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“Tell me, Tyler... do you ever experience any uncontrolled leakage when you’re being examined?”

Dr. Elias Hawthorne delivered the question in his usual calm, professional tone, as if it were just another routine item on the sports physical checklist. The words hung in the sterile exam room, clinical and precise. Yet the effect on the young man seated on the table was immediate and unmistakable. Tyler Grant, the same athletic boy the doctor had treated since he was twelve, gripped the edge of the paper-covered table, his broad shoulders tightening as a visible shiver ran through him.

For thirty years, Dr. Hawthorne had been Millford’s most trusted conservative physician—steady, traditional, and impeccably proper. Parents trusted him completely. He had watched Tyler grow from a gangly kid into a strong, college-bound eighteen-year-old with a powerful build honed by years of track and football. But today, during this final pre-college physical, something had shifted. The doctor’s standard questions about urinary function and genital health were no longer landing as routine.

Tyler’s cheeks burned red. His breathing grew shallow. Beneath the thin white jockstrap he’d been asked to wear for the hernia check, his cock had thickened noticeably, pressing against the fabric. A slow, betraying wet spot began to form at the tip, darkening the material as the young man fought—and failed—to hide his body’s humiliating response.

Dr. Hawthorne adjusted his glasses, keeping his expression neutral even as he registered every detail. This wasn’t ordinary nervousness. This was a very specific medical fetish, and Tyler had just revealed exactly how deeply it affected him.

He remained perfectly still, his face a mask of professional detachment. Inside, however, his mind was racing. He had performed this exact physical on hundreds of young men, yet none had ever reacted with such raw, involuntary honesty. Tyler’s jockstrap was now visibly damp, the growing wet patch betraying him with every heartbeat. The doctor’s years of clinical training told him to move on, to pretend he hadn’t noticed. But something deeper, curiosity mixed with an unexpected authority, kept him rooted in place.

“Interesting,” Dr. Hawthorne said quietly, tapping his pen against the clipboard. “Your chart shows no history of incontinence. Yet here we are.” He stepped closer to the exam table, his tone measured and deliberate. “When did this start happening during medical exams, Tyler? Be honest. I need details if I’m going to document this properly.”

Tyler swallowed hard, his muscular thighs trembling slightly. His voice came out small and strained. “A ... a couple years ago, sir. It just ... happens when you ask certain questions. The way you say them. Like you’re really checking.” Another bead of precum soaked through the fabric as he spoke, his cock now fully outlined and twitching under the doctor’s steady gaze.

The older man nodded slowly, as if this were simply another diagnostic puzzle. He adjusted his stethoscope unnecessarily, buying himself a moment. “I see. Then, for the sake of a thorough exam, I’ll need to continue. Any pain or discomfort when you’re fully erect like this?” The question was delivered with clinical precision, but both of them knew it had gone far beyond standard protocol. Tyler’s breath hitched sharply, and the wet spot on his jockstrap spread wider.

Dr. Hawthorne set his clipboard down on the counter with deliberate care, the soft click of plastic against Formica filling the quiet room. “Let’s be precise about this. I need you to describe exactly what triggers it. Is it the questions about your genitals? The hernia check? Or is it simply being exposed and measured in front of an authority figure?” His voice stayed low and even, every syllable carrying that familiar doctor’s authority that had always made Tyler feel small and examined.

Tyler’s face burned deeper crimson. He shifted on the table, the paper crinkling loudly beneath him. “All of it, sir,” he whispered, barely able to meet the older man’s eyes. “Especially ... when you talk like that. Like you’re really studying me. Like something might be wrong down there.” As the words left his mouth, his cock throbbed visibly, forcing another thick drop of precum to soak through the already drenched jockstrap. The fabric was now almost sheer, clinging obscenely to every ridge and vein.

The doctor’s eyebrows lifted slightly, though his expression remained composed. He reached for a fresh pair of gloves, snapping them on with slow, methodical movements. “I understand. For medical accuracy, I’ll have to perform a more hands-on evaluation. Stand up, please. Feet shoulder-width apart, hands behind your head.” The instructions were delivered in the same tone he’d used for thousands of routine checks, yet they now carried a heavy, intentional weight.

Tyler obeyed without hesitation, rising on shaky legs. The soaked jockstrap tented obscenely as he assumed the position, arms locked behind his head, powerful chest rising and falling rapidly. Dr. Hawthorne stepped in close, his gloved hands hovering just below the young man’s waist. “Good. Now try to hold still while I check for any abnormalities. And Tyler ... if you leak again, I expect you to tell me exactly how it feels.”

