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Summary

Polly just wants to graduate from college, but somehow she’s always getting into trouble with her boss or the neighbors and whenever that happens it seems there’s only one way to fix things.
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Polly and Her Neighbor

SHE WAS RUNNING LATE AGAIN. It was the third day that week Polly had overslept, hitting snooze half a dozen times before she finally dragged herself out of bed and into the shower to let the steaming water jolt her out of her somnolence. Even then she felt barely half-awake, still bleary-eyed as she stepped out to slip on a robe and wrap a towel around her pale blonde hair. It wasn’t until she staggered into the kitchen for her coffee that she came completely awake—and that was because she saw the time. As panic dumped a surge of adrenaline into her bloodstream she scampered back to her room to get dressed, her coffee sloshing dark droplets onto the beige carpet in her haste.

One more year. She just had to make it through one more year and she would be finished with college and she could slow down a little. The hectic pace of trying to both work full time and take a full load of classes had begun to take a toll, especially now that she was taking the harder, senior-level courses. After work she would grab some fast food she could quickly wolf down in her car and head across town to class, often not getting back home until after the university library closed at midnight and her study group broke up. Then it was home to finish any last-minute homework and collapse into bed for a few hours of fitful sleep before getting up and starting it all over again.

She rummaged through the clothes piled by the bed until she found a white skirt with black polka dots that wasn’t too wrinkled—her boss, Mr. Evans, didn’t allow jeans in the office—and dragged out a dark pink top to go with it. With a thin white leather belt and a pair of black strappy sandals from her closet to finish off the outfit she figured she was presentable enough. She might not win any fashion awards, but Mr. Evans would most likely be looking at her legs and not her clothes anyway. A hurried pass of her comb through her still-damp curls and a couple of minutes’ work on her face completed her efforts and she bolted out the door. If she hit the lights right she could just squeeze in to work on time.

She yanked hard on the door of her fifteen year old rust bucket to break loose its sticky latch and slid in, dropping her purse onto the passenger seat. As the engine purred to life she dragged the seat belt across her body and eased into reverse all in one swift motion. Twenty-one minutes left. Goosing the gas she lurched backwards down her driveway and onto the street, wrestling her car around the Escalade parked partway across her driveway. As she swerved to get around it she caught a glimpse of black in her mirror just before she smacked with a cringe-inducing tinkle of breaking glass and plastic into the car which had been masked by the bulk of the SUV.

It was Josh Bennett’s brand new Dodge Charger.

Polly’s knuckles whitened as her hands clenched on the steering wheel. She had twenty minutes left to get to work on time. Josh Bennett was arrogant and patronizing and if she had to tell him she had just smashed into his new car he was going to be even more unpleasant to her than usual. He’d keep her tied up for an hour at least while they sorted out the insurance and he berated her and insulted her driving ability.

But it wasn’t her fault that the idiot next door insisted on parking that behemoth right against her driveway, was it?

Heart pounding she glanced quickly to either side, but the coast seemed to be clear. So far no one had noticed her little accident. For another endless moment she sat there biting her lip then she hit the gas and took off down the street as though she had a pack of rabid insurance claims adjusters hot on her tail.

To her surprise she did actually make it to work on time.

At lunch she went out to the parking lot to check the damage, but there was nothing except a dark smear of paint along with a couple of sharp pieces of clear plastic embedded in her rear bumper. A little work with a damp rag removed the worst of the evidence, and Polly went back inside to eat her lunch with a growing sense of relief. It looked as though she had dodged the bullet.

Her study group broke up early so it was only nine o’clock when she pulled into her driveway that night. For once she wasn’t completely worn out, and she thought she might actually get to watch a little television before she went to bed. Once she had changed into a pair of soft pajama pants and a tank top she went to the living room and flipped on the TV. After a bit of channel surfing she found what she wanted—and she had just enough time to make some popcorn before the show started.

No sooner had the microwave started its buzzing hum than the doorbell rang.

Her mouth went dry. No one that she knew would come by this late without texting or calling first. That could only mean…

Josh Bennett stood directly under her porch light, tapping a stack of papers against one leg. Polly wilted as all her dreams of getting away scot-free withered away, but desperation held her there with her hand on the doorknob. Maybe if she didn’t answer he would think she had left with friends or something and give up. Her eye went to the peephole again just as he rang the doorbell once more then knocked on the door hard enough to make her jump.

Apparently he wasn’t going away.

Polly took a deep breath and opened the door. Her neighbor surprised her by offering her a friendly smile.

“Hi, Polly. I’m really sorry to bother you so late. It’s just that somebody hit my car while it was parked in front of my house this morning, so I’m checking around to see if anybody saw or heard anything.”

Icy fingers of fear slithered through her. “Sorry, Mr. Bennett, but I didn’t notice anything,” she stammered.

“That’s odd,” he said, tilting his head with a puzzled expression. “See, Dave—the guy in the house next to yours—set up a camera back when we had all those break-ins a couple of months ago. He checked and there were a couple of shots I thought you might be able to explain.”

He handed her two printed out photos that showed her backing into his car. Her license plate was legible in both, and in the second one she was clearly visible looking right at the camera. Cheese!

When she looked up from the pictures he wasn’t smiling anymore. Fear puddled cold and oily in the pit of her stomach as his eyes narrowed in anger.

“So do you have anything you’d like to say, any kind of miraculous excuse to exonerate you crashing into my car and then driving off without even having the courtesy to leave me a note?”

Polly swallowed hard and shook her head.

“I didn’t think so.”

Before she could stop him he stepped inside and pushed past her, slamming the door behind him.

“What are you—”

He shoved a handful of papers at her. “I had the damage appraised this afternoon. It’s going to cost about a thousand dollars to fix. I haven’t even put five hundred miles on that car yet, Polly. The new car smell hasn’t even started to fade and now it’s banged up. That really pisses me off. I’ve hardly gotten to enjoy it yet, but now every time I look at it I’m going to know that it’s not good as new anymore.”

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

His lips parted in a grin full of malice. “You’re going to be sorrier. See, in this state what you did is classed as a hit and run. Since the damage to my car was over two hundred dollars it’s a class B misdemeanor. I printed out the statute from the attorney general’s web pages for you; take a look.”

With trembling fingers she sorted through the papers he had handed her until she found the right ones, then read along with a growing sense of despair as Josh continued his tirade.

“Six months in jail and a suspended license,” he informed her with icy satisfaction. “Oh, you probably won’t serve all six months, but they’re cracking down on this kind of thing so you’ll probably do ninety days.”

Ninety days in jail. She’d lose her job. Get thrown out of her house. She’d have to withdraw from her classes and that would push her graduation date back a full year. Her dad would dump her from his auto insurance when he found out, and it would cost a fortune to get her own with this on her record. She raised her gaze slowly to meet his, her eyes wide with horror.

“I’ll pay for the damage.”

He let out a little bark of laughter. “My insurance will pay for the damage. That’s why I have it. Of course they’ll get the money from your insurance. But it’s not about the money. You need to be taught a lesson.”

“Please don’t do this.”

“You’ve got to learn to take responsibility for your actions.”

She sank to her knees before him, blue eyes wide and pleading as she begged. “Please, Mr. Bennett. You don’t understand; I’ll lose everything. Please.”

*          *          *

It was seeing her on her knees begging him that did it. His cock stirred when those big, innocent blue eyes turned up to him glistening with unshed tears, and suddenly he realized he wasn’t nearly as interested in punishing her with jail. Josh had always thought she was the hottest girl on the block with those long legs, slender curves, and perfect grapefruit-sized tits. No, he could think of better ways to punish her, ways that would give him more personal satisfaction. Punishment could take many forms, and as he considered her still on her knees before him his cock went hard as a rock.

“Your popcorn is burning.”

“What?” She stared at him uncomprehending, as though he had spoken in Latin or something.

“I said your popcorn is burning.”

The smell finally hit her. “Oh, crap!” she muttered and darted for the kitchen.

While she dealt with that he took a seat on her couch, laced his fingers behind his head, and propped his feet up on her scuffed coffee table. Was it possible to be both the good cop and the bad cop at the same time? A fresh wave of the burned popcorn smell erupted from the kitchen then Polly came back, her eyes widening again at the sight of him on her sofa.

“So the way I see it,” he drawled, “you have two options. I go home and in the morning I call the police and file a report. Some time after that you get arrested and go to jail.”

She gulped. “And my second option?”

“You do your very, very best to persuade me to drop it.”

He saw her gaze flicker down to his crotch and her face went scarlet. Even though it was obvious that she already knew the answer she asked, “How do I do that?”

“Oh, I think you know, Polly.”

There was a long pause and she kept her eyes downcast, willing to look anywhere but at him.

“You won’t call the police?”

“I won’t call the police. I won’t even report you to my insurance company.”

“How do I know you’ll keep your word?”

He shrugged. “You’ll just have to trust me. You don’t really have any choice, do you?”

When he saw the two tears of shame glide down her cheeks he knew he had her.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked, her voice very small.

Josh allowed himself a small, victorious smile and settled back into the couch cushions. “First I want you to take off your clothes. Strip for me. I want to see if that body is as amazing as I’ve dreamed.”

For a moment she hesitated and he thought she was going to refuse, but then she took a deep breath and in one swift motion tugged her gray t-shirt over her head. To Josh’s delight she was braless, and his pulse kicked up a notch as his eyes roved across her bare skin, from the smooth plane of her belly up to the perfect swell of her ripe tits. With her pale complexion, Polly’s slowly stiffening nipples reminded him of strawberries poking out of a dish of vanilla ice cream. He had every intention of finding out if she tasted as delicious as she looked.

Her hands went up in an automatic move to cover her exposed flesh, but she caught herself and lowered them again. Briefly she met his gaze, and then she bit her lip and looked away as her fingers gripped the waistband of her gray and pink plaid pajamas. With deliberate slowness she tugged them down past her hips to reveal her black panties then let them go to whisper down the silky length of her legs and fall in a pile around her bare feet. Polly’s tits rose as she took a deep breath to steady her nerve, her nipples hard and crinkled now, and she kicked the pajama bottoms next to her discarded t-shirt.

She did look at him then, crystal blue eyes filled with hurt and disbelief at what she was doing, at what he was making her do. But that just made him want her even more—her helplessness fed his desire like pouring gasoline on an open flame. She saw it smoldering in his eyes, recognized that there was no mercy in him for her, and slowly her slender shoulders slumped in defeat. Trembling now, she bent over as she skimmed out of her filmy panties, giving Josh a wonderful view of the rounded curves of her ass and a glimpse of the shadowy cleft between her legs.

When she straightened he scanned every inch of her, from her slender ankles up her perfectly turned legs to the V of her mound, bare of even a hint of peach fuzz. He paused there, imagining how that pale skin would feel against him before his gaze to the dark ellipse of her navel and on to her proud, firm tits once more. She was every bit as lovely as he had thought she must be, and all he wanted now was to possess her.

“I want you to take my cock out and suck it,” he told her, his voice husky with arousal.

Without a word she pushed the coffee table to the side and knelt between his legs. Shaking fingers fumbled at the button on his jeans at first, but she got them unfastened and slowly worked the zipper down to give his swollen cock some relief. Her fingertips slid along his length where he pressed tightly against his briefs until he strained and pressed against the thin fabric enough to stretch the waistband. Josh couldn’t remember the last time he wanted a girl this much. He ached to shove her down and shove himself into her with one hard thrust, but he forced himself to hold back. This was a moment to be savored.

Polly’s fingers were cool against the skin of his abdomen as she worked his underwear down far enough to free his manhood. A little gasp escaped from her as the shaft sprang loose right in front of her eyes. A red and purple tower gnarled with thick veins, it quivered and pulsed with a life of its own, a burning hunger for the flesh of the lovely girl crouched before him.

“Persuade me,” he whispered.

Polly blinked then tucked her ash blonde hair back over her shoulder and bent over his lap. Soft-skinned hands went around his shaft to caress him with slow strokes, both hands working him gently at once until Josh was moaning in ecstasy. His eyes half-closed as one by one his muscles relaxed and except for his throbbing cock he went limp. Even as he unwound, though, her pink tongue flashed out to slither against the swollen, purple skin of his head. Breath hissed between his teeth as warm, wet velvet tickled along the flared edges, leaving a cool sheen of her saliva glistening in its wake.

His rigid pole grew still harder between her smooth little palms, throbbing with his pulse and straining towards the promise of her rosy lips. Polly glanced up at him, her eyes veiled by sooty lashes, and then engulfed his head with her mouth. Lips stretched around his girth while her tongue swirled to bathe him in her hot saliva, creeping down to swallow him little by little while her hands continued their easy rhythm on his shaft. Despite his clenched lips another groan tore itself from Josh. He couldn’t believe how good she was at this, especially since he couldn’t recall ever seeing any guys over at her house. She certainly didn’t seem to have a steady boyfriend. Maybe she was just a natural; whatever the reason, he wasn’t about to complain.

As she lowered herself on him one hand slid down to massage his aching balls. Fresh surges of pleasure rocked him and his head lolled back against the couch, eyes closed and all of his being focused on the sensation pouring through his manhood. From clenching the couch cushions his hands moved to her head. She froze as his fingers brushed her hair, but he only rested there lightly and after a moment she continued her slobbery attentions. When she had gone as far down as she was able she began to suck her way back up his shaft, her tongue lazily tickling the sensitive underside until he could barely stand it. Polly got all the way back up to the head and then sucked hard, finally freeing him from her lips with a loud pop!

