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Chapter One

Jake had an issue.

The Rutgers University star athlete was extremely uncomfortable. As he sat at the back of the big lecture theatre, trying desperately to listen to his boring lecturer drone on, it felt like his entire crotch was crawling with ants.

It had been like that for a few days now – and getting steadily worse all the time.

Eventually, the irritation got too much for him.

Standing up, the muscular athlete shouldered his way past the other students and stumbled into the corridor. He ran to the men’s restroom around the corner and, stumbling into a cubicle, pulled down his pants like they were on fire.

A moment later, he was scratching his inner thighs and balls; and it felt like heaven.

“Oh, God,” he groaned, scratching away the itch. “Oh, that’s the stuff.”

Jake’s relief was interrupted by a knocking on the cubicle door.

“Yo, Jake?”

Jake froze – pants around his ankles, and balls in his hand.

“Jake?” Came the voice again. “Jake, are you in there?” The voice was recognizable – Jake’s friend and fellow team member Chad. “I saw you run out of the lecture. You okay, man?”

Inside the cubicle, Jake struggled to pull his pants up.

“I-I’m fine,” he stammered, “I’m just…”

But even as he pulled his pants up, the itching and irritation began again.

“Aww, man,” unlocking the door, Jake stumbled miserably out. Chad was waiting, looking concerned.

“Yo, Jake,” his friend demanded, “what’s wrong, man? You look like you’ve got ants in your pants.”

“I do,” Jake nodded, scratching his itchy balls through his pants. “I’m really itchy down there. It’s driving me crazy.”

“Woah, dude,” Chad raised his hands. “You ought to go and get that checked out. If coach finds out you’ve got Jock Itch, he’s gonna keep you out of the locker room until it’s cleaned up.” 

“But the big game’s this Saturday.”

“Yeah, even if coach would let you, you can’t play like that,” Chad indicated how Jake was scratching his balls incessantly. “You’d be running around like you’d shit your pants.”

“Aw, jeeze,” Jake moaned. “What do I do?”

“Hey, easy buddy,” Chad stepped closer. “Listen, when I got that jock itch last season, my dermatologist fixed me right up,” he put his arm fraternally around Jake’s shoulders. “I’ll give you his number – see if you can get an appointment today.”

“Oh, right,” Jake groaned. “Like I have insurance for that? You know I’m not on my mom’s plan any more.”

“Well, he could make an arrangement about that,” Chad shuffled his feet awkwardly. “He did with me… But…”

“But what? I’ll do anything if he’ll sign a note and clear me to play on Saturday.”

Chad nodded wryly.

“Yeah,” he smirked. “He’ll make sure you will.” He reached into his pocket for his phone. “Here, copy down his number.”

Jake reluctantly pulled his hand away from his crotch and reached for his own phone.

“Thanks buddy. I owe you.”

“No, you’re gonna owe him.” Chad warned. “And he’ll collect.”


Chapter Two

That afternoon, Jake found himself across town, at New Brunswick Dermatologists.

He climbed up the stairs to the first floor, and a pretty receptionist signed him in. 

“Do you have insurance?” She asked.

Jake shook his head.

“Nah,” he admitted. “But my friend… He told me the doctor might be able to make an arrangement for me anyway.”

The receptionist smiled.

“Handsome guy like you?” She winked. “I’m sure he will. Head down the corridor. First door on the right.”

Jake grinned at the girl and swaggered off down the corridor – wondering if he’d try to get her number on the way out.

The first door on the right led to a sterile-looking examination room with a vinyl chair and table set up, both covered with crinkly paper sheets.

It was cool and antiseptic – kind of creepy, actually. Jake shivered. He never had much liked doctors.

A moment later, there was a knock on the door.

“Yeah?” Jake stammered. “Er… Come in?”

The door opened and handsome older man in a white coat entered.

He was so handsome that Jake was taken aback for a second. A tall, finely-featured man with movie-star good looks and sleek black hair flecked with just a tiny, distinguished amount of grey.

