guess she needs the redness to fade.”

Pete barked out a laugh and couldn’t help himself.

“You mean he spanked her this morning?”

She nodded.

“And her ass is too red to let her wear her bikini, or so she thinks?”

Once more, Sam nodded.

“That’s good, but not a good enough excuse.”

“Sorry?”

“Nip home and tell your mother to get her red ass round here right away, no excuses. This I have to see.”

“You wouldn’t!”

“I mean it, Samantha. Either you fetch your mother, or I’ll spank you.”

Her eyes shot wide open, and she took a half step back. Although he could see he’d shocked her, he could also see the curiosity aroused in her, what it would feel like to be spanked by a grown man now she was a woman and not a little girl by a man who wasn’t a relative, who wasn’t bound by a sexual taboo. Samantha shivered under his gaze, and she unconsciously licked her lips as she fought to control herself.

“Oh… Okay...”

“Okay, to put yourself over my knee, or okay to fetch your mother?”

She gasped and stared at him for a moment.

“I’ll go fetch mum.”

“Good girl, wise choice. Don’t be long, oh, and you don’t need to bring towels, seeing as you’re both going to be getting changed here.”

* * * *

Pete knew which bikini was which, so he quickly retrieved Erin’s from the wet room while laying Samantha’s out on the counter inside before returning to the kitchen and busiest himself getting set up to make the Mai Tais for later. He predicted it would take around five minutes for Sam to persuade her mother that he meant it, but it was more like ten before the two women appeared on the deck outside his back door.

“Come in.”

Samantha walked in, smiling, but Erin hung back.

“Sam, why don’t you go and get changed? Your bikini is in there.”

He nodded toward the wet room, and she walked past him and disappeared inside, closing the door. He knew she’d seen her mother’s bikini lying on his kitchen counter and would no doubt be getting changed with her ear pressed to the doorway, trying to find out what he was getting her mother to do or making her do. Erin still hadn’t spoken.

“Sam tells me Phil had a little fun before he left.”

Erin bit her lip and hung her head.

“There’s no need to be embarrassed about being seen with a well-tanned ass. Why don’t you drop those shorts and show me? That way, when you put your bikini on, you won’t be embarrassed with me seeing your bright red ass. In any case, the water will soothe it.”

She looked at him in shock, her eyes darting from his face to his hands and the bikini lying in plain sight.

“I… I can’t get changed out here… in front of you.”

He shrugged.

“I wasn’t planning on that. I was going to let you use the wet room after Sam had finished.

Pete watched as her shoulders sagged in relief.

“But, as you’ve given me the idea…”

Her head snapped back up, and she stared at him, her mouth working. Pete smiled at her.

“But, that’s probably a little soon in our relationship, don’t you think? Another time, I might well take you up on your offer. For now, why don’t you drop the shorts down so I can see your ass before Sam finishes in there?”

Erin blushed and bit her lip again, but her hands dropped to the snap on her shorts, and she flicked that open before drawing the zip down, revealing a v of bright white panties. Then she turned her back and wrestled the shorts over her hips, making sure the panties stayed in place.

The back of her underwear was much thinner than the front, gossamer thin lace that covered but didn’t conceal the cheeks of her ass.

“Always thought you had a nice ass, drop them lower, down onto your thighs, and lean forward a little.”

She did as he said, without protest, and he surveyed the flesh she revealed. Phil had, indeed, had his fun this morning, her butt was bright red of a fairly uniform color. It showed through and around her panties.

“Very nice. Is it sore?”

She looked back over her shoulder and nodded.

“I bet it is. Pull them up now, I think Sam should be finished in a minute.”

She pulled the shorts up, wincing as the denim slid over her butt, confining the sore area, but didn’t bother doing them all the way up at the front. She’d just finished that when Sam opened the wet room door.

“Can I come out now?”

Pete chuckled.

“Of course.”

He nodded to Erin, and she grabbed her bikini and headed for the doorway. Sam passed her on her way out and grinned at Pete as Erin shut the door. Once again, the young blonde woman looked spectacular in her tight micro-bikini. He could see she was partially aroused, at least, as her nipples pushed at the tiny triangles of the top.

“Impressive, what?”

He frowned at her, and she rolled her eyes.

“My mother’s butt, impressive.”

“Yeah, I guess your dad’s an expert.”

She shivered, which made her breasts sway, drawing his eyes to the movement, which made her chuckle.

“Oh yeah, he sure is. Tell me, Pete, are you an expert?”

“At that?”

When she nodded, he shrugged.

“I know my way around a woman’s butt well enough to do a very competent job, but there are other things I am more of an expert at.”

“Oh, what?”

“One day, and probably soon, I might show you and your mother what I’m expert at.”

He watched as Sam shivered, the swaying of her body distracting him until the interior door opened and Erin re-joined them. She was wearing the matching bikini, as expected, and she looked magnificent, but he really wanted to see the back view. He made a gesture that could only be interpreted as turn around, and Erin closed her eyes for a moment before doing so. The white string neatly bisected the two bright red globes, and Sam gasped at the sight. It was all Pete could do to contain his immediate reaction as his prick started an attempt to gain control of him.

“Right ladies, in the pool. I’ll bring the drinks out in half an hour. In the meantime, Erin, I suggest you stay in the pool, the water will soothe things a bit and calm the soreness. I need to get some work done.”

As they trooped outside, he moved to the stairs, heading for his study.

* * * *

He let them swim for quite some time before appearing outside with the drinks, and they both joined him on the terrace, letting the sun dry them. Erin lay on her stomach rather than on her back on the lounger for obvious reasons, but the color was fading from the bright red of earlier. Sam lay on her stomach on the lounger on the other side of him, and when she was sure her mother wasn’t looking, she winked at Pete and undid the string on the back of her bikini to allow every inch of her back to tan. Pete kept quiet but filed away the fact the younger woman was quite prepared to push boundaries, although she didn’t push them too far—she didn’t lift up at all to let him see anything.

Both women seemed happy to drowse in the sun, and Pete allowed himself a little freedom to relax before knowing he had to bring the session to an end, he had work to do, and lying between two beautiful blonde women with a boner wasn’t going to help his concentration.

“Come on, ladies, you’ll burn. And Erin, you’ve got enough red skin already.”

The mother blushed while Sam giggled, then quickly tied the cord across her back before Erin sat up and noticed it was undone. Pete noticed she tied it much looser than she’d had it earlier, but whether that was deliberate or an accident in haste, he wasn’t sure.

“Erin, there isn’t room for both of you in the wet room at once, you go first.”

She shot him a suspicious glance, but he’d phrased it deliberately, telling her rather than asking her, tapping into her nature. She sighed and gave Sam a warning glance as she rose to her feet and padded back to the house. Sam giggled and sat up, confirming his observation, the top was much looser, and he could see the triangles covering her breasts were slightly askew, allowing a hint of areola to show.

“You need to tighten that up before your mother sees you, or you might be grounded like you were when you hid in the garage loft space that time.”

She gasped.

“Mom told you that?”

“Yep, and a lot of other things, like the fact you’re not allowed to date, and your father thinks you’re still a virgin.”

Sam’s face went as red as her mother’s ass had been earlier, Pete just chuckled.

“Wow, that’s more information than I thought you had.”

“Tighten that strap, minx, your mother will be back out in double quick time, making sure I’m not taking advantage of you.”

“I’m eighteen, if I wanted to be taken advantage of, she has no say in the matter.”

He shook his head.

“No, sweetie, it doesn’t work like that. If I took advantage of you that would cause a lot of gossip around the neighborhood, and your mother has too much sense for that.”

“Oh, so it’s her you’re interested in.”

“What makes you so sure I’m interested in either of you?”

“Because you usually have an erection when we’re here.”

This time, Pete laughed.

“Sam, let me tell you something.”

She looked up at him, her fingers busy behind her back as she tightened the errant strings. “What’s that?”

“I’m interested in both of you.”

She gasped and blushed again, dropping her hands to her sides. She finished adjusting her bikini, and her mother emerged from the kitchen wearing her tee shirt and shorts again.

“Your turn, Sam.”

“Yes, mom.”

Pete winked at her, and she giggled as she rose to take her turn getting changed. He had thought about getting them both to leave their bikinis on the deck and go inside naked, but the sight of Erin’s very red butt had changed his plans. He could always take that extra step another time.


Chapter 5

He had to go into town Tuesday, so Pete wasn’t sure if the neighbors would pop over and use the pool in their normal bikinis or not, but when he got home mid-afternoon, Pete noticed two strange cars parked in front of the Cavenaughs’s house.

He guessed they had company, family of some sort, over, so just carried on with his normal solo routine. The cars were still there in the morning, and he was in the kitchen preparing breakfast with the TV running in the den when he caught a snippet of a headline.

Accident at the John Deere dealership… Milwaukee

The hairs on the back of his neck prickled, and he walked through to the den, just catching a glimpse of the image of the news item in the split second before the anchor-man moved on. He wasn’t certain, but it looked like a picture of his neighbor. Breakfast forgotten, he quickly went up to his study and fired up the apple, then typed Phil Cavenaugh into the browser.

In a freak accident in Milwaukee, John Deere salesman Phillip Cavenaugh was killed when a tie-down chain on a JD 1470E came loose and whipped across the yard. He was killed instantly…

Pete swallowed hard and tried to clear his head from the shock before remembering to head back downstairs and turn off the stove, breakfast was no longer on his agenda. Once he was dressed, he guessed he had to go next door and offer his condolences and ask if there was anything he could do to help, but before he could, there was a knock on his front door.

“Peter Samson?”

There was an obvious family resemblance to Phil in terms of facial features, but this guy was both older and a lot bigger. He towered over Pete’s six-three, and Pete immediately guessed this was Phil’s father.

“Yes.”

“I’m Mitch Cavanaugh.”

“Phil’s father? I’m so sorry, I just caught the news.”

“May I come in?”

“Of course, um… I was going to come around and offer any help I could. I’m shocked.”

“We all are, son, we all are.”

“Coffee?”

Mitch shook his head. There was something familiar about him, and the way he stood spoke of years of military training.

“Actually, there is something you can do to help if you would.”

“Name it.”

Phil’s father gave him a tight smile.

