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Summary

 

“I will do anything to make an A in your class.”

Eighteen-year-old Holly is failing physics. Her sexy teacher, Mr. Edwards, is happy to tutor her, but when she bombs her test she realizes that studying by itself isn’t going to be enough. She’s going to have to work a lot harder if she wants to get her ‘A’ in his class.

Holly is still a virgin and intends to stay that way, but Mr. Edwards agrees to pass her—if she’ll give him every other part of her body and do every filthy thing he asks of her. Just how far is Holly willing to go to make the grade? Everyone knows what ‘A’ stands for, but is Holly ready to give him her forbidden back door for the very first time?
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Straight A Student

HOLLY HUDDLED INTO HER CHAIR with a feeling of dread as Mr. Edwards stalked between the rows of desks, slapping his students’ tests down in front of them one by one with an air of disgust he made no attempt to hide. She liked Mr. Edwards because he had a sense of humor and was still young enough to be able to relate to his students. He was also seriously hot, and generally she enjoyed it when he walked by—he always wore jeans, and the nice bulge in front and the way they clung snugly against his ass never failed to send warm shivers down her spine. Today, though, her grade was going to be ugly and she would just as soon he skipped her aisle. Last nine weeks she had fought and clawed her way to a B. This nine weeks she had slacked off, and she was about to pay for it.

Her test smacked down onto her desk with the finality of a blade from the guillotines they had just finished reading about in her world history class, bloody with red ink. She saw her score and closed her eyes with a heartfelt moan. A twenty, and the test counted for a fourth of her grade. She worked out the math and quickly discovered that there was no way she could make an A in the class. Even if she got straight A’s on every assignment until Christmas break the best she could hope for was a B, which might be high enough to pull her overall average up as long as she busted it all spring to keep her grades maxed out.

Which all added up to a bunch of maybes and she hated to depend on that. All it would take was one single screw-up and she could kiss her merit scholarship goodbye. She kicked herself for signing up for physics instead of chemistry—all because the schedule let her take theater again. Everyone said the chemistry teacher was a pushover and it would have been an easy A, but she had been determined to take theater her senior year when she had a better shot at lead in the plays she loved so much.

“I’m extremely disappointed,” Mr. Edwards said as he returned to the front of the room and sat on the corner of his desk, sweeping the room with icy blue eyes. “We’ve been over and over this material, and there’s no excuse at all for these grades. The next test is in two weeks, and you’ve got until then to get your acts together. If I see another set of grades like this I’m going to double up on your homework.”

A low, discontented rumble rose from the students around her, but Holly bit her lip and stayed quiet. She knew that she had no one to blame but herself since she had spent all of her time at theater and choir practices rather than studying physics.

The bell rang, and Mr. Edwards waved a hand towards the door. “That’s it. Get out of here.”

Holly remained seated until everyone else had shuffled out then walked up to her teacher’s desk. It was his off period, so she could talk to him alone.

“What is it, Holly?” His voice sounded tired now, rather than angry. Disappointed.

“I was wondering if there was any way I could retake the test?”

He shook his head firmly. “Sorry. You know I don’t allow retakes. I’ve said that since the day the semester started.”

“Yeah.” The first sting of tears burned in her eyes as it sank in that she might have really messed up, and she swallowed hard.

He saw her choking up and his expression softened. “If you work hard you can still make a B. It’s not the end of the world.”

“Mr. Edwards, you don’t understand. I need an A.”

“I can’t give you one.”

But the desperation in her eyes compelled him to do more. If it had been anyone else he probably wouldn’t have bothered. Holly was a straight A student who actually made an effort and was interested in learning, though, and he felt like he owed her a little bit of leeway for that.

“Look, you’ve got two weeks until the next test. Come by here after school and I’ll tutor you. You make an A on the next test and everything else until Christmas and I’ll see what I can do about curving your final grade a little. Okay?”

She smiled and it was like the sun coming out from behind a cloud. “Do you mean it?”

“Yeah, I mean it. But you had better be here and I had better see you making a serious effort. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mr. Edwards!”

“All right, scram before you’re late for your next class.”

She darted off in a swirl of skirts and long, blonde hair and he sighed as he watched her go. He didn’t know how he was going to manage to keep his mind on physics sitting alone in the classroom with her. She might be painfully young and innocent, but his hormones didn’t seem to give a damn about that. Two years divorced and too busy and too bitter to try again with someone else, and now suddenly all his repressed feelings and desires were back and roiling just below the surface. For a moment he considered backing out, telling her he just didn’t have time, but that wasn’t fair and he hated to let down one of the few students he had who genuinely tried. Willpower would have to see him through.

For the next two weeks she came by his classroom every day after school and he spent thirty minutes to an hour working with her on problems or explaining concepts until she had them down cold. He made sure that the door was never closed and he never touched her, but when he went home each night he ached from wanting her, and before the two weeks were over he was afraid he would go mad from it. He hadn’t obsessed over anyone like this since his own high school days. It was definitely time to start dating again, before he got himself in deep trouble with one of his students. In the meantime he just had to be extremely careful, that was all, and keep a tight rein on his thoughts.

But as good as his self-control was and despite his best efforts, Holly knew. Subtle things gave him away—a nervousness whenever she got too close, the occasional look he gave her when he thought she was too wrapped up in a problem to notice. She had seen the longing in his eyes, could feel the tension radiating from his body. It amazed her that she could have such an impact on this man, and watching him fighting it every afternoon, trying so desperately to hide it, turned her on like nothing else ever had. When she left his classroom in the evenings she was damp and throbbing, and at night she fantasized about the things he might do to her. What would he do with her if he had the chance? That thought was exciting and scary at the same time, and sent delicious tremors through her when she sat alone with him during tutoring.