“Hi,” he checked her clipboard, “Jake, is it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Great.” He looked down and smiled, flashing bright, white teeth. “I’m Doctor Boehner. Pleased to meet you.”

“Doctor B-Boehner?” He pronounced it ‘Boner.’

The doctor laughed – the resonate chuckle of a matinee star.

“No funny comments, I’ve heard them all.” Instead he checked the clipboard again and asked: “What seems to be the issue?”

“I-I’ve got this itch,” Jake stammered, embarrassed. He felt really awkward trying to discuss this with a stranger – especially a tall, handsome, distinguished looking stranger.

You see, while Jake was as resolutely heterosexual as they come – he was only as resolutely heterosexual as athletes come. And the fact way, spending most of his waking hours in the company of other hot, young, well-muscled young men sometimes made him feel a little uncomfortable (or perhaps entirely too comfortable) in the presence of attractive men.

Doctor Boehner snapped him from his thoughts: “Itch? Itch where?”

“D-down there,” Jake pointed towards his crotch.

“Ah,” Doctor Boehner seemed unfazed. “You’re an athlete, right?” He winked. “I can tell by your physique.”

“Football and track, sir.”

“Sounds like you might have a case of tinea cruris – that’s what we call “Jock Itch.” I’d have to examine to make sure.”

Examine? Jake’s cheeks grew hot. He’d have to get undressed? In front of him?

“Coach has a rule that players with jock itch aren’t allowed to play,” Jake explained. “But the big game against Princeton is on Saturday.” He looked up pleadingly; doing his best to charm the handsome older doctor. “Do you think you can clear me?”

Doctor Boehner laughed again.

“Let’s have a look at you first, Jake,” he explained. “Why don’t you take your clothes off and put this on?” He held up a paper gown. “Opening’s at the back.”

“Yeah,” Jake’s cheeks burned again. “Sure.”

He began to pull off his sweater, and then paused.

“Don’t you normally, erm…” Jake blinked. “Leave the room or something?”

Doctor Boehner was staring straight at him.

“Nah,” he said dismissively. “It’s not like it’s anything I haven’t seen before. I’ve got one of my own, of course!”

“O-okay,” a little nervously, Jake began to undress.

He pulled off his sweater, revealing his lean, muscular torso. Then he unbuttoned his jeans, pulled them down and stepped out of them. A moment later, he was standing there in his boxer shorts, shivering.

“Take your shorts off too, please,” Doctor Boehner demanded.

“R-really?”

“You said you had an itch down there,” he shrugged. “So I’m going to have to examine the area.”

“O-okay,” Jake nodded – and cheeks red, he pulled down his boxer shorts.


Chapter Three

A moment later, Jake was standing completely naked in front of the handsome older doctor. He was covering his crotch with his hands; nervous both about being nude, but also how much his cock and balls had shrunk in the cold room.

“Put the gown on,” Doctor Boehner passed him the paper gown, “and sit down in the chair.” As Jake grabbed it, he pulled on latex gloves with a loud ‘snap!’

Jake put on the gown. A moment later, his bare ass was sitting on the cold, crinkly paper covering the vinyl seat.

“Okay,” Doctor Boehner stood in front of him. Jake found himself directly eye-level with his chest. Jake suddenly realized that for an older guy, the doctor was in fantastic shape. For a moment, he wondered what Doctor Boehner’s naked torso might look like. Then she he shook his head, trying to get such thoughts out of his head. 

“Let’s have a look at you,” the doctor murmured.

And then, to Jake’s embarrassment, he got down on her knees in front of him.

Jake cringed. He looked up at the ceiling; trying to think of anything but the awkward reality of a handsome older doctor kneeling down in front of him.

But that became even more difficult when he felt the paper gown lifted from his legs and the cool air suddenly hit his bare crotch.

He was kneeling directly down in front of him, staring directly at his cock and balls.

And then he touched his thigh.

