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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
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Sneak Peek: 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?”
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