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The Physical
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The waiting room smelled like antiseptic and something else—something clinical and unwelcoming. I shifted in the plastic chair, checking my watch for the third time in ten minutes. Ashley had been on my case for months about getting a physical.

"You're not twenty-three anymore, Bobby," she'd reminded me over pancakes this morning. "Men need check-ups, especially at your age."

Men—she makes it sound like some exclusive club I'm just now being admitted to. At twenty-nine, I didn't feel old enough for serious medical concerns. The only thing bothering me was the occasional ache in my lower back after hauling drywall all day, but that's just part of the job.

"Bobby Mercer?" A nurse called, gesturing toward the hallway with a clipboard. She didn't smile as she led me to an exam room that felt too small and too white. "Dr. Jackson will be right with you. Everything off except your underwear."

The door clicked shut, and I suddenly felt exposed. I'd never had a male doctor before—always been a woman for check-ups. The thought of another guy examining me set my teeth on edge. I stripped down, leaving my clothes folded on the chair and slipped into the paper gown that seemed to disintegrate at every movement.

Footsteps approached—confident, deliberate. When the door opened, my jaw nearly dropped. Dr. Jackson wasn't some old, stuffy doctor in his sixties. Maybe forty, with dark hair graying at the temples and deep-set eyes that missed nothing. He wore a well-fitted lab coat over what looked like an expensive suit.

"Bobby Mercer. Welcome." He extended a hand, and when I took it, his grip was firm and sure. "I'm Dr. Jackson. I understand this is your first time with a male physician?"

My neck felt hot. "Something like that."

His lips curved into what might have been a smile. "No need for concern. I'll make sure you're comfortable."

He consulted the chart, making notes as I sat there practically naked under my flimsy paper shield. "Five-eleven, one seventy-two pounds. Construction work?"

"Yes, sir."

The "sir" slipped out before I could stop it. Something about his demeanor demanded respect.

"A physical job then." Dr. Jackson pulled a penlight from his pocket. "Let's start with the basics. Look up for me."

As he performed the routine checks—eyes, ears, throat—I found myself unnerved by how close he was. He smelled expensive, like sandalwood and something citrusy. Clean. Professional.

"Muscle reflexes next." He moved behind me. "Shoulders first."

His hands were strong and surprisingly warm as they pressed and probed my shoulders. Then my triceps. With each touch, I tensed despite his calming voice.

"Just relax, Bobby. I need to feel for any abnormalities or irregularities."

Easier said than done with another man's hands on me. I'd never considered myself homophobic—I didn't care what other people did—but this was different. This was my body being examined by a man who seemed entirely too comfortable touching other men.

"This construction work keeps you active," he noted, his fingers tracing along my bicep, creating an odd flutter in my stomach. "Biceps well developed."

"Yeah, lift a lot of heavy materials."

"Firm," he murmured, his thumb pressing into the muscle, rotating slowly. "Turn around for me."

As I shifted on the exam table, the paper gown twisted around my waist, leaving more of me exposed than I was comfortable with. Dr. Jackson moved his hands to my chest, pressing methodically against my pectoral muscles.

"Chest seems in excellent condition." His voice had lowered slightly, taking on a different timbre. "Your girlfriend must appreciate this."

The comment caught me completely off guard, and my eyes widened. Who says something like that during a physical?

"Lie back for me," he directed, his voice smooth as silk. "I need to examine the area more thoroughly."

As I complied, my heart started thumping harder. Dr. Jackson placed one hand flat against my stomach.

"Now when was your last prostate examination?"

Never. The word formed in my mind but didn't make it past my lips. I'd never had anyone... there. The thought alone sent a jolt through me that felt somehow equal parts dread and—something else I couldn't identify.

"Never had one," I finally managed to say.

"No matter. I'll be gentle." He adjusted my position slightly, his hands positioning me like I was some kind of doll. "It's important to establish a baseline at your age. Cancer is highly treatable when caught early."

His finger pressed against my entrance, and I swear I stopped breathing. My whole body tensed involuntarily.

"Just relax," he murmured. "Push out slightly like you're trying to use the restroom."

I tried, feeling violated and embarrassed all at once. His finger slid in, and I gasped—a sound that seemed louder than it should in the quiet room.

"Good," he said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. "Now just let me check..."

As he moved his finger inside me, touching a spot that sent lightning through my body, I arched off the table despite myself. My own gasp echoed in the small room.

"Just as I thought," he said quietly. "Very responsive prostate."

