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      When the Sexual Performance Clinic opened up in the medical building across the street from Ben Watson’s office he was dubious.

      “What the hell is a Sexual Performance Clinic?”

      “I don’t know,” Mike said.

      Mike and Ben standing looking out the broad plate glass window of the Hatfield Insurance Company, the office empty on a quiet Friday afternoon. “Sounds like a cover for a brothel, or something. A medical exam with a happy ending, right?”

      “Maybe,” Mike said. “I heard it’s legit. Run by a doctor. They have one out in Oakwood too. But I don’t know what they do there.”

      They stood and looked out the window across the street at the clinic with the Opening Soon banner draped across their papered up windows. It was a double unit on the street level, the rest of the offices being special clinics for diabetes, blood draws, even a dentist. The ten-story hospital loomed behind the medical building.

      “I wonder what they do there?” Ben said.

      “One way to find out.”

      “Hey, I do not need any help in the bedroom, dude.”

      “That’s not what Sloane says.”

      Ben bristled. “Really?”

      Mike frowned at him, said, “What? No. Man, when would I talk to Sloane? I hardly even know her.”

      “Yeah, ha, I know, I’m kidding, too.” He elbowed Mike, folded his arms back up. Truth was, Sloane had become a sore spot for him. He’d never been more in love than the last ten months of his life. He was going to marry this girl if she’d let him.

      He had to admit she made him nervous. She was out of his league. But being with her, when they spent time together, she made every part of his body sing. She was five-nine, blonde and tan, fine-boned and graceful. When she smiled, showed everyone her perfect teeth, her crystal blue eyes—he fucking swore this—they sparkled. She had an energy about her that Ben craved. Other people saw it too. Her Instagram had twenty-thousand followers and it was just her mostly flashing peace signs, smiling with sunglasses. No bikini pics, no butt shots. Still, she gave off something real, something sexy, and everyone could see it. It was one of Ben’s greatest thrills—showing up at a party, a restaurant, wherever, with Sloane on his arm. He loved to watch every head turn.

      Over the last month he felt like she’d cooled on him and it was really getting to him. It was an incredible coincidence—right at the same time he’d bought her a diamond ring. He was going to propose. And as soon as he had that commitment in his mind it was like she’d picked up on his energy. Maybe she wasn’t ready for such a big step. Maybe she sensed it coming. It had shaken his nerve to propose. He had the ring in its black velvet box locked up in a safe deposit box down at the bank. They just had to get through this rough patch. If he could get this train back on the tracks then he would get down on one knee and make the love of his life his forever.
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      Ben took Sloane out for dinner at a new Caribbean place that opened up on Main Street and they both had Jerk chicken that was way too spicy. The waiter was all over them, fawning over Sloane—gave them complementary drinks too. Sloane flirted a bit but it didn’t bother him, he loved to see her effect on other men. Make them jealous of him. When he walked her in the place he saw it again for the hundredth time, every male head eventually turning, chins lowered, eyebrows raised, checking her out. Made Ben feel like a million bucks.

      She had a denim shirt on, loose, tied at the waist in a knot. High enough that you could see her unbelievable figure under her black yoga tights. She was slim and tight but her butt stuck out, round and plump looking but tight as a drum. When she sat at the small table for two she crossed one leg over the other and Ben looked at her fine bare ankle with the tiniest gold anklet and it made him crazy—he couldn’t wait to get her home, put those ankles up over his shoulders. It was still hard to believe she would let him do that too her, she was far too pretty, too charming to be with Ben.

      Now they were driving back to his apartment, 9P.M. on a warm summer evening, the sky a deep purple, orange on the horizon. He had the top down on his Miata and Sloane’s pale blonde hair whipped around her as she texted her friends from the passenger seat, her pretty face lit up from below by her screen. Up ahead on the right he saw the bright sign for the medical building across from his work. Right on the bottom square they had a new addition.

      “Hey, you see this?” he said pointing at the sign with his finger, hand still on the wheel.

      “Hmm?” Sloane said, looking up from her phone.

      “This,” he said, “Sexual Performance Clinic. What do you think they do there?”

      She snickered, said, “I don’t know. Jerk guys off?”

      “That’s what I said to Mike. He said it’s legit. They have one in Oakwood, we checked their Yelp and it was mostly good reviews. They have their Grand Opening tomorrow. It’s gonna be a horny guy convention. Lotta dudes with no girlfriends right—”

      “You’re so curious, go make an appointment,” she said, eyes back on her phone, thumbs going a mile a minute.

      “Me? Why would I go there?” Please, please don’t answer, Sloane.

      “I don’t know,” she said, “but what could it hurt?”
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      Ben had Sloane on his couch, sitting right up next to her. He’d got that denim shirt off her shoulders, he was kissing her, sucking her tongue into his mouth, feeling how small and smooth it was. He rubbed her bare shoulders, digging his thumbs into her muscle, kneading her, his breaths getting quicker.

      “Ow,” she said, laughing but grimacing, shrugging away from his grip.

      “Sorry,” he said, “you just feel so good.”

      “Well, take it easy,” she said and she kissed him back putting her hands on both his cheeks. “Be a little more gentle.”

      “Yeah, yeah,” he said, unbuttoning her shirt. She shook herself out of it, let it fall onto the couch behind her. Her nipples had pushed out the front of her white tank top and Ben grabbed at them, put his hands over her breasts and coddled them, gulping her tongue back in to his mouth. He grabbed the waist of her shirt and pulled it up over her head. He sat back and admired her. She was so slim, so tight, her tummy bunched up once in the middle, her belly button set in her flat stomach. Her breasts were petite enough she didn't wear a bra but they were perfectly formed, upright and perky. Her little brown nipples were tight and hard. He buried his face in her chest, kissed between them and over them, grabbing up her nipples in his mouth and plucking at them. She lifted her skirt for him and he hooked his fingers into her panties and slid them down her firm flesh.