Dr. Hawthorne’s gloved fingers brushed lightly against the waistband of Tyler’s jockstrap, pulling it down just enough to fully expose the young man’s throbbing erection. The cool air of the exam room made Tyler twitch visibly. “Breathe normally,” the doctor instructed, his voice steady and clinical. “I’m going to palpate the area now. Tell me if you feel any unusual sensitivity.” His fingers wrapped around the base of Tyler’s cock with professional detachment, as though this were simply another hernia check, yet the slow, deliberate squeeze said otherwise.

Tyler let out a shaky gasp, his muscular arms trembling behind his head. “It ... it feels too good, sir. When you touch me like you’re checking for something wrong.” A thick bead of precum immediately welled up at the tip and dripped down the shaft, landing on the doctor’s gloved fingers. Tyler’s face burned with humiliation, but his hips gave a tiny, involuntary push forward.

“Fascinating,” Dr. Hawthorne murmured, maintaining his composed demeanor. He stroked upward in a slow, measuring motion, as if evaluating length and firmness for his notes. “No signs of swelling or irregularity so far. But you’re producing quite a bit of fluid. Is this normal for you during medical examinations?” He tightened his grip slightly at the head, milking another heavy drop free.

“Yes, Doctor,” Tyler whimpered, eyes squeezed shut. “Only when it’s you. Only when you talk to me like I’m your patient ... like I need to be thoroughly checked.” His cock pulsed hard in the older man’s hand, leaking steadily now, the clear fluid coating the doctor’s fingers and dripping onto the floor.

Dr. Hawthorne released him momentarily and picked up his clipboard again, making a few deliberate notes. “Patient exhibits strong arousal response to clinical questioning and genital manipulation. Significant precum production observed.” He looked back at Tyler, still standing exposed and trembling. “Turn around and bend over the table, please. I need to complete the prostate screening. And this time, Tyler, I want a full description of how it feels when you start leaking again.”

Tyler turned slowly and bent forward over the exam table, his strong arms resting on the crinkling paper as he presented himself. His muscular ass flexed with nervous tension, the soaked jockstrap pulled down around his thighs. Dr. Hawthorne stood behind him, snapping on a fresh pair of gloves with a sharp latex sound that echoed in the small room. “Good position,” he said calmly. “I’m going to perform a digital rectal exam now. This is standard for a thorough sports physical, especially with your reported sensitivity.”

The doctor applied a generous amount of cool lubricant to his gloved finger, then placed his other hand firmly on Tyler’s lower back to steady him. “Relax your muscles as much as possible,” he instructed, his voice low and authoritative. Slowly, he pressed his slick finger against Tyler’s tight entrance and began to push inside with clinical precision. Tyler gasped sharply as the finger slid deeper, breaching him in one smooth, deliberate motion.

“Very tight,” Dr. Hawthorne noted, rotating his finger slightly as if conducting a legitimate prostate check. “I’m palpating the prostate now. It feels smooth and appropriately sized... but you’re clenching quite hard around me. Does this part of the exam make the leaking worse?” As he spoke, he pressed firmly against the young man’s prostate, massaging it with slow, controlled strokes.

Tyler moaned helplessly, his forehead pressed against the table. “Yes, sir... fuck— I mean, yes, Doctor. It feels like you’re checking something really private. Like you’re controlling it.” His cock, hanging heavy and untouched beneath him, throbbed violently. A long, thick string of precum dripped steadily from the tip onto the floor, then another, and another, as the doctor continued the firm internal massage.

Dr. Hawthorne kept his finger buried deep, applying rhythmic pressure. “Breathe through it. I need to make sure there are no abnormalities. Tell me exactly what you’re feeling when I press here,” he said, curling his finger again with expert accuracy. “And don’t hold back. A good patient reports every sensation during a full prostate screening.”

His finger curled deliberately inside Tyler, pressing and rubbing firm circles against the young man’s prostate with practiced, unrelenting pressure. The wet, obscene sounds of the lubricant and Tyler’s desperate clenching filled the quiet exam room. “You’re responding very strongly to the internal exam,” the doctor murmured, his voice low and rougher now. “I can feel your prostate swelling under my touch. This is highly irregular for a standard physical ... but I’m not stopping until I’m satisfied.”

The forbidden thrill of it burned through both of them. This was the respected town physician—the man who coached Little League on weekends and sat in the front pew at church, now knuckle-deep in an eighteen-year-old patient’s ass, stroking him with slow, filthy intent. Hawthorne’s breath grew heavier as he watched thick ropes of precum pour from Tyler’s untouched cock, splattering messily onto the floor. The sheer wrongness of the situation only made the older man press harder, twisting his finger with shameful
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