“You still have your dress uniform, Gunny? From the look of you, you’d still fit in it.”

“Yes, I do.”

Something dropped into place, there had been something about his visitor that had seemed familiar, and not just the facial similarity to Phil.

“May I ask you a question, sir?”

Mitch nodded.

“Nineteen eighty-nine—Fort Bragg?”

He nodded again.

“Thought I recognized you, Colonel.”

“Good to see you too, Gunny, I wondered if you’d make the connection, perhaps not under these circumstances, though. I retired with two stars.”

“Sorry, General, sir!”

“At ease, Gunny, neither of us is in the Corps today.”

“I guess Phil wanted to follow in your footsteps…”

“Yeah, damned helicopters, never did like them.”

The two men stood in silence for a few seconds.

“Gunny, I need you to do something for me.”

“As I said, ask.”

“We have the pallbearers from within the family, two privates, two lieutenants, a major, and a bird colonel, but we need a lead man in front—and usually that’s a Gunny.”

Pete stiffened, he hadn’t expected that, but he couldn’t turn down his old commanding officer.

“Sir, I’d be honored.”

“Good man. Thank you, Gunny.”

“If the ladies need anything…”

“Thank you for the offer, but we’re staying ‘til after the funeral…”

“No problem.”

Mitch seemed embarrassed for a moment.

“Sorry, that came out a bit wrong. You are, of course, welcome to come round at any time…”

Pete shook his head.

“I didn’t take offense, and the offer stands, if they need help, then they only have to ask.”

“When the arrangements for the funeral are confirmed, I’ll let you have the details.”

“Thank you.”

There seemed little else to say, so Pete showed him to the door and watched the imposing figure walk back ramrod straight down his driveway.

* * * *

It was two weeks after the funeral before Pete saw either of the women next door again. It was late in the afternoon when he heard the knock on his back door and opened it to see a very damp-looking Samantha, her tee shirt was soaked.

“Sam? Problem?”

“Sorry to disturb you, but I can’t shut the tap in the kitchen off. Mom’s shopping, and I wondered…”

Pete smiled at her and nodded.

“I’ll grab my tools.”

“Thanks.”

He kept a bag of tools to cover most emergencies in the garage, and it only took seconds to grab the bag and follow Sam over to the Cavenaugh’s house. As they walked through the back door, they almost ran into Erin, who was arriving through the house with her arms full of groceries.

“Wha…?”

“I couldn’t shut the freaking tap off, Mom. Pete said he’d take a look.”

“Oh. Watch your mouth, young lady.”

She turned to him.

“Hi, Pete, sorry she disturbed you.”

“No bother. How are you doing?”

She shrugged.

“It’s not easy… for either of us.”

“Listen, if you need anything, you know where I am.”

He dropped his tool bag on the counter next to the sink and turned his attention to the gushing tap that Samantha had been trying to turn off. The problem was obvious to his eyes, so he opened the cupboard door, leaned in, and turned off the stop valve. Instantly, the water slowed to a trickle and died.

“Wow!”

“That’s not fixed the problem, young lady, just the easiest way to turn it off without getting wet. The washer’s gone, so turning the tap doesn’t work. It’ll take me fifteen minutes if I’ve got a spare that fits.”

“Thanks, Pete. Listen, could I get you a coffee?”

“Sure, Erin, but you’re going to have to fill the machine from another tap.”

“Oh. Yeah, right, didn’t think about that.”

He took the tap to pieces, confirmed it was a standard washer and that it had perished, then replaced it with a new one from his bag, reassembled the tap, and tightened everything before turning the stop valve back on. Everything ran like a dream, then he checked the clock, he’d said fifteen minutes, but he had done it in eleven from the moment he’d unzipped the bag till the moment he zipped it up again.

Erin handed him a cup of coffee, and he smiled a thank you as he noticed Samantha had disappeared.

“She’s gone to get changed before she catches a chill.”

He nodded.

“Good idea, she got rather wet, I guess, trying to sort it herself.”

“Yeah, Phil was always going to teach her how to find things like the valve but never got round to it…”

There was a catch in her voice.

“How are you holding up?”

“I’m doing okay, I guess. I miss him, he was a good man, despite…”

Pete lifted his cup in silent salute to her husband.

“I never did thank you for what you did at the funeral…”

“Hey, when I was in the Corps, if Mitch Cavenaugh asked you to leap through the eye of a needle, you were in the air before you thought about it. I did what was needed.”

“Thanks, Pete. You’re a good man.”

“Remember, if there’s anything you two need… I’m only next door.”

They sipped coffee in silence for a minute.

“How’s Sam holding up?”

“She’s pretty broken up, I guess, but I think I’m the one who’s the more lonely.”

“She going to be okay at college? For that matter, are you going to be alright here on your own?”

“I’m not going to college this year.”

Pete spun around as Samantha appeared in the doorway and answered his question.

“Sorry?”

“I spoke to the dean’s office last week, and under the circumstances, they’re happy to defer my enrolment for a year. I’m going to get a job in town and make sure my mother’s okay first. Neither of us knows anyone here other than you, so it gives her a chance to get over things first.”

Erin rolled her eyes.

“Yeah, we had a big fight about that, but she’s a strong-spirited one, my daughter. She even called in the big guns. I was surprised when her grandfather agreed with her. You know yourself not to argue with a general or even a retired one.”

Samantha moved up behind her mother, wrapped her arms around her waist, and hugged her.

“But we’re still friends.”

Erin smiled for the first time.

“I wondered if you’d move closer to Mitch and the rest of Phil’s family.”

Erin shuddered.

“God, no. I agreed to Phil moving here to move us away from them. If you think Phil was bad, try living under the shadow of a general.”

Pete chuckled, he’d seen how Mitch had taken charge in the couple of weeks they’d been here.

“Let me have a word around town, young lady. I have a couple of contacts that might be looking for some extra help.”

“Oh, thank you.”

He put his cup down and stood up straight.

“I’ll leave you guys to it, but if you need anything, just ask.”

“Thank you.”

“And, of course, the pool is still there, and while we’ve got the heat…”

Samantha smiled, but Erin just nodded, and he took his leave.


Chapter 6

It was another week before he saw either of his neighbors again, the sound of a splash making him look out of his study window to see Samantha gliding across the pool. The flash of red confirmed the bikini she was wearing, the white ones were, after all, still in his wet room. There was no sign of Erin, though, so he concentrated on his work, just occasionally glancing out of the window.

Sam swam around for a few minutes, then climbed out of the pool to use one of the relaxers for a while. When he looked out of the window, she always seemed to be in the process of turning her head, so he guessed she was waiting for him to go out to her, so he stayed where he was. The scene repeated itself over the next couple of days, Sam came over, swam, sun-bathed, and when he didn’t emerge from the house, went home.

Sure enough, the next day, she knocked on his door.

“Hi.”

“Hi, Sam.”

“Um… Could I have the other bikini, please?”

“Sure, you can change in there if you want.”

“No… I meant to take it home, there’s like no need to hide it now.”

She swallowed hard, and he could hear the catch in her voice, although it wasn’t as pronounced as it had been. Pete shook his head.

“No, sweetie, if you want to wear that bikini, you need to change into it here.”

“Oh.”

“You are, of course, very welcome to do just that.”

He stood to one side, allowing her to walk past him. She was wearing an oversized tee shirt over the red bikini she’d worn for the last few days.

“How’s your mother?”

“She’s okay, I think she’s past the first stages, you know.”

He nodded, surprised at how grown up her comment appeared.

“Doesn’t she want to swim?”

“I don’t know, I guess she’s kinda embarrassed to.”

“Why?”

“Well…”

Sam blushed a little.

“I guess she’s not sure how to act now, now she’s a widow.”

Pete chuckled.

“Tell you what, you go get changed. I’ll go ask her myself.”

“Oh, okay.”

That surprised Sam, he could tell from her body language as she walked across his kitchen to the wet room. She’d obviously had designs on seducing him, maybe even had been thinking about leaving the door open a crack so he could watch her change. Sure enough, she didn’t quite close the door all the way. He chuckled to himself and strolled out onto the deck and across to his neighbor’s. Erin was in the kitchen and watched him approach, then waved him to enter before he could knock on the door.

“Hello. Coffee?”

“Please. Hi, Erin, how’s things?”

“Good, is that daughter of mine being a nuisance?”

Pete chuckled and decided to play his cards straight up the middle.

“If she is, send her home.”

“She’s only being a nuisance because I think she’s set herself a target of seducing me.”

Erin gasped, and he watched as she gripped the edge of the countertop hard enough for her knuckles to whiten.

“The little…”

“She’s fine, there is only one way she’s going to find me in her panties.”

“Wha…?”

Pete closed the distance to stand next to her.

“I’m only going to take your daughter after I’ve taken you.”

Erin flushed bright red.

“So why don’t you come for a swim?”

“I… I couldn’t.”

“Of course, you could. You could come round right now, your costume is in the wet room, just like the one your daughter is changing into right now.”

He smiled at her.

“Your daughter left the door cracked open as she went in to get changed, hoping I’d watch her. I guarantee she’ll swim for a few minutes, and then when she gets out to sunbathe, she’ll lie on her tummy and undo the string across her back. When she does it up again to move, she’ll accidentally on purpose tie it too loosely, so it only just covers her.”

He paused, watching her shudder as her daughter’s projected behavior sunk in. “You can come round and get changed and go one better.”

“One better?”

Her voice made the words come out as a squeak, but he could tell her breathing was faster, as was her heart rate.

“Yeah, you can leave the door wide open.”

Her eyes went big as she turned to look at him. Pete stepped close to her, real close, almost pinning her against the counter.

“In fact, if I was to insist on you doing that, told you to do it, you would.”

She swallowed hard but didn’t look away from his face.

“Wouldn’t you?”

She licked her lips, trying not to answer. He pressed the issue.

“Wouldn’t you?”

Slowly, she nodded.

“See, you are just as submissive as I thought you were. I bet you’re wet now, I bet your nipples are hard under those clothes.”

He backed away and walled to the door.

“Tomorrow, you come round with your daughter and knock on the door, and that’s exactly how you get changed into your bikini.”

“But, what about Sam?”

