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Author's note







This story contains explicit content and is intended for adults only. All characters depicted are over the age of 18 and not related by blood. All sex is consensual. 



I didn’t start going to the doctor on a regular basis until around age forty-five. I was overweight. I was stressed. My cholesterol was off the charts. I smoked.  I felt like hell most of the time. I was a single dad to a young child. Life was difficult. I had crappy insurance, so I ended up going to a doctor’s office housed in a building that looked like it was built in 1950 and had been barely maintained since. There was one doctor and two nurse practitioners on staff, plus a few nurses and support staff. I wasn’t very thrilled about being there at first. The young woman at the front desk wasn’t particularly friendly. Then the older nurse who took my vitals seemed like a battle axe who was done with it all. The back part of the building was just as dated as the waiting room and the outside. It didn’t exactly inspire confidence. There seemed to be only three small exam rooms connected to the common room I was currently in. Nurse Ratched escorted me to the middle one and told me to wait for the doctor. Despite having what I assumed to be the first appointment of the day, I had to wait twenty minutes for the nurse practitioner. I was grateful we lived in the era of cell phones so I didn’t just have to stare at the walls like in the old days.

My mood changed when Katy walked in. "I’m so sorry you had to wait," she said with a genuine look of guilt on her face. I was immediately struck by how attractive she was.  Katy looked to be in her early thirties. She had auburn hair and pale blue eyes. Average height.  She wasn’t fat but wasn’t too skinny either.  It was difficult to get a read on her body.  She dressed kind of frumpy.  With her pleasant demeanor and beautiful face, I almost instantly had a little crush on her.  I didn’t take it seriously, of course.  I was quite a bit older than her and not at all at my best, to say the least.  I was in really good shape and quite handsome when I was younger, but life had taken its toll on me as of late.  Women just didn’t look at me anymore.  Katy and I hit it off really well from the beginning.  We had a lot in common.  She was married, but her husband was in the military and stationed overseas.  They had two young boys, so for her it was almost like being a single parent.  I was familiar with the military, having worked for them for many years before becoming a psychotherapist.

Over the next few months, I had a few follow up appointments to get the medications Katy put me on optimized.  After that, I saw her every three months to make sure the pills weren’t frying my liver.  We grew to be quite friendly.  After a year or so, our appointments ended up being more like having coffee with a friend than anything.  We used each other as a professional resource; her asking me questions about mental health treatment, me asking her about medications, screening for possible physical causes of mental illness, etc.  We knew the names of each other’s kids, where they went to school, and so on.  It got to the point where we talked about going out for coffee.

It took me a few years, but I finally got my health issues mostly in order.  I was still overweight, but my cholesterol was good, and I had managed to quit smoking.  That only added to my weight problem, though. Every time I met with Katy, she politely suggested that I still needed to lose some weight.  Sweets were my downfall and Katy would listen sympathetically while I explained how sugar was the only vice I had left.  I hadn’t had a drink in almost twenty years.  I quit smoking.  I didn’t gamble.  I hadn’t been on a date with a woman since my son was little.  “Aw, you poor thing,” Katy would say.

I was approaching my fiftieth birthday. It was really starting to piss me off how out of shape I was.  I knew I really needed to fix that along with a few other things in my life.  I made the decision to stop fucking around and get in shape.  I got very strict about my diet, only allowing for a little bit of sugar once every few weeks.  I walked for hours each week. As the weight started coming off, I realized there really wasn’t much else under there.  I hated lifting weights, but I forced myself to do it three times a week. During my appointments with Katy, I would brag about having lost a little weight.  She would congratulate me, but my health matters were almost an aside at this point.  We spent most of our time chatting and enjoying each other’s company.  I was a bit disappointed, though, that she wasn’t more impressed with my progress. 

In the last six months before my fiftieth birthday, I really cracked down.  I had lost most of the weight I wanted to shed, so I focused more on lifting and eating lots of protein for muscle growth.  I really started to see results, so that spurred me on to work even harder.  I was sore pretty much always, but I didn’t mind looking in the mirror anymore.  In fact, I eventually started to look better than I had at twenty-five.  If it weren’t for the crow’s feet, you would have thought I was fifteen or even twenty years younger.  I had two appointments scheduled with Katy just after my birthday.  The first was my annual physical. The second, a week following, was my usual medication management appointment.

“Happy Birthday!” Katy smiled as she walked in the little exam room, closing the door behind her.

“Thank you,” I smiled back.  We exchanged pleasantries for a bit before moving onto the clinical stuff.

“You’re not going to stick your finger in my butt, are you?”  I joked.