*          *          *

By the third problem Holly knew that she was going to bomb the test. Her mind had gone completely blank and all of Mr. Edward’s careful explanations, all the problems she had worked through again and again until she thought could do them in her sleep had vanished. She forced herself to struggle on, but when the bell rang she still wasn’t even halfway done.

Mr. Edward’s expectant smile disappeared when he saw the panicked look on her face.

“Sit,” he said quietly and motioned her back to her desk. He waited until everyone else was gone before he looked at her paper. “What happened?”

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “I just went blank. I froze.”

He flipped through the pages, his mouth tightening into a grim line. “Oh, Holly.”

“You have to help me, Mr. Edwards.”

Hot tears slid down her cheeks as she told him about the scholarship, about her chance to get out of Cypress Canyon for good and be the first one of her family to make something of herself. She tried to make him understand what that meant, and how ashamed she would be to have to face them and admit that she had blown her scholarship and let them all down. She would rather do anything than that.

He listened to her, his face deliberately unreadable, but inside he burned. Those pleading eyes and the desperation on her lovely face left him torn. Half of him wanted to wrap her in his arms and comfort her, but the other half wanted to bend her over his desk, rip off that little skirt, and fuck her silly. Desire consumed him, but he fought it off and with a will of iron forced himself to shut down the passion raging inside and hear her out.

“I understand your problem, Holly,” he said when she finished, “but there’s nothing else I can do. I tried—we both tried. You’re just going to have to accept it.”

But she couldn’t; she just couldn’t. Then the memory of the longing in his eyes popped into her head and despair made her grab onto it like a drowning woman snatching at a life preserver. She leaned close to him, wild eyes gleaming with unshed tears.

“I will do anything to make an A in your class.”

 “Holly…”

“Anything, Mr. Edwards.”

His heart started pounding and there didn’t seem to be enough air in the room and suddenly she was far too close.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” she whispered.

He shook his head, willing her to stop, but she just gave him a little smile.

“You try not to, but you do it anyway. I know you want me. Don’t you?”

“Do you have any idea what happens to me if I get caught with an underage student?”

“I’m eighteen,” she told him.

“I’d still never teach again. Ever. Anywhere. I’d lose everything.”

She smiled again, more coyly this time, and stretched sinuously, emphasizing every curve of her young body. “But wouldn’t I be worth it?”

He considered it, because he was going to have to live with this for the rest of his life. Every day when he stared into the mirror he was going to have to look himself in the eyes and admit that he had thrown his ethics out the window for a piece of teen ass. Or else he was going to have to live with the fact that he had thrown away his one chance to have sex with the most beautiful girl he had ever seen in his life.

“Yes. You’d be worth it.” There was no point in attempting to lie to himself about it. He wanted her now more than anything else in the world. Career be damned.

Holly slid next to him until they were almost touching, close enough that he could feel the heat of her body. “You can have me—as much as you like—for the rest of the school year,” she said. “All you have to do is give me an A.”

“Yes.”

Slim fingers touched the bare skin of his arm, faltered, and stroked shyly down to his hand. “There’s just one catch.”

“What’s that?”

“I’m a virgin. And I’m going to stay a virgin. I’m saving that for my wedding night. But everything else is yours to do anything you like with. Everything. Whatever you want.”

His eyes dropped automatically to the firm, round curves of her ass, and his cock twitched hard in the confines of his jeans. His ex-wife had almost never let him go there, and on the few occasions when she had she spent so much time whining about it that he hardly got to enjoy it. But he could tell from the set of Holly’s eyes that she meant what she said. She would let him do anything to her for that A.

“All right.”

“I thought you’d like that. You haven’t been able to keep your eyes off of my ass since you started tutoring me. That was what gave you away.”

After the first shock, some of his calmness returned. If he was going to risk everything for this, he was going to make the most of it.

“Come to my house Saturday afternoon, and we’ll work out the details.”

She looked down at his cock where it strained against his jeans. “That’s not all we’ll work out.”

*          *         *

She rang his doorbell at 2:00 on Saturday, offering him a nervous little smile when he opened the door for her and showed her to the living room. Dressed in a plain, white shirt with a black and white plaid mini, she looked so terribly young and vulnerable that he felt a stab of guilt. He was taking advantage of her and he knew it, whether she was legally old enough or not, but when he looked at those long, slender legs and the way the skirt outlined the perfect curves of her hips and ass he didn’t care. She tried to look sure of herself, like she was in control and knew what she was doing. They both knew that it was just an act, though.

“Mr. Edwards, I…”

He held up a hand. “My name is Brett. Save the Mr. Edwards stuff for school. Just Brett, okay?”

“Brett.” She tried it out, and the sound of it on her tongue was pure music. 

When his arms circled her waist she froze for a moment, then relaxed and let her body meld against him. Wide green eyes pleaded up at him, begging for reassurance. 

“Please don’t hurt me.”

It came out as the breath of a whisper, and the fear in her touched something dark and primal inside him. His manhood surged and stiffened in his jeans so that she could feel it pressing into her where he held her body against his. A shiver ran through her, and he could see the fear turning into resignation.

He bent over her and brushed his lips against hers, and then moved to the corner of her mouth and down along the line of her jaw to nuzzle his way to the hollow below her ear. Sharp teeth teased her earlobe while his hot breath caressed the sensitive skin there. She barely noticed as his hands slid down her waist to her hips, until his fingers tightened into the firm flesh of her ass and pulled her even more tightly against his pulsing erection.

