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All characters appearing in this story are over the age of 18. This is a work of
parody and any resemblance to real people or situations is coincidental. 
New Routines
Violet Palmer’s back was pressed against a series of reference manuals about analyzing various types of rock, organized by their relative hardness. Volume number 10 was next to her head, but the rocks contained within were nowhere near as hard as the pebbles of her nipples as they poked against the thin material of her blouse. Her face was flushed with the pleasure being thrust upon her. She brushed a lock of dark hair from her blue eyes, heavy with lust, and let out a gasp, her full lips parted. 
“Shhhhhhh,” said Mr. Blanchard, pressing her back against the reference shelf with his bulky, former-jock body. “Anyone could walk by and find us.” 
Her pleated skirt was pushed up by his arm and his hand and thick fingers disappeared inside her panties. More than one of those fingers was plunging into the hot, slick, silky channel of her teenage pussy. His palm beat against her clit with every thrust and she had to bite her lower lip to keep from crying out with pleasure. 
Being finger-banged up against the geology reference books was not how she planned to be spending her Tuesday at work. She thought she had escaped Mr. 
Blanchard’s pervy attentions for the day when he had disappeared into a series of meetings. He had emerged ten minutes before her shift at the library was supposed to end and did not even wait to get her back into his office. 
“You like that?” He growled, pressing a third finger into her pussy and stretching her around his digits. 
“Yesss,” she admitted. 
He was a burly older man, her boss, and a man she had teased for months since getting the job at the library. He had a video of her doing very bad things with a man in the periodicals archive and he had used that to turn her teasing into something more intimate. 
“You’re a bad girl,” he whispered, kissing her slender neck as his fingers fucked the hot, clutching channel of her cunt. Her hips jerked and she stifled another cry of pleasure, pushing a few of the books deeper into the shelf with her back. Mr. 
Blanchard kissed her lips, his body pressing against her, his cock bulging in his trousers. “One of these days soon I am going to fuck that little pussy.” 
“Ohhhh, Mr. Blanchard, please,” she moaned against his lips. He quieted another cry of her pleasure with a smothering, tongue-thrusting kiss. He was overbearing, she wasn’t sure she wanted to fuck him, but his fingers were making her too horny to care. She could feel the tightening of her orgasm in her tummy. She was so close. 
“I feel you squeezing my fingers,” he laughed, his breath hot against her lips. 
“Go on, cum for me. Cum for a real man.” 
She tore at Mr. Blanchard’s cheap jacket and buried her face against his chest, breathing in the thick scent of his deodorant. The fluttering in her depths became a storm of pleasure, ecstasy gripping Mr. Blanchard’s thrusting fingers as she came right there in the library. She cried out against his chest, muffled, but still audible. 
“Someone’s coming,” hissed Mr. Blanchard. He pulled his fingers out from her pussy in the middle of her orgasm. She whimpered and spilled to her knees just as Mrs. Crabtree, the cranky senior librarian, rounded the corner. 
“You are disturbing the whole library with—“
Mrs. Crabtree’s anger changed to surprise as she saw Violet kneeling beside Mr. 
Blanchard. Violet’s face was flushed and her clothes were in disarray. The teen’s crimson lipstick was smeared on Mr. Blanchard’s lips. Violet reasoned that even a sexless old crone like Mrs. Crabtree had a good idea what was happening. 
“Oh, Mr. Blanchard,” said Mrs. Crabtree, straightening up. “I thought you were still in those meetings. I had no idea you were, ah, disciplining Miss Palmer.” 
“She was just helping me out,” said Mr. Blanchard, straightening his tie. Violet looked up and realized he was straightening that tie with his finger still glistening with her juices. 
She fought through the embarrassment of getting caught being finger-banged by Mrs. Crabtree and pulled herself to her feet. 
“I, um, I should probably get going,” said Violet. 
“Yes, well, I will see you tomorrow, young lady,” said Mr. Blanchard, sounding very serious. “We will continue this conversation.” 
“Yes, sir,” said Violet, looking down at her feet. She struggled to maintain her composure as her pussy twitched with aftershocks of her interrupted orgasm. Out of the corner of her eye, Violet could see Mrs. Crabtree scowling at her. 
She felt like everyone else in the library was watching her as she shuffled awkwardly out of the aisle and into the staff area of the library. Her panties were so wet that she slipped them off and pushed them down into the bottom of a trashcan. She hoped the custodian wouldn’t find them. He would know they belonged to her since there wasn’t another woman her size working in the library. 
Violet hid herself in the staff restroom for several minutes, reading through text messages from her two besties, Donna Bianco and Laura Kirkman. They knew about Violet’s habit of teasing older men, and about her recent steamy date with retired pilot Harry Archer, but they had no idea she was being blackmailed by her boss. They definitely didn’t know about him fingering her in the aisles right there in the library. 
“Going out with Harry again?” Laura wondered in a text. “Should I get you some Bengay?” 
Laura knew that Harry’s back had gone out during Violet’s date and had been teasing her relentlessly. Violet didn’t mind, to a point. Laura was pushing it. 
“You already used that joke,” she texted back. 
“So can we come over tonight???” Donna interjected into the group text. 
“Not tonight,” replied Violet. “Uncle Clark is staying at my house. He is recovering from surgery.” 
“Try not to have sex with him,” teased Laura. 
“EW!” Donna replied. “That’s her uncle!” 
Technically, it wasn’t her uncle. Bert Clerk was a childhood friend of her father’s that her father had treated like a brother. And Violet’s face was hot thinking about him. She was trying to get her composure together and fantasizing about her hunky “uncle” needing a nurse started to get her excited again. 
“I have to get home,” she texted. “Somebody has to be with him all the time.” 
“Yeah, be with him over and over again LOL,” replied Laura. 
Violet turned off the screen as the teasing text messages continued to vibrate her phone. She stuffed the buzzing phone deep into her purse and crept out of the staff bathroom. She could hear Mr. Blanchard in his office so she moved very quietly past his door, not wanting to be drawn back into his web of lust. Giving him a blowjob at his desk was one thing, but she knew Mr. Blanchard wanted more than that and she wasn’t ready. 
She was relieved to escape from the library into the crisp autumn air. She was glad for her knee socks to keep her legs warm, at least below the hem of her pleated skirt, but shedding her panties made things awfully chilly under her skirt. 
She gasped as a gust of wind lift the back, flashing her firm teenage buns at a car pulling out of the lot. The man behind the wheel slammed on his brakes and stared in wide-eyed wonder at glimpse of her ripe apple bottom. 
Violet couldn’t help but laugh as she hurried to her car. Her mom was waiting for her when she arrived home. 
“You said you got off at four,” she said accusingly. 
“Mr. Blanchard made me stay a little late,” said Violet. “Sorry, mom.” 
“It’s okay,” said her mom, her expression softening. “I fed Uncle Clark. If you could check in on him in a little bit and see if he needs anything, that would help me out a ton. His nurse is coming by at six to change his dressing and clean him up.” 
“Clean him up?” Violet asked, picturing a sexy nurse giving Uncle Clark a sponge bath. 
“Yes, Luciana cleans him up,” said Violet’s mother. “I really have to go now, sweetie. Luciana will know what do.” 
Violet’s mom departed and Violet was left alone in the kitchen listening to the TV going in the room nearby. They had a small spare room on the ground floor that had been perfect for a man convalescing from a burst appendix. Violet had barely seen Uncle Clark in the time he had been with them. He was strong enough to get up and use the bathroom, but staying standing for a shower was out of the question. He didn’t seem to be in a lot of pain at least. 
Before seeing Uncle Clark, Violet decided she had better clean up a little. She freshened up and pulled on a new pair of panties. Back down in the kitchen, she scooped ice cream into a bowl and drizzled it with chocolate syrup. She brought the bowl with her as she approached the spare room and knocked gently on the slightly open door. 
“Come on in,” called Uncle Clark. 
He was sitting up in bed and watching a baseball game on the TV that Violet’s dad had moved into the spare room. His legs and lap were covered in a blanket. 
He had some middle-aged paunch and his sandy-blond hair was thinning and a graying at the edges, but he had that same boyish smile she remembered. 
“Oh, Violet,” he said. “You’re a sight for sore eyes.” 
She noticed he took a moment to really look her over. She didn’t mind, most men did the same, even actual relatives. It came with the territory of being a smoking hot eighteen year old. 
“What do you have there?” He asked, gesturing towards the bowl. 