“No,” she giggled.  “Why, do you want me to stick my finger in your butt?” 

I shook my head.  “No, please.”  I know some guys are into that and I hear it’s quite fun.  It’s just not for me.

Katy went over my numbers.  She was pleased that on paper, everything looked good.  As part of the annual physical, though, she had to be more thorough.  She checked my ears, nose, throat, and eyes.  She listened to my breathing and heartbeat with her stethoscope.  I always worried a little bit that she would be able to hear my heartbeat increase when she touched me.  Maybe it was just my perception, but it seemed that Katy was a little more handsy than she needed to be.  For example, while she placed her stethoscope on my back to listen to my lungs, she would press her other hand softly to my chest.  Again, maybe it was just me, but it seemed as much affectionate as clinical.  Regardless, I wasn’t complaining.  While she was examining me, I tilted my head down next to hers.  I’m sure she could feel my breath on her.  It felt quite intimate. It seemed like she took her time. 

“Is everything okay?” I asked softly, my head next to hers.

“Sounds good,” she replied and slowly scooted her stool back.  “Okay, up on the table.” 

I did as ordered.  Katy slid out the leg rest from the exam table so I could fully extend.  The head of the table was at a slight angle, so I wasn’t looking directly up at the ceiling. 

“I need to open your shirt.  Is that okay?”  Katy sounded very deliberately clinical. It was a different tone than we usually used.

I was wearing khakis and a long sleeve button down shirt.  The shirt was a holdover from before I trimmed down, so it hid my new physique.  I leaned up and unbuttoned the front of my shirt.  Rather than just leave it open, I careful removed my arms and placed the shirt on the table behind me to rest my head on.  I wanted Katy to see my biceps.

Katy looked down at my bare chest and arms.  I was ripped.  “Wow!” she quietly exclaimed.  It seemed to accidentally slip out of her mouth. 

“I told you I’ve been working out a lot.”  I loved the reaction I was getting.  Katy paused for a moment looking at my new body.  She hadn’t seen it in a year. 

“Jesus.  I was not expecting that,” she confessed.  “Sorry, that’s very unprofessional.”

I smirked at her. “That’s okay.  I think you know me well enough to know I’m not offended.  I kind of wanted to show off for you.  Aren’t you proud of me?”

“I am,” she agreed, still a little wide-eyed.  “You just caught me off guard.  How much are you lifting?” 

“Honestly, I don’t know exactly.  When it starts getting easy, I up the weight a little bit.  I pretty much stay sore,” I explained.

“Any sharp pain?”  she asked.

“Sometimes, but not too bad. I just chalk it up to be a hundred and six years old now,” I joked.

“Shut up,” she countered.  “You’re not that old.  You look great.  I mean just look at you.”

“Thanks.” I was basking in the attention.

“Alright. Lie still,” she ordered.  “I’m gonna check you for hernias and make sure you haven’t otherwise managed to hurt yourself.”

“Yes ma’am.”  I had never been more willing to lie still in my life.

Katy started pressing her hands against various places in my abdomen.  At first, she seemed fairly targeted, but that evolved to feeling nearly every part of my abdomen and parts of my chest.  I’m pretty sure she was just copping a feel at that point.  “Jeez. It’s like you have steel cables under there.  Have you thought about getting a massage every now and then?”

“It hadn’t really occurred to me.  That’s a good idea though.”  Her question brought me back into reality briefly.  I was in daze feeling her hands on me.  Katy’s hands moved lower, brushing the top of my pants.  My cock had already been stirring since she started touching me.  Now it was starting to get unabashedly hard.  As my cock grew and started to bulge in my pants, Katy unbuckled my belt.  If she noticed my bulge, she didn’t say anything about it.  She opened my pants exposing my boxers.

She tugged my hips upward, “Lift up.”  As I raised my hips from the table, she pulled my khakis down around my thighs.  There was absolutely no hiding the tent in my boxers.  I was embarrassed.

“Sorry,” I grimaced.  I tried to ease my embarrassment with a joke, “It’s been a really, really long time.”

Katy smiled gently at me.  “It’s okay.”  She paused, “It’s just… I need to work around it.  Maybe you could make a little adjustment for me?”

I reached down into my boxers and gently grasped the head of my cock, feeling the precum that had started forming.  I couldn’t believe I was mostly naked on a table touching myself in front of Katy.  Granted, I wasn’t full on grabbling my dick and stroking it, but still.  I didn’t know where Katy needed access, so I asked “Uh, where do I go?” 