His lips set her skin aflame, and a slow prickling heat grew inside of her while her nipples puckered and tightened against the warmth of his chest and an insistent flutter begged for attention between her legs. With a sigh she linked her arms around him and closed her eyes and let herself go. When his mouth left her ear and the tip of his tongue flickered across her lips she opened for him without thinking, responding to him instinctively with her own desire. Her tongue darted, teasing along the edges of his own while exploring the sharp edges of his teeth, tasting the sharp bite of alcohol. Had he been drinking to fortify his courage before she got there?

She lost herself in the kiss, letting him lead and enjoying it much more than she had imagined she would. Brett went slowly and let it build, which gave her a chance to relax even while her body became more excited. None of her boyfriends had ever kissed her this way; the closest she had ever come to this was when she and her best friend had experimented kissing while on a sleepover a couple of years back, but as sweet as that had been it was nothing like this. 

Brett pulled back and she opened her eyes. Vivid blue smoldered down at her, but the edge of his mouth twitched into a half smile and he gave her a little squeeze.

“I won’t hurt you, Holly.”

She let out a long, shuddering sigh and buried her face against his chest so that her voice was muffled. “I’m sorry. I’m not very experienced. You’re going to have to tell me what you want me to do.”

Her hair smelled like freshly sliced apples, and what he really wanted was to bury his face in those silky, golden curls and then spend a couple of hours enjoying the softness of her lips and tongue. Instead he broke away from her and walked over to the couch. After two years of self-imposed celibacy he could only restrain himself for so long, and he didn’t want the embarrassment of coming in his jeans while he kissed her.

“Take your clothes off for me.”

Young and inexperienced she might be, but Holly had a pretty good idea what Brett wanted from her. She kept her movements slow and languid as she swayed before him, shy little smiles teasing him with each button she unfastened. Her hands slid inside the open front of her shirt to run along her smooth skin and she stretched and twisted at the touch, allowing him little glimpses of pale skin, and then with a twist and flick of her arm she tossed it to land at his feet. Her lacy white bra swiftly followed it and exposed her high, firm tits to his hungry gaze. As cool air slithered across her nipples they hardened into little pink gumdrops perched on the darker pink circles of her aureolae.

Knowing that it would show off her tits even more Holly reached behind her and pulled out her hair tie. A curtain of pale golden waves fell loose around her shoulders, and a thrill sizzled through her when she saw how that made Brett’s eyes light up. She let her hair half-cover her face while she slid her fingers into the waistband of her mini skirt and began slowly working it down her thighs, and when it reached her knees she let it drop to her ankles and stepped clear.

She made a half turn away from him to give him a better view of her ass, then with tantalizing slowness peeled away her black, silk panties. When she brushed against the crotch with her fingertips and they came away moist, Holly realized that she had been turning herself on just as much as she was obviously affecting him. Inch by inch she worked them down her legs until she was bent double, fully on display for Brett now with her legs spread just wide enough to allow him a glimpse of her pink folds. As she slipped her feet out of the panties Holly straightened and held them outstretched towards him between her thumb and forefinger before letting them fall to the floor.

Naked before him now except for her shoes, her hot pink nail polish striking against the glossy black heels, she stepped forward until she was only inches away.

“Well? What do you think?”

“You’re even more beautiful than I dreamed of.”

“And I’m all yours. What would you like me to do next?”

His voice was tight with need. “I want you to touch my cock. Take it out, touch it, hold it, and then I want to see those lips wrapped around it.”

A pretty blush darkened her fair skin, but she sank to her knees between his legs and went to work on the front of his jeans. Brett sighed in relief as she released him and his cock sprang free at last. Her small hands were surprisingly warm against his skin as she held and slowly stroked him, fingertips feather-light as they traced along the length of the shaft and moved down to cup his swollen balls. 

She looked straight into his eyes, and then her pink mouth fastened onto his head in a slobbery kiss. Her lips and tongue swirled against him while she continued to give him her best wide-eyed, innocent look. He moaned and almost came right then just from the sight of her, but he forced himself back under control, gripping the cushions beside him until his knuckles were white. She took in a little more at a time until his whole head rested inside of her mouth.

Soft, wet heat enfolded him in bliss as she slid her lips down and down his rigid shaft. She made it about halfway before she began to withdraw again, teasing the soft underside with the tip of her tongue as she moved and then sucked hard as the head slipped between her lips so that he broke free with a loud pop. Soft fingers took over stroking his slick rod while she grinned up at him shyly.

“I’ve only ever done that a couple of times, and they didn’t last very long. Did I do okay?”

“You did fine,” he said hoarsely. “If you had kept going I probably wouldn’t have lasted very long, either.”

Her grin turned mischievous. “Would you like me to?”

“Yes. But I want you to come up here.”

He patted the couch and she climbed up beside him, and when he nodded she bent down and went back to sucking on his cock.

Brett ran his hand along the curve of her ass, letting his fingertips graze the cleft between her cheeks. She was so round and firm and utterly perfect, and he could easily have spent days just stroking that satin skin. Today, though, he wasn’t in the mood to be so patient. Questing fingers searched lower until they pressed into the slick channel between her thighs. He eased forward, amazed at how wet she was already, and let his fingertips glide in slow circles around the entrance to her sopping pussy. He would have loved to have thrust them inside her, to feel her tight hole clasp him tightly, but he was afraid he’d get carried away and settled for dipping only the tips inside. His cock pulsed in her mouth with each wet, sucking sound his fingers made as they danced against her cunt. It wasn’t going to be much longer before he came, and he wanted to try to get her there, first.

