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Polly and Her Boss

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Perhaps.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Right,” she whispered.

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

“Anything?”

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

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

“Well, Polly? Do we have a deal?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl,” he told her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But all she had were her fingers and her memories.

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

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

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

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

“Ah, Miss Perkins?”

“Yes?”

“Don’t forget your panties.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lift your skirt.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please, no,” she begged.

“Just relax.”

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

Her eyes popped open.

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

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

“What if I get pregnant?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The End
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Sneak Peek: Polly and Her Doctor

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

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

“Priscilla Perkins?”

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

“Are you Priscilla Perkins?”

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

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

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

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

“Miss Perkins?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, I feel fine.”

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

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

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

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

“Lift your arms over your head, please.”

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

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

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

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

Continue reading Polly and Her Doctor…
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