“I need to get right there,” she pointed to one side of my crotch.  I moved my cock to the other side and held it there, still gently grasping it by the head.  Katy reached inside my boxers and began pressing down along my crotch, asking me if it hurt as she went along.  As she did, it pushed my boxers down a bit and exposed the side of my cock. Her hand continued pressing further and further down, brushing my balls as she reached down to feel the top of my leg where it joined my pelvis.  I grunted.  “Does that hurt?”

“A little.” But only a very little.  I grunted because her wrist was pressed against my balls. I couldn’t help but squeeze the head of my cock. 

“Other side,” Katy directed.  I shifted my cock to the other side.  Katy reached down to repeat her exam on my right side.  My boxers were now down far enough on both sides that my entire cock and half of my balls were completely exposed.  I held my cock in place with one finger.  I wanted Katy to see.

“Sorry,” I said, reminding her of my hard-on. 

“It’s okay,” she smiled sympathetically. She reached to the top of my thigh as she had before on the opposite leg.  “Does that hurt?”

“No,” I quietly shook my head.  She reached with her hand to the opposite side.  Because of the angle, she was practically cupping my balls as she did.

“Does this side hurt?” she asked as she pressed fairly hard and rubbed the area.  I could feel her palm brushing back and forth on my balls.

“A little,” I grunted.  I instinctively arched my head back and exhaled. I squeezed the tip of my dick as she rubbed my inner thigh, inadvertently tickling my sack.  She started moving back and forth from each side, apparently trying to compare the two. 

“You might have a bit of a muscle tear on your left side,” she noted quizzically.  Precum was visibly accumulating around my navel and on my fingers.  Katy continued rubbing the top insides of my thighs.  At one point I exhaled deeply, trying to not stroke my aching cock.  “Right there.  Do you feel that?” she asked.

All I managed was a nod. I was throbbing now. Katy noticed my predicament.  Whereas before she very noticeably looked away from my cock, she was now looking directly at it.  “You poor thing,” she frowned.  “Do you need to take care of that?”  She looked over her shoulder, I assumed to make sure the door was closed.  Her hands remained between my legs, touching my balls.

“Are you sure it’s okay,” I asked quietly.  Desperately.

“Just be quiet,” she whispered.

I grasped my cock fully with my hand and began stroking it, looking Katy in the eye to make sure she wasn’t horrified.  She returned my gaze.  I licked my hand and returned it to my shaft, shifting my gaze every few seconds from my cock to Katy.  I didn’t limit my gaze to her face. I wanted her to know I was looking to her for inspiration.  She was gorgeous.  Katy turned her gaze to my erection. 

“Oh fuck,” I moaned quietly.  Katy took my balls fully in her hand and began to massage them.  She lifted her other hand and began to run it firmly across my chest.  My breathing got heavier and heavier.  Katy lowered her hand from my chest to my abs.  Her hand was only an inch away from my cock.  She slid her hand further downward, rubbing my lower abdomen below my navel.  Her hand was underneath my cock now, brushing against my hand as I stroked myself.  I took my hand away, silently offering my cock to her.  She paused.  Looking at me sympathetically, she shook her head no.  She continued massaging my balls and rubbing my torso as I resumed pleasuring myself.  As I neared orgasm, I grabbed her wrist with my free hand and pressed her hand into my chest.  Katy and I locked eyes, her mouth was open.  She squeezed by balls as I came, dotting my body from my neck to my navel with come.  Katy rubbed my balls gently as I continued slowly stroking myself. 

“Feel better?” she smiled kindly.  I nodded, still breathing heavy.  She brushed my cock as she slid her hand off my sack to reach for a tissue.  Rather than handing it to me as I expected, Katy proceeded to wipe my body clean.  “I guess it has been a while,” she smiled, reaching for another tissue. I stayed still, letting her finish cleaning me up.  When she was done, she tucked the tissues in the pocket of her coat.  “Don’t want anyone finding these in the trash can, now do we?” 

“Guess not,” I replied.  I suddenly became very aware that I was lying naked on the table, with my now flaccid cock still in full view.  As least awkwardly as I could, I pulled my boxers and pants back up.  Katy made notes on the computer while I finished getting dressed.

“So, you’re back next week?” she asked.

“Yup,” I replied, feeling shocked and a little weird about what just happened. 

“Do me a favor.  Lay off the exercise for a week.  I want to check that muscle tear next week, see if there’s any change,” Katy said, looking back from her screen.

“Will do,” I agreed. 

“Okay.  See you next week.”  Katy smiled in a way that let me know she was just about as befuddled as I was by what had just happened.  I assumed it wasn’t every day that her patient jerks off in front of her and she cleans up the resulting mess. We awkwardly said our goodbyes and she left the room.