“Oh.” She bounced over and sat gently on the side of his bed. She passed him the bowl of ice cream. “I think you’re supposed to have soup whenever you get sick, but whenever I get sick I like a big bowl of ice cream. I thought you could use one.” 
“Yes!” He beamed and began spooning the ice cream into his mouth. He talked through the ice cream. “Thank you, Violet. Your mom is great and all…” 
“But she’s supposed to feed you a really bland diet,” said Violet. “I know, I saw the menu. Carrot soup? Applesauce?” 
“Yeah,” he said. “I got half a slice of bread tonight.” 
“Ooooh,” laughed Violet. “How exciting!” 
“So tell me about you,” he said. “Your mom said you are working at the library. 
How boring is that?” 
“I, um, find ways to have fun,” said Violet, playing with a dark lock of her hair. 
“Hmmm? Oh, I bet you do,” grinned Uncle Clark. “What about high school? 
Your grades?” 
“Good-ish,” said Violet. “I mean, I’m not on the honor roll, but I’m passing everything.” 
“Good girl,” he said. “And the boys? Are you making them crazy in those short skirts and knee socks?” 
She blushed a little bit, knowing he had taken notice of the way she was dressed. 
“I guess,” said Violet. “I mean, I have a boyfriend, but nothing serious. He’s a dork.” 
“Kyle,” said Uncle Clark. 
“Yeah, how did you know?” She asked. 
“Oh, I hear things tucked away in this room,” said Uncle Clark. “I think your mom really likes Kyle. I’m getting the idea that you don’t.” 
“To be honest, he’s lame,” said Violet. “I like… older men.” 
“Older men?” Uncle Clark laughed and licked the ice cream from his spoon. 
“Like at the old folks home?” 
“Not that old,” chuckled Violet. “But men. Like, you know, between you and me… dads.” 
“Oh, you’re a naughty girl,” laughed Uncle Clark, waving his spoon. “But I like it. Don’t worry, I won’t tell anybody. You know, when I was your age I had a little fling with one of my teachers. Mrs. Kenzy. Wow, she was hot, she was experienced. It didn’t last, but it was great.” 
“I couldn’t do it with one of my teachers,” confessed violet, her face hot. “I mean I flirt with them, but it would be big trouble if we got caught.” 
“Yeah, I guess they take all that stuff more seriously now,” said Uncle Clark. 
“Well, good luck finding the right dad.” 
“Oh my god,” laughed Violet, covering her face in embarrassment and shaking her dark hair around her shoulders. “I can’t believe I told you that.” 
“I’m sure they’ll be lining up,” said Uncle Clark, giving her leg a squeeze just above her knee. “Unfortunately, I’m a certified bachelor, not a dad, so I have to take myself out of the running.” 
She stared at him wide eyed for a moment. Uncle Clark burst out laughing. 
“You should see your face,” he said. “Your eyes got as big as this bowl.” 
Before she could offer another retort, the doorbell rang. 
“Ah, that must be Luciana,” said Uncle Clark. “She’s early.” 
“She just can’t wait to give you a sponge bath,” laughed Violet, bouncing up from the bed and pretending to accidentally give Uncle Clark a flash of her panties as her skirt flipped up for a moment. She heard a satisfying groan as he caught sight of her buns. She stopped at the door to the spare room and glanced over her shoulder. “Be sure to think of me when she’s is washing you up.” 
“Oh, Violet,” he chuckled, shaking his head with disbelief. “Believe me, I’ll try to think of anything but Luciana. 
She wondered why he put it that way right up until she opened the front door and greeted a blocky Dominican woman in her fifties with a wart the size of a cherry tomato on her face. The woman smiled and said, in a heavy accent, “Hello, I here for Mr. Clark. Change bandage.” 
“Yes, right this way,” said Violet and she showed Luciana back to the spare room. 
“Hello my dear,” said Luciana to Uncle Clark. “You ready to get clean?” 
“Yes, my beloved Luciana,” said Uncle Clark. Before departing, Violet made eye contact with Uncle Clark and gave him a knowing wink. He grinned and then winced as Luciana went to work on changing his bandages. 
Not particularly wanting to hear Uncle Clark groaning in pain, Violet went upstairs to her bedroom. Flirting with him had been easy, she had flirted with him when she was much younger and it was all just an innocent game. 
Confessing her real desires to him had revealed that it was more than just a game now. 
She slipped her phone out of her purse and flopped back on her bed. Her pleated skirt rode up her creamy thighs as she leaned against her wall covered with snapshots of her with her friends. She checked her texts, cancelling out of the group text with Donna and Laura and smiling as she saw some fresh messages from Harry. He wasn’t very good at texting, but he had made a concerted effort since their steamy night of dinner, dancing, and more. 
“How Are You Sexy?” He had messaged her awkwardly a few minutes earlier. 
She posed herself carefully on her bed with her legs parted, her skirt riding up so far that it revealed the gusset of her panties taut against her teenage mound. She unbuttoned her blouse enough to expose her breasts to the edges of her areolas. 
She tousled her hair and pouted her lips and snapped a selfie. The image was smoking hot, so she sent it along to Harry along with the message, “Tired, how about you, Mr. Archer?” 
It took a while to send the photo to him and then his reply was very slow in coming. The notification dots popped up for more than a minute. If it had been one of her friends she would have texted them making fun of how long they were taking. 
“Just relaxing in my motel room,” he texted back and attached a blurry photo. In the image, Harry posed on his motel bed with a beer in his hand revealed his impressively toned abdomen in a tight tank top and his plaid boxer shorts. He had posed his legs in an imitation of hers and pouted his lips in a kiss. The photo made her snort with laughter. 
“Very sexy, I see,” she texted back to him. 
“Can I give you a call, baby?” He texted in reply. 
She hopped up from her bed and locked her door. She didn’t want to be interrupted by anyone while she was on the phone with Mr. Archer. She dialed his number and he answered almost instantly. 
“That was quick,” he said, his voice deep and a little gravely in a way that sent a thrill up her thigh. “You must be eager to talk to me.” 
“Still thinking about two nights ago,” she admitted. “It was…” 
“Yeah,” he agreed. “It was. Think I could see you again tonight?” 
“Mmmm, I wish,” she purred, running her hand over her breast through her blouse. “I have school early tomorrow and a project I have to finish tonight.” 
“I got it,” he said. “It makes me feel awfully dirty being reminded that you are in high school still.” 
“I’m eighteen,” she said quickly. “But you are an awfully dirty old man, Harry.” 
Her pussy throbbed at the memory of the way his tongue had explored her. She reached into her nightstand beside her bed and fumbled for the familiar shape of her vibrator. It was a plain white vibrator. A favorite little toy she ordered for herself the day she got a credit card. 
“Oh, I can get a lot dirtier than that,” he said, his voice strong and rumbling with desire. “If you come over tonight I’ll show you what I mean.” 
“Not tonight,” she said, playing the inert vibrator against the furrow of her cunt through her panties. “Tell me though.” 
“Oh, yeah? You like it when I talk dirty to you, Violet?” 
“Mmmmhmmm,” she said and twisted the base of the vibrator to switch it on low. Pleasure buzzed through her clit and she let out a soft sigh into her phone. 
“I like that sound,” he murmured. “Alright, Violet, well if you stopped by tonight, I would not be that feeble old man with the bad back. I would push you up against the wall and strip off those pink panties you’re wearing.” 
“They’re actually blue,” she said, looking down at her mound as she held the buzzing vibe against her clit. 
“Strip those blue panties down your thighs, hold you up against that wall, and put my fingers to work on your little clit.” 
“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, pressing the vibe hard against her clit. 
“I will turn you around, baby,” he growled, “and rub my cock up the crack of that sexy ass.” 
“Oh, you think you’re going to put it there?” She said, raising an eyebrow and holding the vibe away from her clit for a moment. 
“I know you want my big old dick in that tight little ass. Not tonight though, Violet, I’m just teasing you. Playing it up and down your crack so you can feel how big it is. So you can think about how it would feel if I pushed it in that tight little hole.” 
“Ohhhh, Harry,” she moaned, slipping the vibrator into her panties and against her bare flesh. The vibrating took on a different sound as it buzzed her wet folds. 
“Take that dick back and tease your pussy,” he said. “No condom tonight, Violet. My hard cock slipping straight into your pussy as I press you up against the wall. Not like those boys.” 
“Not like them,” she agreed. 