“She’s eighteen, what about Sam? I told you. I intend to take you before I take her, but I do intend to fuck you both.”

He left the house before she could reply.

* * * *

He wasn’t surprised when the two women appeared at his door dead on ten o’clock, just like he’d said. He smiled and waved them inside, then nodded toward the door to the wet room for Sam to go and get changed. As she walked across the kitchen, he could see she was wearing ordinary underwear under her tee shirt today rather than her standard bikini. Plain white panties showed beneath the hem, and he grinned before turning to Erin.

“Did you know she was going to dress like that?”

“I tried to get her to change, but she wouldn’t.”

They both kept their voices down so Sam wouldn’t hear them, and Pete looked past the older woman and then nodded to attract her attention to the mud room door. She gasped as she realized Pete was right, Sam hadn’t fully closed the door, literally inviting Pete to cross the room and peep inside as she changed. Erin’s mouth hardened, and she made it as if to cross the room to close the door, but Pete grabbed her arm.

“Stand still!”

His low-voiced hiss had a ring of command to it, and Erin froze on the spot.

“If you take another step, I will put you over my knee and spank you in front of your daughter.”

“You wouldn’t!”

“Try me!”

She shuddered but stood still when he let go of her arm.

“In fact, I’m quite sure she’d enjoy that almost as much as you would, indeed almost as much as me spanking her. Now, I want you to do something for me.”

“What?”

“When you get out of the pool and lie down, do what Sam did yesterday, lie on your stomach and undo the back string of the bikini. Don’t react when Sam does the same. You are both women getting the sun, not mother and daughter. Don’t baby her, she’s old enough.”

They both heard the door open, and Sam stepped back into the kitchen, adjusting the bikini bottoms as she appeared into view. As ever, she looked stunning in the skimpy swimming costume. Pete leaned close to Erin and whispered.

“Remember, leave the door.”

Erin nodded, and the two women walked past each other as Sam returned to Pete’s side.

“Why don’t you go and move the loungers? Set them up head on to the middle one, for when I bring out the drinks.”

“Oh, okay.”

She disappeared outside without a backward glance as Pete allowed his gaze to feast on her all-but-naked ass for a few seconds before moving across the kitchen toward the mud room. As he leaned on the door frame, Erin looked back at him over her shoulder. She’d chosen to stand in the far corner of the room, almost facing into the corner to ensure he could only see her back.

“I… I didn’t think you’d be so blatant.”

“Sam’s outside, so there’s no problem. Carry on.”

She shuddered and realized he was now expecting her to take her clothes off while he watched.

“Tell you what, if you like, I can provide an incentive. If you’re not quick enough for every thirty seconds too slow, I’ll give your butt five swats. I’m sure Sam will hear the noise from out there.”

She shuddered and gasped again, but her hands dropped to the hem of her tee shirt and then hesitated.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to tell you to turn round… today.”

He could see her back and, more particularly, her shoulders moving as she panted for breath. That became even more apparent as she dropped her tee shirt on top of Sam’s discarded pile of clothes. Her hands were shaking as she reached for the clasp on her bra and flicked it open after a little fumbling. Since he’d already seen her a number of times in the bikini, indeed, when he’d made her take the bikini off, outside that once, there was nothing new in what he was seeing. Today, though, was about establishing his control, letting her know who was in charge, not about making the final sexual conquest. That would come later, but he could feel his cock harden in his shorts, watching her as she struggled to fit the bikini top around her chest without flashing him more than an occasional glimpse of the sides of her breasts.

A few moments later, things got rather more interesting as she undid the snaps of her shorts and pulled them down over her hips before stepping out of them. She glanced back at him again, making sure he was still standing there, which, of course, he was. As she slipped them down her legs, her panties, again white cotton, stretched over her cheeks, outlining her soft curves, and he licked his lips quickly, thinking how they would feel under his hands. His erection was now painfully hard and, in the next few seconds, grew harder still as she slipped her thumbs into the waistband of the panties and drew them down, too.

Erin was forced to bend as she lowered her underwear, and he thought the symbolism of taking her white panties down like a flag of surrender was quite apt as her butt was pushed toward him. It looked eminently spankable, but he resisted the temptation and watched as she stepped out of her panties, trying to keep her legs closed, before reaching for the bikini bottoms. She stepped into them as demurely as possible, but that wasn’t an easy accomplishment with him only four feet behind her, and he caught the occasional glimpse of her outer lips peeking between her thighs before she pulled the bottoms sharply up into place and snugged them in tight. He could see her legs were trembling, and when she turned around, her face was crimson, and she was panting for breath.

“Well done. I wondered if you would chicken out, but you didn’t. That means you haven’t earned any swats on that wonderful round butt of yours.”

She shivered, and a ghost of a smile appeared on her lips.

“Unless you want your daughter to watch me spank you, of course.”

The shudder was far more intense this time.

He stepped to the side.

“Go and join Samantha before she decides to come looking for you. I’ll be out in a few minutes with the usual drinks.”

Erin didn’t speak, just nodded, and as her color started to fade, she walked past him and outside onto the deck. He watched as she walked, nothing distracting him from watching her butt sway and roll. He wasn’t absolutely certain, but she seemed to put that extra sultry something into her walk, almost as if she was deliberately setting out to entice him.

* * * *

Pete disappeared upstairs and pretended to get on with some work in his study, though in reality, he spent the time watching the two women swim. Sam got out first and walked slowly over to the loungers, making sure she faced the study window all the time, and he knew she was trying to use the semi-translucent bikini to tease him. Erin stayed in the water for a couple more minutes before following her daughter, although she moved rather quicker than Sam had. Sam was sitting on the lounger watching her mother, but Pete was too far away to see if anything was said between them—he was more interested in seeing if Erin did as he’d told her to do.

Sure enough, Erin immediately lay down on the lounger on her stomach and reached behind her to undo the string on her top. She allowed it to fall to the sides and stretched her arms out above her head before folding her arms under her chin and looking at her daughter. Sam obviously said something, and he couldn’t hear Erin’s reply, but a moment later, Samantha followed her mother’s lead and also laid belly down and undid her string. Pete headed for the kitchen.

“Pina Coladas today, ladies—I thought we could all do with a change.”

Sam smiled at him, but Erin gave him a suspicious look.

“Aren’t they stronger than Mai Tais?”

“Depends on how you make them. I use coconut liquor and some coconut milk to bring out the taste, so in my case, no, I don’t make them strong.”

“No vodka?”

“No, no vodka.”

In fact, Pete had put a liberal amount of it in there, she’d been right the first time, and these drinks were much stronger.

“Okay, then, but not too big.”

“There’s a lot of ice too.”

He filled the three glasses and passed one to Sam, who leaned up on her elbows, allowing the costume to remain behind, just enough to expose more than she would normally. Erin’s eyes widened at her daughter’s display, and she looked up into Pete’s face. He turned to look at her, ignoring Sam for a moment as he handed her the glass. His node was almost imperceptible but enough to tell her to match her daughter’s move. She shivered a moment, then did as he told her. Pete mouthed higher at her, and Erin gritted her teeth but did as he asked, the costume remaining on the lounger and almost the entire globes of her breasts exposed to his view. He kept the conversation light and chatty for a while before leaning across to Samantha and topping up her glass. The younger woman was feeling the effects of the drinks, so when he mouthed higher to her, she did so without thinking, then glanced down at herself and giggled. Her nipples, much smaller and pinker than her mother's, were now in view, and she blushed as she realized what she was showing and that Pete was looking. He turned his back on her again and refreshed Erin’s glass, again telling her to lift herself higher to drink. Her breasts also now came into view, and he heard Sam’s soft gasp as she saw her mother’s display, knowing it matched her own.

Pete left them for a few minutes, knowing they were both enjoying and, at the same time, were embarrassed by their blatant behavior. He watched them down their second drink, and neither seemed to notice he hadn’t topped his off and was still only on his first drink.

“So, tell me something, Erin.”

“What?”

“How does it feel to have me ogling your tits for the last few minutes?”

She gasped and quickly dropped down.

“No, I didn’t say cover them up. Those tits are gorgeous. In fact, why don’t you undo the neck cord on the bikini and discard it completely.”

Erin glared at him, but he hadn’t phrased it as a question, it had been a command, and she knew it. She paused for another moment, then sighed before setting the glass down on the deck and reaching for the bow behind her head. A moment later, those two strings dropped to the side.

“Sit up, and don’t cover up.”

She shuddered but did as he asked, and he now had a clear view of her breasts. There was a rustle from behind him followed by a gasp from Erin, and he looked round to see Samantha unashamedly following her mother’s lead.

“Did I tell you to do that?”

Sam’s mouth dropped open.

“No, I didn’t. In fact, you’ve probably earned a spanking for getting ahead of yourself.”

“Oh… Sorry.”

“And you will be. Nice tits, though, but next time wait to be told.”

Sam shuddered, and although her mother was horrified by her daughter’s behavior, there was a hint of a smile on her face.

“Both of you, very nice tits. Time to go get dressed, though. I need to get some work done, and I don’t want you to burn.”

He watched as they both rose to their feet.

“Sam, you go first. I don’t want your mother to think I might spank you without her present. I will spank you, but the first time, it will be in front of your mother.”

The eighteen-year-old gasped and dashed for the kitchen door, her face flaming red with embarrassment. Pete waited for her to reach the door before calling out.

“Sam.”

She stopped and looked back over her shoulder.

“You forgot your bikini top. It needs to be rinsed, and that’s not your mother’s job.”

Like any teenager, she pouted but duly walked back across the deck to them, grabbed up her top, and walked back. She hesitated at the door as if waiting for him to call her again but then disappeared back inside. Pete turned his attention to Erin, who’d been standing there waiting patiently.

“She’s a real minx, that daughter of yours. Going to be a real fire-cracker on campus.”

Erin shuddered.

“I know.”

“I doubt she’ll be quite the fire-cracker her mother is, though.”

“I…”

She stopped, not sure what to say.

“I think we should give her something to think about.”

Erin gasped, clearly horrified by whatever scenario was running through her mind.

“You have gorgeous tits, and I can’t wait to get my hands and mouth around them, but for now, I want you to pinch your nipples. When Sam comes out there dressed, I want it to look like I’ve been playing with your tits.”