Per doctor’s orders, I refrained from exercising for the next week.  It left me with a good deal more free time than I was used to.  My thoughts inevitably turned to Katy.  I imagined how good it would feel to have her hands on me again.  I found myself jerking off at least twice at day thinking about her.  I made myself stop a few days before my next appointment.  I didn’t want my dick looking like I’d been destroying myself all week.

The day of my appointment finally arrived.  My cock was already hard as I sat in the examination room waiting for Katy.  I wore a tight fitting, but long t-shirt that covered my bulge while I was sitting down.  I knew I wouldn’t be able to hide it once she began examining me, nor did I want to, but at least it wouldn’t be the first thing she saw.

“Hello,” she said as she walked through the door. 

“Hello,” I replied, a bit nervously.  Kate rolled her stool in front of me and sat down. “So first,” she started, avoiding eye contact, “I would like to apologize for last time.  That was very unprofessional.  I know you and I have a certain rapport, but I still shouldn’t have…” Katy paused looking for the right word.  “Well, I shouldn’t have.  I know it’s been a long time for you.  It’s been a long time for me.  I shouldn’t have encouraged what happened to happen. And I’m married.” Katy turned her head away.  “Very married.”  She turned her gaze back to me. “I’m sorry.” 

“Katy.” I leaned forward pulling her gaze to mine.  “It’s okay.  I didn’t need any encouragement.  I had a beautiful woman touching me.  Like you said, it’s been a long time. I’m sorry if I…made a mess of things.”  I gave a little smile punctuating my joke.

Katy laughed a small sigh of relief.  “It was pretty messy,” she quipped back.

We discussed my medication briefly.  As always, she checked my breathing and heart rate.  My breathing deepened as she touched me and leaned in, her hands on my chest and back, our faces only inches from each other, my breath in her ear.  My cock was throbbing by this point. Then it was time to check my injury.  “Do you need me up on the table?” I asked.

“No.  Just stand up really quick and let me take a look.”  Katy sounded very professional.  I was worried how she would react to seeing that I was already hard and wet with precum.

I stood up, my t-shirt still hanging low and covering most of my crotch.  I reached under, unbuttoned my pants, lowered my zipper and dropped my pants halfway down my thighs.  I struggled with how to hold my shirt up and pull my boxers down while holding my cock back, so it didn’t pop out directly at Katy.  I opted to take my shirt off.  While I could argue that it was the most pragmatic thing, the real reason I did it was to temp Katy.  I wanted her seeing my physique while she sat eye level with my cock.  Katy maintained her all-business composure as I pulled down my underwear, pinning my erection against my abdomen. 

“Sorry, Pavlov’s dog,” I said, addressing the elephant in the room.

“It’s okay,” Katy replied.  I couldn’t get a read on her tone.  I didn’t know if she was tempted as was my hope or irritated as was my fear.  She quickly reached to feel if my injury had improved.  I flinched at her cold hand’s touching my skin.  “Sorry, are my hands cold?”

“A little,” I said, looking down at her pretty face. 

Katy pulled back and rubbed her hands together to create some friction.  I caught her eyes turn toward my erection for split second.  She then reached more slowly between my legs to resume examining me.  “Better?” she asked.

My breathing was getting deeper as I squeezed the head of my cock.  I nodded my head.  As she felt back and forth, comparing each side of my thigh to the other, I started stroking my cock lightly.  At first, I grasped it like a handshake and was subtle about it.  The longer she lingered, and as the back of her hand brushed against my balls back and forth, I gripped my cock like a hammer and stroked it out in front of me, blatantly masturbating inches from her face.  I wanted it to be obvious.  I was testing my luck.  I wanted her to see.

“I think it’s going to get messy again,” I moaned in a whisper.

Katy glanced briefly at my cock as I stroked only inches from the side of her face. At first, I thought she looked angry.  But then she cupped my balls as she had before.  I moaned quietly as I stroked myself brazenly.  Katy, still holding my balls in her hand, wrapped her thumb and index finger around the base of my cock.  I took a few more strokes and then removed my hand, offering Katy my cock as I had the week before.  We made eye contact and froze in place.  Then, with her eyes still locked on mine, Katy began stroking my shaft.  I moaned and closed my eyes.  Katy turned her attention to my cock, tugging it directly in front of her face. I looked down, my mouth open in awe.  I couldn’t believe my gorgeous doctor was jerking me off.

Katy looked up at me with her beautiful eyes while she stroked me, my cock in front of her. “I’m married,” she muttered.