“I’m a man,” he said. “I’d tell you. I’d whisper that in your ear while I slide that dick deep into your little pussy. I’ll fuck you up against the wall until you can’t stand it.” 
“Ohhhhh, Harry,” moaned Violet, jerking her hips and fucking her groove against the buzzing tip of her vibrator. She tilted her hips more and as Harry promised to spank her ass with every thrust, she fed the humming vibe into her aching cunt. The pleasure moved deeper into her body, but continued to radiate up to her clit and her hard nipples. 
“Are you playing with yourself?” Harry asked her, his voice soft and serious. 
“Yessss,” she hissed through her teeth. She fucked the vibrator into her pussy and remembered the way his cock felt as she rode atop him. Her breasts heaved and her nipples popped free of her blouse as she jerked her hips and pumped the vibrator in and out of her pussy. She whispered, “Oh, Harry, I’m so close.” 
“Cum for me,” he growled. “Cum for me and think about how I am going to pound your pussy, Violet. How I am going to give you that man’s cock that you never get from those boys on the football team.” 
“Ohhhhh yessss,” she cried, arching her back and curling her toes. Her pleasure peaked and she dropped the phone as she writhed and bucked atop her bed. She was there in that moment, in the dingy motel, getting pounded from behind by Harry Archer and his big cock. Her pleasure retreated by bittersweet increments and she was left gasping atop her bed, the vibrator still humming in her soaking cunt. She opened her eyes and looked over to realize that her bedroom door had somehow come ajar. It was dark in the hallway beyond, but she could see someone standing there. 
“Uncle Clark?” She called. 
She heard limping footsteps retreating from her bedroom and down the stairs. He had seen everything! Her heart flipped and flopped wildly. She struggled to breathe in her shock as she slipped the vibrator from her pussy and shut it off. 
Harry calling out to her from her phone startled her. 
“Yes, I’m still here,” she said. “I think one of my family members might have caught me masturbating.” 
“Baby, you’ve got to be careful,” chuckled Harry. “I hope you had fun anyway.” 
“I did,” she said, her smile apparent in her tone. “Thank you, I really needed to cum.” 
“It’ll be a lot better when I am slamming every inch into that—“
“Okay, okay,” she laughed. “Don’t get me going again.” 
“Goodnight, Violet,” he said softly. 
“Goodnight, Harry.” 
Once Violet caught her breath, she got up from the bed. She checked the hall just to be sure that Bert wasn’t lurking outside her bedroom. Satisfied that he wasn’t around, she closed and locked the door and padded over to her closet. She shifted hangers out of the way to where she kept her old Halloween costumes. 
The ones she didn’t want her mom to know she was wearing. 
There it was. She thought she had loaned it to Donna, but Donna must have returned it. 
She took the white nurse’s costume down from the rack. She had worn the outfit with garters and stocking to a Halloween party two years ago and the boys had gone crazy. It would still fit, she knew, although it might be a little tight in the bust. She grinned. 
This was a proper nurse’s uniform for a sponge bath. 
Working for Mr. Blanchard
“Over the desk,” said Mr. Blanchard, his manner unusually brusque. 
Violet stepped around to his side of the desk, her heart beating wildly and her pussy aching despite her fears about what her boss intended to do. He remained in his office chair, watching with a smile on his face, his eyes glittering with that same mischief she had noticed ever since he had confronted her with the video of her in the periodicals archive with Harry. 
She took a deep breath and slowly turned her back on him to bend over his desk. 
She rested her elbows on the cold wood and settled the weight of her breasts against his large desktop calendar. She had worn a longer skirt than usual and black stockings with a garter. Her skirt rode up the backs of her creamy thighs as she bent over the desk, revealing the limit of her stockings and the lower clips of her garter. 
“Mmmmmm, perfect,” said Mr. Blanchard. The chair gave a creak of relief as he hefted his bulk out of the seat. She trembled for a moment as he ran one big hand up the back of her thigh, over her panty-covered bottom inside her skirt. He flipped the back of her skirt up, exposing the full seat of her white satin panties. 
She suppressed a moan as his fat fingers crawled from one cheek to the other, kneading and pressing before teasing her crack with a fingertip. He withdrew his hand and said, “Take the panties off.” 
“Right here?” She asked, glancing nervously at the door to his office. 
“Nobody is going to barge in here,” said Mr. Blanchard, running his fingers over her ass. “Now take them off, or I’ll give you a spanking instead of what I have in mind.” 
“Okay,” she agreed, though she felt nervous. She hooked her thumbs into the waist of her panties and dropped them down her thighs. She had worn her panties over her garter so it was no problem to take them down, leaving only her luscious ass framed by the dark of the garter belt, her shaved pussy and pink asshole visible to her boss. 
“Goddamn, I knew it would be beautiful,” he chuckled, staring down at her. “I just never thought I’d actually get to see it.” 
“What are you going to do to me?” She asked, her pussy twitching at the thought that she was about to get fucked by her boss. 
“Oh, nothing too severe,” he said. “I don’t have time to give you what you really need this morning, Violet. I have staff meetings from nine until one. So that means you get something special.” 
She glanced nervously up at the clock on the bookshelf across from his desk. It was ten till nine. 
“Although, honestly,” he said, squeezing her ass a bit roughly. “I would probably finish with this pussy in two minutes flat. I don’t want to be in a rush our first time.” 
The way he said “our first time” like he had dozens of times planned was both thrilling and terrifying to Violet. She could tease men and wrap them around her finger, but Mr. Blanchard had the leverage to take charge and he clearly intended to use it to his full advantage. 
Mr. Blanchard kept one hand on Violet’s bottom, squeezing and spreading her ass obscenely as he reached over her and thrust his other hand into her face. She jerked away in surprise as he thrust two fingers at her mouth. 
“Suck them,” he demanded. “You want to get them nice and wet.” 
She hesitantly parted her lips and he took full advantage, thrusting his fingers so suddenly and roughly into her mouth that she almost gagged. His fingers tasted bitter as she recovered and sucked at them both. He ran the thumb of his other hand over the crack of her ass and against the clenched divot of her asshole and Violet began to suspect what he had in mind. She gasped as he pulled his wet, saliva-covered fingers from her mouth. 
He slathered his spit-covered fingers into Violet’s crack, causing her to tense up. 
He smeared her saliva around the rim of her pink anus. She was relieved that he seemed only interested in teasing her asshole with his wet fingers and not pushing them inside. 
Then he reached into his desk and pulled out a black buttplug with a flared base and a little rubbery hook on one end. It seemed small compared to a cock and yet huge when she imagined it being stuffed into her ass. 
“You ever tried one of these?” He asked. 
“No,” she said. She had seen enough porn to know what happened next, but this one looked a little different. 
“It’s made by this company that puts little computers inside ‘em,” said Mr. 
Blanchard, holding up to her face as his wet fingers continued to swirl around her tender anus. “I got this one hooked up to my phone. I just push a button on the app and it’ll start buzzing as good as any vibrator. You’ve used one of those before, haven’t you?” 
“Mmmhmmm,” she said, nodding her head slightly against his desk. 
“Good girl,” he said. “Now relax. I’m going to put this in that juicy ass of yours. 
Alright?” 
“Y-yeah, okay,” she said. 
He pushed the tip against the pink flower of her anus and she tensed instinctively. Mr. Blanchard chuckled and rolled the tip against her puckered hole. “Relax, sweetie, this will feel real nice once it’s in there.” 
She bit her lower lip and braced her hands on the edge of his desk. Mr. 
Blanchard pushed and the tapered tip of the dildo opened up her ass. He pushed harder and she held her breath as the plug stretched her virgin asshole. Even though he was only using her spit as lube, the smooth outside of the dildo pressed easily into her tender sphincter, opening wider and wider until the plug reached its widest point and popped easily the rest of the way into her tight hole. 
“That’s a good girl,” murmured Mr. Blanchard, stroking her flank as he pushed the plug the rest of the way into her ass. 
The flared base of the plug snuggled between her firm cheeks and the little rubber tip hooked around to her pussy and tickled against her folds. Violet had to admit, it did feel strangely good. There was pleasant pressure against her most sensitive spots. 
“Now, let’s see how it feels when I give you a little buzz,” said Mr. Blanchard. 
