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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
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