Erin tried hard not to react to his words, but he could see the slow flush start on her cheeks and descend to her neck. Even as he looked at her, he could see her partially erect nipples swell even further. She didn’t protest nor say anything else, and after a short pause, her hands rose toward her breasts.

“Go on, you haven’t got long.”

Her mouth opened as her hands made contact with her own breasts, cupping them, and when Pete mimed doing it, squeezing them. The soft sound that came from her mouth might have been a moan, might have been a sigh, but he could see the flesh at the top of her thighs start to tremble.

“Harder, squeeze them.”

She had enough flesh there for it to bulge between her fingers as she squeezed, and he could see the soft mounds reddening under the assault.

“Pinch your nipples hard enough to make yourself wince.”

She shuddered but did as he said and pinched the little nubs of flesh hard, making them grow and harden even further. Erin was panting for breath now, clearly turned on, and after a moment of watching her savagely twist and tweak her nipples, he nodded for her to stop and then pantomimed for her to drop her hands. Her breasts looked fabulous, mottled different shades of red from the imprint of her own hands and crowned by just about the largest erect nipples he’d ever seen. Her shoulders heaved as she panted for air. He beckoned her closer to come and stand next to his seat, knowing that when Samantha appeared from the house, it would look to her like the marks on her mother’s breasts were of his making.

“Did you enjoy that?”

She bit her lip.

“Answer me!”

“Yes.”

Although spoken softly, the word was emphatic.

“Tell me, Erin, do you sometimes cum from breast stimulation alone?”

She flushed, embarrassment overriding passion on her face, but remained silent.

“You need to answer my question. Otherwise, I will punish you for your defiance.”

She shuddered but nodded.

“Ah, so you do?”

“Yes, sometimes.”

“Do you cum if someone slaps them?”

Her eyes shot wide open, and she gasped.

“No.”

“No, you don’t, or no, you don’t know because it’s never been done?”

Once more, she shook her head but then knew she had to answer.

“Ph… Phil was only ever interested in smacking my… butt. He never…”

“Ah! An ass man. Well, lucky for you, so am I, and I can’t wait to feel your bottom shudder under the weight of my hand, but that doesn’t mean I’m not averse to a little tit slapping now and again, and I know some great things to do to nipples.”

Erin didn’t respond, there again, he hadn’t actually asked her a question, and they both heard a noise from the house as Samantha reappeared. Erin flushed again, and he guessed Sam was standing on the deck looking straight at her mother’s reddened breasts and jumping to conclusions.

“Go and get dressed, Erin. Tomorrow, don’t forget to bring your suntan lotion with you, the only red on your bodies should be the color nature intended… or I put there… not sunburn.”

Erin walked off on unsteady legs, and Samantha walked past her mother and sat down next to him, reaching for and finishing the last of her drink.

“What… What did you do to my mom?”

“Why?”

“She looked like she was… about to have an orgasm.”

Pete chuckled, then let his face straighten and go serious.

“One, what I do with your mother is between me and your mother unless you are present in the room to see it…” He chuckled again. “… unless, of course, you’re blindfolded at the time.”

He watched as the color drained from her face, and she shivered, he was pretty sure the reaction wasn’t one of fear.

“I think you’d like that, Sam, like the idea of being tied to a chair and blindfolded while in front of you, I slowly stripped and teased and aroused your mother, then put her naked body over my knee and spanked her before fingering her to an orgasm and then getting her to suck me off. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Her eyes were big, and her mouth hung open. She shuddered again, then slowly closed her mouth.

“Answer me, Sam!”

“Er… I guess.”

“You guess what? Yes, you would like it, or yes, it would turn you on.”

“Um… Both.”

“But you know what? I think there’s something you’d enjoy more. Your mother being the one tied up and restrained while you danced a sensual striptease for me before lying your naked body over my lap for a spanking, followed by a fuck.”

This time, the shudder was very pronounced, and he could see she was trying hard not to let the feelings show, trying and failing.

“Answer me, or I’ll spank you right here, right now!”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I would like to dance for you, to have my bottom tanned like that, and then to… to… fuck you.”

He grinned at her.

“You’re going to have to wait, I told you outright I might get you both naked, but I will fuck your mother first.”

She closed her eyes and tried to get control of her breathing.

He left her sitting there, stewing, knowing there were a series of lewd images running around in her head until Erin reappeared.

“Right ladies, I think tonight, we should enjoy a nice neighborly meal together with a bottle of wine. Does that sound good?”

Erin looked at her daughter and then looked back to him, knowing agreement was falling further under his control.

“Yes.”

“Good. I’ve got some nice steaks in the refrigerator and plenty of salad makings. I’ve even got a baked cheesecake in the freezer. Nothing fancy, but a decent meal. Be round for eight, you can do the salad.”

Erin had a question on her lips, he could tell she wanted to ask but was afraid. He cocked an eyebrow at her and waited her out.

“And… and after?”

He shrugged.

“I’m sure we can think of something. After all, you can always sing for your supper.”

“I can’t sing!”

Pete chuckled.

“Then maybe you’ll dance for your supper.”

Sam rose to her feet to stand next to her mother, her body language trying to ease the two of them away from Pete, who also rose to his feet.

“I need to get some work done, ladies, so if you’ll excuse me… I’ll see you at eight.”

He watched the two of them walk away, after a few steps, Sam found her mother’s hand and gripped it, he wasn’t sure if that was in support or need for support, but the two blondes made a picture of rare beauty as they walked away.

“Oh, ladies?”

They both stopped and glanced back.

“This isn’t a casual, jeans kind of meal. I expect cocktail dresses, stockings, heels, that kind of thing.”

Erin closed her eyes for a moment and then nodded. Sam just smiled, and he wondered if the younger woman actually possessed such things. If the car disappeared off the drive after lunch, he’d know they were going out shopping just for him.


Chapter 7

Instead of coming to the back door, Erin and Sam knocked on his front door, bringing a smile to his face. The neighbors around here weren’t that nosy, but by the same token, it showed the two women weren’t too worried about their reputations or being seen to visit him. He’d seen the car disappear off the driveway earlier but was still surprised when he opened the door.

“Hi, the…”

His voice died as his eyes fixed on the two women framed on his porch. They hadn’t simply both put dresses on, they were immaculately made up, and it was clear both had had their hair washed, trimmed, and professionally straightened. Sam’s was slightly longer than her mother's, but only by a couple of inches, and in both cases, it shone with health. Sam’s makeup was a little darker than her mother's, but that matched her teal greed cocktail dress that swept down to three or four inches above her knees. The tight fabric clung to every curve, which enabled him to spot the ironwork of the garters supporting her stockings. The dress had cap sleeves and a relatively modest neckline, but it clung to every contour, and her protruding nipples betrayed the lack of a bra. Erin’s dress, a lighter blue, was simply stunning. Unlike her daughter’s, it had a plunging neckline, showing off both cleavage and the inner slopes of her breasts, and although a similar length, it had a slit high on one thigh. As she shifted under his gaze, the slit opened a little, allowing a section of the darker band of elastic lace at the top of her stocking to show.

“Wow! Ladies, I’m impressed, almost speechless in fact. Come in, come in. You look good enough to eat.”

They both blushed a little at his comment as he stood aside to let them enter, then waited as he closed and locked the front door behind them.

The view from behind was equally stunning. Erin’s dress was lower cut at the back compared to the front, but Sam’s was almost backless, all the way down to her waist, although there was a tiny string connecting the two halves of the back of the dress just below her shoulder blades, which ensures the sides didn’t drop away exposing her breasts. There was no way on earth she could wear a dress like this with a bra. There was no way on earth that either woman could have worn such a dress or, for that matter, owned such a dress while Phil was alive.

Both dresses hugged and emphasized their butts, a different but no less sexy look than the almost total exposure from the bikinis.

“I have to say the back view is equally impressive. Please, come through to the dining room, everything’s ready, I’ve just got to get the steaks on.”

They both seemed to flush again at his compliment, and he guided the two of them through to the table, held Erin’s chair to allow her to sit, walked around the table, and gently took the chair from Sam so he could seat her rather than seat herself. The blush this time was even more pronounced.

“How would you like your steaks, girls?”

He’d deliberately changed the wording from ladies to girls, wondering if he’d get a reaction. Sam was still engrossed in her thoughts about the way his hands had brushed against her as he’d pushed her chair in, but Erin noticed, he could tell by the slight tightening of her eyes.

“Um, medium rare, please. Not bloody, but pink.”

“No problem, a woman after my own heart. Sam?”

“Sorry, the same, please.”

“Good, that’s easy then. Please relax for a minute while I get the steaks cooked.”

“Can we help at all?”

He shook his head.

“Thanks, but no thanks, I wouldn’t want you to get splashes of fat on those wonderful new dresses.”

Erin shivered, telling him he was right on the money. They’d been out shopping, and it hadn’t been for just the stockings.

He left them together for a few seconds to check his pans were heating nicely for the steaks, then returned with the wine he’d had breathing in the kitchen.

“Erin, would you mind doing the honors with the wine? That way, I can concentrate on the steaks.”

“Sure.”

She smiled at him as he handed her the bottle of red. Pete had noticed both women had hardly said a word once they’d come inside. In fact, if he thought about it, Sam hadn’t said anything at all. Maybe she was embarrassed by his comments, but he hadn’t been exaggerating in his praise of the two women, they were both stunning.

It didn’t take long for the steaks to cook and then rest, and he left the two women alone together while he worked away in the kitchen. Discarding the apron that had protected his own, much simpler clothing, shirt, and slacks, he carried the plates back through. Both women appeared quiet, although once he’d served up the meal, the conversation flowed around the table, although he carefully avoided any sexual content. Sam was quite giggly by the time they’d polished off the New York style, baked vanilla cheesecake and he retrieved the second bottle of wine before inviting the two of them to move through to the den. During the afternoon, he’d carefully rearranged the couches, pushing them both back against the wall on opposite sides of the room and angled the lamps. Sam walked through first and simply sat down on the couch under the window. Erin, though, noticed the lighting, the way the spotlights seemed to provide a pool of light in the middle of the room, leaving the rest of the room in shadow.