He picked up his phone and opened the app controlling the vibrating plug. She glimpsed a virtual dial controlling the speed and then he dragged his finger and she felt an intense, pulsing vibration that radiated through her ass, into her pussy, buzzed faintly against her outer folds with the rubber base, and sent rippling waves of pleasure through her. She slid off the side of the desk and fell to the floor, moaning and gripping at her pussy with both hands as she began to cum. 
“Oh my goodness,” laughed Mr. Blanchard. “Are you having an orgasm?” 
“Mmmmm ooohhh yessss,” she cried, twisting on the floor and nearly breaking her garters with her kicking against the carpet. It was an orgasm like none she had ever had before. The sensation of her ass clenching against the buzzing plug and the pleasure pulsing through her entire body topped any orgasm she had given herself with her own vibrator. Even after she had cum, the vibrator continued to buzz inside her until she cried out, “Please. Enough, Mr. 
Blanchard.” 
Mr. Blanchard finally turned the dial down and switched the vibrations off with a tap of his thumb. 
“That was a three out of ten,” he said, helping her to her feet. 
“That was crazy,” she said. “Can we take it out?” 
“Ah,” he smiled and turned his watch as if he were going to look at it. “I’m afraid not, Violet. I have staff meetings, like I said.” 
“What?” 
“Yes,” he said, picking up her white satin panties and handing them to her. 
“You’re going to have to work with it in. We can take it out later.” 
She tried to object, but he hustled her to the door the moment she had her panties pulled up. Mr. Weltzer, the scrawny A/V librarian, was waiting for his meeting with Mr. Blanchard. She turned beet red as she had to brush past him and out of the staff area. She could feel Mr. Blanchard’s secretary and several other staff members watching her as if they had watched a video feed of her being plugged by her boss. 
She staggered out into the public area of the library feeling like a newborn fawn. 
It felt strange and dirty to walk with the plug buried in her ass and she found if she swung her hips a little more it actually made it more comfortable. No, not more comfortable, it made it feel good as the plug rocked a fraction of an inch in and out of her stretched ass with every step. 
“This is unbelievable,” she murmured. 
“Violet!” Mrs. Crabtree was waiting with a cart overloaded with books. “What are you doing? You were supposed to be shelving half an hour ago?” 
“S-sorry,” said Violet, walking over to the cart and feeling the plug moving with every step. “Um, Mr. Blanchard had a meeting with me.” 
“Oh, did he now?” Mrs. Crabtree arched an eyebrow over the rim of her old-fashioned glasses. “You know, you aren’t the first girl he has put his sights on, Violet Palmer, and you would do well to remember that the last two were let go when he was done with them.” 
“Y-yes, Mrs. Crabtree,” said Violet, her face hot all over again. It didn’t help that Mr. Blanchard chose that exact moment to send a pulse through the vibrator in her ass. She moaned for a moment as pleasure rippled through her. Mrs. 
Crabtree gave her a confused glare. 
“Are you alright?” 
“My phone,” said Violet, reaching into her purse and taking out her phone. “Just my phone. Waiting on some… oooohhh… bad news.” 
“You don’t look well,” said Mrs. Crabtree. “You should probably go home for the day. After you finish shelving all those books.” 
“Y-yes, Mrs. Crabtree,” said Violet. 
The old librarian glared at her as Violet pushed the cart in the direction of the science fiction novels. Each step was difficult as Mr. Blanchard continued to torture her with pulses from the plug. By the time she reached Isaac Asimov, Violet was fighting to keep from crying out. She clung to the cart like a drowning woman on a piece of a shipwreck, her knees buckling as an orgasm thundered through her body. It went on far too long, the buzzing nearly making her want to pee after she had cum. She was going to make a beeline for the bathroom when it finally shut off. 
Violet pushed a sweaty lock of hair from her face and breathed a sigh of relief. 
“Please don’t do that again,” she texted to Mr. Blanchard. “I nearly wet myself in front of Mrs. Crabtree.” 
“Didn’t mean to,” he replied. “My hand must have bumped the dial in the app. 
LOL!” 
She was miffed by his joking. He was torturing her with this plug between her cheeks and in public no less. She tried to put her mind off the stretching weight of it in her ass so she could get to work. 
Violet made her way through the science-fiction and into the westerns without incident. She managed to almost forget that the plug was still wedged into her ass, at least until she bent over again and felt it move a bit more. She made good progress on the books in the cart and moved on to Romance. She was shelving a series of LGBT erotica when she noticed someone on the other side of the bookshelf, peering at her through the books. 
“Um, hi,” said Violet, spotting a hint of blonde hair and intense green eyes. 
“Violet,” said a woman’s voice. “I think it is time for us to talk.” 
Violet tensed and her tension squeezed against the plug stuffed into her ass. This was the woman that had approached her in the bathroom a couple days earlier. 
The woman that had ominously told Violet, “I know what you’ve been doing here in the library.” 
“What do you want?” Violet snapped. 
The woman pulled a pair of books off the shelf, revealing most of her face to Violet. She was middle aged, gorgeous, but fading, with bright green eyes that reminded Violet a little of a snake’s eyes. Her lips were plumped and her tits were big and fake in her tight red sweater. Her bright, slightly mean smile spoke of expensive dentistry. 
Violet recognized her. She wasn’t sure where she knew her from, but she knew this woman. 
“Relax, Violet,” said the woman. She spoke with a hint of a southern drawl. “I’m a friend. I understand you have these urges and it can be difficult to find an outlet.” 
“What are you talking about?!” Violet hissed, leaning closer to the woman. 
“Let’s not pretend I don’t know how you rub up against every old man with a pulse,” said the woman. “You’re like a cat in heat, darling. I’m just here to talk to you about an opportunity.” 
Violet started to tell the woman that she wasn’t interested in whatever the woman was selling, when a powerful pulse vibrated against Violet’s anus. The plug began to vibrate, harder and harder, escalating quickly to something much more powerful than she had ever experienced. She gasped and sagged against the book shelf. She knocked two books off and fought to keep from falling over completely. Her orgasm was so intense she saw stars bursting before her eyes. 
“Are you alright?” The woman asked with a hint of concern. 
“F-fine,” managed Violet, even though she was pretty far from fine. “Get… get to the point. P-please.” 
“Mmmm, very well.” The woman snapped open her purse and took out a small white business card with a pink back. She passed it through the book shelf to Violet. 
Violet read aloud, her voice trembling from her orgasm, “S-Shelby Hale. 
Experience Planner.” 
The name was familiar, but it was the address that provided a bigger surprise. It was less than a block from Violet’s house. 
“T-the neighborhood barbecue,” gasped Violet. 
“That’s right,” said Shelby. “I live one street over from you. I always knew you were a little tease, but when I saw who you liked to tease I knew we had to talk.” 
“W-why?” Moaned Violet. 
“You sure you’re alright, honey?” 
“Yes!” Snapped Violet, still very far from alright as the vibrations in her ass seemed to be intensifying. “What do you want with meee?” 
“Aw, sugar, I thought you were smart workin’ in a library and all,” said Shelby. 
“I run a little escort service out of my house. I have a few girls, mostly a fair bit older than you, that I hook up with older men. But, sweetheart, you could make a fortune.” 
“As a prostitute?” 
“Honey, we’re all prostitutes to these men,” she says. “To that old guy downstairs or to your boss. It don’t matter. You’re a whore. But if you do it with me, you’ll get paid and you’ll be safe. What do you think?” 
At that moment, the vibrations in Violet’s ass became so intense that a faint whirring was clearly audible in the aisle. Her whole ass and pussy felt like they were vibrating along with the plug. She held onto the book case with both hand, gasping, “Yes! Yes! Yesssss!” 
“Well, I think that’s just about the most enthusiasm I’ve ever seen,” said Shelby. 
“Stop on by my house tomorrow. We can talk some more.” 
Shelby walked away and left Violet suffering through an orgasm so intense that it brought tears to her eyes. Mr. Blanchard was slow to turn down the vibrations. 
By the time he did, her ass was somehow both sore from squeezing so hard against the plug and also numb from the heavy vibrations. She gathered her wits, gave Shelby’s card a last look and tucked it into her purse. Violet finished her work in a constant state of fear that she would succumb to the intense vibrations of the plug at any moment. 
She was almost relieved near the end of her shift when Mr. Blanchard came out to collect her. She slapped his chest with both hands. 
“I can’t believe you did that to me!” She hissed, looking up at him with anger. 
“It wasn’t funny!” 
“Oh, it was,” he said and gave her a sleazy smile. “I watched you on the security video. Don’t worry! Don’t give me that look! Nobody else will ever see it.” 