A chill ran through him as the cool air hit his wet skin, but then her lips surrounded him once more and he squirmed against the couch at the sensation of her hot little mouth working against him. Down and down his shaft she slid, taking more of him than he would have believed her capable of, until his entire cock was lubricated with her spit. Hands slid more easily, feather-light along his skin while her tongue tickled and licked until Josh felt himself starting to lose it. Pre-cum mixed with Polly’s spit to make him even more slippery, and the swirling pressure in his balls was like an alarm going off. Another minute and he was going to shoot off in her mouth.

With a shudder he forced it back, willing his mind to focus elsewhere until he got himself under control. His hands tightened against her head and he pulled her up off of him. It was pure agony—what his cock wanted was for him to shove himself down her throat and fuck her mouth until he exploded. But he wasn’t ready to finish yet.

“Oh no,” he rasped, his breath coming in sharp gusts, “you’re not getting off that easily.” He grinned as the double meaning struck him. “And neither am I.”

*          *          *

The taste of Josh’s pre-cum had been thick and salty in her mouth when he pulled her away. Polly had thought that he might be content to let her finish him off that way—she had even decided to swallow every drop in hopes of convincing him that she was doing her very best—but she should have known better. She had seen the lust burning in his eyes when she stripped for him and knew that he wouldn’t be satisfied with just a blow job.

As she lifted up she licked the spittle from her lips and wiggled her jaw; he was big enough that she had to open really wide to take him and now she was a little sore. That just made her wonder what was in store for her next, but her lecherous neighbor didn’t leave her in doubt for long.

“My turn now,” he said as he stood up, and gripping her by the elbows he lifted her to her feet.

He twisted her around so that they traded places with her on the couch and Josh positioned between her legs. Before she knew what he was about he had dropped to the floor, and his hands slid up her thighs to her hips and pulled her forward until she was sitting right on the edge of the couch. A slow grin spread across Josh’s face as he leered straight down into her most private places.

“Mmm,” he growled. “Just as lovely as the rest of you.”

She realized then what he meant to do, and a tremor ran through her even as she felt herself go moist in anticipation. It was so very intimate, so incredibly personal, even more than having him fuck her.

“Please don’t,” she whispered, but even to her own ears it didn’t sound sincere.

Josh might as well have not heard her at all. His hands kept her trembling thighs spread wide apart as he leaned in and took a deep breath. Above him Polly could smell the musky scent of her own growing arousal; from his position between her legs it must have been almost overpowering.

Breath steamed against the skin of her inner thigh as his tongue darted against her, followed by the warm caress of Josh’s soft lips as he placed kiss after kiss on her silky smoothness. Each caress of those velvet lips, each searing breath against her left tingling patches in their wake until her lower body was on fire. Her nipples were already hard, her breasts full and tight, and when he planted a kiss at the very root of her thigh, his stubbly cheek brushing against her swollen nether lips, Polly’s clit awakened with the ravenous need of a hungry child.

Fingers pressed through her lips to discover the rim of her pussy. Josh smeared her own wetness against her pink flesh, dipping into the juices that overflowed from her fountain again and again until her whole slit was coated in her slippery honey. Far below her belly button the muscles of her pussy trembled with the slowly churning heat that was building in her loins. As his fingertips grazed the aching pearl nestled in its folds at the edge of her furrow she let out a low moan and her hips moved on their own to rub herself against his fingers.

With slow, sure motions he swirled his slick fingers over her until wave after wave of sizzling pleasure scorched through her. Polly’s body rocked with him; it had been so long since she had been touched this way, so long since anyone had made her feel so wonderful. 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. What she really wanted was more.

As though he had read her mind Josh’s fingers crept back down to the sodden opening of her pussy and he slowly pushed one digit inside her tight, clinging tunnel. The sudden ache in her clit made her whimper in frustration, but then the tip of his tongue landed on it and traced a circle around its edges.

She moaned as her thigh and stomach muscles locked under the sweet agony of his slow licks. “Oh,” she breathed. “Oh, yes. Like that.”

While he continued to lick her clit, Josh’s finger pumped inside her with deep, easy thrusts, and under that dual assault she was getting wetter by the second. Her ass slid forward on the couch in her efforts to get even more of him inside of her until she was hanging half-off of the cushions, but she didn’t notice. Her eyelids drooped and closed as her hands moved to her breasts, lightly tweaking her stiff nipples to ramp up the heat burning in her core even further.

Between her legs the tension built—taut, prickling pleasure so intense that it blocked out everything else in the room. Fingers and tongue whipped her back and forth between them, ratcheting up the heat blossoming in her belly until she couldn’t take it another second.

Release when it came almost overwhelmed her. Polly’s thighs tightened around Josh’s head as her back arched and she threw back her head with a shriek. Between her legs Josh pulled his finger from her pussy and thrust his tongue far up inside her in its place. She writhed against his face, her flesh even more sensitive than before in the throes of her orgasm so that the slightest touch made her jump and cry out until every last bit of ecstasy had been wrung from her slender body and she lay there limp and quivering.

Josh rose to his feet and looked down on her with a pleased smirk.

“Poor Polly. Been a while since anyone has done that for you? I was going to stop and make you come while I fucked you, but you seemed to be having such a good time that I didn’t want to make you wait.”

A blush crawled across the girl’s pale skin. It had been a long time. Between her school and work schedules there just hadn’t been any way to fit in a boyfriend or even much in the way of dating for the last year. Until Josh’s hands were on her she hadn’t realized how much she had missed being touched, how much her body had craved what he had just given her, but she could hardly admit that to him.

Of course from the look in his eyes it was plain that he knew it without her saying a word.

Without taking his eyes from her Josh pulled off his shirt and let his pants fall to the floor. In seconds he was naked as well, his still-rigid cock pointing at her like an accusation.

“Up,” he commanded. “I’m not done with you yet.”

As she rose unsteadily to her feet Josh took hold of her and positioned her so she was bent over the padded arm of the couch. She let her weight rest there while her neighbor carefully spread her feet wide apart to bare all of her secret places to his lustful gaze. When he had her where he wanted her Josh stepped forward and let his cock slide into the cleft between her cheeks. Goose bumps crawled across her skin as the burning hardness of his rod pressed against her and she tensed as she awaited what was to come.

Powerful hands slid from her back down along her hips, and his cock pulsed slowly against her as he caressed the firm flesh of her ass and upper thighs. Seemingly in no hurry Josh let his hands wander over her body, now dipping between her legs to touch her still-damp sex, now kneading the muscles of her lower back. Despite herself Polly felt herself relaxing under these soothing ministrations, and as his touch became gradually more intimate her clit swelled and returned to life with a familiar ache.

At last Josh moved back a little and slid his manhood down along the slit between her legs. It took him a moment to get situated, but then the thick head of his cock pushed its way into the entrance of her pussy. Her breath caught as he pressed into her, the tunnel which had taken his finger earlier now having to stretch for this much thicker member. The flutter in her depths was answered as inch after inch of his shaft penetrated her. While he wasn’t so big that it hurt, he stretched her in a way that was both satisfying and pleasurable until she felt too full of him to possibly take any more.

It wasn’t until his body came to rest against the smooth curves of her ass and held himself there so she knew that he was in all the way that Polly remembered to breathe again.

Once more his hands gripped her hips, this time for leverage. Gradually he began to move inside her, gently at first while he waited for her hot juices to lubricate them both, then a little faster. Feeling her insides swell as he pushed into her sent lazy tingles sizzling through her center. As the ache in her clit redoubled and her pussy turned liquid with fresh juices she moaned in disbelief. She was going to do it again.

Rocking harder against her now, Josh was letting himself come halfway out of her before ramming his cock into her depths once more. With each thrust his balls slapped into her with little shock waves that spread up to jar her clit. Polly reached back between her legs with one hand, her fingers teasing that swollen knot with practiced ease while Josh filled her thrumming pussy again and again. His little grunts told her that he wasn’t far away from coming now, and so she felt back along her body until her fingers brushed his balls. With light strokes she rubbed them, feeling them swell and tighten as the pressure inside built and Josh gripped her hips hard enough to hurt.

“Oh, damn,” he muttered, then shoved hard into her with a hoarse groan, hands clamped to hold him buried in her depths.

Polly’s fingers left his balls and went back to her little nub, rubbing frantically as she worked herself on Josh’s slippery pole. Hot cum filled her and slowly dripped out to run down her thighs. She was almost there.

“Oh please, please, please,” she begged, her eyes closing to shut out everything else.

Josh’s manhood stirred inside of her again and her neighbor resumed his thrusts, squishing wetly against her as their juices mingled within her tunnel. Swirls of color danced behind her eyes as the heat between her legs surged with prickling flames. The frenzied strokes of her fingers against her clit clawed streams of pleasure from her belly and tied them in tight, bright knots until she could barely breathe.

Then everything came undone at once and she sagged back against Josh as her knees went and her pussy clamped down, muscles rippling along his entire length as she tried to squeeze every inch of the cock filling her.

Polly was dimly aware of Josh slowly withdrawing his still-hard cock from her dripping hole, and glanced back over her shoulder. Her neighbor gave her ass a pat then bent to collect his clothes from the floor.

“Well Polly,” he said a little breathlessly, “you convinced me. Consider your little accident forgotten.”

A deep sigh escaped her and she slumped in relief. She had done it.

“Just be more careful next time you back out, hmm? Or else it’s your ass.”

Fingertips traced lightly down the ticklish crevice between her cheeks and she shivered at the implication. The dark fire that still smoldered in his eyes was both a warning and a promise—next time Josh was going to expect a lot more.

The End






Polly and Her Boss

POLLY STEERED HER BATTERED CIVIC into an empty parking space and turned off the key with a groan. She was late for work again, second time this week, and Mr. Evans was going to kill her. Last week he had written her up and given her dire warnings of what would happen if she didn’t straighten her act out. Now she sat unmoving in her car, hands frozen on the steering wheel as she debated whether it might not be better just to call in sick.

The worst part was that it hadn’t even been her fault this time. She had gotten up when her alarm went off and actually managed to leave a little early, only to be stuck in traffic for twenty minutes while the police cleared a wreck. Twenty minutes sitting in a hot car with an air conditioner that didn’t work while she breathed in exhaust fumes left her frazzled, and by the time she made it to the office parking lot she wasn’t sure if she could take Mr. Evans yelling at her again. Cold dread settled into the pit of her stomach just thinking about it—the last time he had sent her home in tears and she hadn’t been able to make herself go to class that night.

Between her boss and her statistics class and hitting her neighbor’s car a couple of weeks back, Polly was about at her limit. She had bills due, though, and she couldn’t really afford to miss work. Since she was only part-time she didn’t get sick days, so if she took a day off her check was going to be awfully ugly just when she needed it the most. Might as well go in and face the music and get it over with.

Hoping to avoid notice she went in through the side door instead of passing through the main lobby. It took her an extra minute or so, but she didn’t have to pass Mr. Evans’s office that way. With a little luck she could get to her cubicle without her boss seeing her, and he might not even notice her tardiness. Well, eventually he would catch it on the computerized time sheets, but by then it would be in the past and he might not get quite so angry.

She tiptoed the last twenty feet so her heels wouldn’t click on the tiled floor, past cubicles full of other girls wearing headphones all typing madly away to convert voice recordings to text. None of them spared her so much as a glance as she glided by. When she reached her own space she slid into her chair, quickly logged on to her computer, and let out a deep sigh of relief as her assignment list appeared on the screen. She had made it.

For the next half hour Polly’s fingers flew over the keyboard in her determination to make up for lost time, since as long as she wasn’t actually behind on her work Mr. Evans seemed more inclined to let her off with warnings. The fact that she was really good at her job certainly didn’t hurt, either. Of course the best thing to do would just be to try a little harder to get to work on time. It was just so hard with her class schedule and the amount of homework and studying she had to keep up with, though. Until now she had never dreamed that her senior year of college would be this tough. She never seemed to get enough sleep; the only time she remotely caught up was on the weekends, and by the middle of the week she felt like a zombie all over again. But she was determined to make it through the year without giving up or slacking off, whatever it took. She was too close to finishing.

Someone tapped her on the shoulder and Polly jumped, startled out of her thoughts. She turned her head to find Mr. Evans standing close behind her, a slight frown twisting his lips. When he saw that he had her attention he tapped his ear, and with a sinking feeling Polly slowly removed her headphones.

“Miss Perkins, if I might have a word with you in my office?”

He gestured for her to precede him and she trudged out of her cubicle as though to her own execution. He must have been watching her more closely than she thought, and coming to fetch her personally wasn’t a good sign. Last time he had just sent an email.

Of course an email didn’t give him a chance to look at her legs, and that seemed to be one of her boss’s favorite pastimes. Polly knew that some of the girls wore the briefest miniskirts they could get away with specifically because Mr. Evans was something of a lecher. Still, no one had ever heard of him doing or saying anything inappropriate, and he seemed like a nice enough man. He just liked to look at girls’ legs, and since he was a guy it was kind of hard to fault him too much for that.