“Ah,” Doctor Boehner said, his face hidden behind the lifted-up paper gown. “Looks a little irritated.” Jake froze as his cool, latex-clad fingertips started stroking his inner thighs. “Doesn’t look like a fungal infection, though. Just dry skin.” 

His fingers slid higher, until they were practically grazing his balls.

Jake nervously looked down.

The lifted-up paper gown covered Doctor Boehner’s face, but he could see the top of his head between his legs. Immediately – he couldn’t help himself – his mind had flashes of the last time he’d seen another man’s head between his legs.

It had been that summer at Bible Camp, and the other kid had sworn to him that what they were doing wasn’t “gay.”

Jake had never been convinced about that – but he’d still cum in the eighteen-year old’s hotly sucking mouth none-the-less. And made him swear to never talk about what had happened.

That memory, combined with the soft and explorative touches of Doctor Boehner’s fingers, would have been difficult enough. But then he felt another sensation: The warm, hot pressure of his breath on his inner thighs.

Jake bit his lip. He could feel the blood rushing to his crotch.

Oh God, he said to himself. Don’t get a boner. Don’t get a boner. 

But even the mention of that word – boner – was enough to make the problem worse; especially since he was being examined by a Doctor “boner.”

“Oh,” came a surprised exclamation from between Jake’s knees. 

Jake looked down, ashamed. The paper gown was sticking up like a tent – and the tent pole was his growing hard-on.


Chapter Four

Cool and classy, Doctor Boehner got up off his knees, and pulled off the rubber gloves with a ‘snap.’

“Don’t worry about that,” he smiled handsomely. “It’s perfectly normal for a young, virile man like you.” he chuckled. “In fact, if I was that way inclined, I might be flattered.”

And he said that almost as if he might be that way inclined.

But almost as quickly as he’d said that, he demanded: “Stand up, please.”

Jake nervously stood up. The crinkly paper sheet covered the chair stuck to his bare ass, and he had to peel it off. That, along with the paper robe sticking out obscenely in front of him, made him feel deeply embarrassed.

But Doctor Boehner didn’t seem to notice.

“Go and stand facing the bed, there,” he indicated. Jake did as he was told. “That’s it,” Doctor Boehner continued. “Put your hands flat on the bed and stick your backside out.”

“My w-what?”

“I just need to check the extent of the irritation,” he was pulling on another pair of latex gloves. “Stick your tush out a little more, please.”

Jake did as he was told, but was acutely embarrassed. And since when did a doctor call it his ‘tush’?

Moments later, that was forgotten. He suddenly felt Doctor Boehner’s cool, latex-clad fingers on his muscular ass-cheeks.

“Let’s have a look, shall we?”

Jake cringed, and his already-hard cock throbbed. As he stood there, this handsome doctor was examining him incredibly intimately. His fingers slid over the curve of his ass to his inner thighs, then checked his taint, and finally actually slid between his cheeks and he felt – just for a second – the doctor’s thumb press against his tightly clenched asshole.

He bit his lip; not sure whether the sensation was exciting or excruciating.

“Okay, looks good,” eventually, Doctor Boehner pulled his exploring fingers away. “It doesn’t look like jock itch – but I will put on some antibacterial moisturiser, just to be sure.”

He gave him a flirty pat on the backside.

“Stay there, okay?”

Jake blinked. Did the doctor just swot his ass?

But he barely had time to process that. Doctor Boehner was already returning with a big tub of white cream. Lifting the lid, he dug four latex-gloved fingers inside and they scooped out a big glob of white gloop.

“Hold still,” one of Doctor Boehner’s hands pressed between Jake’s shoulders, pushing his chest down. That forced his hips out more; sticking his ass out backwards.

And then there was a wet ‘slap’ as Doctor Boehner’s dripping hand hit Jake’s buttocks.

His palm landed right between the cheeks of his ass; so perfectly that two of the doctor’s fingers slid between his cheeks. He cried out, because the cream the doctor’s fingers were lathered in was so cold.

“Sorry, it’s a little chilly,” Doctor Boehner admitted.

He started to rub.