Holly felt slick fingers push between her nether lips until they found her aching clit and coaxed it out of its hood. As Brett began to trace slow, lazy patterns over the taut skin she arched her back and moaned against the thick cock filling her mouth. While it might be the same skin-on-skin sensation, somehow it felt a million times better when Brett did it than when she did it to herself. The slow flutter between her legs became a basso pulse that thrummed through her whole lower body and sent shockwaves of hot pleasure surging through every part of her.

Without realizing it, she began to thrust back at him, to grind her clit harder against his fingers in search of still more stimulation. Her sucking and stroking on his cock grew wilder, but somehow Brett still found her rhythm and moved with her, his fingers weaving in a magical dance that sent her to dizzying heights of pleasure she had never imagined before. Her breaths came hard and fast, but even as she began to think that it wasn’t possible to get any better his thumb found her pussy and teased into its narrow opening.

She cried out and bucked back against him, her body burning and all her focus going to that one point as she exploded against him and clamped his hand between her thighs. Even as she trembled and shook with her release, Brett moaned and his cock went impossibly stiff in her mouth. His come jetted into her in hot, thick spurts and she found herself sucking wildly on him to take every bit down her throat. When he finally stopped twitching and she had milked the last drop from him she let him fall from her lips.

Brett gave her an intensely pleased look and slowly licked her juices from his fingers.

“Delicious.”

“So were you.”

She leaned into him, shivering at the electric thrill as her nipples rubbed against his t-shirt, and ran her tongue lasciviously over his lips. The musky taste of her own fluids set her pussy twitching again. She wanted more—more of him. Brett sensed it and stood up, pulling her to her feet.

“Come on,” he said, and he led her into the bedroom.

She wasn’t sure what she had been expecting, but she was a little surprised to find that it was just an ordinary bedroom. Somehow she had imagined something more… intense from a single, older guy who was as sexy as Brett Edwards. For a moment she felt almost disappointed, but then Brett went to a dresser and began pulling an assortment of brightly colored plastic items out of one of the drawers. Curiosity got the better of her.

“What’s all that?”

“Have a seat and I’ll show you.”

She hopped up on the bed and sat cross-legged, knowing it left her exposed to him and suddenly wanting him to look. The way his eyes narrowed when he turned and saw her sitting like that, her pink slit spread, lips still puffy from excitement, got her wet all over again.

“I got this stuff before my ex-wife bailed. I had hoped that spicing up our sex life might help salvage things, before I realized she had already completely checked out.”

He dumped the objects in a pile before Holly. The vibrators and dildos were no big surprise—she did have a computer with the internet at home. Other things were a mystery.

“What’s that?”

He touched a clear glass item that looked like kind of like the ring-shaped lollipops her kid brother liked. “This?” His grin made her quiver. “It’s a butt plug. This end goes into your ass.”

“It what?” she squeaked.

“Cold feet already?” he teased.

She picked it up and ran curious fingers over the cool, smooth glass. “No. What about that?”

“Vibrating cock ring.” He held it up and flicked a switch on the side and it began to hum. “I wear it and it makes me vibrate when I’m inside you.”

“Oh.” She was throbbing like mad now, and getting wetter by the second. “So what do you want to do first?”

His gaze travelled down to her quivering little slit. “I’m going to have another taste of that sweet pussy of yours. What I got before just wasn’t enough. Lie back.”

Holly did as he told her, and he arranged himself between her legs. With all of those toys she had anticipated more, somehow, and felt another pang of disappointment. She expected to feel his fingers on her again, but instead she heard a click and a hum and before she could look down a searing jolt of pleasure burst through her clit and sizzled all the way down to her toes.

“Ohmygod,” she moaned as she arched back against the bed, spreading herself wider for him. The vibrator sang across her clit in tiny circles that matched the throb of her pulse, sending waves of searing pleasure radiating out with each motion.

“Like that, do you?” Brett murmured, and then the end of his tongue slipped into her pussy and she forgot everything else.

He licked and lapped and sucked her mercilessly, all the while massaging her clit with the vibrator until she creamed so hard that it leaked past Brett’s tongue and soaked into the crack of her ass. Each breath became a moan of pleasure, and her muscles seemed locked into place as though she were afraid if she so much as twitched it would all come to an end. Then his free hand was under her, spreading her even further, and his tongue slid across the tight, pink rosebud hidden there.

“Oh, fuck.”

She flexed her hips, shoving herself against his tongue. Brett continued to tickle and tease her with the tip against that ultra-sensitive flesh while she wiggled and moaned, but his other hand shifted and the hum of the vibrator jumped in pitch as it sped up. A spasm in her thighs jerked her half-upright then she collapsed back onto the bed again as Brett’s finger stroked against her ass while he buried his tongue in her pulsating pussy.

This time when she came she saw stars and cried out loud enough that she was really glad Brett didn’t have neighbors. Afterwards she lay there with a faint sheen of sweat drying rapidly from her skin, limp as a dishrag. It took an effort, but she turned her head towards him, her eyes alight.

“Your ex-wife was an unbelievable idiot.”

His pleased grin turned wolf-like. “I’m glad that you enjoyed it, but you’ve had your fun and now it’s my turn.”

“Brett, after that you can do anything you want.”

“Good. Turn over and lift your ass up.”

A cold spike of fear pierced the after-orgasm glow. “Are you going to…”

“No, Holly. Not today. I’m just going to play a little and get you used to having something in there. I’ll start small—I promised I wouldn’t hurt you, remember?”

“Okay.”

He was tempted to chuckle at the thick relief in her voice, but the sight of her crouched before him with her ass in the air and that little pink blossom winking back at him had his cock raging at him to shove it balls-deep into her tight hole. Brett shook his head with a sigh. He had promised, after all, and he didn’t want her to be scared of it the next time.