I lay there panting, my face burning with humiliation as my body responded in ways I couldn't control. He continued his examination, his other hand resting on my stomach almost casually.

"All seems perfectly healthy," he concluded after what felt like an eternity. "We'll just finish up and you can get dressed."

But as his finger withdrew slowly, deliberately, I felt a pang of disappointment that confused the hell out of me. I sat up quickly, clutching the paper gown around me like it actually provided some kind of protection.

"Just need to check for hernias," he said, positioning the gown aside. "And a quick examination of your penis and testicles."

His hand moved lower, and I swear my heart stopped beating entirely.

My stomach clenched as his fingers deliberately brushed against the base of my cock, and to my absolute horror, I felt a twitch. A traitorous response from a body that wasn't listening to the screaming in my brain.

"Let's just check everything properly," Dr. Jackson murmured, his voice unchanged as he took my soft cock in his hand. His touch was clinical yet thorough, his thumb pressing along the underside as he examined me.

I squeezed my eyes shut, thinking of Ashley. I pictured her face, her naked body, the way she looked when we fucked. But it wasn't working. As Dr. Jackson's fingers methodically worked their way down to my testicles, lifting and palpating each one with professional precision, I couldn't stop the reaction.

My dick was getting hard. Right in his hand. In this sterile white room where I was supposed to be getting a check-up, not... this.

"There we go," Dr. Jackson said, and my eyes flew open. He wasn't surprised or concerned. He was measuring my growing erection with his eyes, a look that sent another jolt through me. "Full response to stimulation. Healthy vascular function."

"It's... I don't..." I stammered, unable to form a complete sentence as my face burned with embarrassment.

"Not at all uncommon," he continued as if my humiliation was perfectly normal. "Physical proximity sometimes triggers involuntary responses. Nothing to be ashamed of."

But I was ashamed. Terrified. And worst of all, aroused in a way I'd never been with Ashley. His hands moved back up my now-thick cock, circling it loosely.

"I should measure this," he decided, reaching for a medical ruler from the counter without letting go of me. "Average erect length for your age group is 5.1 inches. It's important to establish a baseline."

He placed the ruler against my pelvis as I held my breath, my heart hammering against my ribs. "Seven and three quarters," he noted calmly, as if we were discussing my height. "Well above average. Your girlfriend is a lucky woman."

The mention of Ashley sent another wave of guilt through me, but it was quickly replaced by pure sensation as Dr. Jackson's thumb brushed across my tip, gathering the bead of fluid that had formed there.

"Good production here too," he murmured, examining my pre-cum on his thumb. "Everything appears perfectly functional."

As he spoke, he somehow managed to shift my erection to the side while his other hand moved back to my perineum, pressing firmly on the spot between my testicles and anus. I jumped as lightning shot through me, a strangled sound escaping my throat.

"Sensitive prostate connection," he noted, his voice dropping lower. "Some men experience significant pleasure from this area. Have you ever experimented with self-pleasure back here?"

I shook my head, unable to speak as his finger circled my entrance again, pressing this time with confident pressure that had nothing to do with medical necessity.

"Most men haven't," he continued as his finger slid inside me again, deeper this time. "Though they're missing out on the full range of their sexual potential."

My hips bucked off the table as he found that spot again, massaging it methodically while somehow still holding my dick in his other hand. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, my body responding with a clarity that my mind couldn't deny.

"You see?" he murmured as I panted beneath his touch. "Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind hasn't caught up yet."

He positioned the paper gown completely aside, leaving me completely exposed. His eyes moved over my body with appreciation that went far beyond medical assessment.

"I believe we're done with the formal examination portion," he said, releasing my cock but leaving his finger where it was, teasingly still inside me. "Unless you have any questions... about your health."

My cock was pointing straight up at the ceiling, leaking against my stomach. My hips moved slightly, unconsciously seeking more contact with his finger.

"No questions," I managed to say, my voice hoarse with need and confusion.

Dr. Jackson smiled then, a real smile this time that reached his eyes and transformed his face. "Good. Because I have a different kind of examination in mind now."

With deliberate slowness, he withdrew his finger, leaving me feeling unexpectedly empty. I watched as he moved to his knees beside the exam table, his expensive trousers creasing as he settled onto the sterile white floor. The epitome of professionalism was about to... what? My heart hammered against my ribs as reality shifted around me.

"Bobby," he said, looking up at me with an intensity that sent shivers down my spine. "Do you understand what's about to happen here?"