Jake froze. It was an incredible sensation.

Still pressing down between his shoulder blades with one hand, the doctor was slathering up his ass and thighs with the other. His hand spread the slick liquid all over Jake’s buttocks, and then down to massage his thighs. Then Doctor Boehner reached around, and started rubbing the lotion in between the crack where Jake’s cock and balls met his thighs.

“Ooooh,” Jake bit his lip.

“Just relax,” Doctor Boehner leaned forward, and whispered hotly into Jake’s ear. He could feel the doctor’s warm body pressed against his naked back. “Just need to make sure you’re fully moisturized.”

And then his wet, slick hand cupped Jake’s balls.

“Oh, my God,” Jake’s back straightened, but Doctor Boehner soon pushed him back down into position.

“We have to make sure your testicles are fully moisturized too,” he breathed hotly in his ear, as he began to gentle massage his balls in the palm of one hand. “This will prevent the itch returning.”

Jake’s eyes rolled upwards. 

He couldn’t believe it. This handsome, older doctor was massaging his balls. And he was letting him.

God, it was like being back at Bible Camp all over again. Or that night in the hot tub at the fraternity party; the one he made Adam and Brad promise to tell nobody about.

Shit, why was Jake finding this so arousing? He wasn’t gay. 

He wasn’t!

Was he?

And then Doctor Boehner’s hand slipped higher.


Chapter Five

A moment later, the doctor’s slick fingers curled around the shaft of Jake’s throbbing, involuntary erection.

“We’ll want to moisturize this, as well,” Doctor Boehner murmured, and began to stroke up and down Jake’s shaft.

Jake’s knees buckled. He had to grip the side of the bed for support as Doctor Boehner began giving him what was essentially a hand-job, right then and there.

The wet, “schlick, schlick, schlick” noise of the doctor’s hand stroking up and down Jake’s hard-on began to echo across the room.

“D-doctor Boehner,” Jake stammered. “Are you sure this is appropriate?”

“Sssh,” he breathed hotly into Jake’s ear. “It’s fine.” Then he paused. “Or do you want me to stop?”

Jake didn’t know what to say.

The logical part of his brain was screaming out in protest. But then the side of his brain he was trying desperately to suppress – which was larger and more dominant at this moment – couldn’t ignore the fact that he was getting a hand-job from a handsome, charming – dammit, sexy, even – doctor.

“N-no,” he stammered. “Don’t stop.”

And just like that, Doctor Boehner stopped.

“Stay there,” Doctor Boehner ordered, and he crossed the room and locked the door of the examination room shut with a ‘click.’ 

“Wouldn’t want anybody disturbing us,” he explained.

And then he returned to stand behind Jake. With a “riiip”, the doctor tore off the paper gown Jake was wearing; leaving the muscular young jock totally naked and exposed.

And then, glooping more lotion into both latex-gloved hands, Doctor Boehner got back to work.

With one hand, dripping with lotion, he reached around and started jerking off Jake’s throbbing hard-on again. With the other, he started massaging Jake’s ass.

“So, you need a doctor’s note to be cleared to play this Saturday,” Doctor Boehner leaned forward, and whispered hotly into Jake’s ear. “Is that right?”

“Y-yes,” Jake stammered, his knees growing weak.

“And you don’t have insurance. Is that right?”

“Y-yeah,” Jake’s eyes widened, as he felt Doctor Boehner’s fingers slip between the cheeks of his ass. “My friend said you might be willing to make an arrangement for me.”

“Oh, I can make an arrangement, alright,” Doctor Boehner nodded – and then Jake’s hands gripped the table hard, as the doctor’s slick and dripping thumb pressed against the tightly clenched knot of Jake’s asshole and ‘popped’ inside.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” the young jock groaned, knees buckling.

He was getting a handjob from the front, while Doctor Boehner was fucking him from behind with his thumb. 

It was a totally fucking weird experience for Jake, and was freaking him out. He’d never let anybody near his ass before – that was gay, right? But there was something about this hot, handsome doctor – and because he was stoking his cock, and making him feel incredible – it somehow seemed okay.