The squirt of warming lube was icy in the crack of her ass, but Brett found her clit with the vibrator again and Holly let her eyelids droop. A second later his fingers began to rub the lube against her skin and delightful warmth spread out wherever he touched. With slow, gentle motions he worked his way down that narrow valley until he finally brushed across the tight ring of her ass. She clenched at that first touch, but slowly relaxed as he continued his massage without attempting entry. He went down almost to her pussy, and then turned around and headed up again. By the time he got back to her anus he had her whole bottom warm and tingling.

This time he paused there to rub around and around, gently increasing the pressure against the tight ring until the slippery tip of his finger pushed through. Holly gasped in surprise and tightened up, but Brett continued his easy motions until she relaxed again. Slowly he worked the finger further into her, to the first knuckle, then the second, while she accustomed herself to this strange intrusion. When he was most of the way in he began to fuck her with it very, very slowly.

“See? That’s not bad, is it?”

“Noooooo…”

It actually felt oddly pleasurable. After a couple of minutes she felt a second finger press against her opening, but this time her ass seemed to develop a mind of its own and fought back. It squeezed on the finger inside of her, clamping down too tightly for Brett to get the other inside. Finally he withdrew completely and went back to massaging her.

When he pressed again it was with both fingers, and he used enough pressure to gain entrance. Holly felt herself stretch and it hurt—hell, it burned—and she bit her lip to choke off a whimper. She knew he was trying not to hurt her; it was her fault for clenching up on him, and so she took several long, deep breaths and forced herself to loosen up. Even more slowly than before Brett worked the two fingers in and began moving them inside of her, fucking her with them in time to the motions of the vibrator on her clit.

Gradually the pain went away and the burning turned into something hot and decadent. The warmth in her bottom spread down through her pussy, and between those sensations and the vibrator on her clit she knew that she was going to come a third time before Brett was finished. She felt so slutty letting him do this to her ass, but it felt so good she didn’t want him to stop.

He slid up close and she felt the hot steel of his cock press into the bare skin of her thigh. She came within a hair of breaking down and begging him to just go ahead and shove it in her and fuck her, but she held onto that much at least, even as he picked up the tempo. His fingers fucking her ass and the vibrator’s frenzied buzz set off a white fire between her legs, and Holly’s fists dug into the bedclothes while her ass squeezed Brett’s fingers so hard had to pull them out.

Another squirt of cool lube landed on her and then Brett’s cock was there, sliding deep into that valley to fuck the hot, slick crack of her ass. He didn’t try to enter her, but the friction against her still-quivering asshole was almost unbearable after her orgasm. Fortunately it took him less than a minute before he groaned and shot his second load all over the creamy white skin of her ass.

He let his weight sink against her while his hands stroked soothingly along her lower back and flanks. At last he gave a long sigh and slid onto the bed beside her.

“Was it okay?” she asked him.

Holly wasn’t sure at first what to make of the long stare he gave her, but then he laughed and she could hear how pleased he was.

“Yeah,” he said breathlessly. “Yeah, it was okay.”

Brett found it almost impossible to concentrate on work the following week. Every thought seemed to be of Holly—whether of her lovely, naked body stretched out before him or her innocent green eyes looking up into his or that shy little smile that made his heart race. It was a constant fight not to look at her, and he worried that he was going to give himself away to someone else. Having her in his class had turned out to be far more dangerous than having her at his home, since he lived out of town with no one around him and a thick hedge that screened his driveway from the road. His classroom, however, left him exposed to any mistake he might make.

Worse still was his worry that after the first time she would decide it wasn’t worth it and never come back. She was young and beautiful and most of the boys in the school would have fallen all over themselves if she batted those big, green eyes at them. He was older and probably boring and already had a divorce under his belt. Where was the allure in that?

But she showed up the next Saturday looking eager as a puppy, sliding into his arms the moment the door closed and turning her face up to be kissed, and it was all Brett could do not to break down into relieved laughter. It was the happiest moment he had known in the two years since his ex-wife had asked for a divorce.

When he played it like last time and started with a gentle kiss, though Holly pressed herself up into his embrace and kissed him back fiercely. Rubbing her slender body against his set her body on fire and she reached up and twined her fingers into his thick, dark hair while her tongue played with his. She wanted this—had dreamed about it all week while she sat in his classroom with soaking panties—and this time it was going to be different. Last Saturday Brett had been sweet and gone easy trying to make things easy for her. Today she was going to make sure that he got what he wanted.

While Brett was not prone to self-flattery, the truth was that Holly never would have made this deal with any other teacher. And Mr. Edwards (Brett!) had been kind and gentle and hadn’t treated her like a whore. But during the week came the terrible thought that she might be so young and inexperienced that he would quickly tire of her once he had sated his initial fierce desire for her body. He’d get bored with her and toss her like a used piece of chewing gum. Sweet as he was he’d probably give her an A anyway, but she’d be nothing but one of those cum-drenched Kleenexes the cheerleaders tossed aside after giving hand-jobs to the football players after a game. But then she saw the stark relief written on his face when he opened the door, and her fear evaporated like fog in the sunlight.

She sank down from her toes and slowly pulled away from him, letting her fingers slide through his hair and down his shoulders and along the hard muscles of his chest. A wicked gleam shone in her eyes as she undressed for him. He followed her every movement until she stood completely bared, and then his eyes went wide as he realized just how bare she was—she had shaved herself smooth as an egg for him. Hiding a smile, she dropped to her knees and bowed her head with her arms extended palms up. A few hours on the internet was enough to learn a lot if you put in a little effort.

