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Alan did not know it was possible to be hospitalized for a simple ache. But here he was, lying on a sterile hospital bed, staring at the four walls of his empty room. He had been here for almost an hour now, waiting for the doctor to see him. Bored, he scrolled on his phone, reading the assignments his professor had just made due for the week after. He sighed, hoping the doctor would give him a note or something so he could delay it as much as possible.

He was relieved when the door to the room finally opened. A woman walked in with a clipboard. She examined the papers at his foot while he stared at her. She was the most gorgeous healthcare worker he had ever laid his eyes on. And when she finally turned to him, his heart skipped a beat. She didn't notice the change she had brought in him and sat down. He read her name. Dr. Taylor.

“How long have you had it?” she asked in a matter-of-fact manner. Despite her bored tone, he was beginning to feel aroused, trying to hide it as much as possible.

“It's been a day,” he responded, his voice thick. He cleared his throat.

“I see. If you were to describe your pain on a scale from one to ten, how much would it be?”

“Ten,” he answered. It was definitely not a ten, but anything that could get his pain out of the way faster was fair game to him.

She looked up from her clipboard and raised her eyebrow at him. He swallowed, sensing her frustration. “Ten? Very well. Show me where it hurts most.”

Something told him she had decided to go off script. “Uh. Like, right now...?”

“Right now,” she emphasized, staring at his crotch.

Well, surely a doctor has had to have dealt with testicular pain a million times right? And how many of those million had an erection even before the doctor had touched them? Very few, he supposed. He buried his reluctance away and slowly started to pull his pants down. She watched him, not an emotion visible on her face. When his erection was out in the open, she tsked and muttered something under her breath. Her indifference made his penis jump up in attention. Heat rushed to his face as he presented his pulsating manhood to her, hoping that it would be over quickly. He felt his soul shrink as she reached for him, roughly grabbing his shaft and pulling it toward his abdomen.

“Where does it hurt?” she asked. Her voice sounded skeptical. 

“Here,” he pointed at the base of his shaft. Her fingers on his dick were making it incredibly hard to think. And when she trailed her index finger down to where he was pointing at, he shuddered, his cock throbbing with pleasure. 

She asked him a few more questions, but in the haze of his lust and the press of her fingers on his shaft, he forgot what they were about, mumbling out answers while he strained to not show a single hint of pleasure.

“Hm,” she said after his final answer, scribbling something quickly. “I see what the problem is here. There isn't enough circulation going on down there. Your underwear seems awfully tight. You have to start wearing something more airy and let your genitals have more breathing space.”

She handed him the piece of paper and stood. “If any of your symptoms persist by the next couple of days, please return. Until then, follow what I wrote. Your discomfort should go away soon.”

Then she walked away. His body already missed her touch, but at the same time, he felt relieved. The woman was kind of a bitch. He reluctantly pulled his clothes back on. He didn't read what was on the paper, but decided to show it to a pharmacist. He was beguiled at the archaic hospital system. Why was he supposed to get the meds himself? Surely her important ass could do it herself. 
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The pharmacist reddened immediately when he showed her the paper. He didn't know what was up, but she looked at him questioningly, and slid it back across. What?

“Something wrong?” he asked her, looking at the writing. He immediately realized how stupid he was and crumpled the piece right in front of the pharmacist. “I'm so sorry. I didn't know it said that.”

The pharmacist had the gall to laugh. “It's alright. Nobody expects a doctor to write ‘airy skirt to keep your balls free’ huh?”

“Ha ha, yeah,” he agreed awkwardly, trying not to glare at her. 

He left the store confused. He was supposed to get women's clothes? Why couldn't the treatment just be a bunch of pills? And where the hell was he supposed to get women's wear from anyway? He supposed he could just walk into a store and browse the women's section, looking like a complete buffoon, until he got something that was not his size. Or, he decided reluctantly, to just call Rose.

“Hey, how'd it go?” Rose asked him the moment she picked his call up. 

“Oh, uh, it was okay. Doc said I just needed some rest.”

“Cool, cool. Hey, wanna come over and watch me fuck my project up?”

“Sure. I need your help with something too.”

“Help with what?”

“Too sensitive for the phone. I'll explain when I get there.”

“Ooo, bet you finally found a boyfriend.”

“Shut the fuck up, Rose,” he hung up the phone and went back to his car. As he drove, he tried to devise a way to ask for her help without embarrassing himself too much. It was going to inevitably give her more ammunition to make fun of him, but at the same time, he didn't know who else would really help him in this situation.

“Hey, Bob Ross,” he announced himself as he entered her apartment. He looked at the scattered equipment all over the place. “Shit project, as always.”

“Fuck off,” she was sitting on the floor, messing with some sort of fabric. “Come check this out.”

She handed him her phone where another one of her projects was on display. She was studying art history and had something to do with museums this semester. Every time she had a chance to, she would show him her displays. And he had to admit, they were pretty good.

“Hey, that's nice,” he said, zooming into the objects intricately placed around. She knew that he didn't know the next thing about art. Her aim was to get a reaction from someone exactly like him, though. To see what clicked and what didn't. He asked questions about the pieces, and she answered, explaining their significance. He watched her speak, this was purely an academic game to her, but he couldn't help but hope that she was thinking the same things as he was. Until she actually voiced those out loud, he was going to keep his feelings to himself.