“So I have an ‘arrangement’ with your friend Chad,” Doctor Boehner purred, and he pulled his thumb from Jake’s ass, and pressed the tips of two fingers against it instead. “I imagine it was Chad who recommended me to you, right?”

Jake whimpered, as Doctor Boehner’s fingers slid slickly into his rear end; filling and stretching him.

“You like that?” His breath was hot on Jake’s neck. “That’s your prostate I’m massaging.” Jake whimpered, as he felt the doctor’s fingers move inside of him. “I could make you cum right now, just by massaging that.”

But as he said that, the doctor continued to stroke his cock.

“But where would be the fun in that?”

And then, in a single, smooth motion, Doctor Boehner pulled his fingers from Jake’s ass and span him around; until Jake’s bare ass was pressed against the bed and his throbbing, glistening erection was pointing directly at Doctor Boehner’s crotch.

“So, Jake,” he peered up at Jake; his steely blue eyes wide and his handsome mouth turned up into a sneer. “Here’s the arrangement I have with Chad.”

And with that, he gripped one of Jake’s wrists and pulled his hand down. Doctor Boehner pressed it against his own crotch, covered by the soft fabric of his suit pants.


Chapter Six

“W-what?” Jacks eyes widened.

Jake felt a thick, hard, throbbing cylinder crammed tightly inside.

Doctor Boehner peered down into Jake’s eyes. Then, on tip-toes, he leaned down and kissed him on the lips.

Jake’s nostrils were filled with the scent of the doctor’s cologne. His lips were surprisingly soft. And… oh, fuck. He was kissing another guy. This was gay, right?

Jake swore he wasn’t gay.

Chuckling, Doctor Boehner pulled his mouth away.

“Jake,” he said seductively, “It’s okay. I understand.” And with that, he used his grip on Jake’s wrist to move his hand up and down his crotch. “I played sports at school too. And I remember… Well, I had some special friendships with the other players.”

“W-what do you mean?” Jake asked nervously.

“C’mon. Chad told me about the time you and he shared that hotel room down in Atlanta for the playoffs.” The doctor smiled charmingly. “I used to have experiences like that, too. I doesn’t make you gay.” He winked. “I swear. I’m married with two kids.”

Jake felt woozy.

“W-what arrangement do you have with Chad?”

“Get on your knees,” the Doctor purred, “and I’ll show you.”

And with that, Doctor Boehner put his hand on top of Jake’s head and pushed.

Jake didn’t know what to do. His head swam. Like a robot, he found himself sinking down until his bare knees hit the linoleum and he was staring directly at the bulging front of Doctor Boehner’s suit pants.

“Open them up,” he ordered.

Hands trembling, Jake reached for the belt of the doctor’s pants. 

He unbuckled it, and pulled open Doctor Boehner’s pants.  

And then Jake gasped.

Underneath, wrapped tightly behind white cotton underpants, was a long, throbbing, cylinder of flesh.

“Pull them down, Jake,” Doctor Boehner ordered, running his messy, lotion-soaked hands through Jake’s hair.

Shaking, Jake gripped the waistband of Doctor Boehner’s boxers and pulled them down. 

You see, Jake,” Doctor Boehner explained, stroking the handsome jock’s cheek as Jake knelt in front of him, “I’m not gay – just like you’re not. I’m happily married and have a beautiful wife. But we all have urges, right? Don’t you have urges?”

Jake nodded. He certainly did, and they’d been chasing him his entire life.

Biting his lip, Jake pulled down the doctor’s pants and underpants, until they bundled around his muscular, hairy legs. Pulling them down just an inch released the doctor’s enormous, bulging cock - which bounced out and slapped Jake right across the cheek.

Jake’s nostrils were suddenly filled with a warm, musky smell. Heat emanated from Doctor Boehner’s crotch.

“Oh my God,” Jake lurched backwards; landing on his bare ass on the cold linoleum floors.