Mr. Evans closed his office door and went to sit behind the massive hunk of oak that was his desk.

“Polly,” he began, then sighed and shook his head. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to let you go.”

It was even worse than she had thought. An invisible fist squeezed her heart, and ice crystals formed in the pit of her stomach. “But Mr. Evans—”

He cut her off. “You’ve been coming in late three or four days a week, every week, for the last two months. I’ve been patient, I’ve warned you, but here we are again. I just can’t overlook it any longer.”

“I promise I’ll try harder to be on time.”

“I’m afraid we’ve gone past that. It’s not that you’re a bad worker, Polly; you’re one of the best transcriptionists I’ve got. That’s why I’ve given you as many chances as I have. But it’s bad for morale in the office to have you coming in late all the time. When the other people see it happening with no consequences, well, the next thing you know half of the office is showing up late.”

She could see it from his side, she really could. But she needed this job. If she got fired it would take at least a month to land another job and start getting paychecks. Even then, her transcriptionist job here paid a lot more than anything else she was likely to find, especially on short notice. She’d end up having to work two jobs to make ends meet or go crawling to her parents for money with no guarantee that they’d be able to give it to her. And there was simply no way she could handle working more hours—she felt like she never slept as it was—so she was liable to end up living in a cardboard box under an overpass.

Her whole world seemed to be crashing in around her. “Please don’t fire me, Mr. Evans.”

“I’m sorry. I know you’re having problems because of school, but I have the whole office to think about.”

“Please.” She was trying so hard not to cry, but she couldn’t keep the tremor out of her voice. “Isn’t there anything I can do that will convince you to give me another chance?”

Something dark awoke in his hazel eyes and she squirmed under the intensity of his gaze. The way he looked at her was almost like a physical touch, a caress that started at her eyes and slowly swept down to her breasts. She knew he liked to look at her, but he had never been this direct before. He wet his lips and leaned back into his chair, eyes hooded.

“Perhaps.”

Heart hammering, she forced herself to remain still. She knew what he wanted, what he was going to say. But it couldn’t be happening to her again. It just wasn’t fair.

“What can I do?” she heard herself say.

“You’re a lovely girl, Polly. Beautiful girls can be very persuasive when they try.”

She blushed and looked away. He wasn’t going to give her another chance otherwise, and she didn’t have a whole lot of options. “What do I have to do?”

Mr. Evans steepled his fingers on his desk. “Here’s the deal, Polly. I’m sticking my neck out to do you a favor. It’s only fair that you do a favor for me in return, right?”

“Right,” she whispered.

“So, whenever you come in late you belong to me for the day, body and soul. No matter what I ask, you do.”

“Anything?”

“Anything,” he repeated firmly. “Anything at all.”

Polly stared down at her hands, too ashamed to look at him, her eyes blurry with unshed tears. Anything covered a lot of ground and there were things he might ask for—things he probably would ask for—that scared her, but losing her house scared her even more. She knew a couple of girls who were sleeping in the bathrooms on campus at night because they had nowhere else to go, and she didn’t want to end up like them. All she wanted was to make it through the year and graduate; why did that have to be so hard?

“Well, Polly? Do we have a deal?”

Her shoulders slumped in surrender. “All right,” she said, and forced herself to look up and meet his eyes. “We have a deal.”

“Very good. The first thing I want you to do is take off your panties. In fact, on any day you show up late don’t bother even wearing any. They’ll just get in the way.”

Face burning with shame she stood up and did as he asked, quickly slipping them down to her ankles and then stepping out of them, careful not to snag them with her heels. Mr. Evans followed every movement with rapt attention, his eyes alight with lust, and smiled as Polly stood there holding her panties in her hand with a perplexed look on her face. She hadn’t brought her purse and she didn’t have any pockets, so she wasn’t sure what to do with her panties now that they were off.

“Just put them on the desk,” he told her, and slid his chair around to the side. “Now come here.”

He pointed to a spot on the carpet right in front of him. Heart racing in trepidation Polly did as he asked, knowing that she had gone too far to turn back now. She watched as Mr. Evans unfastened his slacks and his cock popped out of his pants and jutted up, already almost fully erect even though he hadn’t touched her yet. The opening at the tip was like a tiny mouth leering at her, and the thought of being used once more the way Josh had two weeks before made her flinch, face burning with shame. And now she was about to go through it all over again.

“On your knees, Polly.” He grinned like a jackal as she sank down to the level of his manhood. “I can’t tell you how many times I’ve imagined your lips wrapped around my cock while I fucked that pretty little mouth. Every time you smiled it gave me a hard-on. I have a feeling that you’re really good at this, aren’t you?”

Polly didn’t bother answering. Wetting her lips she bent forward, capturing his shaft in one hand while her tongue tickled across his clean-shaven balls. Velvety skin glided against her palm and fingers, warm and smooth as she gently stroked him to full hardness. When she brushed over the swollen purple knob a breath hissed between Mr. Evans’s teeth and he slid down a little further in his chair.

With access now made easier, Polly eased one of his plump balls into her mouth, sucking it lightly while she swished her tongue against it. Her hand continued to work his shaft, and from the low moans coming from her boss she assumed he was enjoying himself. She certainly hoped so; she could hardly imagine the humiliation of being fired for giving him a bad blowjob. Keeping that in mind she focused all her attention on pleasuring him and hoped that it would never happen again.

Never ceasing her slow, deliberate strokes along the length of his pole she worked her mouth to swap to Mr. Evans’s other ball. As she slurped on it she felt her hand becoming slippery from the pre-cum that had begun drooling from the tip of her boss’s cock. With the extra lubrication she moved her hand faster, gripping him a little harder to provide more friction.

Mr. Evans’s groans turned to grunts. “Now, Polly. Suck it.”

With a little sigh she released his ball and lifted up higher so her mouth was on a level with his rod, which pulsed with a heavy beat in her hand. Knowing it would push him towards the edge that much faster she looked up at him with her best wide-eyed innocent expression as she stretched her lips wide to work them around his head, his sticky pre-cum salty on her tongue as he pushed into her mouth. The first part was easy, but as she opened wider to accommodate the thicker part of the shaft her jaw gave a twinge of protest. Polly strove to ignore it, concentrating on bathing him with her tongue until he was coated in her spit. About two thirds of the way down she paused for breath, taking deep breaths through her nose since he filled her mouth, and then she began to suck on him, as hard as she could manage.

“Oh, Jesus,” Mr. Evans groaned, his hips thrusting up towards her.

Bobbing slowly up and down on him, Polly took his still-slick balls in one hand to massage them, holding herself steady against his chair with her free hand. She could do this. Just a couple of minutes and it would be over. She could already feel the tension building in him.

Before she could react his hands grabbed her hair and Mr. Evans forced her head down hard, sending his cock deeper until the head lodged against the back of her throat and she gagged. With an effort Polly kept herself from fighting him, made herself relax even as she choked and tears filled her stinging eyes. She set her tongue back to swirling around the steel-hard shaft while Mr. Evans’s hands tightened in her ash-blonde hair and held her still while he fucked her mouth.

Each time he hit the back of her throat she whimpered, but he either didn’t hear her or didn’t care. It took only seconds of that before he arched upwards with a grunt and his hot cum erupted the back of her throat.

“Swallow it,” he growled. “Every drop.”

She struggled with the thick fluid, but her throat worked on its own to clear itself so gradually she did manage to swallow it all, and then licked and sucked away every bit of cum from his cock until it was clean and glistening wet under the bright fluorescents.

“Good girl,” he told her.

She wouldn’t look at him as she rose to her feet and stepped away. The taste of his semen was still thick in her mouth, and she could feel the damp streaks on her face left by her tears. Undoubtedly she looked a complete mess.

“We’re not quite done, though,” his voice came from behind her.

Her heart sank as hope that he wouldn’t fuck her after that blowjob faded away.

“Pull your chair around this way,” he commanded. When she had complied he nodded. “Sit down and put your leg up over the armrest, and pull back your skirt.”

Cool air teased her bare flesh as she exposed herself to him. Sitting that way let Mr. Evans see every part of her, and he licked his lips as he stared straight into the dark pink of her slit.

“Lovely,” he whispered, a smile playing on his lips. “Now, I want you to play with yourself. Make yourself come while I watch.”

Her pale skin went crimson. “Mr. Evans! I don’t think I can do that.”

The smile turned cruel. “Oh, I think you can.”

As he settled back to watch, her hand twitched hesitantly towards her mound. Was he really going to make her do this while he watched? Her eyes pleaded with him, but his expression never softened. And hadn’t she promised him she would do anything?

Gingerly she brushed her fingertips along the hooded knot of her clit, sparking a sharp burst of pleasure that turned into a warm buzz as its slowly spread through her lower body. With the ease of long practice she teased herself to life until her clit swelled and radiated a delicious ache that made her toes curl. As she gradually increased the pressure against her sensitive flesh a quiver ran through the depths of her pussy and she felt moisture beginning to seep within.

Polly closed her eyes. Even as she grew wetter she knew that it was going to be difficult to finish herself this way while her boss watched. She needed a distraction, something to take her mind off of her audience. Unbidden her mind wandered back to two weeks ago and her encounter with her neighbor.

Memories of his breath against her skin, of his mouth roving across her cunt flooded into her mind. She could almost feel his magical tongue flicking against her in place of her fingers. Under her dress her nipples stiffened and a long sigh whispered from her as her eyes slid closed and she lost herself in remembered pleasure.

Fingers dipped down to circle the damp edges of her pussy, pressing just hard enough to tantalize and then slipping inside her pink tunnel when she could take it no more. Two fingers thrust slowly in and out as she imagined Josh’s tongue lapping and burrowing into that juicy hole. Skin prickled as a wave of heat washed over her and she moaned at the sudden flutter in her depths.

Slippery from her own juices now, her fingertips mimicked the tip of Josh’s tongue trailing up along her slit and dancing lightly across the taut skin of her swollen nub. Deep breaths slowed the fire building in her core, let her draw it out a little longer to put on a better show. Some part of her remembered that Mr. Evans was watching and to her surprise found it arousing that she could excite him like this. Tempting as it was to open her eyes and see if he was hard again from watching her, instead she let her head loll back against the seat. A distraction at this point could snap her out of her zone and cost her the orgasm simmering inside her now.

Her fingers were flying now, her clit a hot little ember from the friction. Another moan escaped her throat as her hips began to rock and the trembling in her pussy demanded an answer. For a moment she wished that her boss would yank her up from her chair and shove his cock into her hard, hard enough to make it hurt, hard enough to fill the quivering emptiness until she exploded against him in sweet release.

But all she had were her fingers and her memories.

Josh’s hot, velvet tongue buried itself to the root in her pussy again and Polly’s muscles clenched as the first spasm rippled through her. Biting her lip to suppress her cries she thrashed in the chair with two fingers thrust as far into her cunt as they would reach, pumping away as her juices ran out over her hands and her breath came in hard little gasps. Finally she slumped back down into the chair and let her fingers slide out of her to lay limply against her thigh.

When her eyes finally opened Mr. Evans was watching her with a satisfied smirk, his cock tucked away once more inside of his slacks.

“That will be all for today, Miss Perkins.”

Still quivering from the aftershocks Polly stood up and smoothed down her skirt. Before she could open the door her boss cleared his throat behind her.

“Ah, Miss Perkins?”

“Yes?”

“Don’t forget your panties.”

She snatched them from the edge of his desk and scurried out before he had a chance to change his mind, balling the fabric as tightly as she could inside her clenched fist so no one could see what she was holding. Even so, she knew that with her hair mussed and her makeup wrecked anyone who saw her would have to guess exactly what she had been doing. With a little whimper of despair she headed for the ladies’ room to see what she could do to clean herself up and promised herself she would never be late to work again.

She managed to keep that promise for a whole week and a half.

After a three-day cram session and two back to back exams she dragged herself home and fell almost instantly asleep. When her alarm went off the next morning she slept on, oblivious, until she finally pried her eyes open a few minutes past eight o’clock. Panic hauled her out of bed and pushed her into the shower before she was really even awake. It wasn’t until she hopped out of the shower and got a good look at the time that she understood just how much trouble she was in for—seven minutes to get dressed and get to the office, which was a good twenty minutes away in light traffic. She knew at this point she’d be lucky to get there by nine o’clock, thirty minutes late.

With a whimper of despair she sank down on the corner of her bed and buried her face in her hands. She simply couldn’t afford to miss work—with the extra hours she had taken off to study that week her check was going to be light enough as it was. But if she went in Mr. Evans would be waiting, and she didn’t want to think about what he would make her do for him this time.

But what choice did she really have? It was either go to work or be late with her rent check, and her landlord didn’t seem to be the understanding and forgiving type. He actually seemed a good bit scarier than Mr. Evans, and if she had to pick one of them to deal with it would be her boss, despite everything.

Squaring her shoulders in resignation Polly trudged to her closet to pick out her clothes for the day. She didn’t bother looking for panties.

Mr. Evans was waiting for her in her cubicle when she came in. He didn’t say a word, just jerked his head in the direction of his office. When they were alone with the door closed he perched on the edge of his desk and looked her over approvingly. Her pleated skirt was a pale apricot that looked good against her lightly tanned skin, and she had left the top two buttons of her cream-colored chiffon blouse open to reveal a hint of cleavage. As long as she had agreed to her boss’s terms she might as well go all the way and do her best to keep him happy.