I couldn't speak, only nod as my entire body trembled with anticipation. This was wrong. So wrong. Ashley was waiting for me at home. I was supposed to be getting a physical, not... this. But my body didn't care about right or wrong anymore. It wanted.

His hands first moved up my thighs, strong and knowing as they traced the muscles I'd built through years of construction work. His touch was somehow both clinical and intimately sensual, exploring me in ways that no one ever had before.

"Such powerful legs," he murmured, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. "You carry yourself well."

When his mouth finally made contact with my cock, I cried out—a guttural sound I didn't recognize as my own. The heat of his mouth enveloped me completely, far warmer than I'd imagined. Wetter than I'd experienced with Ashley, who always seemed to treat it as a chore rather than a pleasure.

Dr. Jackson took me deep, his throat constricting around me in a way that made my eyes roll back in my head. His technique was perfection itself—his tongue swirling around my head before flicking against my frenulum with expertise that made me squirm against the paper sheet.

"God," I gasped, my hands flying to his hair. "What are you... how are you..."

He pulled back slightly, just enough to speak. "Some doctors specialize, Bobby. This is mine."

Then he returned to his work, this time with increased fervor. One hand moved to cup my balls as the other pressed against my perineum, recreating that electric stimulation from before. I was completely at his mercy—exposed, vulnerable, and more aroused than I'd ever been in my life.

I thought of Ashley briefly—her hesitant technique, her apologetic murmurs whenever I asked. The contrast was staggering. Dr. Jackson devoured my cock like it was his last meal, taking me so deep his nose pressed against my pelvis. I could feel his throat working around me, the tightness milking me in ways that made my toes curl.

His name became a mantra on my lips—first whispered, then gasped, then cried out as he somehow deepened his assault on my senses. Two of his fingers returned to my entrance, pressing inside as he swallowed around my cock. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, primal, and I felt something inside me breaking apart.

"That spot," I panted, hips bucking uncontrollably. "Right there..."

He found my prostate again, massaging it in rhythm with the movements of his mouth. My entire body tensed, muscles I'd worked hard to develop now rigid with impending release. I could feel it building from somewhere deep inside—a tsunami of pleasure that threatened to drown me completely.

"Doctor..." I managed to say, though it came out more like a warning. "I'm going to..."

Instead of pulling back, he doubled his efforts, taking me impossibly deep as his fingers worked magic inside me. The first contraction hit me like a thunderclap, electricity shooting from my core to my extremities. I came with a force that stunned me, pouring myself into his throat as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

Dr. Jackson took it all, his throat working as he swallowed, as his fingers milked every last drop from my body. I collapsed back against the table, boneless and gasping, my mind reeling from what had just happened.

When he finally released me and withdrew his fingers, I was trembling all over. He stood gracefully, not showing any sign of exertion as he adjusted his lab coat. He helped me sit up, his hands surprisingly gentle as he steadied me on my trembling legs.

"Bobby," he said softly, helping me off the table. "I believe your prostate responds exceptionally well to direct stimulation. For your continued health, I recommend weekly examinations."

I just nodded, unable to form words as I reached for my clothes with shaking hands. My mind was a blur of confusion, guilt, and a strange new hunger I didn't understand.

"Tell your girlfriend you need follow-up appointments," Dr. Jackson added as he made notes in my chart. "For your health, of course."

***
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The drive home was a blur of pavement and trees I didn't see. My mind kept replaying snippets—the heat of Dr. Jackson's mouth, the strength of his hands, the way my body had responded with an intensity that still hummed through my veins. Against my will, my dick stirred again at the memory, thickening against my jeans.

Without thinking, I palmed myself through the fabric, squeezing gently as I changed lanes. The friction sent another jolt through me, my hips shifting uncomfortably in the driver's seat. What was happening to me? I was supposed to be this masculine, straight construction worker engaged to the woman of my dreams. Now I was driving home sporting a semi over another man touching me.

My fingers gripped the steering wheel as I turned onto our street. One touch from Dr. Jackson—someone's finger in my ass—and I felt completely undone. Thirty minutes ago I'd been nervously waiting for a physical exam; now I was actively trying to recall every sensation, every moment of those incredible seconds on the exam table.

I pulled into the apartment complex and then my parking space, cutting the engine and sitting there for a moment, trying to compose myself. My cock was still insistently hard, pressing against my jeans with an embarrassing insistence. How would I explain this to Ashley? "Sorry honey, the doctor's finger was so magical up my ass that I'm still excited"?