“Do what you want with me,” she whispered. “I’m a dirty little whore. I’m your dirty little whore. Use me. Punish me. You’ve been dreaming all week of playing with my ass and fucking it with that big cock of yours. Do it.”

A sharp intake of breath told her she had achieved the desired effect. Strong hands gripped her arms and pulled her to her feet, and she stumbled a bit when she saw the dark lust burning in his eyes. She wasn’t quite sure what she had loosed in him, but even as a delicious twinge of fear set her pulse racing she knew that it didn’t matter. She was going to let him do whatever he wanted today.

He drew her back to his bedroom and pushed her towards the bed then went rummaging through his dresser. This time instead of sex toys he pulled out a mass of wine-colored fabric. He held it up for her and when she realized it was a set of long silk scarves she began to understand what was in store for her. A cold shiver ran through her even as her clit hardened with a throb of anticipation.

Today he didn’t ask her permission or check first to see if it was all right; he simply knotted two of the scarves around her wrists and bent her over the side of the bed with her arms stretched out. The other ends of the scarves he tied around the bedposts on the far side of the bed, drawing them tight so there was very little play in them. When he was finished he moved behind her and pushed her legs apart so that they were splayed wide and she had to rest herself on the bed to take her weight. Silk rustled around her ankles and Brett swiftly tied her legs to the adjacent bedposts. Holly was helpless—bound and spread wide so that he could do whatever he wanted. She couldn’t even really turn enough to see what he was going to do to her; she could only wait and experience it as it happened.

 The one thing she did know with absolute certainty was that there was no way Brett was going to wait another week to fuck her ass.

Clothing rustled behind her and she knew he was stripping out of his t-shirt and jeans. She heard a click and a vibrator hummed to life. After last Saturday the sound alone made her nipples pucker and her pussy tremble with need. She wondered if he would use it on her ass, but instead he pushed it beneath her, along the pink furrow between her legs until the tip brushed against the pulsating ache of her clit.

Holly moaned as it thrummed against her, wanting to thrust back and drive herself against the cool plastic, but she was bound too tightly and could only lay there while Brett sent her spiraling up on dizzying drafts of pleasure. In seconds the vibrator was slippery with her cream from rubbing against her pussy, and moisture coated her lips and inner thighs. The position she was in, the sense of helplessness and even a little fear, had her cunt throbbing. It was a little like being on a roller coaster—it was supposed to be safe, of course, but there was just enough danger to get the adrenaline going and make it exciting. Oh, god was it exciting.

Hot breath tickled the back of her thigh so that she shivered, and then the warm velvet of Brett’s tongue followed it in a trail that drifted along the curve of her buttock and into the cleft between her legs. He pressed into the empty space above the vibrator, licking up her juices and stroking the entrance to her pussy until she whimpered with longing. She had been crazy to deny him, and she ached for him to take his cock and slam it into her virgin pussy until she was stretched and filled the way she was meant to be.

But before she could get the words out his tongue was sweeping a slow pattern up between her legs, into the narrow crack of her ass to hover over the pink ring there. This time she did buck and twist—what he was doing to her was so incredibly dirty and felt so amazingly good that she couldn’t hold herself still. She wriggled and moaned, but Brett’s tongue remained glued to her backside. Ripples of sweet heat ran out from there, faster and closer together, echoing with the thrum in her pussy and clit until she gave a little cry and sagged against the bed, thighs trembling.

Brett gave her one final lick then moved back, taking the vibrator with him. While she panted against the bed, drops of cold lube dribbled down into the exposed cleft between her buttocks. She flinched, but then his fingers were on her pussy, soft and soothing and searching for her clit. Holly let her head sink against the sheets as her body began to purr for him once more. She couldn’t move much, but she could rock her hips a bit against him and so she did, sliding her clit against the pads of his fingers until it started to swell and ache again.

Another finger, this one slimy with a thick coating of lube, swirled in tiny figure eights against the tight pucker of her ass. The sensitive skin twitched at his touch, still unused to these attentions and trying to ward off any intrusion, but Brett remained patient and after a minute it no longer felt irritating, only immensely pleasurable. When he finally pressed into her she stiffened, and then forced herself to relax and accept it. This much she had done before, and she knew she could take it.

Although it still hurt, when he put the second finger in it was easier this time since she knew what was coming. Holly felt the ring of muscle in her ass stretching to accommodate him without rather less discomfort than she remembered. It still felt strange, though, and she didn’t know if she would ever get used to the feeling of being fucked back there as Brett’s fingers slowly worked in and out. But he matched the slow, easy movements in her ass with those of his other hand on her pussy and clit and the two merged in a liquid heat that built in her center until juices spilled from her cunt and ran in hot drops down the insides of her thighs.

She gave a little cry when he pulled his fingers out of her ass. The emptiness shocked her, and the cessation of stimulation between her legs left her shuddering in reaction and unfulfilled need. Another orgasm hovered at the very fringes of her grasp, and she bit her lip in anguish.

“Brett, please,” she begged. “Please don’t stop.”

She felt him then, hot and impossibly hard against the smooth curve of her ass. She didn’t remember him being so big. In her hands and her mouth was one thing, but when measured against that tiny opening his cock seemed absolutely enormous. Fear gripped her and she had to fight not to beg him to stop, to call the whole thing off.

The round, fleshy head nestled up against her hole and she could feel him pulsating against the tight grip of her buttocks, and then he thrust against her, a slow but steady pressure that demanded she open to him. For a minute her muscles rebelled, and then the head pushed through with a popping sensation and he was in her ass.