“Lift your skirt.”

Beneath the wool pleats there was nothing but her bare, perfectly smooth skin.

“All right, you may have a problem with getting to work on time, but you’ve always been good about following directions. Just keep doing as you’re told and you can come in as late as you want as often as you want.”

Casually he removed his suit jacket and draped it over the back of his chair and then pulled off his tie. He worked the bright silk through his hands for a few seconds as though thinking before looking at her once more.

“Come here and put your hands behind your back, Polly.”

Little slivers of ice pierced her stomach. If he tied her up he could do absolutely anything he wanted to her and she wouldn’t be able to stop him. Did she really want to give him that much control? She searched for any glimmer of mercy in his eyes, any chance that he might relent, but there was nothing.

“Miss Perkins,” he said quietly, a tinge of impatience creeping in.

In the end she had no choice if she wanted to keep her job. And despite her fear a small part of her wondered just what it was that he intended to do, and as her imagination tried to supply some answers her pussy began to quiver.

Mr. Evans wrapped loops of the fine silk around her wrists and bound them together, tight enough that she would be unable to free herself but not so tightly that it hurt or cut off her circulation. That much she was grateful for, but her pulse hammered in her throat as he took her by the arms and maneuvered her to his desk. With one hand he roughly pushed her flat across the paper-scattered surface while the other flipped up her skirt and left it draped across her lower back.

“Has anyone ever told you that you have a magnificent ass, Polly?” he murmured, his hands roaming across her buttocks, stroking her skin and testing the firmness of her flesh. When his fingers tickled down the cleft between her cheeks so that she jumped, a low laugh escaped him. “Oh, I intend to become well acquainted with this ass. Very well acquainted.”

With an effort she held herself still as he explored her body, hands running down her thighs and probing between her legs, skimming along her slim curves. Fear of what was coming next warred with the heat that crept across her skin beneath his firm palms, and the mixture of the two soon had her wet and aching.

He must have guessed what was happening to her, for he gripped one hip to pin her against the desk and plunged two fingers deep into her soaking pussy. The shock of it jerked a whimper from her, but to her humiliation there was no denying her body’s reaction. Between the moisture seeping from her and the flutter in her depths it was obvious that she wanted this on some level.

“You’re so wet already. Such a naughty girl. Did you think about this as you drove to work? Wonder if today your boss would fuck that luscious little pussy of yours?” Fingers slick with her juices slid up between her cheeks to graze against the tight, pink rosebud hidden there. “Maybe you thought I’d fuck you in the ass. Is that it, Polly? You want my cock up your ass?”

Just the thought of anything going in there made her clench up. “No,” she whined. “Please not there. I don’t do that.”

The cruel laugh came again. “Not yet, anyway,” he said, the slow rubbing of his fingers against her asshole filling her bottom with hot tingles that shot straight down into her pussy. “But you’re safe for today. Next time I’ll be more prepared.”

His hand left her and she heard the sound of a zipper, his zipper as he freed his cock and laid its pulsing heat across her bare ass. With a deep sigh he leaned into her and she tensed, thinking that despite what he had told her that he was going to try to put it in her there.

“Please, no,” she begged.

“Just relax.”

His weight disappeared from her ass and she felt the end of his cock push its way against the opening to her pussy, the bulbous head squeezing slowly into her slippery tunnel. He was bigger than Josh, bigger than her last boyfriend as well, and she tensed as her walls stretched to fit him. The sensation made her clit ache, and her nipples puckered in sympathy into stiff little knots under her bra. A gentle wave of warm pleasure drifted up through her center as he filled her, and she felt her eyelids sag as her muscles gradually relaxed. It certainly beat having to masturbate in front of him.

Her eyes popped open.

“Mr. Evans! You’re not wearing a condom.”

His chuckle sent shivers through her. “No, I’m not. That wasn’t part of our agreement.”

“What if I get pregnant?”

With a final thrust he buried himself in her wet heat to the balls and gripped her hips firmly in both hands. “You’re not on the pill?”

“No!” she wailed. “I can’t take them. They make me really, really nauseous.”

Hips rocked and he began fucking her, his thick manhood moving smoothly against her slick walls to reach the deepest parts of her.

“I think I’d like that,” he said, his voice strained as he watched his cock moving in her like the piston from some machine. “To fill you with my cum and plant a baby inside of you. To watch that flat little tummy of yours swell and grow.”

“No!” she protested. “I’m still in college. I’m not ready!”

But she was getting wetter by the second, and the throbbing inside her was like the beat of some powerful bass drum. The wet, slurping sounds of his thick pole spearing into her, the hard grip of his fingers on her hips as he held her against his desk, all of it combined to overwhelm her senses until her objections were simply drowned out by simmering pleasure.

“Maybe you’ll get lucky,” he told her, “but if you don’t you’ll make beautiful babies, Polly.”

By then she was rocking her hips back to meet him, swallowing his rod and clinging to it as tightly as she could squeeze when he withdrew. It wasn’t about punishment any longer, it was about need—and she needed that thick cock inside of her to fulfill the craving he had ignited in her loins. Her face flushed, her lungs gasping, nothing mattered but getting him as far into her as she could possibly hold him.

In her passion she didn’t notice when his right hand slid from her hip to the small of her back, and barely felt it when his left hand tightened against her ass to spread her open. There was just the tickle of something sliding down between her cheeks into the crack of her ass, and then her breath caught as Mr. Evans’s thumb swirled against her puckered little hole. Tingles swarmed from there to merge with the burning stream that pooled between her legs and stretched up to bathe her swollen clit. Overwhelmed by these assaults on senses already at their limits, Polly moaned in ecstasy.

With gentle pressure her boss eased his thumb into her ass until he was fucking her in both holes at once. A mewling cry escaped her, torn from somewhere between pleasure and pain, but her body was too far gone by then to even appreciate the difference. It was simply sensation, and she could take no more.

Boiling pressure slammed through her and she shattered, head tossed back, pale hair flung wild as she cried out and bucked against the hardness penetrating her. Thighs shook as her pussy clamped down on Mr. Evans’s cock and tried to hold him still inside of her, and she felt her outer edges clinging tightly to him as he continued to pound into her.

Even as she shook and thrashed on the desk, her boss slammed his cock into her with a grunt and leaned all his weight against her. His twitching and the growing wetness in her depths told her he had made good on his promise to fill her with his cum, and as her pussy slowly pulsated around him she couldn’t help but wonder if he really had put a baby inside of her this time.

Mr. Evans pulled his manhood out of her slowly, savoring the feel of her against his still-hard shaft, and cleaned himself up with a couple of tissues from the box on his desk before zipping his pants back up. When he had himself straightened out he untied Polly’s hands and lifted her off of his desk. The smell of sex was thick in the air as she smoothed her skirt and tried to make herself presentable, and already the cum he had shot into her was starting to leak out and run down her thigh.

She was about to turn away when he stopped her with a hand on her stomach.

“That will be all for today, Miss Perkins,” he said with a grin, “but I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot more of one another. At least until you’re late.”

As his hand rubbed lightly against her stomach Polly gulped, knowing that this time he wasn’t referring to what time she made it to work.

The End






Polly and Her Doctor

POLLY HATED GOING TO THE DOCTOR. The long waits, Dr. Wilkerson’s cold instruments, and brusque nurses made her dread every visit with the same loathing she usually reserved for math finals. Then there were all of the sick people—she was always afraid she was going to catch something and end up more sick than she was when she arrived. Last time she had come in to be treated for a UTI and managed to pick up a nasty strain of the flu that took her almost two weeks to get over. Of course she couldn’t prove that she got it at the clinic, but the timing was certainly right.

At least this time she wasn’t sick—she was just in for her annual pelvic exam. Not that it was anything to look forward to, either, and between her neighbor and her boss she had already had too many people poking around down there recently as it was. The memories of those encounters made her shudder—after all of that she was just lucky she was only there for a pelvic exam and not a prenatal visit.

“Priscilla Perkins?”

The nasally voice of the receptionist grated almost as much as the use of her hated first name. Polly dropped the magazine she had been leafing through and walked up to the main desk. Eyes like chips of flint peered dubiously up at her through black-rimmed glasses.

“Are you Priscilla Perkins?”

“Polly,” she corrected. “I go by my middle name, Pauline. Everyone calls me Polly except my brother. He still calls me Priscilla just because he knows I hate it. They were supposed to write it down on my file.”

She shifted nervously, knowing that she was over-explaining, but the receptionist ignored her chatter and pecked furiously at her keyboard.

“I need to see your insurance card, and your copay is thirty-five dollars.”

Polly handed over the card and two twenty dollar bills. The receptionist stared at the cash as though she had been handed a dead mouse then put it away and passed back the change and a receipt.

“Miss Perkins?”

A very pretty nurse in her late twenties beckoned to Polly and ushered her into one of the exam rooms. Working briskly she took down Polly’s weight, temperature, and blood pressure before proceeding with a basic questionnaire about her periods and general health. When she was satisfied the nurse handed over a folded gown made of light blue paper.

“Change into this, sweetie, and I’ll be back in a couple of minutes with the doctor.”

Polly changed quickly, not bothering to tie the gown in back, and was sitting on the edge of the exam table when the nurse returned. The doctor accompanying her wasn’t the grandfatherly Dr. Wilkerson, though, but a really cute younger man with sandy-blond hair and warm brown eyes and an air of self-assurance that Polly found disturbingly sexy.

“Where’s Dr. Wilkerson?” She winced at the nervous squeak in her voice.

“Out of town with a family emergency, so I’m seeing his patients while he’s away,” he told her. “It’s all right, though; I’ve been working as his understudy and I’m pretty sure I remember where all the parts are supposed to be.”

His grin sent a very naughty tingle through her, but a quick glance down at his left hand slammed that door shut. Why did the good ones all have to be married?

“So you go by Polly, right? I’m Dr. Stillman. Bobbie here tells me that you seem to be pretty healthy. No problems since you got over that UTI?”

“No, I feel fine.”

“OK, then. I want to start off with a breast exam. I know Dr. Wilkerson doesn’t always do that, but since we only do these exams once a year I like to be thorough. Bobbie, you want to help her with her gown?”

The pretty nurse slid the gown over Polly’s arms so the top half folded down below her breasts. When she was bare the nurse stepped back and let the doctor take her place. Without meaning to Polly stiffened and shrank back, still uncomfortable at having someone so close to her naked body.

“Just relax, Polly,” he said with a reassuring smile.

She was used to the bony chill of Dr. Wilkerson’s aged fingers, so the warmth of Dr. Stillman’s hands came as a shock. The fingers probing and touching her were much gentler as well, though they moved against her skin with perfect confidence. With each touch a little of the tension drained from her until her pent-up breath escaped in a long sigh. It was definitely time to change doctors. Dr. Wilkerson was an old sweetheart, but he just didn’t have Dr. Stillman’s touch. Not many men did. Maybe he wasn’t that married.

“Lift your arms over your head, please.”

Holding her arms up lifted her breasts and made them look even perkier, at the same time leaving Polly feeling even more exposed. She looked away in embarrassment and caught Bobbie, the nurse, watching her a little more closely than her chaperons usually did. Maybe she was a lesbian? But no, she had on a wedding ring, too—a big, expensive looking one.

“All right, Polly, I want you to lie back on the table with your hands behind your head.”

As his fingers softly probed her breasts a bubbling heat ignited within her, and to her horror Polly’s nipples slowly crinkled into hardness. A flush of crimson burned across her face at this unexpected reaction. What must poor Dr. Stillman think of her? Fingertips drew trails of fire across her aureolae and Polly bit the inside of her lip as they pressed around her sensitive nipples, sending little electric shocks sizzling into her.

“It’s okay, hon,” the nurse murmured. “He has that effect on all the girls.”

“Bobbie, behave,” the doctor told her sternly.

With a snort of laughter the nurse leaned back against the wall, but she kept any further comments to herself.

The doctor gave a satisfied nod and stepped back. “Very good, Polly. Why don’t you cover up, and then we’ll get started on the pelvic.”

Once she had secured the top half of the gown again, the nurse helped Polly get her feet into the stirrups and scooted her down until her bottom was right at the edge of the table. Somehow the thought of the handsome doctor examining her most private places embarrassed her far more than her previous times with Dr. Wilkerson ever had, and Polly had to struggle not to tense up all over again. Fortunately he moved quickly through the visual exam, talking calmly to her through the process and telling her in advance exactly what he was going to do. By the time he was finished she had almost forgotten that the worst part was yet to come.

“I know you hate this bit, Polly, but we’ll try to make it as easy as possible.”

Gloved fingers probed her entrance, pushing gently but firmly down towards her bottom to spread her open. She winced in anticipation, but the speculum slipped easily inside of her. Most surprisingly it wasn’t cold as ice—Dr. Wilkerson never remembered to warm the damned thing up before he stuck it in her. It still wasn’t pleasant by a long shot, but it beat all of her prior experiences hands down.

“Do we need to do a pap smear?” the doctor asked.

“Her chart says she had one last year, so she’s good until next time.”