“So, what did you want help with?” she asked, putting the fabric away.

“Oh, uh,” he stammered. There was no way he was going to let her put him in a dress. “It's actually nothing.”

“Your face tells me that it's not nothing. Hey, I won't laugh. I promise.”

Her hand took his and he realized he was shaking. He forced himself to calm down and decided to out with it. “The doctor, she told me that I had a, uh, circulation problem. In my um, groin.”

“Oh. Sounds totally not fun,” she squeezed his hand.

“Yeah, but get this. She said I needed to start wearing women's clothes. Like, what?”

She did not laugh with him. Instead, she nodded, “That makes total sense.”

“It does?”

“Duh. There probably needs to be some sort of space, right? I got a bunch of clothes you can try.”

“Oh, no, I don't need—”

“Shush. It would be really fucking weird if I went out with you and you return with a fucking dress on, right? That would be weirder than just using my clothes.”

“Right...”

“Oh, don't give me that look, Alan.”

“It's just, you know.”

“Did I laugh? I promised I wouldn't, did I? I'm here to support you.”

She seemed sincere enough. So he decided to take her at her word. “Okay, fine. Since you're asking so nicely.”

“I'm always nice. Listen, you don't even have to go back to your apartment. I just know the guys are gonna have way too much fun with you. Just bring your stuff over, okay?”

He couldn't bring himself to reject the offer. Yes, Harry and Toby would have an absolute blast at his feminine apparel. No, best he stay here with Rose, even if she was being weirdly insistent about it.

After an hour of her working at her project, she led him to her closet. “Here we are. Just pick anything.”

There was an array of dresses there. Alan had no idea she even had so many. 

“I only really need a skirt. For the circulation,” he replied, feeling nervous now that he was finally doing it. He couldn't see ‘just a skirt’ anywhere.

“Oh, come on. I can't have you waltzing about dressed like a caveman. You have to be dressed proper while you're living here.”

He looked at her, expecting her to be joking. But she was dead serious. 

“Okay,” he relented with a sigh, trying to tell himself that he was not looking forward to it. “But I have no idea what I should be wearing. There's like, a ton of shit up here.”

“Well, what's your favorite color?”

“Um. Black.”

“How dull. Here,” she pulled out a plain dress, completely black. Then she put it against his body. Inexplicably, he began to feel a tingling sensation beneath her hands. Rose's assertiveness, much like the doctor's caused blood to pool in his groin again. He calmed his breathing down and hoped to God that Rose wouldn't notice. She placed the dress down and continued, “I had a feeling it would fit. You've always been so... effeminate.”

“I'm not!” he countered, even as her claim made his arousal spike even more. He could feel his heart in his ears. 

“Um, yes you are. Anyway, you gonna stand there or let your balls have more freedom?”

“I'd like some privacy,” he stated, not wanting her to see her obvious arousal.

“No thanks. I don't want my beautiful dress destroyed because you couldn't put it on.”

“I'm perfectly capable of putting my own clothes own, thank you.”

In response, she crossed her arms and stared at him. A few seconds passed before he sighed and began taking his clothes off. “This is so weird.”

“You're making it weird.”

She watched him as his arousal came on full display. Her attention on him was intoxicating, further driving his erection to throb as if proud. And then it got worse when she commented, “How cute.”

“Stop making it worse,” he pleaded.

He was completely flustered by now. His body did not feel like his own anymore. All he could feel was her gaze on his body. He had to resist an urge to touch himself and get on with his task. And of course, after a few minutes of his struggles, she had to intervene. When her hands landed on his bare skin, he shivered, causing her to giggle. 

“Stop squiggling around. We're here because we're following the doctor's instructions, not roleplaying your favorite fantasy,” she huffed, helping him.

“Hey, this is not—”

Her hand on his shaft emptied his brain of every thought he had. When she stroked him, an unmistakeable moan escaped past his lips. He was unable to believe what was happening.

“Right,” she let him go, laughing. “You were saying?”

He kept shut after that, even as her hand touched his manhood more than once in the process of getting him dressed. When she was done, she stepped behind him, grabbing his shoulders. She steered him toward the mirror and he had to gasp.

“That's not me,” he said, looking at the woman in the black dress.

“That's totally you. The true you.”

“I'm a man.”

“Doesn't look like one to me. Well, except...” she whispered. Her fingers trailed down his shoulders, making him shudder. They caressed past his abdomen and traced the bulge his hardness was making across the dress. “This is pretty manly. We should get rid of it.”

“Rid of it?” he asked, scared of the implications.

Her hands continued down below, grabbing the hem of his dress and pulling it up. His cock sprang out once more, throbbing wildly. She held out her hand next to his mouth, her voice tickling his ear. “Spit.”

It was as if he were hypnotized. He spat without further ado. Then she rubbed his own spit against his cock. The cascade of sensations that broke through from her touch caused him to moan again, his knees going weak. He had to hold on to her as she stroked him slowly. 

“Such a good girl,” the praise should not have excited him as much as it did. He thrust against her strokes and she giggled. “Aww, she likes it!”

“I...” his resistance had entirely crumbled. When he looked at the mirror he only saw one woman jerking off another, which flamed his desire further. 

“Shh,” her voice was like honey, spilling down his ear. “Just relax, girl. Let me handle
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