It hurt—oh, how it hurt at first—and burned much worse than taking his fingers had. She stretched still more as he thrust again and lodged another inch inside her, and it felt as though she was going to burst. The ring of her ass was on fire, and finally she let out a cry as he pressed still deeper inside of her. Little whimpers broke from her as her ass squeezed and twitched trying to get him out.

She felt him pause, and his hands stroked her softly. “Holly?”

“Don’t stop.”

“Holly, I promised you I wasn’t going to hurt you.”

“Do it, Brett. Do it, do it, do it. I want to feel you buried inside me. Fuck my ass.”

Fingers clenched hard in the soft flesh of her hips and he slid even more deeply into her. She clenched her teeth and wiggled her ass back against him.

“More, baby. Give me the whole thing.”

He gave a final shove and the scratchy hair of his thighs and belly pressed against her soft skin. Sweat beaded Holly’s forehead; he felt like a baseball bat crammed in her ass, terribly huge and she felt so full. For a few seconds he just rested there, giving them both a chance to get used to the feeling, and then Brett began to slowly rock against her.

At first it just burned, a hot, raw feeling in her stuffed rectum. Gradually though, his movements stirred something else inside her—a warm buzz that spread deeper through her and sent tingles drifting through her pussy and into her very core. Brett’s easy, smooth strokes gave the feeling a chance to slowly build until she felt herself approaching the edge once more. It wasn’t the same as the orgasms she had when he was playing with her clit and pussy, but she was definitely going to come again, this time from his cock buried balls-deep in her ass.

Brett came first with a hard grunt and a thrust that pushed her hard into the bed. His cock jerked inside her as he shot his cum into her bowels, and its movement was all it took to make her explode along with him. As she cried aloud her ass squeezed him again and again, her muscles spasming uncontrollably until she collapsed gasping onto the bed.

She was still twitching back there when Brett eased his still-hard cock out of her and moved around the bed to untie her. Free at last, she slid up on the bed and rolled over onto her back. Brett joined her, his lips cool as he pressed them against her damp forehead.

“Thank you, Holly.”

She smiled and closed her eyes, her body so pleasure-drenched that she couldn’t speak.

*          *          *

Christmas break was tough on Brett. Holly’s family had gone out of town for the holidays and she wouldn’t be back until January. He missed her—not just the sex, but her. Her smile when he answered the door, her laughter floating through his house. It killed him that with every Saturday they spent together and every A he gave her she got a little closer to leaving Cypress Canyon for good, and the school year was already halfway over.

Just to get out of the house for a while he walked out to the mailbox. He wasn’t expecting anything, but inside he found a plain, brown parcel with no return address, and he took it back to the house and sat on the couch to unwrap it. There was a smaller box inside covered in wrapping paper with cute little reindeer designs. Beneath the wrapping paper was a small white box that looked familiar, somehow. He turned it over and saw the words ethinyl estradiol printed on the side.

Birth control pills. The ones his ex-wife used had come in the same box. Curious now he shook out the box onto the coffee table. Two things fell out—a condom still in its foil wrapper and a folded piece of hot pink paper. He opened the paper and immediately recognized Holly’s graceful handwriting.

Brett,

I wanted to tell you Merry Christmas, and I wish I could be there with you. I’ve thought about this a lot the last few weeks, and I’ve decided I really don’t want to wait after all. I know what I said and I know what we agreed to, but somehow I don’t think you’ll mind if I change the terms of our arrangement a little. So you’ll have something extra to unwrap when I get back.

Holly <3 <3 <3

P.S. Don’t think for a minute that this means I’m not looking forward to feeling your cock in my ass again when I get home. <3 - Holly

A wickedly grinning little smiley face leered at him from under her signature. He stared at it. Then he stared at the condom and the white box. By the time he had read the note for the third time he was smiling. Brett wasn’t sure what it might mean for the two of them in the long term, but for the first time he began to feel a little hopeful. All he had to do now was manage to get through the two weeks until Holly got home.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at Relentless. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.






Sneak Peek: Relentless

MR. GARRETT WAS WATCHING ME. He didn’t want to, but he couldn’t help himself. Every couple of minutes he’d realize his eyes had drifted back to me and he’d give a guilty little start. When I caught him at it our gazes locked, and I gave him a knowing smirk as I shifted in my seat to slowly recross my bare legs. He didn’t miss that, either. Hooray for miniskirts.

His eyes narrowed, fire glinting in their mossy green depths. Apparently he wasn’t a big fan of my teasing. That was just too bad, because I wasn’t anywhere near done with him yet. I let the tip of my tongue glide slowly across my upper lip, then back along the edge of my lower one. His own lips whitened, pressed into a tight line—angry, intense, so fucking hot. Still holding his eyes, I twirled a strand of my long, dark hair in my fingers and let my smile turn sultry. Yes. I’m toying with you. What are you going to do about it?

“Mckenzie, are you done with your quiz?”

The rage in his voice when he says my name always makes me wet. “Not yet.”

“Then might I suggest that you turn your attention back to the paper on your desk?”

I made a show of sitting up straight and squaring my shoulders before giving him a saucy wink. “Yes, sir!”

Feigning obedience, I bent my head before he could react then pretended not to notice his aggravation. As I blazed through the rest of the test, though, I snatched little glances at him where he sat perched on the corner of his desk. His short, russet brown hair was mussed as though he ran his fingers through it—probably from frustration with me. Deep set, green-gray eyes regarded the world with weary cynicism from a face that was too hard, too angled, to be classically handsome. It was far more interesting than merely handsome would have been. It was captivating. Arresting. Ever since I’d moved into his class in January, I’d spent hours memorizing the stark lines and planes of that face until I could see it perfectly in my mind when I lay in bed late at night. And I certainly wasn’t alone in that.