When he had finished with that, Dr. Stillman replaced the speculum with two fingers, and Polly felt a twinge deep between her legs as his lubricated fingers rubbed against her inner wall. A mental image of the hot, young doctor fingering her to orgasm as they lay next to each other flitted through her mind, a brief moment of fantasy that fled as soon as his other hand began to press into her abdomen. The fingers withdrew and Polly sagged against the table. It was almost over.

But the part she hated most was coming next.

Bobbie peeled the glove off of Dr. Stillman’s right hand and replaced it with a fresh one, squirting a thick layer of lubricating gel on his fingers.

“Almost done, Polly. I just have to do the rectal exam.”

She jumped a little as his fingers brushed against her spread open bottom. One finger slid into her already-lubricated pussy while another pressed against the tight ring of her ass. She gasped as he pushed through, one slick knuckle penetrating her virgin hole. Nothing ever went in there and that was how she intended to keep it.

“I need you to bear down on my finger, Polly. Squeeze for me.”

Face locked in a grimace she did as he asked, and felt the intruding digit slide deeper past the grip of her sphincter. Oh, how she hated this part. It just wasn’t natural for anything to go in through there.

A knock at the door drew her attention away from the fingers inside of her. Bobbie cracked the door and listened intently for a moment to the low voice coming from the hall.

“Doctor?”

“I’m kind of busy here, Bobbie.”

“You need to get this.”

“Oh, for pity’s sake. I’m sorry, Polly. I’ll be back in just a second.”

She heard the plastic snap as he stripped off his gloves and then the door clicked shut behind him.

“Can I get you some water or anything, Polly?”

What she really wanted was her clothes back on and a couple of margaritas to settle her nerves, but she shook her head. “No, thanks. I’m fine.”

It seemed like forever stuck on her back with her legs spread and up in the air, but it was probably really only a couple of minutes before the doctor came back in.

“Well Polly, I’ve got good news and bad news,” he said as he looked down at her. “The good news is that everything seems to be in good working order. From what I can tell you’re a very healthy young lady. Which brings us to the bad news.”

She gulped. “Bad news?”

“Your insurance was canceled back in July. They didn’t cover any of the visits you’ve made since then.” He flipped through the stack of forms in his hand. “You were in three times in July and August for a recurring UTI. That’s three office visits, an ultrasound, and a bolus of Cipro. Since those are sixty days past due you don’t qualify for a cash discount. Then there’s today’s exam. Added together, you owe us one thousand one hundred fifty-two dollars and forty-eight cents.”

“Full payment is due at the time of service,” Bobbie piped up from her other side.

The walls seemed to be closing in and Polly tried to sit up, but her feet were still in the stirrups and she slipped back so that her head thudded into the padded table.

“That can’t be right. There must be some kind of mistake.”

“I’m afraid not. We called the insurance company and they assured us that the policy had been canceled for non-payment after it went three months past due.”

Polly’s heart raced. Eleven hundred dollars. That was more than what she made in a month working part-time as a transcriptionist. There was no way she could afford eleven hundred dollars.

“I can’t pay that,” she protested. “I don’t make that kind of money. My dad was supposed to pay for that insurance until I graduated.”

Dr. Stillman shrugged. “You’ll have to take that up with him. In the meantime, though, you need to make payment arrangements before you leave today.”

“But I don’t have that kind of money!”

Bobbie leaned against the edge of the table and looked down at her with cool green eyes. “The office is getting tough on deadbeats. No more grace periods—they send you straight to a collection agency. They’ll harass you with phone calls day and night and completely trash your credit rating.”

“Please don’t do that. It wasn’t my fault!”

The two of them traded looks over her.

“Well…” Dr. Stillman said hesitantly, biting his lip.

One corner of Bobbie’s mouth quirked up and she gave him an almost imperceptible nod.

“Maybe we could work something out,” the doctor continued.

His fingertips softly brushed the inside of her thigh and Polly squeezed her eyes shut. Not again. Why did these things keep happening to her? But what other choice did she really have? There was no other way she could pay the bills she owed them. Her parents certainly wouldn’t help.

“All right,” she whispered.

*          *          *

As her husband’s hands gently caressed the young blonde girl, a quiver awakened deep inside Bobbie Stillman’s cunt. She had already given him the go-ahead and was dying to see his cock buried in the lovely little pussy spread bare before them. For some reason watching him fuck other women had always gotten her hot, and she loved sucking their juices off of his still-hard cock after he came inside them. Not that she didn’t enjoy playing, too. The sight of Polly’s creamy, round tits earlier had her mouth watering, and there was an air of sweet innocence about the girl that made the thought of doing incredibly naughty things to her even more exciting.

Blue eyes wide with panic locked onto her beseechingly. Having Polly afraid of them wouldn’t do; she needed to be calmed down before they continued. Slowly Bobbie bent over the young girl, fingers running soothingly through the long, blonde hair splayed back across the padded surface.

“It’s all right, sweetie,” she whispered. “Just relax.”

She couldn’t help herself. Bending further down she brushed the pouty bow of the girl’s lips with her own, the taste of Polly’s strawberry flavored lip balm like the flavor of innocence itself. Soft, sweet kisses inflamed her until her nipples crinkled and swelled and the ache between her legs begged for her husband’s cock. Polly’s eyes closed of their own accord, and Bobbie let the tip of her tongue rove lightly across the girl’s lips before pressing on, thrusting forward with firm insistence until Polly relented and let her inside. The girl gave a low whimper as their tongues met, but she didn’t pull away and soon she was returning Bobbie’s embrace as though she kissed nurses every day.

When Bobbie finally pulled free her pulse was singing. This was going to be even better than she had dreamed.

*          *          *

Dr. Gregory Stillman didn’t make a habit out of screwing his patients. Over the years he had learned to turn off the part of his brain that looked at their exposed bodies as anything sexual during an exam, and in fact he was usually utterly professional. Every once in a while, though, Bobbie would nudge him towards some hot little piece of ass that caught her eye. For whatever reason, it usually didn’t take much urging to get the girl to let him fuck her silly right there on the exam table while his wife watched. Lots of women were attracted to young doctors, and he figured that Bobbie just had a knack for picking up on their reactions to him.

Polly was different.

He wasn’t sure what it was about her that had piqued Bobbie’s interest, but it was obvious that she wasn’t panting after him like the little sluts they normally fooled around with. From the exam he had just done on her he knew that she wasn’t exactly a blushing virgin, but based on the questionnaire she had filled out and her reactions during the exam she wasn’t very active or experienced sexually, either. She might very well be the next best thing to a virgin.

Which was probably what had caught Bobbie’s attention. The opportunity to corrupt a sweet, little almost-virgin would have had his wife wet and throbbing before Polly even started taking her clothes off. She had teased him before about girls that they knew had never been with a man, reminded him of their fresh, untouched curves and untasted sweetness while she rode him hard. Remember that girl from this morning? Wouldn’t you love to be her first? Can you imagine how tight she must be?

He allowed himself a pleased little smile as his fingers glided up the satin skin of the girl’s inner thigh. There was certainly no faulting Bobbie’s taste in women; Polly was perfect from the silky fall of her pale blond mane down to her manicured pink toenails. He felt her shiver when his fingertips grazed the sensitive skin next to her clit, but Bobbie had the girl pressed down onto the table with her tongue down her throat so she couldn’t protest. Watching them kiss while he slowly rubbed her hard little nub set his cock twitching inside his slacks, and by the time Bobbie broke their kiss he was hard enough to pound nails.

*          *          *

“Lift up, honey.”

Head still reeling from the shock of their kiss, Polly did as the nurse asked. She was hardly even aware of it when the gown was stripped from her, leaving her completely naked before these two strangers. The fire of their kiss had shaken her sensibilities, and the young doctor’s fingers were doing things to her clit that made it almost impossible to think straight. When the nurse’s tongue slithered across her nipple Polly jumped in surprise, but small hands held her firmly back while a steady barrage of licks and nibbles made her cherry gumdrops darken and swell until her breasts ached. The nurse was an expert with her mouth, teasing Polly’s flesh with unmerciful pleasure that made her moan and arch her back in response. Now sucking, now licking, the older woman sent waves of crackling heat racing down Polly’s middle to merge with the hot pulses the doctor was setting off in her lower body. The thrill of this dual assault was almost unbearable, and she felt the last of her objections slipping away into the clouds of bliss rising to fog her mind.

Beneath her the doctor’s hands abandoned her clit, and Polly heard the rustling of his clothes as he stripped down until he was as naked as she was. A little sigh escaped her at the sight of him. While not bulked up like a gym rat, every muscle on the doctor’s body was perfectly toned and they rippled deliciously under his smooth, tanned skin with every movement. As her eyes slid downward her sigh turned into a startled gasp as she saw his manhood jutting proudly from his hips. He wasn’t porn star huge or anything, but he was at least as big as Mr. Evans so that even sopping wet she was going to have to stretch to fit him. That thought sent little thrills of anticipation crawling up through her belly.

And what was the nurse going to do while the doctor was fucking Polly?

The answer to that question wasn’t long in coming. As soon as she saw the doctor was naked, the other woman stripped quickly and unselfconsciously out of her scrubs. A little shorter and curvier than Polly and with bigger boobs, she had the same toned body as the doctor and took up a position to his side, one hand cupped under Polly’s thigh to hold the leg steady while the other snaked around between Polly’s spread legs and wandered down to her smooth-shaven mound. With the ease of much practice her fingers found the pearl hidden at the root of Polly’s furrow to pick up where the doctor had left off.

Pleasure blasted through Polly like an explosion in a fireworks factory. She was wet now and getting wetter by the second, and somewhere deep below her belly the walls of her pussy had started to tremble in a way that made her stretch her legs open even wider in invitation to the doctor. She was past trying to deny even to herself that she wasn’t enjoying this.

“Do it, Greg,” the nurse urged. “Can’t you see she’s ready?”

A mewl of desire escaped Polly’s lips as the doctor ran the thick, meaty head of his cock along her slit, and she squirmed her hips even closer to the edge of the table while the muscles in her legs went taut in anticipation. Part of her wanted him to just jam it inside of her, however much it might hurt at first, to quell the insistent, hollow ache in her cunt. Back and forth he rubbed himself against her, until his cockhead grew slippery with her juices and glided smoothly along between her nether lips. Without warning his head popped inside her entrance. Polly’s breath caught and her hands gripped the edges of the table as the first part of his shaft shot firmly into her, stretching her wide and forcing its way down her tight tunnel. The doctor was careful not to go too fast, so the worst Polly felt was an occasional twinge; mostly what she felt was wonderfully stuffed, a sensation that spread slow ripples of warmth through her lower body.

While the doctor pushed deeper, the nurse never let up her gentle strokes on Polly’s clit. Every nerve in her body seemed tied up somehow in that tight little knot, its thrumming pulses filling each part of her with a warm, contented buzz like a cat’s purr. Her eyelids drooped and with a deep sigh she let her head sank slowly back against the padded tabletop.

*          *          *

Bobbie watched with fascination as her husband’s cock disappeared into the girl’s soaking pussy. For some reason he always looked so much bigger that way, with a little cunt stretched tightly around him. Her own pussy gave a twinge in response, and she shifted so she could fit the fingers of her left hand down to give her own poor clit some attention. Breath hissed through her teeth as her dancing fingertips caressed her flesh even as her husband sank to the root into Polly. The wet slurping sound his cock made as he began pumping in and out sent juices dripping down Bobbie’s thighs.

“Oh fuck, that is so hot,” she breathed. “You look so good fucking her, Greg. Ram it into her. Fuck that little slut hard, babe.”

The girl’s pussy was so tight that when Greg drew back it clung onto his cock, so that it looked as though Polly was trying to drag him back inside of her. It was better than the best porn movie Bobbie had ever seen, with the action so close she could have reached out her fingers just a little and touched her husband’s manhood where it disappeared into Polly’s dripping, pink hole.

“Do you like my husband’s cock, Polly?” she asked, the fingers of both hands flying.

“Mmm, hmm,” the girl moaned.

“Do you like the way he stretches out your pussy?”

Polly moaned again, her hips rocking back against Greg to swallow every millimeter of his rigid pole.

Between Bobbie’s legs the fluttering walls of her own pussy left her craving more than just her fingers. She wanted a cock of her own, wanted her husband to slam his steely spear straight into her until she screamed and came so hard she blacked out.

But if she couldn’t get a cock, a tongue would do.

Carefully she climbed up onto the table beside Polly, facing back towards her husband, and then lifted one leg over the girl so she was straddling her. Easing back slowly, Bobbie glanced over her shoulder and saw Polly’s eyes pop open in surprise. Dying for relief, she held her aching cunt just above the blonde girl’s face.

“Lick me, Polly,” she begged. 

*          *          *

Polly had never seen another woman’s pussy in real life before, much less had one hovering only inches above her face. Though clean-shaven like her own, it looked different, and as little as Polly liked to admit it the nurse’s might even be prettier than hers. Narrow pink lips glistened with dew and the smell of her arousal wafted down like some intoxicating drug. A couple of experimental kisses years and years ago hadn’t prepared her for this. She wasn’t a lesbian—she wasn’t even bisexual as far as she knew—but she lifted her head up anyway. Maybe it was the heat of the moment, or maybe she was just mesmerized by that hot, musky smell of the other woman’s sex. Either way, suddenly she wanted to know what the nurse tasted like, wanted to lick and tease her clit the way Polly enjoyed it herself.