Before she could move forward, Pete squeezed past her, carrying the bottle of wine as well as his own glass, and sat down beside Sam, leaving Erin no choice other than to sit facing them. He topped up Sam’s glass and his own, then looked up across to Erin.

“More wine?”

“No, thank you, I’m fine.”

He chuckled. “You might regret that in a moment.”

She looked puzzled but didn’t ask a question.

“You might prefer some more in order to bolster your courage.”

“Oh, and why’s that?”

She was licking her lips and appeared almost skittish, and he knew she was remembering their earlier conversation about singing for her supper.

“Well, I seem to remember you saying you couldn’t sing.”

“That’s right, my voice is terrible. I can’t hold a note.”

“Don’t believe her for one moment, Mom’s singing voice is actually quite good.”

“Ah, but she thinks it isn’t, so rather than embarrassing herself by singing, she’s already agreed to dance for us as entertainment, haven’t you, Erin?”

Both women gasped, and for different reasons. Sam was clearly confused, not having been party to the conversation they’d had outside while she’d been getting changed from the swim, while Erin hadn’t actually agreed to it, but his phrasing gave her no room for argument.

Pete had earlier positioned the remote controls for the stereo on the side table next to his seat, and he flicked the power button and then the play button. The selected CD was a soft instrumental, whose notes filled the room without overpowering other sounds, particularly conversational tones.

“So, Erin?”

“I… I didn’t think you meant it.”

“I never say things I didn’t mean.” Pete crossed his legs at the ankles and leaned back. “Would you like that additional glass of wine now, then?”

“Please.”

He held up the bottle but made no move to take it across to her, meaning she had to stand and cross the room to him. As soon as she reached the middle of the room, in the most brightly lit part of the room, she realized her mistake and froze as Pete chuckled.

“Well, seeing as you’re on your feet, you might as well dance for us, hey?”

Erin pouted, and Sam almost choked on her wine. He patted Sam’s knee just below the hem of her dress and then left his hand there on the stocking-covered flesh, feeling its warmth suffusing into his hand. She trembled, and out of the corner of his eye, he saw she shot him a look, but his gaze was on the older woman, his stare capturing hers and holding her there until she looked down, unable to make or meet the challenge.

“Now, this is nice gentle dance music, I could put on some hard-core rock if you’d rather do something more energetic.”

“I… I don’t know how to dance on my own.”

He chuckled.

“You’d rather have a partner?”

“I guess.”

“Okay, then I’ll get Sam to join you then.”

Erin lifted her head to look at him, bit her lip, and gently shook her head. He kept his grip on Sam’s leg so she couldn’t prematurely jump up to join her mother. This event was about her, not about the two of them, and he wasn’t really interested in getting into that mother-daughter with each other sort of thing. Pete wanted both of them, but not at the same time.

“Dance for us, Erin.”

His tone reverted to the command one, and she started swaying to the music, her hands down by her sides.

“Very good, but come on, you can dance better than that, move your feet.”

Erin frowned.

“This isn’t easy.”

“Well, you’ve got two choices, I guess, you can think of it as line dancing, with a line of one, or you can think about how a stripper moves, she’s somebody who’s used to dancing on her own.”

Sam gasped this time, finally making the connection, realizing Pete had every intention of making her mother not just dance but dance her way out of her clothing. Under his hand, her knee started to tremble again. He turned his attention away from Erin for a moment and leaned close to her.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get your chance to better her performance afterward. I’m not sure if I’m going to spank the loser, or fuck the winner… or both.”

The trembling increased, and he could hear the woman sitting next to him panting for breath. His whisper had been designed for Sam alone, but he knew Erin had heard some of it, not quite enough, but some of it. The look on Sam’s face was probably enough to fill in the gaps for her.

“So, which are you doing, Erin, line-dancing or imitating a stripper?”

She swallowed hard and started moving her feet more.

“Line-dancing, I guess.”

“Well, whichever it is, you need to put a bit more life into it, or I’ll choose which one you’re emulating, understood?”

She nodded and now started to move more, her feet moving in a deliberate step pattern that moved her from side to side while her arms were more animated. Perhaps more importantly, her hips were swaying from side to side, too. Pete used his free hand to make a turning gesture, and Erin nodded before turning around to show him the view of her ass, now swinging quite strongly in time with the music.

“Much better, baby, much better. See, Sam, you were wrong, your mum can dance.”

Sam stiffened under his hand, and he could see Erin almost lost the beat at his words.

“I never…”

She subsided, knowing he was saying the words for effect, not from belief, and their effect was aimed at her mother, not her. At the same time, he started massaging Sam’s leg, just above the knee. Not working higher, but his fingers moving, exerting enough pressure to tell the younger blonde that he could, if he wanted, move his hand up her leg under her skirt. She gasped at his touch, and he felt her shudder, but she made no move to push his hand away.

Erin’s face was flushed, and she was breathing hard, but her dancing wasn’t that energetic, nor did Pete think it was that good. She was holding herself back.

He beckoned her closer, and when she was closer, he took his hand off Sam’s knee and grabbed Erin’s hand.

“Samantha, why don’t you and your mother swap places, and you show your mother how to move.”

Both women gasped, but Sam pushed herself to her feet and moved to the center of the room while he used his grip on Erin’s hand to steer her to the vacant spot on the couch next to him. She was panting for breath, and her embarrassment was even worse now, her mortification showing. As Sam started to sway to the beat, he let go of her hand and put his hand on her knee, then leaned in close.

“You did fine, it’s not easy, but this is about something other than the dancing, isn’t it?”

She smiled at him and nodded, the color starting to fade.

“It’ll be easier once you’re both taking clothes off.”

His whisper made her jump, but he leaned back beside her, his fingers moving in complex patterns on her knee, and he felt her tremble as his confirmation that he had every intention of both his guests being naked before the end of the night sank in.

The younger woman was a better dancer than her mother. Pete could tell from the offset that she was putting more effort in, and while she’d been sitting next to him with Pete stroking her knee, she’d known she’d be dancing and had the advantage of planning time over her mother. Her moves were more fluid and more graceful and covered a larger floor area as she swayed, strode, dipped, and circled. Her braless breasts bounced under the thin, tight fabric of the dress, and as she danced, the hem of the skirt crept higher up her thighs, revealing more of the elastic lace tops of her stockings.

Pete left her dancing for several minutes, all the time his fingers working their way up Erin’s leg, finding and pushing the hem of her skirt higher, too, but not quite as far as the naked skin above her stockings. A light sheen of sweat began to coat Sam’s exposed skin, and Erin’s breathing was getting ragged both from what his fingers were doing and from watching her daughter’s wanton display. Pete clapped his hands.

“Time to swap back. Dance like your daughter did, Erin.”

Sam pouted, it was obvious she, unlike her mother, had enjoyed the experience and didn’t want to stop.

“Tell me, Sam, were you modeling yourself as a line dancer?”

She shook her head.

“What then.”

This time, she giggled.

“The other choice you gave my mother. A stripper.”

“Ah, but you got one thing wrong then.”

“Oh?”

She frowned at him, but Erin gasped, knowing what he was going to say. He suspected Sam knew as well but was making him say it.

“You kept your clothes on.”

“I thought you were in command.”

“I am, baby, I am.”

“Erin, I suggest you channel your inner stripper too. You might get on better.”

Sam sat down in the spot vacated by Erin, and he noticed the young blonde hadn’t adjusted her dress where it had ridden up, it was much higher on her leg. His hand sought out her thigh just below the hem of the dress, and she shivered, then her other leg drifted away, providing him with the chance to slip his hand down into the gap between her legs to stroke the more sensitive flesh of her inner thighs. Pete chuckled.

“Not yet, baby girl. Not yet. I told you, your mother first.”

He’d noticed before, and their behavior confirmed it that Phil had run his household along the lines of women were to be seen but not heard. They tended to answer a direct question easily enough but rarely initiated a conversation. This was particularly so with Erin when in a scene such as this one. She hadn’t said a word except as an answer, and Sam was following her mother’s pattern. For Pete, this wasn’t what he wanted, he wanted their whole-hearted participation in the scene, and without a verbal component, it was him giving them orders and them following them. It wasn’t his way, and he wasn’t enjoying himself as much.

“So, Erin, are you channeling your inner stripper?”

The older woman nodded.

“I guess.”

“Well, if that’s what you’re doing, isn’t there something else you should be doing?”

She frowned, not quite understanding him, then her eyes widened as it sank in—as she realized he expected her to remove her dress.

“You mean…”

He shrugged and smiled at her. “Take the dress off, Erin. I’m sure you’ll be more comfortable.”

Her eyes flashed. “I’m sure I won’t be.”

Pete was taken aback, he’d just been musing about the fact she didn’t speak up, but now here she was directly challenging him.

“Erin, I didn’t ask you to do it. I told you.”

She shuddered, and he guessed the challenge wasn’t for real, rather, it had been made as a way of inciting a potential punishment. Phil had clearly taken every opportunity to give her what she desired.

“Take the dress off, Erin, and do it sexy.”

“But, Samantha…”

“Is going to be watching and maybe pick up some pointers. It’s about time she learned how to undress sexily in front of a man… or men.”

“Men, plural?”

“Sure, I often have friends here for the big games. She could be the half-time entertainment while you’re serving drinks… topless.”

It was a corny scenario and not something he’d be interested in particularly, but they didn’t know him that well, and he could easily have been serious. Both women gasped in unison, and he could feel Samantha tense under his hand and then relax. She shifted in her seat, and Pete glanced over to find the little minx had spread her legs a couple of inches wider, inviting him to move his hand once more. Pete shook my head and turned his attention back to Erin, who’d witnessed the byplay.

“I told you I intend to take the mother first, so I suggest you get on with removing the dress before I change your mind and have you watch me seduce and fuck your clearly willing daughter.”

Erin glared at Samantha, and he looked around and caught the smirk on Sam’s face.

“However, as she seems to think she just scored a point from you, I think we need to do something about that. Before she gets to dance to impress, I think she’ll have to have a severe spanking, don’t you, Erin?”

Erin forced herself to smile, then nodded.

“In fact, I think I’ll get her mother to do it while I watch.”

Samantha’s smirk disappeared in a flash, to be replaced by a look of horror that made both Pete and Erin laugh.