My phone buzzed on the passenger seat—a text from Ashley: Everything okay? Been awhile since your appt was supposed to end. Pizza's on the way. Another followed immediately: Hope the doctor wasn't too rough with you 😉

If she only knew.

Inside the apartment, the smell of Ashley's vanilla candle filled the entryway. She came around the corner from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel, her smile faltering slightly as she took in my expression.

"Hey! I just texted you—" she started, but I was on her before she could finish.

My hands tangled in her hair as I crushed my mouth against hers, pouring all the confusion, guilt, and desperate need into that kiss. She tasted like spearmint and home, but as I deepened the kiss, all I could think about was the taste of myself on Dr. Jackson's tongue.

"Bobby," she gasped when I finally pulled back, her pupils dilated with shock and arousal. "What's gotten into you?"

"Just missed you," I lied, my hands already sliding under her shirt, fumbling with the clasp of her bra. "The exam went great."

"Great?" she laughed breathlessly as I freed her breasts. "Usually, you come home complaining about how uncomfortable you were."

"Everything's perfectly healthy," I managed, pushing her shirt up and over her head. "Doctor's orders."

Her hands went to my belt buckle as I yanked at the button of her jeans. In moments we were half-naked in the middle of our kitchen, the cold tile a stark contrast to the heat radiating from our bodies.

"Bobby, we can't—not here—" she started, but I was already dropping to my knees, peeling her jeans and panties down in one motion. I pushed her back against the counter, spreading her thighs with my hands.

"Oh god," she whispered as I buried my face between her legs. Usually I'd approach this gently, working up to it with kisses and touches, but not tonight. Tonight I needed her taste, her scent, anything to drown out the memory of another man's mouth.

I went at her with a fierce desperation I'd never felt before. My tongue delved deep inside her, my lips closing over her clit as I sucked hard, drawing sounds from her I'd only heard once or twice in our years together. Her fingers twisted in my hair, her hips rocking against my face as I devoured her like a starving man.

"Jesus, Bobby," she gasped, grinding against my mouth. "Where is this coming from?"

The truth—the idea of another man getting me so turned on I couldn't think straight—remained unspoken as I stood, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand and pushing her legs wider. She was already slippery, her juices coating her thighs as I positioned myself against her entrance.

"Condom," she started, but I was already pushing inside, the friction making me gasp as I bottomed out in one stroke.

Forget gentle. Forget loving. My hips pistoned against hers, the sounds of flesh meeting flesh filling the kitchen as I slammed into her again and again. Her back hit the countertop with each thrust, her cries growing louder as I bent my knees to change angles, hitting that spot deep inside that made her gasp.

But my mind wasn't with her. With every thrust, I was picturing Dr. Jackson on his knees, those skilled lips wrapped around my cock. I remembered his fingers pressing inside me, finding that spot that had sent waves of pleasure through my body.

Doctor Jackson was so goddamn sexy. The way he commanded the room without raising his voice, the confidence in his touch, the hunger in his eyes as he looked at me. The clinical detachment that made everything feel so forbidden.

My thrusts grew more erratic, more desperate. I was fucking Ashley, but I was imagining him. Imagining it was his body beneath mine, his legs wrapped around my waist, his ass taking my cock deep as he moaned my name.

"Bobby!" Ashley screamed, her nails digging into my shoulders as she came hard, her pussy clenching around me rhythmically. "Oh god, don't stop!"

"I won't," I grunted, feeling my own release building like a tidal wave. "Gonna—gonna fill you up—"

With a final, desperate plunge, I buried myself balls-deep inside her and let go. My cock erupted, pulse after pulse of hot cum flooding her channel. I kept thrusting through my orgasm, chasing every last spasm until I was completely empty, trembling above her.

As we struggled to catch our breaths, Ashley laughed—a shaky, sated sound. "What was that about? Best sex we've ever had."

The guilt hit me like a physical blow as I slowly withdrew from her body, watching as my cum immediately began leaking down her thighs. "Just... really needed you," I lied, pulling her into a hug that felt all wrong.

As she wrapped her arms around my neck, I closed my eyes and tried to ignore the truth—I'd just given my girlfriend the best sex of her life while thinking about another man.

Boy, was I in trouble.

***
[image: ]


The sheets were tangled around our legs, damp with sweat and other fluids. Ashley lay beside me, asleep and smiling, completely sated from our second round of mind-blowing sex. I, however, was wide awake, my mind racing with memories that shouldn't have been arousing me—not after the incredible sex I'd just had with the woman I loved.