Gazing up at Doctor Boehner, his head swam.

Doctor Boehner had the biggest, hardest, most beautiful cock Jake had ever seen in his life – and, he was ashamed to admit, he’d seen a few.

“My eyes are up here, Jake,” Doctor Boehner purred. Jake looked upwards, at this handsome older man towering over him. He smiled sexily, and stroked Jake’s cheek.

“Ssssh,” he held one finger from his other hand to his lips. “This has to be a secret. None of the other doctors can know about it.” She shrugged. “I’d lose my license.”

Then, Doctor Boehner knelt down, until he was face-to-face with Jake.

“In fact,” he purred, “that’s why I was willing to make an arrangement with you and Chad. You see, day to day, it’s pretty easy to keep my little secret a secret. But when the urges hit - it can be a bit of a challenge to keep them under wraps.”

Jake cringed. He knew exactly what the doctor meant. When he’d felt that urge to touch another guy, he’d struggled to know how to satisfy his cravings without letting the team and the whole school think that he was gay.

Which, of course, he wasn’t. Not at all.

Just sometimes, he liked to fool around with guys.


Chapter Seven

Doctor Boehner leaned forward, and kissed Jake lightly on the lips.

“We guys have needs, right?” He stroked Jake’s muscular arm with one hand, leaving a smear of lotion on it. “When I see a big, strong boy like you…” 

His eyes dropped. Jake followed where he was looking; and saw that the doctor was focusing on how each of them was sporting a massive erection, both angrily pointing towards each other.

“So, my precious Jake,” Doctor Boehner purred, standing back up, “I’m more than willing to sign a doctor’s note clearing you to play on Saturday, and waive the bill for today’s visit… if…”

“If what?” Jake was still on his knees – staring directly level with Doctor Boehner’s impressive cock.

“If I fulfil your needs,” he purred, “you have to fulfil mine.”

Jake gulped. He looked upwards at the handsome doctor.

“Your needs?”

Doctor Boehner smiled, and ran a hand through Jake’s hair – and then tightened his grip.

“Aaah,” Jake twisted his head, trying to wriggle out of the grip the doctor had on a fistful of his hair. 

“I’m sure you’ve had countless cheerleaders and sluts kneeling where you are now, Jake,” Doctor Boehner purred. “Perhaps even a few other jocks.”

Jake’s cheeks burned. That part was true enough. In fact, Chad had been in a similar spot just a few weeks ago.

“What did you expect them to do?”

The doctor released his grip a little, so Jake could turn his head and once-again stare at the intimidatingly huge cock bobbing up and down in front of him.

“Y-you want me to?” His face went white. “I’ve never… I mean, I have… But I’m not gay…”

The grip tightened. Jake whimpered.

“I saw how you were looking at me the moment I walked into this examination room,” Doctor Boehner purred. “And you didn’t seem to mind when I was jerking off that big, pretty cock of yours earlier.”

“But… I mean…”

“Come on, Jake,” Doctor Boehner hissed. “Chad told me everything.” He pulled Jake’s head forward. “You know you want this as badly as I do. Now be good and open your mouth.”

Jake’s head was spinning.

It wasn’t just the weirdness of the situation – of being at the mercy of this handsome, older doctor and his big, beautiful dick. It was the fact that he was struggling to say no.

He really did want it. 

He was staring at her big, thick cock and his mouth was watering. He wanted to know how it tasted; how much he could fit into his mouth.

Jake had been so turned on while Doctor Boehner was jerking him off.

Would it make him gay if it did it?

It wouldn’t be the first time.

And if this handsome doctor was the one clearing him to play in Saturday’s game, could he afford not to?

And with that in mind, Jake opened his mouth and engulfed the head of Doctor Boehner’s straining cock.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” the handsome doctor purred, as he felt the warm, soft wetness of Jake’s mouth on the swollen tip of his cock. “That’s it.”

Now Jake had this mysterious man’s dick in his mouth, all his concerns disappeared. Whatever this was, it was happening right now; and he instinctively knew what to do.