“He’s got you there, sweetie.”

Pete was surprised Erin had spoken up. He’d been convinced Phil had brow-beaten her into speaking only when she was spoken to, so he watched her carefully, wondering if she was breaking that conditioning or doing so deliberately in order to draw the punishment her way rather than in her daughter’s direction—the mother’s instinct kicking in. He smiled but said nothing, wondering just how far she might be prepared to go to, in her own mind, protect her daughter. Samantha, meanwhile, gave a very good impression of a sulking teenager with arms crossed and a pout you could hang something on.

He glanced at Erin, then cocked his head to one side as she continued to dance in front of them. She was moving more, more seductively now, putting more effort in and really catching the beat of the music. He reached for the remote and killed the music, then changed to a different CD and pressed play again. This time, the music had a hard beat, a rock ’n roll track.

“That’s better, proper stripper music. You know what that means, don’t you, Erin?”

She smiled. “Time for us to leave?”

“Not exactly, but it's time for you and that fantastic dress to part company.”

Under his hand, he felt Sam stiffen as her earlier sulk evaporated at the prospect of watching her mother unveil herself. He squeezed her thigh, reminding her to stay where she was, then slowly slid his hand toward the inside of her leg. He felt her gasp and relax under his touch, and her legs split a little further, allowing him to slide around to her inner thigh, which she’d invited him to touch earlier. His hand moved higher, finding and playing with the lace at the top of her stocking, as in front of him, Erin started to work on her dress. In essence, there wasn’t much she could do, there were no fasteners, so she had two choices, she could push the straps off her arms and then shimmy out of the dress, dropping it to the floor, or bend, grab the hem, and pull it off over her head. Sam would have the same choice when it was her turn in a few minutes' time.

The short exchange had given Erin the time to work that out for herself, and he watched as she casually flicked one strap off her shoulder. The casual nature of the movement belied the way she actually felt, that was obvious from her bright red face and the way she was panting for breath. Erin was embarrassed and aroused in equal measure, and her face showed the effort it was taking for her to follow his instructions. The second strap was flicked off with studied aplomb, anything but what the woman was actually feeling, and he smiled approval, waiting for the next movement, which could do nothing other than expose her breasts to him. He’d already seen those, of course, on both women outside after the swim, but this was somehow different for them all, more intimate, and although the air conditioning was working well, the room felt ten degrees hotter than it really was.

Pete watched closely as she eased one strap down as far as the elbow, then held her arm across her chest to prevent the dress from falling away. She eased her elbow through the strap before sliding her arm completely clear. She swapped arms and repeated the process on the other side. She was now bumping and grinding in front of the two of them, just her hands holding her dress up, as soon as she let go, the dress would fall to her waist. Beside him, Sam bumped her knee into his leg, reminding him he wasn’t stroking her leg anymore, his concentration on the older woman having stopped his fingers from moving on the sensitive skin of the younger one.

Erin paused, her chest heaving. “What do you want me to do next?”

She was smiling, shyly letting him know she knew the answer before he gave it, and subtly challenging him at the same time. He felt Sam twitch under his hand and knew she, too, had recognized her mother’s ploy.

“What do you think I expect you to do?”

Erin shuddered and froze, just for a second, then smiled at him, and before he could tell her to answer the question, she let go of the dress and stretched her arms up above her head. Instantly, the front of the dress dropped, but not very far, the act of lifting her hands had pushed her chest out, and the thin dress fabric caught on her jutting breasts and nipples.

She smiled seductively now and started to sway to the music as if she were daring the dress to slip down. As she moved, it slipped a little bit, only a half an inch or so, but enough to expose the very top edge of her areola on her left side. She increased the swing of her hips and started to undulate more, and the dress slipped down on the right, exposing slightly more on that side. Pete nodded and grinned his encouragement, the sensual, sexual display turning him on, his erection becoming painful in his pants as the woman gyrated in front of him. She started to dip a little as she swayed, still keeping her arms up above her head, which he recognized was a surrender gesture—if and more likely, when the dress slipped down, her hands would be too far away from her breasts to attempt to cover them.

Samantha was fidgeting on the seat next to him, but he ignored the younger woman, concentrating on the woman intent on displaying her charms for his pleasure. Erin kept increasing the range of her movements, and the dress slipped just that little bit further on the left, exposing half her areola, the nipple just caught below the top edge of the dress. She added a twisting element to the swaying and dipping and circling, and on the right side, the dress slipped further, exposing the nipple, the dress snow only held by the left breast. Beside him, Sam gasped at her mother’s display, then fell silent again. Pete knew she was intent on her mother’s act, and her brain was working on a way to maybe better it when it came to her own turn.

Another few seconds passed before the dress slipped off Erin’s left breast, cascading down to her waist, and Pete clapped his hands and nodded his appreciation. Erin continued her sensual movements, the bump, and grind that had been missing from her earlier dancing, as she slowly lowered her hands to her waist and then pushed the dress over her hips and then down. It slid down her legs to form a ring around her feet, which she stepped out of, then bent at the waist, keeping her legs straight, to retrieve it from the floor, then laid it over the arm of the couch behind her.

Pete made the twizzling motion with his fingers, and she turned around to display her back to them. Her breasts were magnificent, but down below was equally good. Her butt and pussy were framed in a tiny pair of black lace boy shorts, her stockings held up by a gossamer thin garter belt, with the two straps running down each leg underneath the panties so the panties could be the next thing removed. The stockings accentuated her legs, the contrast between black nylon and pale flesh boosted by the lighting, while the high heels seemed to make her legs go on for ever.

Pete killed the music and rose to his feet clapping, walked over to the virtually naked woman as she turned round toward him and hugged her to him, his hands finding the hot skin of her back slick with the sweat of her performance.

“You were very good, so now you can rest and have a drink and watch your daughter strut her stuff.”

Erin briefly wrapped her arms around him but then allowed them to fall to her sides. She looked longingly over at the other couch as if she wanted to retrieve her dress, but it was clear she knew he would not allow that—she was doomed to sit half-naked with him while her daughter danced her way out of her dress.

“Sam, your turn.”

The younger blonde was obviously stunned by how good her mother’s performance had been, and was clearly less confident her more youthful and natural sense of rhythm would be better than that. The competitive streak was interesting but not part of Pete’s long-term plan. Sam stood and walked past the two of them into the center of the room. As Pete led Erin over to the couch, he couldn’t help noticing the way the two women had brushed hands as they passed, and Erin had given her daughter’s hand a slight squeeze of reassurance.

Once he’d poured Erin a glass of wine, he reached for the remote to start the music again as Sam stood in the middle of the room, one hand on her hip, that hip thrust out to the side in a provocative pose.

“I think your daughter would make a very good stripper. Maybe that’s the job we need to find for her in town. There’s a couple of clubs, and they’re always looking for fresh meat.”

Sam gasped as Pete turned his attention away from the almost naked woman next to him back to her.

“What do you say, Sam? Dancing naked on stage in front of a couple of hundred men? You good enough for that?”

“Er… No.”

“I think you would be just perfect, especially with a bit of practice.”

Erin chimed in.

“I thought you had to be 21 to work in those clubs.”

“I know someone who could get her a fake ID. After all, it’s not as if the high school teachers who frequent those places would recognize her—she didn’t go to school around here. She’d be good for the lap dances, too, and make a lot of money that way. That’s not counting the private parties and the bachelor dos. What do you say? Shall we set her up to do that? We’ll even let her keep some of the money, say ten percent?”

Erin had finally twigged he was teasing Samantha, or at least hoped he was. She laughed, but it was Sam who spoke up.

“I am not letting you pimp me out for stag nights and letting you keep nine-tenths of the proceeds.”

Sam’s eyes flashed a challenge at him, but Pete just laughed and wrapped his arm around her mother, pulling Erin in close beside him, his arm over one shoulder, his hand dangling dangerously close in front of her bare breast.

“I think you’d be good. Would you do it for a higher percentage then?”

Sam stared at him, her mouth set in a firm line, but he could see, probably because her mother wasn’t acting scandalized in any way, that she knew he was having her on.

“The split would have to be in my favor, not yours.”

“See, I told you we could put her on the game and make a mint. Now we just need to see if she fucks as good as she looks.”

Sam’s mouth dropped open at the sound of her mother’s words as Erin joined in with the hazing.


Chapter 8

Pete flicked the music back on and waved his hand for her to start dancing. His hand continued the movement, crossing over his body as he turned a little, and it came to rest high on Erin’s thigh as his other hand closed on the breast it had been hovering near. Now, unless Erin had come clean to her daughter about earlier, which he doubted she would have done, as far as Sam was concerned, he’d already played with her mother’s breasts while, in fact, it was the first time he’d touched one. Erin shivered under his touch but did not attempt to pull away, turning her head toward him in anticipation of a kiss. Pete, though, was watching Sam watching the two of them, clearly stunned to see her mother making out on the couch with him.

Her large and very hard nipple seemed to be trying to burrow into his palm, and he realized she was, if anything, pushing her breast up toward his hand rather than pulling away. Just like her daughter had, she lazily spread her legs a little further apart, allowing him access to her sensitive inner thighs. There was, of course, no skirt to hide the movement of his hand. When Sam had done it the first time, he’d resisted the urge to explore further, but with Erin, there was no hesitation as he plunged his hand around her inner thigh and slid it up above the top of the stocking. Erin gasped and parted her legs even more, giving him access to the heat he could feel building within her.

Pete knew her movements were a signal of her surrender, if he wanted to, she would let him strip or even rip off her underwear and finger her before pulling her onto his lap to make her ride him, even with her eighteen-year-old daughter watching. Surrendering herself to him, though, wasn’t necessarily the same as surrendering her daughter,` and he wanted that full submission.

“You’re supposed to be dancing.”

Sam was moving to the music, but only just, and Pete wouldn’t call it dancing by any step of the imagination as she watched her mother. The younger woman’s face gave away her feelings, she, too, recognized her mother’s capitulation, and he watched his words send a shudder through her, making her wonder how it would feel to surrender to him as her mother had. She started moving more, and within seconds, she was actually dancing.

“Good girl, tonight you’re the entertainment, and Erin is my date, don’t forget that.”

