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A GAY CONFUSION

 


I'm standing behind him. I'm always standing
behind him. His name is Jeremy Richards and he is one hell of a
stud. I’ve had a secret crush on this man since I started working
at the hospital and it's only getting worse. I've seen him sweating
hard to save child after child on the operating table. He is
probably one of the best children's doctors in the country and he
does most certainly not lean in the direction I lean sexually in my
opinion.

That in itself is the problem. You see, I am
gay and it's been two years. I been watching, hoping, waiting for
an opportunity to pounce this guy for way too long and its getting
very hard to stay sane. I know it's not going to happen, but I so
dearly want it to.

He turns and catches me checking out his
butt. I make it look like I am looking at something on the
patient's leg behind him, who is balancing on his crutches with his
cast out in front of him.

"Eric, could you take Johnny down to x-ray
and get Edward to check the bone. I'm worried something hasn't set
right and I’d rather not pull off the cast to find out."

"Of course, Doctor Richards. No problem at
all."

He strolls past me and leaves through the
door to the ward. I look back at him and then turn to the kid.

"You're very lucky to have Doctor Richards
looking after you. He is a very good doctor," I say as I help the
young lad into his wheelchair.

I drop Johnny off to the x-ray department and
leave him and Ed's capable hands. I have a fair number of patients
that I need to visit and I'm desperately hoping that I'll run into
Doctor Richards somewhere.

About half an hour later I receive my wish.
Unfortunately, he is talking to that damn bitch Kimberley again,
who has been hanging off him since she became a resident here a few
months ago. He is clearly not interested in anything she has on
offer, which if I was a heterosexual man I would say is quite a
handful and then some.

Regardless of whether it's a man or woman,
Jeremy is always helpful and always kind. I wonder if he knows how
much that kindness turns those that are attracted to him on. He is
a super nice guy and that's probably one of the reasons why me and
a fair number of the female staff are hankering for the opportunity
to be a part of that man's life.

Doctor Richards excuses himself after awhile.
He walks down the hallway and I intentionally turn the corner that
I'm hiding behind and give him a friendly smile.

"I took Johnny down to x-ray. Ed says he
should have the x-rays to you in a few hours."

Jeremy stops and gives me his usual handsome
smile. His brown eyes that match perfectly with his summer brown
hair and tanned skin send me into a few wild daydreams that I
stifle down quickly. When dealing with a man of this level it is
important to keep one's head about oneself, lest he realize one’s
INTENSE homosexual yearnings. The last thing I want to do is scare
him off.

"That's good, Eric. I’m sorry for making you
work so hard today."

"That's no problem. I'm always happy to help
you."

He gives me another one of those smiles and I
feel a sense of warmth flow through me. It is just so unfair that a
man like this, with a body so gorgeous and a personality so
fantastic, is completely unavailable to a guy like me.

He heads off to his next patient and I
quietly watch him go. I so desperately want to reach out and wrap
my arms around his firm body. He is probably tired from working
long hours and I imagine that a little physical contact would do
both of us some good.

I turn back to my rounds. It's going to be a
very long day.


THE HONEST TRUTH

 


It is 10pm at night and the hospital is
quiet. I am the only one in the break room right now and I'm not
expecting a call out if I'm lucky. The kids are being surprisingly
good tonight and aren’t having me rundown to check on them for
things as silly as just needing to go to the toilet when the items
required for the act are right next door to their beds.

I sit reading a magazine and drinking a cup
of coffee. It's warm and it tastes good. I have a long night ahead
of me, as my shift doesn’t finish until 4am and I'm going to need
to stay as awake as I can for that time. I'm really looking forward
to slipping into my bed in my apartment a few blocks away and
having a rest. Today has been much more frustrating than usual
because of a certain someone’s sexiness.

The source of my frustration, seemingly
deciding that I need more, walks through the door and gives me a
wave. He strolls over to the coffee machine and pushes a few
buttons. There is a container of milk in the refrigerator marked
low-fat and doctor Richards throws an even quantity to fill out is
coffee.

He then walks over to my table and sits down
across from me.

"Hey Eric. What are you reading?"

Doctor Richards watches me with those
gorgeous eyes of his and I feel a stirring in my pants. Weird as it
may seem, we rarely spend time together without anybody around. The
hospital is always so busy and the kids always need our attention.
It's really rare for us to have time alone and the closeness and
the sense of opportunity makes me feel a bit uncomfortable.

I turn the magazine around to him and show
him the article about a rather famous author, who just happens to
be gay.

"Interesting, I have his latest book in my
office and I been flicking through it a lot recently. It's quite a
fascinating read."

It takes me a second to process exactly what
he just said. Why would Doctor Richards be reading gay fiction? The
author in question generally writes rather heavy sex orientated
books and they are certainly not for the heterosexually
inclined.

"I didn't know you were interested in that
type of book."

Doctor Richard smiles and leans forward.

"I bet you that there's a lot that you don't
know about me."

Something and his eyes catches me. A powerful
sense of desire and shock passes through my body. He doesn't shift
back and his hand is just so close to mine that I can't stop myself
from what I do next.

Reaching out, I pretend that I'm grabbing the
magazine. My fingers brush his as they move towards the page and,
to my shock, he grabs my little finger and caresses it.

He looks into my eyes as his hand slowly
moves over top of mine and strokes it. The feeling of those fingers
brushing my own is enough to make me want to scream in pleasure.
It's been my fantasy for so long to have this man touch me like
this and here I am in real life enjoying this feeling. It's amazing
and I am completely confused.

"Doctor Richards, what are you doing?"

He moves his hands away and a look of concern
comes into his eyes.

"You don't want me to touch you?"

He sounds a bit confused, and the confusion
matches my own.

I stand before a precipice and know that if I
don't jump then I will forever regret the moment that I let this
handsome man drift me by.

I reach out and grab his hand, as I look deep
into his eyes, and with a few words let him know exactly how I
feel.

"You can touch me anywhere you want."

He grins at me and a look of relief comes
over his face.

"I'm sorry about being so sudden. I just
never had the opportunity to be alone with you and I wasn't sure if
you are interested in me like I'm interested in you."

I want to get up from the table and smack him
around the ears. He has had feelings for me and I have had feelings
for him and neither of us have acted on them because we weren't
sure of the other's sexuality or desire. It's a ridiculous thing
and I find myself quite struck by the irony of it.

"I don't suppose you would like to show me
that book?" I ask.

He grins broadly and gets up from the table.
Our coffees and the magazine are forgotten as we make our way down
the hallway towards his office. It is only one floor up on the far
side and we enter into the room with an almost boyish naughtiness
that is quite pleasurable and, at the same time, is quite
erotic.

As soon as we get inside, he grabs my hand
again and this time he draws it to his chest. He is wearing a light
blue shirt and I can feel the fabric of it underneath my fingers.
Since I've known him, the minutest touch of his sleeve against my
skin has been enough to send me into a wild frenzy. All those
months and months of wanting and desiring and fantasizing are
coming to a head and I'm realizing now that this could be the most
amazing experience of my life.

With that sorting through my head, I step
forward and kiss him on the lips. He is a dominant kisser and has
good skills. I can feel a tension in his body that is so intense
and strong that it is roaring to get out. He is as horny as I am
and deep down I know that this is going to be a rough quick session
between the two of us. I'm hoping that we
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