Her tongue flickered tentatively across the nurse’s lips at first, still unsure of what to expect. The bitter tang wasn’t unpleasant, though, and after a little while she discovered that she actually liked it. With an eagerness she never would have believed possible she licked and sucked every inch of the other woman’s cunt, from the engorged knob of her clit down to the sopping entrance to her pussy. Bare, wet flesh quivered from her attentions, and every moan set off an answering tingle in Polly’s own pussy.

“Oh, that’s it, sweetie,” the nurse sighed. “Just like that.”

She swirled the tip of her tongue around the nurse’s clit until it got even harder, like a little marble buried under the skin, then licked slowly down to her hot, juicy hole. Stiffening her tongue she plunged it in, probing deep and lapping up hot cream until Polly’s face was smeared and sticky all over. With louder moans the nurse ground her slit back against Polly, wiggling down close against her as the girl’s tongue thrust and twisted inside her slick tunnel. It wasn’t enough; Polly wanted more, and buried her face deep into the damp heat of the other woman’s pussy until she could barely breathe. Breathing didn’t matter—nothing did except licking up more of that exquisite honey while the doctor’s thick cock pounded her from below.

With a loud, whimpering cry the nurse thrust backwards, smothering Polly in her wet folds. A gush of liquid filled the girl’s mouth, then another, and she licked and swallowed frantically to get as much of it as she could before it spilled. When the flood finally stopped Polly pulled her head away, gasping for air and pushing up on the backs of the nurse’s thighs to try to give herself some room.

The nurse shifted her weight forward, and after a minute she slid off the table. Eyes gleaming, she bent over and kissed Polly again, sucking her own juices from the girl’s lips and licking away the smears from her chin and cheeks before thrusting deep into her mouth to taste herself there on Polly’s tongue. To Polly that was somehow even more intensely exciting than having her tongue buried in the woman’s pussy, and as their tongues twined together hot drops leaked from around the doctor’s cock to trickle down the crack of her ass.

*          *          *

Bobbie hadn’t had an orgasm that intense for months. Her thigh and stomach muscles were still tight and shaking from the aftershocks, and a soft, warm fog fuzzed her mind. Even so, there was still an unquenched ache within her. What was it about this girl that turned her on this way? Whatever it was, Bobbie wasn’t finished with her yet. One orgasm just wasn’t going to get Polly out of her system.

The taste of herself on Polly’s tongue made her nipples hard all over again, and briefly she wished that she could slide between the girl’s legs and lick her until she screamed. Greg was still busy down there, though, and he deserved his own fun. Still, she was determined to have that second orgasm, and maybe she could liven things up a little for her husband while she was at it.

Reluctantly she let Polly’s tongue slide from her lips and stepped back to her husband. He was fucking the girl in a steady rhythm that she knew he could keep up for a long time. Unfortunately he had other patients and they couldn’t stay locked in here with Polly all day.

At least not this time.

Running her hands down his stomach and side, Bobbie knelt beside Greg and slowly turned him away from Polly until his cock sprang free and bobbed right in front of her. One hand wrapped around the base of his shaft and the other cupped his balls as she swooped down on him. Her lips enfolded his head, her tongue dancing across his slick flesh to taste the sweet honey Polly had left on him. A twinge shot through her clit and she shoved herself wildly down her husband’s cock, well past her usual limit until his head pushed into her throat. The craving between her legs was eating her alive. She wanted to bury her tongue in Polly’s tight little cunt while her husband pounded her from behind, fucking her mercilessly until she came and came. For now, though, this would have to suffice.

Greg’s fingers clenched in her hair as she sucked hard on his thick meat. He loved fucking her mouth, and he would be just as happy to come that way as any other. But poor Polly was still on the table waiting for her own turn and Bobbie just couldn’t be that greedy.

Slowly she let the long rod slide from her mouth, squeezing it with a last stroke of her small fist as the head popped from between her lips.

“Turn her over, Greg. I want to watch you fuck her from behind.”

With a slightly dazed expression her husband slid the blonde girl’s feet down from the stirrups and rolled her over on the table. When she was face down he tugged on her hips to get them over the edge, her long, slender legs spread wide with him between them. Bobbie shivered as he reached down and grabbed Polly’s ass, spreading her wide open for both of them to see.

The deep pink of her wet pussy was apparently more than Greg could take. With a grunt he stepped forward and drove himself into her to the hilt. Polly whimpered as he speared into her, penetrating her more deeply from this angle. That was all the encouragement Greg needed. His hands gripped her pale hips and he went to work in earnest, pounding his pelvis into her ass with a loud smack at every thrust.

Eyes glued to the action, Bobbie sank into one of the chairs and rubbed her clit in the same fast, hard way her husband was taking the girl before her. Already she could feel herself getting wet inside again, and her nipples and clit throbbed to the beat of the pulse drumming through her veins. On the table Polly began to moan again, and Bobbie bit her lip as she removed her fingers from her clit and thrust them deep inside her quavering pussy.

*          *          *

Polly’s cheek pressed down onto the cool vinyl padding of the table, her breath coming in ragged gasps as billows of swirling heat filled her lower body and electric tingles flowed in a molten mass through her core to simmer inside her clit and tits. All of it centered around Dr. Stillman’s cock where it churned inside her, stuffing her with his thick rod until she floated high on a fountain of pure bliss. Slowly the pressure built, spreading out from her clit and knotting the tension in her belly until she whimpered with her craving for release.

Deep strokes, over and over, touched her innermost places, and the muscles in her ass and the back of her thighs clenched as the intensity growing in her bottom grew unbearable. Breath caught; the glowing knot tore asunder and burst, flooding her with exquisite pleasure. Each beat of her pulse echoed it until her whole body rang like a bell.

Whimpering, she shook, her muscles wracked with spasms, and then a cry tore itself from her throat. One only, and then the nurse was there again, an arm wrapped warm around her, lips covering hers to swallow the cries and moans that followed. Hands soothed and held Polly as she shuddered and trembled and finally sank drained against the table.

*          *          *

Bobbie was a great fuck, but this girl was tighter than anyone Greg had been inside since his days as an intern. When he stroked inside of her it felt as though she was squeezing his entire cock in a tight, velvety fist, and with each thrust he crammed every bit of his iron pole inside her. Between Polly’s moans and the sloshing sounds of his wife’s fingers thrusting into her own pussy as she watched them from her chair, his balls were buzzing with a hot prickling that told him he was about to explode. He clenched his teeth, willing the inevitable to hold off just a bit longer, savoring each movement inside the girl’s slick tunnel.

Just a few moments more. He could feel her juices flowing against his cock, feel the way she pulsed inside as he pierced her. She was close, so close.

He felt it—the walls of her pussy clamping down and locking him within her—a fraction of a second before she cried out. Before he could react Bobbie had jumped up and silenced the girl with a deep kiss. That, even more than the sensational feel of being balls-deep in Polly’s steamy little hole, was what finally sent him over the edge. His fingers left red marks on the creamy flesh of her ass as he slammed himself into her one last time and jetted spurt after spurt of his hot cum far into her still-quivering tunnel.

Above the hoarse rasping of his own breath he heard Bobbie’s low moans as her fingers launched her into her second orgasm, her tongue still tangled with Polly’s while she frantically rubbed her clit.

*          *          *

A few minutes later when they had cleaned up and dressed Bobbie handed Polly a stack of papers. Each was a bill that had been marked Paid in Full. The girl stared blankly at them for a moment, then folded them and tucked them into her purse. The doctor watched with amusement as his wife stretched up and whispered something in Polly’s ear and then kissed her on the mouth. The girl blushed, but she kissed Bobbie back with passion enough to get his cock twitching in his pants all over again.

After the girl had walked out he stopped his wife with a hand on her arm.

“What did you tell her?”

“I told her I had already scheduled her next annual visit, and not to worry if she didn’t have insurance. We’d be happy to take care of it.”

Greg sighed, thinking of that perfect little ass bent over before him. “Maybe she’ll come down with something before then.”

Bobbie’s fingers brushed lightly against the growing bulge in his pants. “God, I certainly hope so.”

The End






Polly and Her Preacher

POLLY COULD’T STOP THINKING ABOUT SEX.

Every night dreams of her encounter with her doctor and his nurse haunted her with images of Bobbie’s glistening, pink sex bared before her and the sensation of Dr. Stillman’s cock filling her until she awoke in a sweaty tangle of sheets with her pussy drenched and throbbing. During the day flashbacks of her boss bending her over his desk left her clit so swollen and hard that it took all of her willpower not to slide her hand beneath her desk to soothe the desperate ache, and in the evenings when she went home the temptation to go across the street and beg her neighbor, Josh, for the relief she craved grew more overwhelming every day. The erotic desires which had been awakened inside her threatened to drown her in humiliation, and guilt haunted her like a malignant shadow.

It was bad enough that she kept using sex to get herself out of trouble like some little whore, but did she have to enjoy the way all these people had used her? What was wrong with her that she still dreamed about it, craved it? Any normal person would have been horrified, wouldn’t they? Yet whenever she turned her memories loose and relived those scenes her pussy trembled and her clit ached until she was ready to scream. It wasn’t right, couldn’t be right, and she hated herself each time she gave in and rubbed herself to an explosion of pleasure that was the only way to quiet the burning urge between her legs—at least for a while.

But of course it never satisfied her for long, and by the time a week had passed after her visit to the clinic Polly found herself considering going back and claiming she didn’t feel well in hopes that Dr. Stillman and Bobbie would be able to work her into their no doubt busy schedule. That was just crazy, though, and she simply couldn’t go on this way—too desperate to function or think straight and ready to put out any time that she got in a jam. There had to be an answer, a way out—something that would help her to say no and keep her hormones firmly under control.

She thought about it all day Saturday, ruthlessly suppressing every thought of sex that popped into her head so that she could concentrate, but nothing came to her and she began to worry that there simply wasn’t an answer and that this was going to be her life from now on. It wasn’t as though she had anyone she could talk to about her problem, either. She had no friends who were close enough that she would feel comfortable unburdening herself about something like this—her friends from high school had drifted away after graduation, work was very competitive and it was hard to get to know people when everyone spent their days with their headphones on, and she had been far too busy with work and studying to make any real friends at school. While there was always the option of seeking professional help, given what had happened the last time she saw a doctor the idea didn’t hold much appeal.

Her parents would certainly be no help. Even if they had been more available it wasn’t something she could possibly take to them. Who could possibly discuss such a thing with their parents, especially if they were staidly religious and viewed sex as something to be endured rather than enjoyed? Perhaps her Aunt Kate might have understood—she was younger and had been more like a big sister to Polly, up until she had gotten into a falling-out with Polly’s parents a few years back. They hadn’t appreciated her more laid back approach to life and religion and didn’t want her corrupting their daughter with her sinful ways, so they had forbidden any further contact. Then Aunt Kate had moved away while Polly was in high school and Polly had no idea what had become of her. The one person she might have gone to was lost to her.

Polly sank back against the couch with a sigh of despair and let her eyelids drop. In the darkness of her mind a pair of serene blue eyes looked back at her. With a start she sat up. Maybe that was it. Thinking about Aunt Kate had jogged her memory of going to church with her aunt and parents back when she was still in high school. She hadn’t gone more than a couple of times since she started college, because Sunday was her only free day and she used it to catch up on sleep and homework, but she still remembered the preacher.

Robert Prescott was the extremely popular pastor of the Friendship Heights Fellowship Church. He was a kind, patient man with a deep, melodious voice that could deftly guide the children through Sunday school or shake the rafters of the church when he delivered a fire-and-brimstone sermon to his congregation. Universally liked and respected, he was young enough that he seemed to have a good handle on the trials and tribulations of the adolescent members of his flock, and there had always been a steady stream of twenty-something parishioners going to him with their problems after the service ended. Aunt Kate had thought the world of him, and Polly knew that she had gone to him for guidance with her own issues on numerous occasions.

Could he be the answer to her problem?

With no other alternatives and a problem that grew worse by the day, Polly decided that it was time she paid a visit to her church. Fortunately her parents were out of town and there was no chance of an embarrassing run-in with them, because the last thing she needed was to have to explain to them why she had suddenly decided to go to church and desperately needed to speak with Mr. Prescott. They would assume she was pregnant or something, and she had never been any good at lying to them. If they found out the truth, they would probably never speak to her again.

So the next morning she got up far earlier than usual for a Sunday, put on a midnight blue, A-line dress with a skirt that hung below her knees, and went to church for the first time in almost four years. Trying to be unobtrusive she crept inside at the last minute and took a seat all the way in the back, because even after so long there were people there who would remember her and might mention seeing her to her parents later. The more of them she could avoid the better.

It was an oddly soothing experience. She had never particularly enjoyed church as a girl, but something about the environment made her feel safe and she felt herself relaxing under the spell of old, familiar hymns. When the preacher stepped up to the pulpit, though, she felt a flicker of doubt.