Our neighbor's angry banging on the wall during our wild session still echoed in my ears. Ashley had been embarrassed, but I'd barely noticed, too lost in the fantasy of Dr. Jackson's mouth on my cock, his fingers exploring me in ways Ashley never could. Even now, thinking about it had me stirring again beneath the covers.

Carefully, I slipped out of bed, padding quietly to the living room where my laptop sat on the coffee table. I opened it, the screen's glow illuminating my face in the darkened room as I typed "Jackson Medical Clinic" into the search bar.

There he was—Dr. Lucas Jackson, MD—on the practice's website. His professional headshot didn't do him justice, but those intense eyes still pierced through the screen. I clicked through to his profile, reading about his education at Johns Hopkins, his residency in Internal Medicine, his specialties in men's health and wellness. Below the text, a small button read "Contact Dr. Jackson."

My heart raced as I hovered the cursor over it. What would I even say? "Thank you for the prostate exam that made me question everything I thought I knew about myself"? "I can't stop thinking about your mouth"?

I shouldn't do it. Absolutely shouldn't. This was crossing a line from fantasy to action—from a confused but forgivable transgression to deliberate cheating. But then I remembered how Ashley had responded to our sex tonight, how she'd never been so satisfied, how I'd never been so aroused. All thanks to Dr. Jackson.

"What the hell," I whispered to the empty room, clicking the button before I could talk myself out of it.

The contact form appeared, requesting basic information—name, email, message subject. My fingers trembled as I typed in my details. What would I even write? Something medical, obviously—a follow-up question about my examination. Just that. Nothing more.

Subject: Question about my physical examination.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard. What question could I possibly have? My mind raced with excuses, each more ridiculous than the last. Finally, I typed:

Dr. Jackson,

Thank you again for today's examination. I had a few follow-up questions regarding the prostate examination you performed. I was wondering if it's normal to experience continued sensitivity in the area afterward, and what recommendations you might have for... management.

Also, I'd like to discuss scheduling the weekly follow-up appointments you recommended.

Thank you,
Bobby Mercer
There. Professional. Clinical. Asking for more examinations. That's all.

Before I could overthink it, my thumb hit send. The message disappeared from the screen, replaced by a confirmation notice. "Your message has been sent. Dr. Jackson typically responds within 24-48 business hours."

Twenty-four to forty-eight hours. I'd have to wait that long? My disappointment was immediate and sharp. I'd expected an instant response, perhaps even a notification that he was online right now.

"What are you doing out here?" Ashley's sleepy voice made me jump as I quickly closed the laptop.

"Just couldn't sleep," I lied, turning to face her. "Finished the water from dinner, thought I'd check some emails."

She padded toward me in the dark, wearing one of my t-shirts that barely covered her thighs. "Everything okay? You seemed distant during... well, you know."

"Just tired," I said, pulling her into my arms. "Long day."

She looked up at me, her eyes adjusting to the dim light. "The sex was... different tonight. Incredible, but different. More intense."

"Is that a bad thing?" I asked, my heart pounding.

"No," she smiled sleepily. "Not bad at all. I just wondered where it came from. I haven't seen you like that since... ever."

I kissed her forehead, guilt warring with the strange satisfaction of knowing I'd given her pleasure, even if my mind had been elsewhere. "Guess I just really missed you today."

"Well, I like this version of missing me," she murmured against my chest. "Don't go disappearing too often if this is the welcome I get."

As I led her back to bed, my mind drifted back to Dr. Jackson—to his practiced touch, his knowing eyes, the way he'd taken control of my body in a way that still had me aching hours later. I'd sent the email. There was no going back now. Tomorrow, or the next day, there would be a response. And then... what?

As Ashley drifted back to sleep beside me, I lay awake, harder than I'd been just moments before, torn between guilt and a craving I hadn't known I possessed.

***
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Forty-eight hours of hell. Forty-eight hours of checking my email like a teenager waiting for a date response, of moments where my phone would buzz and my heart would leap, only to be disappointed by a work group notification or Ashley asking if we needed milk. The guilt was a constant hum beneath my skin, a counterpoint to the relentless throb of arousal every time I let my mind drift back to that exam room.

Finally, on Friday morning during my lunch break, it came. Not an email. A text message from an unknown number. My hands trembled so badly I nearly dropped my phone when I opened it.

Mr. Mercer, this is Dr. Jackson. I received your message through the clinic portal. Response times are much more direct via text, should you wish to continue our conversation in
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