“I know,” I whispered as I gently grabbed the back of her head and pulled her mouth to my cock.  Katy opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around my shaft.  She sucked it briefly before jerking me off some more.  I released my grasp, but a moment later, she took my cock back in her mouth of her own accord.  I gathered her hair in my hands and held it behind her head.  I wasn’t so much grabbing her by hair and guiding her as I was cradling her head and reveling in the feeling. 

I was in heaven.  It had been years since a woman had gone down on me.  Without warning, Katy rose up from her chair and looked at me.  To me, she still looked angry, but she also still had my cock in her hand.  She lurched forward and kissed me, stroking my cock and exploring my mouth with her tongue. 

“Fuck me.  Just fuck me.”  Katy sounded defeated. She unceremoniously turned around and whipped her pants down, leaning over the exam table.

I wasted no time stepped forward and lined up behind her.  Katy reached between her legs and guided me inside her.  She was already wet.  I grasped her by her full, rounded hips and began slowly fucking her.  Katy pushed back into me, making it clear that she wanted to be fucked harder.  We both did our best to be as quiet as possible as we quickened our pace. 

Katy bucked me away and turned to lie down on the exam table.  I think it surprised her a little when rather than moving to fuck her, I instead buried my head between her legs.  Using my fingers and tongue, I worked her to a silent orgasm while she gripped my head like a vice with her legs.  Immediately after she came, I stood back up.  Katy put me back inside her.  We stared into each other’s eyes as I rocked back and forth inside of her as she rubbed her clitoris. 

I mouthed the words, “I’m gonna come.”  Katy nodded furiously back at me, grabbing my hips and pulling me into her.  I stared into her eyes as I filled her with my orgasm.  After basking for a moment, Katy sat up on the table.  She kissed me and teased the head of my cock.

“I made another mess,” I whispered. Katy laughed quietly and moved to start pulling tissues from the box.  We both got dressed and checked to make sure we were presentable.

“We really should go for coffee sometime,” I suggested. 

“I know, right?” she replied. 

A week or so later, I tried to contact Katy.  I was very discrete as the only contacts I had for her were at work.  I didn’t hear back and assumed she was having regrets.  When I arrived for my scheduled three-month medication check, the front desk informed me that had Katy joined her husband who had been restationed stateside at a base on the west coast.  They assigned me to another nurse practitioner.  Never did get that coffee. 




Thanks for reading!

If you enjoyed this, check out some of my other stories or got to my Author Page on Amazon.com. Links below...


Books By This Author

Cheating Wife bundle

The Cheating Wife Bundle Volume I includes twelve previously released titles as well as a new story available only in this bundle!

My Best Friend's Wife - Available only in Cheating Wife Bundle I

The Australians - What happens when a group of handsome Australians rent the house next door for Master's week?

Taken by My Husband's Boss (Parts I,II,& III) - The things I have to do to advance my husband's career!

Tutoring the Neighbor (Parts I, II, & III) - New to town and with nothing to do. Tutoring my next door neighbor turns out to be a great way to pass the time.

The Doctor - Somehow I managed to develop a crush on my doctor and I find it hard to hide my attraction.

The Handyman - I hired an old friend to remodel our home. I left him alone with my wife everyday while I was at work. Good idea, or no?

The Boss's Party - I married a reformed party girl. I knew I shouldn't have left her alone for too long.

My Black Neighbor - I never knew what a princess I was until my husband lost his job and we had to move into a crummy apartment. The noise from downstairs at all hours was a nuisance...until it piqued my curiosity.

Cucked by Katelyn: My Wife, a Younger Man, a Waterfall, and a Boat

My wife came camping with me on the lake I had been visiting since I was a boy. A chance encounter with a young college student led to a night that changed our marriage forever…

From Cheater to Hotwife: Getting Over My Wife's Infidelity

I caught my wife cheating with our next door neighbor. We've spent that last few months in therapy trying to work things out. We weren't making much progress until we found some common ground on which to rebuild our relationship.
---
“I want you to do it again.”

“So soon? Can you even get it up right now?”

“No. Not that.” I paused just long enough to get the courage to say it out loud. “I want you to cheat on me again.”

Lainey froze.

“You can say no, but you can’t tell me you don’t want to. I’ve seen how hot you get thinking about Kevin.” I paused again. “Not just you. Me, too.”

Her look started to soften in the face of the truth. 

Vacation Hotwife: Cucked by My Wife and Her Surfer Boyfriend


My wife and I were disappointed to find that we wouldn't be the only ones staying on the private beach we had booked for a week in Thailand. We had to share with a small pack of surfer dudes. My wife seemed to mind the intrusion less and less as the week went on. 
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