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Summary

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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