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Polly and Her Preacher

POLLY COULDN’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
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Sneak Peek: Enticing Erin

EVEN THOUGH IT WAS EARLY SEPTEMBER, the fading summer heat was enough to push the morning temperatures towards ninety and little beads of sweat formed on the bare skin of Sean’s chest and back the instant he left the air conditioned shelter of the house. Thank god for the pool. He had just enough time for a nice, relaxing swim and soak before he had to get ready for a twenty-four hour shift at the fire department, and he intended to make the most of it. Tossing his towel over the back of a lawn chair he pulled himself up the ladder, but stopped short when he reached the top.

Half a dozen beer bottles floated before him, bobbing lazily in the gentle swirls generated by the pump, while at least that many more had sunk and littered the mottled blue bottom. Glancing around the yard he saw more bottles that had missed the pool scattered in the grass. A few of them had collided and left bright shards of glass to glitter malevolently in the sunlight, and a small pile of half-crushed cans and cigarette butts littered the edge of the fence to show where the people next door had hung over the fence while they tossed bottles at his pool.

Those little fuckers had gone too far this time.

Ever since they had moved in at the beginning of the summer the trio of college girls had been a perpetual pain in the ass—loud, drunken parties lasted until dawn and somehow the trash always managed to get thrown in his yard, lines of cars blocked his driveway, and music blared into the back yard every evening even when none of the girls was at home. The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Cursing loudly enough that it was a wonder that the water didn’t steam, Sean slid into the pool and began collecting bottles. He was still fishing them off of the bottom when Vicki slid open the glass doors and stepped onto the patio.

“I could hear you cussing from all the way on the other side of the house. What’s the matter?”

Sean held up a bottle. “The brats next door have struck again. Careful,” he added when he saw that she was barefoot, “there’s broken glass.”

“Oh, for god’s sake. I am so sick of their crap,” Vicki sighed.

Despite his anger Sean took a moment to admire the view. Vicki’s short, blue silk robe clung tantalizingly to the swell of her hips and breasts and left her long, tanned legs bare to mid-thigh. Soft chestnut curls tumbled in sexy disarray around her shoulders while deep blue eyes were still heavy with sleep. Sean’s cock gave a sharp twitch of longing in his swim trunks. He had never had a roommate with benefits before, and he had to admit that he liked it. While there wasn’t a spark of romance between them, they got along really well and the sex definitely sizzled when they weren’t involved with anyone else.

They had tried dating for a while and there were still times he thought maybe they ought to try it again, but whenever he mentioned it Vicki brushed it off.

“Why not give it a chance?” he had asked her a couple of months back.

She had just smiled that sweet, sexy smile and kissed him with enough oomph to launch a rocket into space. “Sean, you’re a great roommate and a great friend, both of which are far too rare to risk ruining them by mixing them up in a relationship. Plus you get lots of fantastic, no-strings attached sex. You’re a guy—you ought to think you’ve died and gone to heaven.”

While he had wanted to argue the point, he wasn’t about to push the issue and screw up a good thing. She liked sex and was both curious and adventurous. It was going to take one hell of a woman to measure up to Vicki.

“Seriously, Sean, we’ve got to do something. This has gone too far.”

“I know, I know.”

The trouble was that complaints only made the girls double down on their bullshit, and he was far too much of a gentleman to punch a girl—no matter how richly she might deserve it. Spankings, on the other hand, that he could get on board with. His cock jerked again, more insistent this time.

“So? What are we going to do?”

Sean snagged the last bottle and pulled himself up the ladder, streams of water cascading back into the pool from his skin and trunks.

“Let’s see. How about if I fuck all three of them silly until they’re so desperate for it that they’ll never even dream of screwing with us again?”

Vicki’s loud snicker broadcast her opinion on that idea. “Oh, I’m sure you’d just love that. And how exactly do you intend to carry out this little plan, Romeo?”

“I don’t know,” he growled. “It’ll give me something to think about while I’m at work for the next twenty-four hours.”

She looked down at his slowly pulsing erection with a smirk. “Looks like you’ve already been thinking about it. Tell you what, big guy,” she said, shrugging her robe over her shoulders and letting it settle to her feet with a soft rustle. “Why don’t I help you relax since you missed your morning swim? You can fuck me while you think of all the things you’d like to do to those hot little pieces of ass next door.”

The sight of her round, high breasts, nipples already dark pink and swollen, was all the encouragement he needed. In a moment his still-dripping swim trunks lay in a growing puddle on the floor and he had his stiff manhood nestled against the soft warmth of her belly. Vicki hopped up, his arms cradling her to him automatically as her legs went around his hips and she slowly rubbed her slick, wet furrow up and down against his shaft.

“You’re already soaked,” he murmured into her ear.

“Yeah,” she breathed, bending down to flick her tongue against one of his nipples. “And you’re hard as a rock. I guess neither of us got quite enough last night.”

Carefully Sean walked to his bedroom, where he slowly loosened his hold on Vicki until she sank back onto the tangled sheets of his bed. As her thighs released him he slid her legs up so that her ankles rested on his shoulders and then held them there with one arm while his free hand guided his cock to her dripping entrance. With one swift motion he plunged into her, knowing her well enough to understand that this morning she wanted it hard without any playing around.

A few thrusts got the bed rocking enough to let it do most of the work, and as the mattress bounced off of his muscled thighs Sean found Vicki’s clit with his thumb. A sharp hiss of indrawn breath let him know that he had nailed it the first try, and her head sank deeper into the bedclothes as her hands moved up to her breasts to roll her swollen nipples between her fingers. Low moans encouraged him to press harder into her, and in seconds the sharp, tangy smell of her arousal filled the air as her juices squeezed out to coat his cock and balls. He let his mind drift as he felt the first prickling in the depths of his balls, his body continuing its steady rhythm on autopilot.

“Mmm,” Vicki moaned, more loudly this time. “Are you thinking about them? I bet you’d love to get them on their knees in front of you at once, rub your cock all over their faces, then make them trade off sucking it.”

Damn. She was really getting into this. Sean’s eyes closed and he could feel his hands buried in thick masses of cool, silken hair as he stroked into a tight little mouth, fucking the pretty face of the slender brunette next door while she looked up at him with those wide, innocent green eyes. Vicki had better be careful, or this was going to be over with in a hurry.

“And those sweet, firm asses,” she continued in a dreamy voice. “You’d love to stick your cock in those, wouldn’t you Sean? Mmm, I’ve seen you looking, you bad boy, and I know how you like to fuck a nice, hot ass. Think they’d wiggle and moan for you the way I do when I let you take mine?”

Oh, damn. That was it. He leaned in, balls on fire now, and hammered into her quivering pussy. Vicki’s moans turned into desperate whimpers as she ground her hips back against him, forcing him as deep as he could reach with each stroke. Her walls pulsed against him and with a sharp cry she jerked, arched her back and her fingers dug into the covers on the bed until her knuckles went white. Another wave of her slippery fluids gushed around his cock while her muscles tried to grip and hold him within her. Another stroke, then two, and he exploded with a hoarse gasp ripped from deep in his chest, muscles at his root spasming until he had nothing left to give and he sagged weakly against the side of the bed.

Vicki gave a contented sigh and gazed up at him through half-lidded eyes. “Sean?”

“Yeah?”

“When you fuck them, I get to watch.”

Continue reading Enticing Erin…
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