“Can we take it out now?” She asked, eager to be relieved of the pressure inside her. 
“Soon,” he said. “First, I think it’s time you and I had a little more fun.” 
Violet knew it was coming and she was ready with a counter-offer. 
“How about you take this thing out of me,” she suggested, rubbing the chest she had just slapped, “and I will come over to your house this Saturday, cook you dinner, and we can do things properly.” 
He seemed surprised and uncertain of how to react. 
“I… I mean I have that video of you,” he said. 
“Yeah, right, I know, Mr. Blanchard,” she said in her most kittenish voice. “You can make me do just about anything with that video. Not to mention all the video you made of me today in the library. But… wouldn’t it be more fun to have me make you something nice for dinner and have some real fun together?” 
“Yeah?” He grinned like a big goofy kid. “Well, alright. I accept that deal.” 
“Hooray,” she deadpanned. She swung her hips and looked over her shoulder at her toned ass. “Now can we get this thing out of my butt?” 
Getting the dildo out of her ass was the easy part. She bent over his desk in his office and he gently worked it out of her packed pink pucker. It pulled and pulled at her sphincter, stretching it until she was sure something was wrong, until it suddenly popped out of her ass all at once. Her little hole was stretched and sore afterwards. She wondered if it had done any damage. 
“It looks fine,” he reassured her. “You’re very, um, clean back there.” 
“Yeah, thanks,” she said, frowning at him as she pulled up her panties. “I think I might need to take tomorrow off, okay? I just feel like I will need to recuperate. 
Thank you, Mr. Blanchard, you are so sweet.” 
She kissed him on his cheek and hurried out of his office before he came up with a new trick for her to do for him. By the time she was in her car on the way home, she could tell everything was fine with her ass. It was also a relief to know that she could still exert a bit of control over Mr. Blanchard, even if he would still basically get what he wanted. Oddly, she was a little horny again. 
Her mind was on Shelby and her offer of a job playing around with older men. 
What sort of older men? Would they recognize her? What sort of kinky things would they want her to do? Most importantly, how much would they pay her to do those kinky things? The thought of selling herself to some hot older man gave her a thrill and made her little pussy ache in her panties. 
She saw Uncle Clark’s car in the driveway of her house, remembered he was in the spare room, and her mind returned to him. They hadn’t talked since he caught her masturbating the day before. The thought of what he had seen her doing was embarrassing and exciting in equal measure. She just had to figure out a way to talk to him about it. 
She remembered that a good icebreaker was hanging in her closet, if she had the guts to wear it. 
Violet’s mother was home and cooking dinner in the kitchen. It smelled like roast beef and potatoes. Uncle Clark was sitting at the kitchen table, an ice pack held against his abdomen. He was drinking a bottle of beer and when he realized Violet had just walked in he almost did a spit take. He smiled sheepishly at her, his face turning red. 
“Uh, hey, Violet,” he said. 
“Hey yourself,” she said, doing her best to act as if he didn’t catch her fucking herself with a vibrator the night before. “How are you healing up?” 
“Things heal slower when you get old,” he said, taking the icepack away from his side and setting it on the table. “I’m fine. Just feeling a little sore tonight.” 
“He’s not supposed to be drinking beer with those painkillers is on,” said Violet’s mother. 
“One beer,” protested Uncle Clark. 
“I’m, um, going to go upstairs and grab a shower,” said Violet, hanging on the banister for a moment and letting her skirt ride up just enough for Uncle Clark to see the tops of her stockings. “Long day.” 
“At the library?” Uncle Clark shook his head. He added in a lower voice that only Violet could hear, “You must be a dirty girl.” 
“Oh, I’m filthy,” she said and winked before climbing up the stairs. Her confidence teasing Uncle Clark was a put-on. Her heart was hammering wildly in her chest and she mouthed “oh my god” when she managed to reach her room. 
She was glad to be in the white noise of water rushing over her body in the shower. She lathered her soft breasts and between her legs. She paid special attention to her tender ass, feeling it with her fingers to be sure everything was where it belonged. The most she had every put back there before was her own finger and her high school boyfriends had certainly never tried to do even that. 
Violet stepped out of the shower and heard her mom calling to her up the stairs. 
“Violet, I’m leaving!” Her mother shouted. “Roast beef is on the stove! Your father should be home by nine!” 
“Okay, mom!” Violet shouted out the door. 
“Luciana will be by at seven,” she said. “Her number is on the fridge if you need to call her.” 
“Got it,” said Violet. She listened to her mom leave. The wheels in Violet’s head were already beginning to turn. She waited until she was sure her mother was gone and that Uncle Clark was no longer down in the kitchen. She wrapped herself in a towel and tiptoed downstairs and grabbed the note with Luciana’s number off the fridge. It sounded like Uncle Clark was listening to music in the spare room on the ground floor. She hurried back upstairs to her bedroom. 
Laying the nurse’s uniform out on her bed was a reminder of just how slutty it would look. The skirt was so short it barely covered her ass and the dark stockings had runs from when she worn them to the party. It was a trashy costume and when she zippered her ample curves into it she felt like a whore. 
She couldn’t decide if that was a good thing or a bad thing. There was no need for a bra. In fact, she doubted she could squeeze one between her breasts and the nearly bursting top of the uniform. 
“I’m here for your sponge bath, Mr. Clark,” she whispered at herself in the mirror. 
She got the lipstick just right and the eye shadow nice and thick to make her already smoky blue eyes look downright indecent. For shoes, Violet went with a pair of white stiletto heels. She felt like she was walking on stilts wearing them, but the height made her ass look fantastic in the tight skirt. The height also boosted her confidence. 
The uniform would have his cock unbelievably hard. As long as she had the confidence to go through with it, he would do whatever she wanted for the rest of his stay at the house. She just had one loose end to tie up. She reached for her phone. 
“Luciana, high, this is Valerie Palmer, I’m Mr. Clark’s, um, I’m his niece,” she said. 
“Oh, yes, we met,” said Luciana in her thick accent. “What is it Violet?” 
“Mr. Clark said he is so tired tonight he would really like it if you came by in the morning. Do you think that would be possible?” 
Luciana checked her schedule and found a slot in the morning for her to change Uncle Clark’s bandages and clean him up. 
“Great,” said Violet. “I will let him know.” 
Donning the sexy costume and rescheduling a visit from Luciana were the easy parts. Violet filled a wash tub with warm water and picked out a clean washcloth. As she carried the tub of soapy water down the stairs, she began to doubt that she could go through with it. What if he refused her? What if he threatened to tell her parents? 
Then I’ll play it off as a joke, she told herself. Be confident. Show him his fantasy
and he is not going to fight it. You’re not even related to him. 
Not technically, but she had been calling him “uncle” for most of her life. She was closer to him than she was to her mom’s sisters or her dad’s actual brother. 
And yet since she was a teenager she had always flirted with him. There had long been a sexual subtext. 
It was time to make it the text. 
Playing Nurse
Violet knocked lightly at the door for Uncle Clark’s room. She heard him shifting on the bed followed by a slightly hoarse, “Come in!” 
She took a deep breath, balancing the wash tub against her breasts as she turned the doorknob and pushed the door open. Her heels clicked on the hardwood floor as she stepped into the bedroom. It was small and there was a faint medicinal smell in the air. Uncle Clark was doing a poor job of hiding that he was on his third beer, not his first. His eyes went wide when he saw Violet standing there in her sexy nurse’s costume. 
“V-Violet? What are you… what is this?” 
“I’m afraid Luciana called,” said Violet, trying to keep her voice from trembling as she looked down at the handsome older man on the bed. “So I am going to be handling your sponge bath tonight.” 
She lifted the washcloth from the warm water and squeezed, allowing some of the water to splash on her uniform. Her nipples stood out erect beneath the thin material. Her skirt barely covered her panties as she stood at the foot of the bed and gave him the sultriest look she could muster. 
“Violet… I...” 
His face was bright red and he was grinning like an idiot. It reminded her of the look Mr. Blanchard had given her when she suggested an actual date. Uncle Clark’s expression was like the look of surprise someone gave when being told they were on a hidden camera prank show. 
“Shhhhh,” said Violet, lowering a knee to the bed. “You just relax, Mr. Clark. 
I’ll get you cleaned up.” 
“Oh my god,” he murmured as she reached out, her breasts straining her uniform to the absolute limit, and she pulled his blanket aside. His bandages looked fine. 