Pete watched as Samantha pouted and then bit her lip before forcing herself to smile. He didn’t miss the fact that Erin, snuggled into his side, had shivered at his use of the word date. He slid his hand higher up her leg, twisting a little more to face her to achieve this, his fingertips brushing against the black lace of her panties. She shuddered again but moved her right leg away, opening herself up to his touch. The position was awkward and not that comfortable, and he could do little more but was loathe to remove his hand from the comforting feel of her full breast filling his palm.

Samantha was dancing properly now, putting her all into it as she tried to regain his attention from her mother. He smiled at her, letting her know he was still interested in her performance despite the presence of his fingers in Erin’s crotch. She slipped the two shoulder straps off onto her arms, then spun round, her hands dropping down and then back up as she shook her booty at them, her fingers moving to one end of the little stretcher that kept the back of the dress from gaping. He’d assumed it was elastic until she popped the hook and eye catch that let it hang limply to one side before dancing around in a half circle to face them again. Pete could see the sheen of perspiration starting to form on her forehead as she moved with the beat, and he smiled at her. Wanting to take Erin further, he removed his hand from her breast and unwound his arm from behind her back, then shifted in his seat to allow him to replace his left hand at her crotch with his right one. This gave him far more room to maneuver, and before she could say anything, he started to press his fingers against her slit through the thin lace of her underwear. She gasped at the contact and snuggled in tighter, her eyes fixed on her daughter as the younger woman pushed her dress down over her breasts, revealing them to their eyes. Her hands followed the dress down, easing it over her hips and then off. Like her mother, she was wearing black lace underwear, including a garter belt, and she looked just as stunning as her mother did as she scooped the dress from the floor and draped it over the other couch with her mother’s dress.

She stopped for a moment, expecting Pete to stop the music and ask the two women to switch again, but he didn’t, he just smiled at her and nodded for her to continue. Meanwhile, his fingers had found the edge of the elastic holding Erin’s panties tight to her leg and were worming a finger underneath in clear view of Sam. He could feel how wet Erin was, how her juices had spread out over the smooth outer lips of her pussy, knew that removing the lace underwear would reveal glistening skin that sparkled invitingly under the lights, but he just rubbed gently at the soft puffy flesh, wringing a gasp from the woman, while his eyes fastened on Sam’s waist while the younger blonde dropped her hands to the waistband of her underwear and started easing them down.

Samantha eased the panties down an inch, two another, then as if her nerve failed, she turned her back before easing them down over the curve of her butt and down onto her thighs. A moment later, she had them pushed all the way down onto the tops of her stockings and then straightened up, letting go, letting the tiny garment whisper down her legs to the floor. She wiggled her ass at them, and Erin groaned at the sight as he slowly parted her labia with his middle finger, and then as if she’d regained her courage, Samantha spun back to face them once more, striking a pose, arms, and legs outstretched as she stood still exposed, in front of them.

Pete reached across and used the remote to cancel the music, then pulled his finger from underneath Erin’s panties to allow him to bring his hands together and clap.

“Bravo. You were very good. Best entertainment we’ve had in this house for some time. Maybe I was right. When I have my sports party, your mother should be the topless waitress, and you should be the halftime entertainment.”

Erin and Sam both gasped in unison, and he could see Sam’s chest was heaving as she panted for breath. She was also turned on, that much was obvious too, he’d imagined how Erin’s bare slit would look glistening with moisture, he didn’t have to imagine how Sam would look when wet—he could see it in front of his eyes. Her pussy was plump, swollen with blood, and it shone with moisture.

“Tell your daughter how sexy she looks.”

Erin shot him a look but sat straighter. “You did good, Sam, very good. Sexy as hell.”

Pete chuckled and looked at his watch.

“Well, I guess that concludes the entertainment for the evening. Your purse is by the front door. Show yourself out, Sam, your mother and I have something else to do.”

He felt Erin stiffen by his side, and he watched Sam blush as she realized she was being dismissed and that Pete would probably be fucking her mother within a matter of minutes. It was clear from her expression that she felt humiliated by the fact he’d chosen Erin over her, and her own arousal only increased that. Whether or not he actually got between Erin’s legs tonight depended on a couple of things, not least among them being Erin’s agreement and participation, but the humiliation of the younger woman was deliberate. Realizing there was nothing else she could do, she shot her mother a venomous glance, then turned back toward the couch on the other side of the room, reaching for her dress.

“Who said anything about putting the dress back on? I said, show yourself out, and not show yourself and your clothes out. Go as you are.”

Sam froze, then turned slowly back to face him, not wanting to believe he was prepared to send a naked eighteen-year-old out into the well-lit street on her own. Erin grabbed his arm.

“You… You can’t expect her to do that, it’s not safe.”

He chuckled.

“And being naked in the same room as me, is?”

Both women watched him, not saying anything.

“Okay, I’ll give this once. You have a back door key, Sam?”

She nodded.

“Good, you can go out the back door and across the yard rather than via the street. In fact, we’ll both come out on the deck and watch you.”

He could see the slight sag of her shoulders in relief. While beside him, Erin gasped as she realized that it had increased her own risk of exposure.

“But, there will be a price for such a concession.”

“Oh?”

“When you come round at ten sharp in the morning for your swim, you’ll be dressed exactly as you are now and nothing else, understood?”

Sam swallowed hard and Erin made a grab for him as he stood up.

“In fact, assuming your mother makes it home before that in the morning, she’ll be matching you, or there again, she may be waiting on the deck for you, wrists and ankles tied around the legs of one of the loungers. Haven’t made my mind up yet.”

He turned back to Erin, who was still sitting on the couch. Clearly shell-shocked at the turn of events.

“Lose the panties. If you’re going to watch your daughter walk home naked, you’d better be dressed, or should I say undressed to match. In fact, if you’re going to be a waitress at the weekend, you’d better start getting used to not wearing panties.”

* * * *

Pete led the two, to all intents and purposes, naked women over to his back door, switched the outside light on, and then opened the door. Samantha took a deep breath and went to step through it, her thighs trembling at the thought of the exposure she was about to go through, but Pete put his arm out to stop her.

“Mother first.”

“Wha…?”

Erin looked confused.

“… I thought you wanted me to stay here… I thought you wanted to f…”

She trailed off as he chuckled.

“I didn’t say I didn’t, but I think a good mother should see her daughter home properly, don’t you think.”

“Oh.”

She swallowed hard, blushing at the realization she’d just confirmed she was okay, if not happy, with his intentions toward herself, and stepped through the door. Pete watched her peering into the darkness. Their plots were on the edge of the section, with woodland behind them, so neither garden was overlooked, but that didn’t mean there weren’t people in those woods, although that was unlikely.

She moved to the middle of the deck area, taking small steps, ready to bolt for the safety of the house if she saw or heard anything, but nothing broke the silence, and he watched her shoulders sag in relief.

“Your turn.”

Sam stepped through the door, clearly that little bit more confident now her mother was also out there, even though she was as naked as Sam was.

Pete cleared his throat, and both looked at him.

“Forgotten something, Sam?”

“What?”

“Your purse.”

“Oh…”

She turned back to the door and came to a halt as Pete stood in the doorway, preventing her from returning to the house.

“Say, please.”

Sam frowned and waited for him to move, and it took a few seconds for her to decide he wasn’t going to move in response to her silence.

“Please.”

“Tell me your instructions.”

She sighed.

“I’m to return here tomorrow morning, dressed, or should I say, undressed, exactly like this.”

“Good girl.”

He stood to one side, and she moved past him. As she drew level, Pete couldn’t resist.

Slap!

“Ow!”

The slap hadn’t been that hard, but it had obviously surprised Sam, who jumped a little at the contact, her hands dropping to the smooth skin of her butt to rub at her cheek.

That was a hurry-up, your mother is left out there all alone and naked while you’re prevaricating. Next time, don’t hesitate.”

Sam nodded and darted through to the hallway to retrieve her purse, returning with it a minute later. He grinned as she sidled past him, keeping facing him so he couldn’t reach her butt and spank her again.

“That’s no defense, you know. All I have to do is tell you to stand still and turn round, and you will, won’t you.”

She bit her lip, and then, as the smile started to slip from his face, she quickly nodded her head lest he punish her for another hesitation.

Pete followed her outside, and as she gave her mother a quick peck on the cheek to say goodbye, he walked over and put his arm around Erin’s waist. She shivered but cuddled into him as they both silently watched Samantha move across the deck, then down the steps onto the lawn, across to the gate. She turned at the gate and waved before latching it behind her. There was no proximity sensor on the back lights on Erin’s house, so Sam was in the dark as she mounted the deck and then unlocked the back door. She waved from the door as she closed it, and they both saw the light go on.

“Inside.”

Pete’s voice was almost a growl with his need, and Erin shuddered but didn’t say a word as he turned her toward the house and let her precede him back inside. As she crossed the threshold, he could see her buttocks tense as if expecting a slap, but he had other ideas and needs before he addressed that particular desire of hers.


Chapter 9

He closed and locked the kitchen door and turned back to face her. Erin was waiting silently a few feet inside the kitchen, expecting him to tell her where to go and what to do next. He leaned back against the door and crossed his arms on his chest, then slowly looked her up and down, from her neck to her full bust, his eyes lingering on the rosy, erect nipples, down over her softly rounded stomach, to the bare mound and her equally bare slit, then down her legs to her stockings, and on down to her feet. The heels gave her legs a lift, slimming them. Standing there in garters, hose, and heels, she looked stunning, and his cock was straining at his trousers.

“What do you expect is going to happen now?”

She shuddered and wouldn’t meet his gaze, then her chin came up, and she looked him in the eyes.

“Whatever you want, I guess.”

“You truly are submissive, aren’t you? Willing to do anything, however degrading?”

She bit her lip, then slowly nodded.

“You were even prepared to stand nude, out there, where you could be seen, and watch your daughter walk home naked. That took some guts. Do you think Samantha is as submissive as you?”

Erin took a deep breath.

“No, I don’t think so… I guess she’s never been trained.”

“But she takes after her mother.”

“Yes.”

“So I can do whatever I want with you, can I?”

