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        “I write to escape.

        If I want reality, I’ll step out the front door.”

      

        

      
        —Robin Knight
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          BY DOCTOR X

        

      

    

    
      My name is Doctor Alexander Xavius, otherwise known as Doctor X. I’m a sex therapist specializing in the sexual behaviour of heterosexual males between the ages of eighteen and twenty-six. For the last three years I’ve been conducting interviews with willing participants from across the country asking them about their sexual activity. Within these pages are the transcripts of sessions I have conducted with my subjects. Their names have been changed to protect their identities, but the content of their experiences and experimentations remain true.

      

      This is the confession of a straight guy…
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      What happens in Cancun stays in Cancun, right? Well, that’s what I expected to happen. Boy was I wrong.

      It all started with the sombrero.

      “Cody…bro…you look like a total dick in that thing,” Tyler laughed.

      We were already half-tanked on margaritas that may have been cheap but potent, with a kind of lemon-juice-meets-rocket-fuel flavor to them. We’d been partying in Cancun for a week now, just the four of us from college and some random British guy we’d met on our first night in town who had proven himself an excellent source of Mexico’s finest weed. The drinking had began on the plane trip down south from Jacksonville, and hadn’t let up since. We’d quickly fallen into a pattern of partying hard all night at the clubs, picking up chicks and getting drunk, then sleeping off our hangovers and one-night-stands the next day before doing it all over again. Occasionally we found ourselves at the beach, and had even found the energy for a game of volleyball one afternoon; it was a great excuse to work off the booze and work on our suntans. After a season of college football we were all looking pretty buff, and the girls on the beach noticed. Matt and Vince had both scored that night. They were sharing a room together in the two-bedroom hotel suite where we were staying. The groans and grunts coming out of their room that night were enough to drive me, Tyler and our new random British friend out of the hotel room and down to the nearest bar. Within minutes our Brit buddy quickly hooked up with his pretty, big-breasted, pot contact and vanished into the crowd of beach bums and party-goers. That’s when Tyler and I ordered a jug of margarita…which came with a free sombrero.

      “What up, amigo? You don’t like my sombrero?” I asked in my best Mexican accent with a smirk on my face.

      “I can think of better uses for it than wearing it on your head,” Tyler said as though he’d just cast a baited line into a lake full of trout.

      I took it, of course. Tyler was my best bud, and his baited comments had led to many a wild and unforgettable night.

      “What are you suggesting?” My smirk widened.

      “Streak down the street with only the sombrero covering your junk and I’ll buy you margaritas and beer for the rest of the trip.”

      “Are you kidding?”

      Tyler took a slurp of his drink and shook his head confidently. He knew I was up for it. Hell, I was always up for an opportunity to get my gear off, especially with this tan.

      Before another word passed between us the sombrero was off and so was my tank top. I glanced around the busy bar, then at the door which led out to the street crowded with tourists and locals alike.

      I shot a look at Tyler once more and a wicked laugh escaped him. “Do it, bro. You know you want to.”

      Without another moment’s hesitation I whipped off my board shorts right then and there in the bar. In the few seconds between Tyler announcing his dare and my daks coming off, my cock had already become semi-hard. Tyler caught sight of my thick, bobbing dick straight away, as did some other guy in the bar who saw me and let out a loud wolf whistle.

      Every head in the place turned to see me standing there buck naked. The whole joint erupted with cheers and applause as I grabbed the sombrero and covered my dick and nuts with it.

      “Grab my stuff,” I told Tyler as I made a sprint for the door.

      I burst out onto the busy street with a loud “Woohoo!” like I needed any more attention. I couldn’t help myself, I’m a whore for the limelight.

      People gawked and cheered and whooped as I cut my way through the crowd. They cupped their mouths in shock and pointed in delight and more than a few of them slapped my bare ass as I bolted down the street. With a quick glance over my shoulder I saw Tyler racing behind me, laughing his ass off the whole way.

      Within minutes I reached the entrance to our hotel, but before I could push my way through the doors, Tyler grabbed my arm and pulled me back.

      “Not that way, dude. They’ll boot us out. Go the back way.”

      Together we raced around the side of the hotel, down a back alley and found a back entrance. We bounded up the fire escape stairs to our floor then sprinted down the corridor to our room, scaring the life out of a maid with a cart stacked with fresh towels.

      Inside our room, Tyler kicked the door shut behind us as I collapsed onto the sofa to catch my breath, tossing the sombrero across the room like a Frisbee.

      “That was epic!” I shouted triumphantly, punching the air with my fists clenched as though I’d just landed the winning touchdown in a game.

      “So is your dick,” Tyler pointed as he headed for the fridge to get beers.

      I looked down and shrugged at the sight of my now raging hard-on. The adrenaline rush had turned my dick into a seven inch flagpole. I didn’t give a shit, there were boners in the locker room all the time. It was just a guy thing. I gave a cocksure grin. “What’s the matter? Does the sight of my incredible manhood make you insecure?”

      Tyler just laughed as he pulled two Coronas from the fridge. “Yeah, right.” He tossed one of the beers to me and I caught it with one hand. He opened his own beer and closed the fridge door to see a note stuck to the front of the fridge. He read aloud. “Yo bitches, me and Vince have gone to the Aztec Bar with the girls. Back later…much later. Don’t drink all the beer. Matt.”

      I laughed. “Sorry, I missed that last part. Looks like all the beer is ours. What do you say we get tanked?”

      “Sounds like a great idea to me.”

      Tyler and I chinked our bottles together. I drained half my bottle in one gulp and so did Tyler. I guess we were both thirsty after our sprint.

      He peeled off his tank top and sat his ass next to mine on the sofa, kicking one leg up onto the coffee table. “I’m serious about your dick, bro,” he said, gesturing to my cock with his bottle. “It’s truly epic.”

      I chuckled. “What’s the sudden preoccupation with my dick, dude?”

      “I dunno,” Tyler shrugged. “You’ve gotta agree, it’s a good-looking piece of meat.”

      He said it so seriously that for a moment a long silence fell between us. Then suddenly we both burst out laughing. Perhaps those rocket-fueled margaritas had gone to our heads. “Jesus, bro,” I said, “for a second there I thought you’d turned all gay on me.”

      “Fuck, no,” Tyler said, finishing his beer. “I’m as straight as you.” He paused before adding, “But haven’t you ever wondered what it’s like?”

      “What what’s like?”

      “What it’s like to be with a guy?”

      I shook my head assuredly and took another swig. “Nope. I love chicks too much, man.” The gist of what he was asking sank in. “Are you telling me you wanna get with a guy?”

      “It’s crossed my mind.” He got up casually from the sofa and fetched another couple of beers. “I mean, how different could it be? Sex is sex, right?”

      “Jesus, you are turning gay! Not that I have any issues with that, it’s totally fine by me. I just don’t want you to think⁠—”

      “Cody, I’m not gay. I’m not even hard right now. Look.” He untied the string on his board shorts, pulled them down and stepped out of them, leaving them on the floor. His dick was thick and uncut and hung a few inches between his legs. “You’re the one with the hard-on,” he said. “Not me.”

      He had a point. My erection hadn’t waned at all. In fact, I think it had gotten even harder since we’d began talking about it. I guess it was a whore for attention just like daddy.

      I informed him, “You’re semi-hard, dude.”

      “I can rectify that…if you’re at all curious,” he said with one eyebrow raised.

      He grinned and handed me a beer then sat his ass next to mine on the sofa again, only this time he was as buck naked as I was. I could feel the heat of the day still radiating from his body. I could smell suntan lotion on his bronzed skin
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