His underwear was tented up with his manhood. His very large manhood. Her pulse quickened as that cock twitched inside his boxers and she caught a glimpse of his brown pubic hair. She opened the flap a little wider with a fingertip and saw the thick root of his cock. 
“Mr. Clark, it is perfectly normal to become aroused during a sponge bath,” she said, opening the flap wider. “Don’t be embarrassed.” 
“Violet this is… this is crazy…” 
“Perfectly normal and nothing to be ashamed of,” she said and before he could offer another objection she reached into his boxers and wrapped her soft hand around his shaft. She pulled, dragging his cockhead against his boxers until she could pop his full length out through the flap. He seemed huge in her small hand, his cock a darker shade of brown than she had expected. “Let’s get this clean, shall we?” 
“Oh fuck,” he moaned as she took the warm, soapy washcloth and wrapped it around his cock. She squeezed around it and began to gently stroke him with the washcloth. Warm water spilled down his balls and over his thighs. It was a bit messier than she had intended, but Uncle Clark certainly was not complaining. 
He stared in wide-eyed disbelief as she stroked him with the washcloth, that same stupid grin on his face. 
She looked at him with a sweet smile of her own. All those long conversations about boyfriends, all those times he watched her in her swimsuit, the piggyback ride he gave her when she was inappropriately old and the way it made her feel… it all came back to her as she looked down at him and stroke his hard cock. Maybe he saw the same thing in her, or maybe he just saw a beautiful young woman teasing him and pleasuring him unexpectedly. 
“I’d better make sure you’re clean down here as well,” said Violet, moving the washcloth to his balls and taking over with her bare hand on his cock. His gaze shifted between her hands massaging and bathing him and her bust, jiggling gently with each stroke of her hands. She looked down at them as well and realized that all the water she had been spilling had made her uniform quite sheer. Her pink nipples were clearly visible. 
“Oh, that’s all wet,” she laughed. “I don’t need it getting any wetter.” 
She released her hold on his shaft and unzipped the front of the uniform just enough to let her ample breasts bursts free. They dangled as she leaned over him, her breasts swaying with each pump of her hand and her nipples nearly dragging against his hip. 
“You’re so sexy,” he murmured. 
“Mr. Clark!” She exclaimed, giving his cock a squeeze. “I am a professional nurse. Please don’t say things like that to me.” 
“I… I… I’m sorry?” He said. 
“Well, that’s okay!” She winked at him. “Some boys get a little excited when I wash up their big, dirty cocks.” 
She could hardly believe she was saying the line as she spoke it. Judging by Uncle Clark’s shuddering reaction it hit the mark. Dirty talk took effort, but if she was ever going to really talk dirty, now was a good time. 
“You know, I don’t see many patients as… substantial as you are, Mr. Clark,” 
she said, pausing to turn her head and examine his cock from different angles. It was even larger than Harry’s lovely fucktool and the thought of riding it made her pussy twitch. Unfortunately, Uncle Clark’s wound took that off the table. 
“That’s… I mean… um…” 
She dipped the washcloth back into the tub of warm water and brought it out dripping. This time, she sat up and allowed the soapy water to spill over her breasts. Her creamy mounds glistened and she dragged the soft cloth over her nipples, gently squeezing and continuing to work her other hand up and down the length of Uncle Clark’s hard cock. 
“Oh, I spilled a lot,” she said. “I guess I’ll just have to use these instead of the washcloth.” 
“Use… these… oh my fuuuuuuck…” 
His words of disbelief descended into groans of pleasure as Violet leaned forward and squeezed his hard cock between her soapy tits. His thick manhood more than reached through her ample bust to rub against her throat. 
“Oh, it’s so big,” she moaned with delight, rubbing her tits up and down his cock. “If you really want to get a man clean sometimes you have to improvise.” 
She looked up at him with her smoky blue eyes heavy with lust and she rode her slick breasts around his hard cock. He grunted with pleasure, his breath becoming erratic as he watched Violet pleasuring him with her soft breasts. 
“Is that good?” She cooed. “I don’t want to miss a spot.” 
She slid up to his tip, squeezing it between her mounds and pressing hard from the sides to vigorously wank him in the slippery press of her cleavage. He panted and his hips jerked, thrusting his cock up through her tits and jabbing it against her chin. 
“Oh, careful now,” she said. “You need to take it easy, Mr. Clark.” 
“Violet,” he gasped. “I’m… you’re going to make me, you know.” 
“Oh?” She wanked him a little more gently, an eyebrow raised as she looked him in his eyes. “You are going to ejaculate?” 
“Y-yeah, I am getting close,” he said. 
She released him abruptly from between her breasts and sat upright beside him. 
He let out a groan of disappointment. 
“Well then, Mr. Clark,” she said. “I suppose I had better take care of things. It’s perfectly normal to become excited to the point of ejaculation while you are being stimulated by the bath.” 
She dipped the washcloth daintily back into the tub and gripped his cock once more with her hands. She stroked him vigorously, squeezing tight through the washcloth. Her bare breasts, slightly flushed from squeezing his cock between them, bounced freely as she pumped her hand on his cock. His breathing grew heavier by the moment and his eyes, growing lidded with his pleasure, flicked from Violet’s hand on his purpling cock, to her creamy mounds. 
“Ohhhh fuck,” he gasped, thrusting his hips and then wincing with regret. 
“Relax, let me handle everything,” she said and reached down to massage his balls. The new angle of her body meant that her soft tits were actually bouncing against his cock. She stroked him against her breasts, enjoying the contortions of his face and the taboo thrill of jerking off this man that was practically family. 
“Oh, here it comes, Violet,” he groaned. “I am going to make a big mess?” 
She reacted with mock surprise. 
“A big mess? Oh, no, we can’t have that,” she said. “Let me just…” 
She slid her body lower and leaned her face to his lap. He smelled soapy and clean as she took his cockhead into her mouth. She tasted soap and salty precum. 
She held him there, swirling her tongue around his tip as she stroked his length. 
“Ohhhhh my god,” cried Uncle Clark. “That’s… ohhhhh…FUCK!” 
His cock throbbed in her grasp and hot, thick cum jetted into her mouth. She winced at the first pump of his cum, caught by surprise by the force and quantity of it, but she recovered quickly, tightening her lips around him and milking his spurting cock between her lips. The thick, salty slime filled her mouth. She breathed loudly through her nose, taking every drop and slowing her hand until she was sure she had stroked out everything Uncle Clark had to offer. 
She carefully lifted her mouth from Uncle Clark’s spent cock. 
“I can’t believe this is happening,” he said, his grin beginning to look a little guilty. 
She held her mouth open for him, cupping a hand to her chin to prevent any overflow. He stared in amazement at his plentiful white cum filling her mouth. 
She rolled her tongue through the salty mess a few times before closing her lips and swallowing it down. It was something she had seen porn actresses do a few times, but in this case it nearly made her choke. There was so much of it that it took several swallows to get it all down. Her eyes were watering from the effort. 
“Wow,” she laughed. “That was a lot of cum.” 
“Holy shit, did that really just happen?” Mr. Clark’s head dropped back to his pillow. “What did we just do, Violet?” 
“I took care of you, Uncle Clark,” she said, standing up and making no effort to cover her perfect tits. “You were in pain. I wanted to help you.” 
“Yeah, but this wasn’t… I’m like family,” he said, running his fingers through his hair. 
“I know,” she said and winked at him. “That makes it hotter.” 
“Does it?” He wondered aloud, but then he seemed to force himself to look at her, standing there half-undressed in her nurse’s uniform. His wet cock, stilling dangling out of his boxers, twitched noticeably. A grin spread on his face. “Your parents can’t know. Your mom would… well, your dad would literally kill me. I mean, like literally.” 
She leaned down and kissed him on the forehead, her tits dragging across his face as she stood back up. 
“Of course I won’t tell them,” she said and slowly zipped up her costume. “Now, Luciana is rescheduled for tomorrow, so if she asks you were too tired for her tonight. If you need anything else, like you know, when my parents aren’t around, just let me know, Mr. Clark.” 
She picked up the washcloth and the tub and carried it to the door. 
“Goodnight,” she said. 
“Wait.” He reached out and grabbed her hip. “Can I… could you show me your ass?” 
“What?” She laughed, her face going a little red. 
“I mean your boobs were so good, I just want to see your ass in that outfit. I…
nevermind, it’s stupid. Goodnight.” He leaned back on the bed, clearly embarrassed by voicing his request. Violet smiled at what she took to be a compliment. 