As a young girl he had seemed a gentle, benevolent figure, but now that she was older her eyes interpreted him differently. The rough planes of his face defied her classifying him as handsome, but attractive certainly seemed to fit him disturbingly well. Eyes which she had remembered as placid pools of clear blue flashed and sparkled as he spoke, drawing her gaze and refusing to let her go while the deep rumble of his voice sent tremors through her very bones. His large hands gestured fluidly as he spoke to carry his enraptured congregation along as though he was a conductor and they were his orchestra. Polly’s errant mind couldn’t help but imagine how small and helpless she would feel in the grasp of strong hands like that, and the sudden sharp quiver that shot through her sex almost took her breath away.

Closing her eyes to shut out this new temptation she tried vainly to control the sudden hammering of her heart. She was so messed up; even here she couldn’t get away from the terrible desires that drove her. For a moment she considered leaving, but desperation held her; there was simply no one else who could help her. Robert Prescott was her last hope.

When the service finally ended she stayed back, avoiding the traffic jam at the church door and hovering around the edges of the crowd that lingered outside until the majority of the church-goers had driven away. Slowly the last of them left, until only a handful of mainly older people stood with Mr. Prescott by the still-open church door, talking and laughing about the latest antics of their grandchildren and the challenges of life after retirement. A tiny smile and nod of acknowledgment assured Polly that he had noticed her, so she continued to wait in the wings until he waved away one final old woman with the promise that he would certainly drop by for coffee Monday afternoon.

And then they were alone. He approached her with a smile that crinkled the fine age-lines at the corners of his eyes and set her heart to stumbling again, but she braved the rising heat in her belly to hold out her hand. The warmth of his hands as they wrapped around hers started a dangerous throbbing between her legs.

“Polly,” he said, cerulean eyes lighting up with pleasure, “we haven’t seen you here in a while. What brings you to my neck of the woods? Everything all right with your parents?”

“Yes, they’re both fine. They’ll be at my grandmother’s for another two weeks.”

“Well, what can I help you with?”

She bit her lip and looked away, unable to bear the pressure of those brilliant blue eyes on her any longer. This was so hard; she was no longer sure that she could even go through with it.

“Polly?”

“I need help,” she finally whispered. “I’ve got no one else to turn to, no one I can talk to.”

For a long moment he was silent, then she felt one of those big hands settle at the small of her back and gently urge her towards the open doorway. “Why don’t you come to my office and talk to me about it?”

Tears pricking at her eyes, she let him guide her inside where he closed and locked the church door behind them before leading her into the back of the building where the classrooms and offices lay. His office was dominated by a large oak desk which was comfortably cluttered without being too messy to work on. Mr. Prescott helped her into a richly padded office chair and then perched on the edge of his desk and looked down at her expectantly.

“All right. Tell me what’s wrong.”

So she did, her tears giving way to sobs as she revealed the whole sordid story to him. First Josh, her neighbor, then her boss, then Dr. Stillman and his nurse Bobbie, every detail of each encounter coming alive in her mind once more as the words spilled from her mouth in darkly erotic torrent that soon had her quivering inside, her clit hard and aching. While she knew it was wrong to be turned on by what had happened, she couldn’t seem to help it. Before she was halfway through she was wet, and by the time she finished she was a soaked, throbbing mess. Why? Why did she have to be like this?

“Polly.”

The heat of his hand on her knee brought her back to the present, and she looked up at the preacher with unshed tears glistening in her wide, blue eyes. Would he help her? Could he possibly help her?

*          *          *

Robert Prescott’s cock was hard enough to cut glass when the girl in his office finally wound down. The long series of images she had planted in his imagination would fuel his fantasies for months to come, but there was no way he was going to be satisfied with just that. He had a much more immediate need, and Polly was going to satisfy it. Robert almost felt guilty, but the girl was a sinner and from the state she was in he could tell she was as excited after revealing her secrets as he was.

And after all, it wasn’t the first time he had been called on to deal with such things.

“I doubt you know this, but your Aunt Kate had a similar problem.”

She gasped. “Really?”

“Yes. She came to me just as you did, and we spent a lot of time together working through her issues before she left.”

“What happened?”

He let his fingertips edge a little further up her bare thigh. The satin of her skin was driving him crazy. “Well, Polly, the first step is always admitting to your sin and taking responsibility for your actions. You’ve admitted to what happened already, but do you understand that you were responsible? While those people may have taken advantage of you, you never once said no to them, did you? You never tried to stop what was happening, and you let it happen not just once but three times.”

“Yes,” she whispered shakily.

“What that tells me is that there is a part of you that wanted it to happen, that enjoyed all the things that they did to you. Is that true?”

Her voice was so soft he could barely hear her. “Yes.”

“You understand that’s a sin, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

Hardly daring to breathe he slid his hand forward again. “That’s good. Confession is important, Polly. You have to understand that you’ve done wrong before you can change your path. But…”

“But?”

“There is also penance. When we do wrong we are punished for it, to remind us not to do it again and show that we are sorry for it.”

She whimpered as his hand glided far beneath her skirt to brush lightly against the smooth fabric of her panties. He hadn’t been lying about her aunt; Polly was even more of a little firecracker than Kate had been, though. He couldn’t believe his luck in having the two of them land right in his lap, so to speak. When Kate moved away it had been a terrible disappointment to him, but now it looked as though he was to be compensated for her loss.

“Polly, are you willing to accept your punishment?”

“What are you going to do to me?”

“That isn’t the question. You have sinned, and to earn forgiveness you must be punished. The nature of that punishment isn’t yours to decide. The Bible says, And I will cause you to pass under the rod, and I will bring you into the bond of the covenant. Will you submit yourself to punishment and earn forgiveness?”

Her toned thigh trembled deliciously against his hand. “Okay. Yes.”

The surrender in her voice set his heart hammering. She was even easier than Kate had been, and far more tempting. It would be criminal to let this opportunity pass without enjoying every last second of it.

“Stand up, then.”

As she did so he reached over his desk and opened a drawer he hadn’t had occasion to visit in the last four years or so. Despite the intervening time everything was still right where he had left it, and his fingers drew out two strips of black cloth and a sturdy eighteen inch long wooden ruler. Placing the ruler on the desk he deftly covered Polly’s eyes with one piece of material and turned her around so she faced away from him. In seconds he had the other strip of fabric knotted around her wrists and she stood helpless before him.

Lush curves tugged at him, begged him to tear the dress away and bare her fully to his eager gaze before he took her again and again until both of them were sated. He let his hands glide down her sides, along the curve of her hips and soft swell of her perfect ass, feeling his cock jerk in anticipation. It had been too long; he needed to focus on his self control or it would be over far too soon, and he wanted to take his time and savor this experience like slowly sipping a fine wine.

Fingers trembled in anticipation as he lifted the hem of her skirt, slowly exposing the back of her thighs, the perfect curve of her bottom where it arched up towards her lower back, only barely concealed by the dark purple panties she wore. Robert licked his lips, his growing excitement nearly unbearable, and gently caressed a creamy buttock with one hand. Polly shivered at his touch, but made no move to get away.

He left her skirt draped over her back so that she remained exposed to him from the waist down, and then went to work on her panties. Sliding both thumbs through the waistband he drew them over her hips and eased them down her thighs, stretching them with his fingers so they wouldn’t catch in the gap between her legs. Inch by inch he slid them downwards, reveling in the feel of her bare skin against fingertips which had been denied any such sensation for all too long. The musky scent of her sex made him stiffen and throb, and he knew if he touched her he would find her slick with moisture and eager to take his cock.

But not just yet.

She made a luscious picture standing before him in a pair of strappy, black heels, her round bottom and long legs completely bare now with her panties in a tangle down at her ankles. Even with Kate he didn’t think his cock had ever been so hard, so demanding. Absently he stroked the bulge in his slacks with one hand while he reached for the ruler on his desk. Had he ever wanted another woman this badly?

Polly moved submissively as his hands turned her around and pulled her down across his lap as he sank into the chair she had been sitting in minutes before.

“Are you ready?”

She wriggled against him as she murmured her assent, and the sharp tang of her arousal wafted through the room. Briefly he allowed his hand to caress the soft, fleshy globes of her ass, then he laid one arm across her arms and back while he raised the wooden ruler up high.

“Thou shalt beat him with the rod, and shalt deliver his soul from Hell!”

*          *          *

Polly squealed and thrashed as the ruler landed hard on her ass with a smack that echoed loudly in the small office, but the preacher’s fingers quickly soothed against the angry welt, cool against its heat. After a moment those fingers dipped between her legs to answer the burning there as well, sliding against her slick skin to tickle against the entrance to her sopping pussy. She couldn’t stop the moan as she spread her legs wider for him, the yearning to have his fingers, his cock inside of her so overwhelming that she could barely think. Fingers pressed, tested, found her clit and sent a tingling explosion through the depths of her sex that stripped her of the last of her reason.

“Withhold not correction from the child; for if thou beatest him with the rod, he shall not die.”

A second blow landed on her, but this time it melded into the hot bliss pooling in her middle and when she moaned it wasn’t with pain. Somehow the blindfold, not knowing when the next blow would come, made the sensations even more intense. As she writhed against the fingers that darted into the wet heat of her tunnel she could feel the hard rod of the preacher’s erection against her stomach. She craved it, wanted to take that thick, hot meat inside of her, wanted it in her mouth, wanted it filling and stretching her aching pussy.

More blows fell, one after another, each followed by a biblical quotation and then deft fingers between her legs which drove her further and further towards the glowing edge of ecstasy. Twisting inside her one second, they would be stroking against the taut knob of her clit the next before moving back to trace the crosshatch of fiery red marks left behind by the ruler. Juices leaked from her in big drops to leak between her legs and soak into the material of her dress where it bunched beneath her. If Mr. Prescott kept on much longer it was going to wet straight through to his pants.

Somehow she doubted that he would mind.

Thick fingers pumped inside her with a wet, sucking noise, slowly, deliberately pushing her ever nearer to the brink. She felt almost disappointed as she realized that he was done spanking her, but the steely outline of his cock against her belly insisted that the preacher wasn’t finished with her yet. Anticipation sizzled through her, racing along her nerve endings like a wildfire across a prairie. What would the preacher do to her next?

An anguished mewl crawled between her lips as his fingers withdrew and left her empty once more. The flutter in her depths was maddening, the buzzing ache in her nipples and clit so powerful that she writhed against her bonds, against the hardness of his body in an attempt to ease the agony of her wanting.

“Please,” she moaned. “Please, please, please…”

But instead of returning to her sex, his hands went under her, lifting her up, sending deep shockwaves of desire through her as they brushed against her swollen breasts. Why wouldn’t he give her what she needed? For a moment she struggled, but he was strong enough to lift her up bodily so that she slid off his lap and down to her knees between his legs. With her hands still tied behind her back she had trouble balancing, and the preacher braced her arms on either side with his knees to steady her. Deep within her walls trembled, and her clit was a knot of aching that she longed to touch. If only her hands were free.

The sound of his zipper working made her breath catch.

Skin smooth and soft as satin kissed her cheek and left a warm trail down the side of her face before gliding across her lips. Her tongue flickered and swept through the damp smear it left behind to taste the saltiness of his pre-cum, then stroked against the heat of the spongy flesh of his head.

“Lick it, Polly,” he ordered in a rough growl, but she needed no encouragement. Already her tongue was at work, stroking the long length of his member and wrapping as far around it as she could. He pulsed and twitched against her and so she captured him with her lips, sucking wetly against him while her tongue continued its dance against his slick skin. The preacher’s moan spurred her on and she stretched her lips over his head, swooped down to take him into the wet heat of her mouth. His stout rod filled her, the tip pressing against the roof of her mouth and sliding down towards the back of her throat as she forced him deeper. Sucking hard she drew her head back and imagined what he would look like—pink skin with darker gnarled veins rising up to the swollen purple helmet at the top, all glistening with a thick sheen of her saliva. Despite the blindfold she could practically see the preacher above her with his head back, eyes closed in ecstasy while she pleasured him with her mouth.

The juices leaking from her pussy dripped down her thighs and Polly moaned against the preacher’s cock where it rested on her tongue. Need consumed in her, a torment she could neither touch nor ease, and she could only hope he wouldn’t make her suffer too long for her sins.

Taking her head in his hands he pulled her down onto his cock so that his head slid to the back of her tongue and she had to fight the reflex to gag.

“You have such a sweet mouth,” he moaned. “I’ll bet your pussy is just as nice, isn’t it? Are you wet, Polly? Do you want my cock in that tight, hot little pussy?”

With her mouth crammed full of his erection she couldn’t speak, but she did her best to nod. That was exactly what she wanted. To her relief he eased his iron shaft from her mouth and drew her to her feet. She let him control her, moved when he turned her and pressed her against the edge of his desk and bent obediently to the pressure of his hand on her back. The bare wood was cool against her cheek, and she relaxed as the preacher’s hands slowly caressed the sensitive regions of her ass and upper thighs. When his probing fingers found the swollen nub at her root she gasped and rose to her toes. Gently he swirled fingertips over that taut skin until her whole lower body tingled and her ragged breathing echoed to her ear through the hollow desk.

When the velvet heat of his tongue replaced his fingers between her legs Polly thought she would melt right into the desk. He thrust deep into her creaming snatch before trailing the tip along the swollen, pink lips of her furrow and far up between her legs to that tiny lump of need at her root which at the moment seemed to be the very center of her existence. Her body writhed against his tongue, overcome by the blast of sensation that rocked her. While the preacher didn’t have Bobbie’s technique, he more than made up in enthusiasm whatever he lacked in finesse.