Lifting his hands from his sides, he gripped Doctor Boehner’s hips, and then slid his hands around to cup the doctor’s taut, firm ass.

That gave him the support he needed to concentrate on pleasuring him.

As the owner of a dick, and as a jock who’d got more than his fair share of blowjobs in high school and college, Jake knew what would feel good.

He swirled his tongue around Doctor Boehner’s swollen cock head, and gently bobbed his head, letting the doctor’s shaft sink deeply in and out of his warm, wet, sucking mouth.

Between his legs, he felt his own cock throb and swell. He couldn’t believe it – his body was betraying him. He was definitely, undeniably, irrefutably straight – but for some reason he was getting turned on sucking another man’s cock.

Doctor Boehner’s musky, masculine scent that filled his nostrils, and the firm, smooth flesh of his muscular backside filled Jake’s hands. He was a handsome, sexy, older man – but surely doing this didn’t make Jake gay.

Did it?


Chapter Eight

“Mmmmm,” tightening his grip on Jake’s hair, Doctor Boehner pulled Jake’s mouth from his cock. It bounced out from between his lips; glistening with his saliva.

“You suck cock like a champ,” he purred. “You and Chad have been practicing on each other in the locker room, haven’t you?”

Jake’s cheeks burned. It was true.

“Now stand up and turn around – hands on the bed again.”

“Wha-?” Jake protested.

“You heard me, precious.”

Jake nervously stood up, and turned around.

A moment later, he was where he’d been just moments earlier – standing against the bed, bare ass stuck out.

And that’s when Doctor Boehner touched him again.

His hands still dripping with lotion, the doctor repeated his moves from earlier – reaching around to stroke Jake’s straining cock and jerk him off in soft, fluid movements.

His other hand slipped between the cheeks of Jake’s ass.

“What are you…. Ahhhhhhh.” Jake groaned as two of Doctor Boehner’s latex-glove clad fingers slid effortlessly into his already-lubricated backside.

“Ohhh, you’re tight,” Doctor Boehner groaned, leaning into Jake and breathing hotly into his ear. “I wonder if you’re tighter than Chad.”

And then his fingers left Jake’s ass – and a hard, hot, smooth object threatened to replace them.

Jake turned his head. He could barely see over his shoulder, but did get a glimpse of Doctor Boehner slathering his enormous cock with lotion, and then aiming the swollen head between the cheeks of Jake’s ass.

“Uggh,” Jake’s eyes rolled upwards as he felt the inexorable pressure of Doctor Boehner’s cock against his own, tightly clenched asshole. The Doctor’s fingers and the lotion had done their trick, though – and with the slightest pressure, his ass opened and the doctor’s cock ‘popped’ in through the ring of resistance.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Jake lifted a fist and sunk his teeth into it, as he felt his ass stretched wide by inch after inch of Doctor Boehner’s massive cock.

“Oh, yeah,” the doctor purred seductively into Jake’s ear, as he continued forcing his smooth cock into Jake’s well-lubricated ass. “You are tighter than Chad.” He nibbled on Jake’s earlobe. “In fact, if I didn’t know better, I’d swear you were a virgin.”

He gave one of Jake’s muscular ass-cheeks a pat.

“An anal virgin, at least.”

Jake was incapable of saying anything. He just groaned, as he felt himself filled in ways he’d never even imagined before.

And the worst part? As Doctor Boehner’s hips pressed against his ass, and the doctor buried himself to the hilt inside him, Jake realized that he liked it.

Like the doctor’s fingers earlier, the pressure of his cock was stimulating Jake’s prostate – making his cock thicker and harder in between his stroking fingers.

“Oh, shiiiit,” he finally breathed, as Doctor Boehner began to fuck him.

“Oh, yeah,” the doctor purred into Jake’s ear. “You have a tight little ass.” He kissed Jake’s neck, and continued to reach around and jerk Jake off with one hand. “It’s been such a long time since I’ve done this.” His teeth sunk onto his shoulder. “I don’t know how long I can hold out.”