“Oh, don’t go all coy on me,” she said. “You just came in my mouth.” 
“Oh fuck,” he said, covering his face with his hands. “I did, didn’t I?” 
“Yes, and I swallowed,” she reminded him. “So you can have the courage to ask me what you want.” 
“You look so sexy in that uniform,” he said, his eyes taking her in again. “I would like to see how it looks with you bent over. Maybe, you know, like…
god, this is hard to say with you looking at me like that.” 
“Like what?” 
“Like, you know, like I’m your uncle,” he said. 
“We do call you ‘Uncle Clark’,” she reminded him. 
“I know,” he groaned. “Forget it. Goodnight, Violet.” 
“No,” she said, turning back from his door. “You want to see my ass? Sure thing, Mr. Clark.” 
He watched as she rolled her skirt up her thighs to reveal her dark satin panties and her garters worn properly over them. He let out a sound that might have been “No.” Violet chose to ignore it and rolled her skirt all the way up to her waist. She turned slowly, swinging her hips as she showed him her juicy ass. 
Violet kept it firm, but it was big for her size and she was growing into having a pretty thick ass. She bent away from him and pushed her round ass out for him. 
“Jesus Christ,” murmured Uncle Clark. 
“I think you need a closer look,” said Violet. 
She climbed on to the bed, moving towards his face. Uncle Clark certainly offered no protest as she gingerly climbed over him, straddling his face with her ample ass only inches away. She sat high on her knees, reached back, and pulled her panties aside. 
“Get a good L—Ahhhh!” Her teasing was cut short by Uncle Clark grabbing her by her hips and pulling her ass down roughly onto his face. As his nose thrust into her crack, his tongue reached up and plunged into her slick cunt. Violet sucked in a surprised breath as he began to eagerly lick her, his tongue sliding over her tender petals, lashing her clit, and finally driving hungrily into the depths of her hot honeypit. 
“Nnnnnnnn!” Uncle Clark moaned beneath her, his lust vibrating up into her pussy. He lacked Harry’s deft technique, but more than made up for it with his messy enthusiasm. He held her ass against his face, breathing loudly and hotly through his nose as he licked, sucked, and devoured her pussy. Her juices soaked his face and her inner thighs. More than once it felt as if she was trying to press his whole face inside her. 
“Oh my god, you are out of control,” she laughed. 
“Fuck me,” he moaned from beneath her, his words hot against her pussy. “Fuck my face.” 
She had restrained herself to that point and had been careful because of his injury. He was giving her permission not to worry so much and to take advantage of his eagerness. She intended to take him up on his offer. 
“You want me to fuck your face, Mr. Clark?” She laughed, jerking her hips and riding her pussy against his mouth. “You like to suck on your nurse’s tight little pussy? Get smothered under her ass?” 
“Mmmmmm!” His reply was completely muffled beneath her, but it vibrated pleasurably into her pussy. 
She couldn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth, but Uncle Clark’s urging hands and raunchy tongue were all the motivation she needed. Her orgasm was building quickly as she shook the bed with the force of bouncing and sliding her ass and pussy against Uncle Clark’s face. His fingers tightened on her hips. His tongue was on her clit one moment and dragging through the crack of her ass the next. She bucked harder and faster, pressing her pussy down against his mouth with every roll of her shapely hips. 
“Suck it! Oh, my god, suck my pussy! Oh my goddddddddddd!” She threw back her head, her nurse’s cap falling off and her dark hair dangling down the back of the white uniform. She rode straight down onto his skewering tongue and slurping mouth, her clit pulsing with her orgasm. She grabbed her tits, squeezing them and pinching at her nipples as she came all over Uncle Clark’s face. Her juices continued to flow as the last jerks of pleasure made their way up her abdomen. Her rolling hips slowed and he loudly slurped at her wet folds. 
“Oh, baby,” he said. 
“Does it hurt?” She wondered, lifting her ass just enough so that she could hear him. 
“A little bit,” he laughed, his face red with exertion and mouth, chin, and nose glistening with her juices. “But I have a bigger problem.” 
She saw the problem sticking straight up from his hips: his slightly curved brown cock had turned almost purple again and was leaking precum copiously down the fleshy bell of his cockhead. It twitched as she looked at it. 
“You want to fuck me, don’t you, Mr. Clark?” She asked, looking down at him over her arched back. 
He gave her pussy a lash of his tongue. “More than anything,” he moaned. 
“I just so happen to have brought the right medical equipment for this procedure,” she said, reaching into one of the pocket of her uniform and pulling out a condom. “Allow me to apply this to your, mmmmm, sore spot.” 
She leaned over him, careful not to let the weight of her breasts settle on his bandaged wound. She tore the lubricated condom open and pressed the pink ring of it to the head of his fat cock. Her heart was pounding as she unrolled the latex sheath and imagined how his big cock would feel stretching her teenage pussy. 
She knew it was wrong, that she might regret it in the morning, but she had come so far with him all ready that she had to go all the way. 
“How is that?” She asked, wanking him gently through the condom. 
“Mmmmm,” he moaned against her pussy and his cock twitched in her grasp. “I don’t think I’m going to last very long, uh, Nurse Palmer.” 
“That’s probably for the—“
Her words were interrupted by a faint and familiar sound. It took her a moment to be sure what she was hearing. 
“The garage door!” She gasped, springing from Uncle Clarks face as if it had suddenly become burning hot. She fell awkwardly to the floor and picked herself up. 
“What? What is it?” Uncle Clark looked at her with confusion. 
“My dad is home!” She hissed. 
“Oh fuck!” Uncle Clark cried, pulling his blanket over his condom-wrapped cock. 
She had to go! There was no time to gather up her wash tub and wash rag. The only way out of the spare bedroom was through the kitchen that ran right past the inner garage door. She could hear her dad’s SUV pulling into the garage, the engine rumbling into the house. 
She kicked off her heels, grabbed them, and ran out of the spare room. She could hear footsteps just outside the inner garage door. The knob turning right as she passed it. She ran faster than she had in her entire life, nearly slipping on the hardwood in her stocking covered feet. She reached the stairs just as the door opened and bolted up. If her dad had been looking right at the stairs he would have seen her legs moving and her ass in the short skirt. 
“Honey?” Her dad called upstairs. “Violet, you got a package in the mail!” 
He was looking at the mail in his hands. He must have been. 
“Down in a bit, dad,” she called, her heart beating so hard and fast that she thought she might keel over. She closed her bedroom door and slid down the inside of it, trying to catch her breath. A smile fluttered at her lips. Everything almost ended in disaster. 
But it was worth it. 
The next day in the cafeteria, Violet sat with her besties Donna Bianco and Laura Kirman and descrbibed what had happened with Uncle Clark in lurid detail. They listened raptly, dark-eyed brunette Donna occasionally exchanging a shocked glance with busty blonde Laura. The story reached its climax, with Violet describing how she dismounted from Uncle Clark’s face and scrambled up the stairs and Donna and Laura had eyes as big Frisbees. 
“Oh my fucking god,” whispered Donna. “And he’s like your actual uncle?” 
“No, she explained that,” said Laura, nudging Donna with her elbow. “And your parents never found out?” 
“Nope,” said Violet, leaning back in her chair and sipping her San Pellegrino through a straw. “I guess my dad said it ‘smelled funny’ in there when he went in to check on Uncle Clark.” 
“Ewwww!” Laura and Donna both laughed. 
“Yeah, I’m guessing it was the lubricant from the condom, but who knows,” she shrugged. “My dad did find my nurse’s cap though. Uncle Clark said it belonged to Luciana and must have fallen off her head. Which, like, I don’t think so. It smelled like strawberry-peach shampoo. That woman smells like cigarettes and fungal cream.” 
“So,” Donna paused to glance around conspiratorially, “are you gonna do it with him again?” 
Laura answered on Violet’s behalf. “Duh, it’s going to happen. He is staying right downstairs. They’ve already practically screwed.” 
“Who has practically screwed?” Asked Violet’s semi-boyfriend Kyle as he walked over to their lunch table. 
Violet straightened up. 
“Donna,” she said quickly. “And Jason.” 
Which was a ridiculous lie, since Donna and Jason were full on inferno hot in their relationship and everyone knew they had been fucking like rabbits. 