“You taste like Heaven,” he announced before sending his tongue burrowing into her juicy hole once more, and she lay there limp on his desk as he licked and sucked every part of her sex, unable to move, hardly able to breathe.

Cool air raised goose bumps on her wet skin when he pulled his mouth away from her, and Polly whimpered once more in frustration. She was so close—so very close. Only a few more seconds and she could have relieved the tension straining within her like a coiled spring. How long was he going to make her wait? But before she even had time to beg him again the stiffness of his erection eased against the wet opening between her legs.

Over her excitement one clear thought broke through with a sharp tinge of panic.

“You’re not wearing a condom!” she wailed.

Fingers tightened viselike on her hips, steadying her as he aligned himself with her steamy tunnel. “It is better to trust in the Lord than to put confidence in man,” he replied, and the thick knob of his head pushed past the slippery grip of her entrance. “I don’t believe in hiding my light under a bushel.”

Thick as he was she was ready for him; her sopping pussy accepting his girth and stretching smoothly as he slid far into her depths in one fluid motion. With a cry of relief she sank eagerly back against him, weight resting on the desk as her hips rocked down to try to cram still more of him into her quivering hole. She wanted him all, wanted every inch jammed into her until she was stuffed to bursting with him.

Buttocks flattened against the hard plane of his hips as he slammed hard into her, driving himself home so that his balls smacked into her. The rasping of his voice cut through the pulse roaring in her ears.

“If he commit iniquity, I will chasten him with the rod of men. Can you feel my rod inside of you, Polly?”

“Yes,” she moaned, her ass wriggling in pleasure as he began to move.

With full, powerful strokes he hammered her, his wet cock gliding in and out of her like some mighty engine. Each time she stretched for him, and she could feel her walls bulging to contain his girth while his head stirred her deepest places and her pebble-hard nipples rubbed like raw nerves against the rough paper of his big desk calendar. It took no time for him to send her back to the dizzying heights where his mouth and tongue had taken her earlier, her skin aflame, nerves prickling and drawing tighter and tighter until Polly felt like a bright, glowing ball of pure bliss.

Had her hands been free to touch her clit it would have been over in seconds, but even without that extra stimulation the heat bubbling inside her swelled like a blob of magma yearning to break free and explode. Tingling currents of ecstasy surged through her, flowed into her heavy, aching breasts and oozed down the muscles of her bottom and thighs. Her head lolled helplessly against the desk and Polly bit her lip to contain the string of moans the preacher’s cock wrung from her throat.

*          *          *

Robert’s eyes burned with lust as he watched Polly hump her plush, round ass wantonly back and forth on his cock, rocking hard enough to spread her cheeks as she rose and then slap them together again with a loud smack as she bumped against his hips. He could have stood still and let her do all the work, but the wet, slurping noise of her pussy swallowing him spurred him to fuck her even harder. Over and over his rod pumped into her to make her hot juices gush until both of them were dripping and her tangy aroma filled the office with its metallic musk.

The smooth muscles of her pussy clenched him in their velvet grip, tighter even than his memories of Kate. Each time she took him into her depths she squeezed down to send delicious ripples of pleasure surging through his root until his balls swelled and prickled, warning him that rapture was imminent. Eyes drifted shut, breathing grew rough and ragged as he fought to control their tempo and hold back just a little longer. Tension built, swelled, and somehow it felt as though his erection grew as well until every bit of his consciousness was centered in that iron flesh to pierce and stretch the girl bent over before him.

Grunting and whining she thrust herself back onto his slick shaft until suddenly her head went back and she froze, her ass locked against his hips in a sticky, wet embrace. Her cry tore through his office, the vibrations of it running through her body and echoing down the length of his cock where it was lodged inside her core. She trembled in his grasp, and the walls of her pussy thrummed and pulsed around his manhood as another wave of her sweet nectar gushed out to spread over his cock and balls.

For a few seconds she held him there, but then the urge to find his own release drove him back into motion. Need pushed him into a frenzy and he slammed his cock into her even harder than before, drilling his tingling head deep into her sopping tunnel, every movement burying him in waves of pleasure that threatened to blind him. Stroke after stroke he slid into her until the excruciating bliss overwhelmed his senses and his scalding cum boiled up and exploded into her.

Teeth clenched, he sucked in air and held on tightly to Polly’s hips as his vision dimmed and went gray, heart a jackhammer in his breast and blood roaring in his ears. Despite all his strength the fury of his orgasm almost dragged him to his knees, and only his grip on the girl kept him upright. Finally his sight returned and he took a step back on shaky legs, his still-erect cock slipping from Polly’s pussy to glisten in the warm, yellow light with a thick coating of their mingled fluids.

*          *          *

Unsteady fingers loosened the cloth on Polly’s wrists then drew her upright to tug the blindfold over her head and leave her blinking in the bright light. She felt none to steady herself, still a little lightheaded with her legs weak and wobbly after the intensity of her orgasm. But for the first time in days the tension gnawing at her was gone and from head to toe she felt relaxed and limp as a wet noodle. Unbelievable. No wonder Aunt Kate had spent so much time at the church with Mr. Preston.

The preacher regarded her with a lazy, pleased expression from the chair by the desk. “How are you feeling now, Polly?”

“Better,” she sighed. “Much better.”

“I know they say suffering is good for the soul,” he said, then grinned at her with a wink, “but next time don’t make yourself suffer so long before you come to see me.”

The End

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






Sneak Peek: Built for Sin

OVER THE YEARS OLIVIA HAD PULLED every dirty trick she could think of to keep me out of the beach house we shared. I punched in the numbers on the keypad by the front door and was rewarded with a loud thunk as the heavy locks released. With a sigh of relief, I stepped inside and dropped my bags onto the tiled floor of the foyer. After half a dozen civil suits, an exasperated judge had warned her that the next “little misunderstanding” was going to get her locked up in the county jail for contempt, no matter who she was or how much money she had. After that I hadn’t had any more trouble, but I’d been out of the country for the last seven years and I was still mildly surprised that she hadn’t “forgotten” to give me the latest code.

I was also surprised that Olivia hadn’t changed much around the place. Deep down, I was grateful for that. I had needed something to come home to, some familiar place to relax and let myself go for a while. My time abroad in Australia had allowed me to turn a small mining outfit into a powerhouse that had made a fortune while the commodities market ran wild, but there had been no time to settle in or put down roots. Enough was enough—I needed a break, and I had become increasingly lonely for home. This beach house was the one link to my past that I had left, and fortunately Olivia was off skiing in Switzerland so I wouldn’t have to worry about running into her while I was here.

A faint noise came from somewhere in the house and I turned to listen. With Olivia out of the country for a month I had expected the place to be empty. Someone was definitely there, though. My footsteps echoed hollowly as I went through the foyer and into the open kitchen and dining area that took up half of the lower floor of the house. The noise grew significantly louder. It was music. Had someone left the house sound system on without realizing it? Maybe the maid had been listening to it while cleaning and forgotten to turn it off when she left. I opened the pair of arched doors to the living room, which looked out onto the shimmering ocean waves, and squinted as the blinding wave of sunlight flooding through the tall windows hit me square in the face.

The drapes should have been drawn if no one was home, and the music was coming from outside, maybe from the pool house. When I tried the handle I found the glass doors unlatched, and I stepped out onto the patio into a blast of light pop music thumping with a trendy beat. As I watched, a striking blonde pulled herself up the ladder out of the infinity pool, crystal droplets sparkling on her tanned skin and cascading back into the pool from her long, water-straightened hair. For a moment she paused at the edge of the pool with the droplets pattering down onto the tiles at her small, bare feet, her eyes closed as she lifted her face and stretched to bathe herself in the hot, golden rays of the sun.

Long, perfectly shaped legs tapered down to slender ankles, one of which glittered in the sunlight with a delicate golden bracelet. Her skimpy, navy blue bikini was barely large enough to conceal the ripe curves which proclaimed that this was a woman and not a girl. Her breasts weren’t huge, but they were firm and round and set high on her chest, and her hips had a generous swell that I imagined would be a perfect fit for my hands. Desire flared, stirring my cock with a heat I hadn’t felt in ages.

As I took a closer look, though, I realized that while she had the body of a woman, she was a lot younger than I had first thought. She was in her early twenties at most, and something about her suggested that was stretching it. Nineteen, maybe? Eighteen? Far too young for me, that was for damned sure.

When she lowered her gaze, she realized she wasn’t alone. Soft gray eyes went wide in surprise, and she took an alarmed step backwards.

“Who are you?” she demanded.

I frowned. Was this Olivia’s idea of a joke? She knew I was going to be here. Had she planted some little bimbo here to irritate me? “Who am I? Who the hell are you? This is my house.”

“Your house? But this is…” She looked dubious, but then she narrowed her eyes and wrinkled her nose as she got a better look at my face. “Blake?”

“Huh?”

She cocked her head. “It’s me, Callie.”

Impossible. This was Callie? She had just started middle school. Except that had been seven years ago, which would make her exactly the right age to be the still-dripping young woman in front of me. A wave of guilt for my earlier thoughts did nothing to dampen my awareness of how sexy she was as she walked up to me with the boneless, primal grace of a cat.

“I was just having a quick swim before I had to go start getting ready. I’m going to a party with some of my friends tonight.”

Something about this wasn’t right. “What are you doing here?”

Her lips pursed in an irritated little frown. “Oh, Dad has been giving me all kinds of grief, so Mom told me I could stay here until he cooled off.”

“But she’s in Switzerland. She just left you here all alone?”

“Don’t you start,” she snarled, stamping a tiny foot. “I’m eighteen years old and I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself.”

“Fine. I just wish that Olivia had mentioned that you were going to be here.”

I could see her plan, now. She had left her daughter behind to aggravate me into giving up on the idea of staying at our house. I had to admit it was pretty brilliant. It wasn’t going to work, but it was brilliant.

Olivia’s father and my father had been best friends as well as business associates, so we’d known each other since we were toddlers. Despite me being two years younger we’d been friends as well, even through the worst of my angsty teen years. When the business took off our parents got together and bought this luxury beach house, and this was where we spent most of our summers afterwards. For one month it was ours, the next month it was theirs, and then in August we all stayed there together. Until I graduated high school and went away to college those August vacations were something I looked forward to all year, but after that I stayed away while I did my best to avoid Olivia at all costs.

Our parents were gone now, but Olivia and I still shared joint ownership of the beach house. That might not have been so bad if Olivia hadn’t hated my guts.

 “Great,” Callie muttered. “First Dad doesn’t want me around, then Mom runs off to Europe so she can avoid me, and now you don’t want to be around me either—and you haven’t even seen me in years.”

She spun on her heel and stalked over to a lounge chair to retrieve her towel, my eyes following every exquisite movement; I couldn’t have looked away if I had tried. I hated myself for it, but I just couldn’t make myself stop. My cock stiffened painfully in my jeans as she bent to dab at her legs. Sweet god she was a gorgeous little thing.

After giving herself a quick pat down, she slung the towel around her waist and faced me with her fists on her hips. “You don’t want to be around me, fine. I don’t care. You won’t know I’m here. I’ll move my things out into the pool house tomorrow and you can have the whole place all to yourself.”

With an aggrieved sigh she shoved past me and stormed into the house, slamming the door hard enough behind her that I was surprised the glass didn’t break. There was something to be said for quality craftsmanship. I watched her through the window, her hips swaying hypnotically as she went up the stairs, and my cock gave another sharp twitch.

Maybe just finding a hotel and letting Olivia win this round wasn’t such a bad idea.

I carried my bags upstairs to my old room. Everything had been left just as it was when I set off for Australia. The room had been dusted, but other than that nothing had been touched. I spent a few minutes lingering over the books and CDs I’d left behind, remembering old favorites and fondly flipping through the pages of a couple of novels I had completely forgotten about. I dropped one book I had particularly liked onto my nightstand so I could read it later, and hoped it would be a good distraction from the twisted thoughts churning in my head.

She was half my age and she was Olivia’s daughter, for god’s sake!

The devil on my shoulder whispered that she was eighteen and perfectly legal and what Olivia didn’t know about wouldn’t hurt me. My hard-on liked that argument a lot better. Go figure.

Continue reading Built for Sin…
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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.

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?

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?

Bred by My Dad’s New Boss

You’re the kind of guy who when you walk into a room you own it. And every woman in the room can feel that.

When Leah meets her dad’s new boss at the company picnic he’s not the socially awkward computer geek she expected. Anthony is mouth-wateringly gorgeous, aggressive, and when he sees something he wants he goes after it. A brief kiss sets her on fire and leaves her reeling, and despite his warnings Leah can’t get him out of her mind. Her fantasies get wilder every night, and she can’t tell if she’s in love or in lust or just plain crazy, except that she has to be crazy to be obsessing over this dangerous man. Anthony wants her; she’s sure of that, but she isn’t sure she can give him what he wants. Will Leah do whatever it takes to please this man who can drive her wild with just a look, even if that means doing very private things in very public places and throwing out the condoms?
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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

Kelli
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

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

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	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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