She swallowed hard and licked her lips, showing nervousness, but he could see she was breathing harder now, harder than she had been a minute ago, and her nipples were tighter as well, the areolas crinkling around them as he watched. She was already wet, but he suspected she was even wetter now.

“So I could bend you over a chair and thrash your butt?”

She shivered.

“With my hand?”

She didn’t respond.

“Or with my belt?”

This time, her eyes widened, betraying some fear. He filed that away for exploration later—she didn’t like the use of implements when it came to physical chastisement. At the moment, he was far more interested in fucking this woman than he was in physically chastising her.

“Go back into the den.”

There was no hesitation, she turned on her heel and walked back through to the room where he’d forced her to strip in front of both him and her daughter and made her daughter strip in front of her.

“Bend over the arm of the couch. Elbows on the seat, legs apart.”

She shuddered but did as he said. Phil had obviously trained her well, but he didn’t mention her late husband, he didn’t want to make her cry for her loss. As she bent over, her butt rotated up, and he put his hands on her hips to make sure her butt was presented at the height he wanted it.

Her skin was smooth, soft to the touch, and he could feel her trembling as he ran his fingers across her ass, caressing both cheeks and moving in circles toward the center and then dipping down toward the juncture of her legs. It was hot, too, and as his hand dipped lower toward her pussy, the heat and the trembling increased.

He slid one hand up to the small of her back to hold her still while his other hand dipped right between her legs, finding the unmistakable and wet target. She groaned as his fingers touched her swollen outer lips, then gasped as his fingers parted them. His middle finger slid into her without resistance. She was that wet, and she moaned, and her whole body shuddered, almost collapsing onto the couch but somehow keeping herself propped up on her elbows. He started pumping his finger, turning it around on each stroke, and within seconds, she was thrusting her butt back at him, trying to capture more, to drive him in deeper on each thrust. Her mouth issued a steady stream of moans, but he couldn’t see her face, only hear her and feel the trembling growing more and more pronounced throughout her body.

Pete pulled his hand away from her back, still thrusting with the fingers of his other hand, unzipped his pants, extracted his rigid cock through the opening, and crouched slightly behind her. She had to know what he was doing, had to have heard the zip, but she didn’t respond, didn’t try to stop him. Once more, he put his hand on her back to hold her in place, then started taunting her.

“I wonder what your naked daughter is doing now?”

She shuddered, but he knew she was listening.

“Is she lying on her bed, fingering herself? Or didn’t she make it as far as her bedroom?” He took his finger out of her and made a production of sucking her juice from it, slurping at the digit so she could hear what he was doing. She sobbed and lowered her head to the soft cushion.

“Do you think she made it as far as the bedroom before she was thrusting her fingers into herself?”

Slap!

“Answer me.”

She groaned into the cushion, but her legs straightened as if thrusting her ass up for more of the same.

“I don’t know.”

“Maybe she didn’t make it past the kitchen, she’s lying there on the floor, legs apart, her naked twat pointing at the kitchen door in case we come round to check on her, her fingers working away. Maybe she found a cucumber in the fridge, and she’s fucking herself with that. Or the handle of a kitchen spoon. What do you think?”

He touched the end of his cock to her, and she shivered at the heat of the contact, then used his hand to hold it there, rubbing against her.

“Maybe she’s lying on her naked belly, pressing her tits against the cold floor, one set of fingers buried inside her blonde cunt, while she’s using a spatula to thrash her own butt.”

“Oh God!”

He could tell the thoughts, the visions of her daughter he was planting in her mind, were having a drastic effect as her knees partially gave way as she came, moaning continuously, almost keening, as her body spasmed under his touch. Pete didn’t stop.

“Maybe she’s up in her room, still naked, but talking to her friends on Skype, telling them what I made her do, and while she’s telling her friends she’s playing with herself while they watch in horrified fascination.”

Erin shook her head. “No…no Skype.”

“Why not?”

“Phil… didn’t allow it.”

“But she’s got a webcam?”

“Yeah.”

“Maybe we should hack into it and watch her.”

Erin groaned and started to tremble again. With an effort, she straightened back up, locking her knees.

“Maybe we should bring my laptop in here so she could watch me fuck you.”

“No, please… God! No.”

He adjusted himself and looked down. Her ass wasn’t on the small side, not surprising at her age, but it was still taut and firm. He knew what it looked like after a good spanking, but now he had another desire to see what it looked like after a straight-forward fuck.

He pushed forward, his cock lower this time, and she stiffened as it touched her outer lips, then pushed between them. She moaned again and forced herself to push back against him as he thrust forward, driving between her lips and feeling the walls of her pussy clench around him as the ridge at the back of the head slid inside.

“God!”

It felt fantastic, and after all the stimulation of the evening, he knew he wouldn’t last long this time, so he didn’t try and hold back, just thrust in until he felt her skin touch his stomach. She groaned and thrust back, then whimpered as he started to pull out before thrusting back into her. By the time he’d established a rhythmic movement, she was thrusting back against him all the time, her muscles pulling at him as he thrust into her. She was gasping for breath, moaning and shaking her head, panting for breath as he fucked her.

“I’m going to cum.”

Her only response was to push back at him, but he sensed she was disappointed it was so quick, but there was nothing he could do about it. The teasing, the striptease, and the humiliation of both women had pushed him to the very edge, now, with her impaled on his cock, he couldn’t hold out whatever he did.

A final thrust and his orgasm started. She squealed as she felt him paint her insides but kept thrusting back at him even as he started to slow down, his own breathing struggling as he came down from his high.

“God! That was good. Thank you, Erin.”

She whimpered into the cushion, having collapsed forward under the impetus of his final thrusts.

He reeled back from her as he pulled out and forced himself to control his breathing, noticing Erin stayed where she was, not attempting to move, obviously concerned she’d earn his wrath if she moved from what would quickly become an uncomfortable position. He tucked himself back in and did up his fly, ignoring the mess on the front of his pants where their juices had soaked into them. Knowing she hadn’t cum during the lightning-quick fuck, he changed tack, determined to keep Erin off balance, sexually and emotionally.

Pete moved back to the couch, reached down, and gently pulled her upright, seeing the relief on her face as he took the strain off her trembling legs. He half-turned her in his arms until she was facing him, then pulled her in close, his mouth seeking out hers, his tongue taking possession of her mouth as he kissed her. She squirmed in his arms but only to free her own so she could lock them around his neck, pulling her chest into his, and kissed him back. Her tongue dueled with his for a few moments, then allowed him to regain possession of her mouth as his tongue explored her. She shivered in his arms as he ran his hands up and down her back, her fingers knotting into the short hairs at the back of his neck. She didn’t break the kiss until he did, then moved her face back from his a few inches, panting as she opened her eyes.

“That was nice.”

She smiled into his eyes, and he could tell she was watching for the effect of her soft words. He smiled back.

“Do you want to stay here, or would you rather take this upstairs.”

She giggled. “Are you asking me to your bedroom, sir?”

He chuckled at her formality. “I’m thinking bathroom first. How does a shower sound to you?”

She shivered in his arms as she closed her eyes and sighed. “Heavenly.”

“Good, I wonder if your slutty daughter has made it as far as the bathroom yet?”

Her eyes shot wide open as she realized he had been playing with her, hadn’t gone soft on her, and was still the man who had tormented her and humiliated her all evening. He wondered if she’d pull away, but the opposite was true. She hugged him tighter.

“There again, you can’t exactly take a shower dressed like this, can you?”

Without waiting for an answer, he dropped to his knees in front of her, his hand reaching for the garter on the front of her left thigh. She trembled as he ran his fingers over her smooth flesh before unsnapping the garter, then transferred his attention to the right one. She had to know her just-fucked pussy was only inches from his face as he lavished his attention on her remaining scraps of clothing.

As that garter came free, he whispered to her.

“Turn around.”

She shuffled in a half-circle, shivering as she did so, not sure if he was going to continue to tenderly strip her totally naked or if he was going to do something different. He guessed Erin’s turn-on was being controlled, not necessarily the pain of having her butt spanked bright red, that giving up of control such that she wasn’t sure what was going to happen next. Certainly, her skin was flushing again, and her breathing was becoming faster and shallower as she tried, unsuccessfully, to control her emotions.

He undid the last two garters while staring at the firm globes of her butt. Sure, she’d spread a little as she got older, but she was still firm, in possession of a butt that a lot of women years younger would be proud of. Reaching up, he trailed his fingers across the contours of her ass, then reached for and unsnapped the garter belt, drawing the now useless piece of lace and elastic away from her.

“Turn back around.”

She shivered as she did so, and he looked up to see her looking down past her breasts, watching him. Her nipples were erect, in fact, he didn’t think they had been anything less than engorged for the whole time she’d been with him.

“Spread your legs so I can reach the stocking tops.”

She opened her legs, shuffling her feet about a foot apart, and he could see the way the movement made her pussy lips unfurl a little. She was still wet, her mound coated in her juices, and his own was spreading onto the tops of her inner thighs. His close inspection made her shudder, but she kept quiet and stayed still as he worked his fingers around her naked thighs above the stockings, then slowly stripped the nylon stocking down her left leg to her knee before returning to repeat the process on her right leg.

Once there, he returned to her left leg and rolled the stocking all the way down to her ankle before again returning to her right leg to repeat.

“Lean on my shoulders for balance.” By now, he was convinced that a little display of gentleness was paying dividends. It appeared Phil had been happy to dominate, to apply chastisement, but not to provide any tenderness. Erin was clearly turned on again. A few minutes ago, he’d been certain she was dismayed because he’d been so quick.

She gasped as she realized his intention but obediently placed her hands on his shoulders. Then, when he tapped her left ankle, she lifted that foot from the floor. He undid the buckle on the high-heeled sandal and slipped her shoe off before drawing the stocking all the way off, and then replaced and refastened the sandal, returning her foot to the floor. A moment later, he tapped her right ankle and repeated the process. She straightened up as he stood up and shyly allowed him to take her hand as he turned and led her toward the stairs, holding his hand as he led her slowly upstairs, him fully clothed, her naked except for her heels. It didn’t seem to bother her at all.

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

Leah’s Home Lens

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

Leah’s New Lens

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

Leah’s Long Lens

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Had he truly been the last to know?
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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…

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


For even more titles and for new releases visit my Amazon author page,

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


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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