“Oh, you two kids might just make it,” said Kyle, lacing his arms around Violet’s shoulders from behind. He leaned around her to kiss her cheek. “I missed you the past week. You think we can grab a minute to talk?” 
“S-sure,” said Violet. She addressed her friends, “I’ll talk to you two tomorrow.” 
“Yeah, tell us about that card that woman gave you,” said Donna. She got another elbow from Laura. 
Violet sipped her soda again as Kyle, lanky and boyishly handsome, with one of those high-and-tight haircuts that hipsters and neo Nazis both loved, slid into the chair next to her. He put his hand on her thigh and squeezed. 
“So what’s up?” She asked. 
“I get the feeling you’ve been avoiding me,” he said. “Did I do something wrong? I know I’ve got… uh… I know I am quick, but, like I can get better. I can go down on you.” 
“Aww, Kyle, I haven’t been avoiding you,” she said, stroking her fingers through his hair. “I’ve just been busy. Between work and my uncle staying at my house and then all my school stuff, well, I just haven’t had much time.” 
“Look, I have work a lot too, but can we like, hang out or something this weekend?” 
“Sure,” said Violet, feeling sorry for Kyle big brown puppydog eyes. “Sure, how about Saturday night?” 
“Yeah, that sound good,” said Kyle and he gave her a kiss on the lips. “It’s my one free night this weekend.” 
As Violet walked through the halls and back to class, she had a nagging feeling that she was making a mistake. She couldn’t quite figure out why, so she put it out of her mind. 
She sat in Mr. Tanaka’s Trigonometry class, mostly ignoring Mr. Tanaka unless he cast his gaze in her direction. He was middle-aged and handsome, the sort of man that peaked her interest, but he never reacted to her fluttering eyelashes or her coy smiles. Frustrated by being ignored by the stern teacher, she looked in her purse for something to amuse herself. 
Her fingers brushed against the hard edge of something. She saw the pink rectangle and took it out of her purse, turning it over in her hand. 
“Shelby Hale,” she whispered. “Experience Planner.” 
She could picture Shelby with those intense green eyes staring at her through the bookshelf. Her breasts were enormous and fake and she had that pumped up Real Housewives look, but there was something hot about that. It was like a rich suburban housewife raging against the dying of the light. Only Shelby seemed to have enough money to win that battle. Was working as an “Experience Planner” 
really bringing in that much money? She had seen Shelby in a Range Rover, but Violet always assumed the luxury SUV belonged to her husband. He was a doctor or something, much older and not good looking at all, even by Violet’s slightly unconventional standards. 
Maybe he wasn’t the real earner in that household, thought Violet. Maybe Shelby’s career was what really made the payments on that Range Rover. 
“Miss Palmer,” said Mr. Tanaka sharply. “Something you would care to share with the class?” 
“Oh, um, no, sorry Mr. Tanaka,” she said, stuffing card back into her purse. “It just fell out.” 
“Well then, maybe you would care to tell me the angle of elevation,” he said, tapping the diagram on the chalkboard with the tip of his piece of chalk. 
“Um, 42 degrees?” It was a wild guess. 
And wrong. Violet felt a flash of embarrassment and then the class moved along. 
On her way home from school, she couldn’t stop thinking about Shelby Hale and her little side business. She drove past the big white house with the columns on the porch and admired the perfect landscaping and the statue of Venus that she had never noticed before. The curtains were pulled on all the windows and Violet’s mind imagined the inside of a wild west brothel, with laughing whores in hoop skirts and rowdy cowboys feeling them up and chasing them around the saloon. 
The house passed out of sight and Violet reached her own driveway. She pulled in next to her mom’s car and sat there, thinking about Shelby and the mysteries of her house. 
“Fuck it,” said Violet softly. 
She threw her car in reverse, pulled out so fast she almost hit a neighbor walking his dog, and turned back onto the street. She parked at the curb in front of Shelby’s. She was almost as excited and nervous as the night before when she walked into the spare room in a nurse’s costume. Well, maybe not quite that nervous, she decided. 
If she could do that, she could talk to Shelby Hale. 
With new determination, Violet stepped out of her car and walked up the cobblestone path to the front door of Shelby Hale’s house. She knocked gently at the door and it was almost immediately opened by a young and pretty redhead wearing a green cocktail dress. Her face was painted with heavy makeup and she wore extravagant gold earrings and a heart-shaped pendent that rested in her ample cleavage. The woman beamed when she opened the door, but her smile dropped like a discarded mask when saw Violet standing there. 
“Yeah? What do you want?” The woman said with the bare minimum of politeness. 
“I, um…” Violet fumbled, suddenly disarmed by the mixture of the redhead’s glamour and her unwelcoming expression. Violet opened her purse and rummaged while the woman looked on impatiently. “Hold on… um… here. 
Shelby, um, Mrs. Hale gave me her card.” 
“Oh!” The girl’s expression softened when she saw the flash of pink. “Sure, come on in. I’m Rose.” 
“Violet.” 
“Oh really? Two flowers, huh? We’ll make a bouquet with Daisy. C’mon in.” 
Rose stepped back from the door and welcomed Violet into a spacious front room. The floor was tiled and skylights provided pleasant natural lighting. A small fountain depicting two lovers burbled and was flanked by coaches. 
Movement behind Violet caught her eye and she turned around. The inside wall was mounted with a TV that was playing gauzy pornography with the sound off. 
Instead of the raunchy threesome on the screen, Violet heard the soft plucking of a harp and smelled sweet incense. 
“Wow,” said Violet, looking around. 
“Oh, yeah, welcome to the Palace of Sin,” said Rose, striking a dramatic pose. 
“All of the rooms downstairs are normal and all of the rooms upstairs are themed. Plus we have the dungeon in the basement.” 
“The dungeon?” Violet looked around with wide eyed wonder. 
“Yeah, don’t get too surprised, it’s just some fake walls made up to look like stone. Mostly guys who want the whole Game of Thrones thing instead of the whips and chains.” 
“Game of Thrones?” 
“’You know nothing Jon Snow’? Khaleesi?” Rose seemed surprised. “You have HBO, right? Don’t worry if you don’t, I gat download some episodes for you. I think you’d be a pretty hot Khaleesi in a blonde wing. A little thick, but these guys will like that.” 
“Uh, I was just going to talk to Shelby about this, um, this job,” said Violet. 
“Yeah, right,” said Rose. “Upstairs. Come on, I’ll show you.” 
Rose had a sensual way of moving that fascinated Violet as she followed the redhead up the stairs. It was almost as if Rose was built differently, her shapely hips swinging and her shoulders barely moving. Violet found herself feeling unexpectedly attracted to the redhead. She had experienced a few flashes of lesbian desire throughout her life, but it still caught her by surprise. 
They reached the top of the stairs and Rose stepped aside, showing the way with her hand to double doors at the end of a long hallway lined with doors. As Violet brushed past rose, she could feel the redhead watching her. Although she was much friendlier, there was still something slightly judgmental in Rose’s blue eyes. 
She left Rose at the top of the stairs and continued down the hall. The rooms on either side of the hall might once have been bedrooms in an unusually large suburban home. Through the open doors, Violet could see a room made up to look like a school classroom, one made up to resemble a locker room, another to look like a jungle, and another with an underwater theme and a giant whirlpool tub. There were eight bedrooms total, each with a theme, including a science fiction themed room with computer panels and some sort of metal table. 
Violet reached the double doors at the end of the hall and almost opened them before noticing a small handwritten sign that read, “Ring the bell” and included an arrow pointing to a doorbell. Violet pressed the button and soft, pleasant music chimed. A moment later, she heard approaching footsteps on hardwood. 
The doors opened and Violet was greeted by the voluptuous blonde proprietor of the so-called Palace of Sin. 
“Ah! Violet Palmer,” said Shelby. “Come in, come in. So you are thinking about joining my service for facilitating younger women and older men?” 
“Facilitating?” 
“Yes,” she said, bringing Violet into her sumptuous office with red-tinted lamps, crimson and gold wallpaper, and brass fixtures. “I facilitate a connection between young women with certain tastes, like you, and older men with particular desires. Then I make sure you are safe and well paid. I think I explained all this. Please. Sit down and let’s talk.” 
Violet listened as Shelby paced in front of her desk and explained how working at the Palace of Sin would be wonderful for Violet. In the back of Violet’s mind, repeating over and over, was the realization of what she was about to do. 
I am about to become a sex worker. 
Far from scaring her or worrying her, she found the idea very exciting. 
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