Seth Garrett didn’t look like a teacher. The sleeves of his untucked button down shirt were rolled up past his elbows to display tanned, muscular forearms while his worn, faded jeans hugged powerful thighs and a firm ass that I longed to sink my fingers into. There wasn’t a girl at school who hadn’t sighed over him and fantasized about him at least a little.

But I was the one who was going to get him.

Five minutes later I set my pen down on my desk and deliberately made eye contact with him again, the challenging smirk on my lips daring him to say something. I could tell he wanted to let it go, but finally he shifted his body towards me with a sigh.

“Mckenzie, is there something wrong?”

I shrugged. I could have aced his quiz in my sleep. “No. I’m finished.”

A skeptical eyebrow quirked up. “Really?”

“Yes, really.”

He slid down and walked over to my desk and held out his hand. The spice of cologne and his raw, male scent were like gasoline feeding the flames of my desire, and the tightness around his eyes and mouth warned me that his temper was on a very short leash with me. It was so hot that I could have blazed up and turned to ashes, just like the flash paper we played with in chemistry class. 

With a gulp, I handed him my quiz. He scanned the page then peered down at me with an unreadable expression, his eyes dark and hooded. Finally he spun and returned to his spot on the edge of his desk without another word. I throbbed with every step he took and pressed my thighs together trying to quell the ache inside. I just hoped my panties wouldn’t be totally soaked by the time class was over.

*    *    *

My hands were shaking when the bell finally rang and the students sprang up like a bunch of jack-in-the boxes to go to their next classes. Mckenzie threw me one last sultry look as she headed for the door, and I couldn’t help the way my eyes tracked the hypnotic sway of her perfect ass as she walked out into the hall.

Damn her. She wasn’t the first female student who had tried this since I’d started teaching. I’d never paid any attention to the others, though, and they’d all given up after a while. Why couldn’t I ignore her? How the fuck was she able to push all of my buttons and do it so easily, as though she lived inside my own head or something? She knew exactly what would get a rise out of me, and she baited me every single chance she got. Outwardly, I kept it under control. Mostly, anyway. Inwardly, I couldn’t decide what I wanted to do the most—strangle her, or bend her over my desk and give her exactly what she was begging for.

I wasn’t supposed to want her. I didn’t want to want her. I was her teacher, she was my student, and the whole situation was a disaster in the making. But whenever I saw her, all I could think about was fucking her. That’s what she’d done to me in the few short weeks she’d been in my World History class. Teacher ethics, personal morals? I was holding onto their shredded remnants with my fingernails and slipping a little further every day.

I should have gone to someone for help. I should have had her transferred to another class. I should have kept my temper and libido firmly in check when she was in the room. But I didn’t do any of those things. Maybe it was because forbidden fruit really is the sweetest, or maybe it was just because I wasn’t done self-destructing yet. Either way, I did nothing to stop it. And then it was too late.

Continue reading Relentless …
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Taking Kelsey

She knew he could do anything he wanted to her, anything at all. And the most frightening thing was that some part of her wanted him to.

Kelsey is the preacher’s oldest—still so innocent that she’s hardly even kissed a boy before. When her ride gets pulled over for DUI after they’ve been out drinking with some frat boys from their college she figures it’s all over for her. The preacher has threatened to kick her out if she gets in trouble, and she’s sure she’ll end up in jail for underage drinking. But blue-eyed Deputy Jack Thompson has other ideas. He’ll keep her out of jail and cover for her with the preacher—for a price. He wants her in his bed, and he’s not interested in taking no for an answer. Will Kelsey trade her innocence for an alibi?

Enticing Erin

The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Sean and Vick have had it. Ever since the trio of sorority girls moved in at the beginning of the summer, they’ve been a perpetual pain in the ass. Loud, drunken parties last until dawn, somehow their trash always ends up in Sean and Vicki's yard, and music blares out of the house at all hours even when none of the girls are at home.

When Sean and Vicki wake up to a yard and pool full of bottles and broken glass, they finally hit their fuck it limit. It’s time to put a stop to the girls’ crap once and for all, and Vicki knows just how to do it. She has a brilliant plan to get even while teaching the girls a lesson they'll never forget - and she's going to immortalize the whole thing on video.

Polly and Her Neighbor

She wanted to hate Josh for what he was making her do, but at the same time she didn’t want him to ever stop.

When nineteen-year-old Polly backs into her handsome neighbor Josh’s brand new car, it’s all she can do not to break down and cry. She’s going to be late for work again, her insurance is going to go through the roof, and Josh is going to be so angry at her.

No one actually noticed the accident, though, and so Polly decides not to leave a note. As she drives away, she thinks she’s gotten away scot-free.

But her luck runs out when Josh shows up at her house that night with photos of the accident and threatens to turn her over to the police. He’s furious and intends to teach her a hard lesson. How far will Polly be willing to go to convince Josh to let her off the hook?  Will she let him use her however he wants, rough and without protection?

Hysteria

This machine was the Professor’s ultimate achievement. No woman who had lain on this table had yet been able to withstand it.

Lord Elliston is at his wit’s end with his daughter Emily. Nothing he tries seems to make the slightest impact on her deplorable behavior, and when she is caught stealing a handkerchief he knows that it is time for desperate measures. One name comes up again and again—Professor George E. Feversham. The founder of Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education has a reputation for reforming troubled young women of the lower classes, and his treatments for praefocatio matricis—female hysteria—are renowned in scientific circles. It seems that the Professor is his last, best hope for regaining control of his daughter. But what will the treatments mean for Emily?
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I was lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my sexy stories. Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at my blog. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO
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	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}
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