“I…. Um….” Jake’s knees buckled. “Oh, God…”

Doctor Boehner fucked Jake harder – his thrusts making the bed rattle and bang against the wall. The doctor was jerking him off fluidly now; the movements making a wet ‘schlick, schlick, schlick’ sound that echoed with the ‘slap, slap, slap’ of his hips against Jake’s ass.

“Here it comes, precious,” the doctor breathed into Jake’s ear. “You like my cock in your ass?”

Jake said nothing. Doctor Boehner reached up and twisted one of Jake’s nipples until the young athlete cried, and then Boehner asked again: “You like my cock in your ass?”

“Y-yes,” Jake nodded. “Oh, shit, I do.”

“Good,” the doctor purred – and then he sunk his teeth into Jake’s shoulder again.

Jake’s eyes widened. He could feel the doctor’s cock swelling and growing inside his tightly-stretched ass, opening him up obscenely.

“Tell me you want me to cum in your ass, you precious little slut,” Doctor Boehner purred. “Tell me.”

Jake’s eyes rolled up into his head. He was close to detonating himself; only he didn’t know from where, or how. The firm, insistent thrusting of Doctor Boehner’s enormous cock was teasing a center of pleasure deep inside his ass he didn’t even know existed.

“Tell me!” Doctor Boehner hissed one last time, and Jake sobbed:

“Yes! Cum in me! Cum inside me!”

And he did.


Chapter Nine

“Ooooh, fuuuck,” pushing Jake’s head down, until he was bent over and his face was crushed against the crinkly paper, Doctor Boehner fucked Jake’s ass. Then the doctor thrust his hips forward, burying himself inside Jake’s ass as deeply as he could – until Jake moaned in an exquisite mixture pleasure and pain. 

And then the doctor exploded.

His cock swelled inside of Jake’s ass, and the skewered athlete felt each throb and pulse as the handsome doctor spurted hotness deep inside of him.

“Ohh, God,” Jake closed his eyes, and felt his own cock swell, and throb; and he spurted hot cum onto the cold linoleum floor, as Doctor Boehner stroked Jake’s cock and milked his load from Jake’s straining balls.

For several moments, they were both lost in ecstasy… And then cold reality came rushing back.

Jake flopped onto the vinyl bed, panting and exhausted.

Doctor Boehner pulled his now-softening cock from Jake’s tight little ass, and it emerged with an audible “pop” and a deluge of hot, wet cum that rolled down Jake’s thighs like a river.

“Wow,” Doctor Boehner was pulling paper towels from a dispenser on the wall, and wiping off his hands and flaccid, but still impressive dick. “I needed that.” 

He pulled up his pants, tucking his cock back inside them and letting the elastic waistband of his boxers snap back into place with a ‘crack’ that echoed through the room.

“Oh, my precious Jake,” Doctor Boehner purred, brushing down the front of his suit pants. “That was just what the doctor ordered. 

In seconds, he’d managed to put herself back together; until it was impossible to imagine that he’d been fucking somebody just seconds earlier.

Jake, on the other hand, was a mess.

Ass aching deliciously, and the taste of the doctor’s musky cock still in Jake’s mouth, the athlete tried to straighten up. He gratefully accepted the paper towels Doctor Boehner offered him; mopping up the lotion slathered over his body, and the hot, wet trail of cum rolling down his thighs.

“All that lotion should make sure the itching doesn’t come back,” Doctor Boehner purred, as he wrote on a clipboard. Tearing off the top sheet, he handed it to Jake. It was a note clearing him to play in Saturday’s game.

“Even so, you’d better come back and see me next week,” the handsome doctor winked. “I’ll get the receptionist to set you up an appointment.” He leaned closer, and squeezed Jake’s bare ass. “Wear something slutty.”

And with that, the handsome doctor left the office – calling out over his shoulder: “Get dressed. I’ve got another appointment in here in five minutes.”

Naked, bemused, but satisfied, Jake scrabbled for his clothes.

The End
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