      “C’mon, let’s go into my room,” he said and stood up, his erection poking out the front of his khakis a little bit.

      She stood up, grabbed her phone and went into the bedroom behind him wearing just her skirt. He took his shirt off, let her see his muscles, his abs. She checked her phone one more time before she put it on the bedside table.

      “Come on,” she said, “get those pants off.” He did, unbuckled them and pushed them down with his underwear and stepped out of them. He was hard as a rock. Had been since the elevator up to his apartment, looking at her reflection in the mirror, seeing her perfect profile from all those different angles, knowing she was going to let him get naked with her. Blown away that in a few minutes this gorgeous creature was going to let him put his penis inside her.

      Now she was sitting on the edge of his bed, her long, tan legs splayed out, her bare pointed toes touching his hardwood floor.

      “God, you’re so beautiful.”

      “You going to fuck me?” she said.

      “Yes,” he stammered.

      “Well, hurry up,” she said, then lifted up her skirt and let him see her shaved mound, “fuck this little pussy.”

      “Oh God,” he said and he pushed her back on to the bed, his mouth locked on hers, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth. She drew her knees up, put her feet on the edges of his mattress on either side of him, watched him as he held his erection between his fingers and slowly worked it into her heat. He slid himself in nice and slow.

      She said, “Get that little thing in there.”

      Little? “Little?” he said.

      “Just fuck me, Ben, hurry.”

      He wanted to correct her. Below average. She’d said it before and he’d asked her why she said that and she said, Little compared to the rest of your body. He told her then it was below average but it was okay. She didn’t want to talk about it. He dropped it.

      Right now he wasn’t going to let it spoil the mood. She was naked and her legs were open and very few men would ever get a chance to make love to someone so beautiful.

      He slid in and out of her, delicate but passionate. Feeling—God, loving—the gentle tickle of her membranes against his sensitive glans.

      “What are you doing?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You’re not doing anything,” she said.

      “Yes I am. You feel so good. I’m just being gentle.”

      “Not down there Ben. Don’t be gentle down there. Give it to me hard down there.”

      “Like this?” he said and he picked up the pace, drawing back and plunging, shaking the bed.

      “Harder, Ben.”

      “Yeah?” He pounded her, quick hard strokes, the headboard rattled. He slipped out a few times, but he got it back in real quick before she noticed.

      “Harder, fuck me harder.”

      “I am, I am, aggh—”

      He couldn’t help it, she was too much for him. Just looking at the bare skin of her tan shoulder, or the long tendons of her thin, elegant neck made him dizzy. When he was inside her all bets were off. Twenty pumps into her pretty pussy and he was coming.

      “Oh God, Oh God,” he fell forward burying his clenched face in the hollow of her collar, his nose filled with the wonderful fragrance of her shining hair.

      “Did you just come Ben?”

      “Oh God, yeah, yeah, you’re so amazing, baby…”

      “Okay, okay, get off me,” she tapped him on his waist, her pretty long fingers brushing his skin at the tip of his buttocks.

      Ben rolled off her, collapsed next to her on the bed, both their legs dangling off the side, Ben’s erection pointing up at the ceiling.

      “I can go again babe, give me a bit,” he said. His cheeks were flushed, he was a little out of breath. She was going to wear him out.

      “We don’t have to,” she said, propping herself up now, looking up at the ceiling.

      Her phone chirped and she jumped for it.

      “Hold on,” she said. She swiped it and he watched her face as she read her screen. “Ah shit, Ben, I forgot I’m driving out to Pawtucket tomorrow. I have to visit my parents.”

      “Do you want me to go?”

      “Trust me,” she said, “you wouldn’t want that.” Her thumbs were going fast, responding. Her sister probably.

      “Hey Ben?”

      “Yeah?”

      “I think I’m going to bail on you. I have to get up early, real early, to head out for brunch. I just want to be in my own bed tonight.” She got up and went into his bathroom, he could see her in there, the muscles working in her long legs as she used a hand towel to clean his semen off her.

      “I’ll miss you babe—but whatever you want is fine.”

      “Yeah,” she said, “I’m just going to go.”

      “You want to go to a movie tomorrow night?”

      “I don’t think so Ben. I’m going to be out of commission tomorrow. They really take it out of me. Call me later in the week.”

      “I will baby. Love you.”

      “Bye, Ben.” And like that she was gone. He watched her perfect frame silhouetted by the light of the living room, watched her sashay to the door, turn and close it behind her.
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      Ben pulled his Miata into the clinic parking lot at 9A.M. He drove around the parking lot in circles, the place was packed. He had to wait, watch a woman come out of the diabetes clinic, follow along behind her and swipe her spot as soon as she left. He wasn’t usually here on a Saturday. Wasn’t sure if this was what it was normally like on the weekend. He chuckled at the thought that it was the sex clinic. The place was packed with dudes looking for some tips.

      But that was just what it was he discovered as he went in through the double doors. It was standing room only in there. All the seats taken, guys standing reading their phones or magazines, no one engaging, no one making eye contact, all of them a little embarrassed that they’d come out first thing on a Saturday morning to see if they could improve their sex game. The place was dim, the room a funny shade of yellow from the sun passing through the papered up windows.

      The staff was run off their feet, he could see them stepping around in double time, clipboards pressed to their chest, carrying specimen containers, bumping into each other. He squeezed through to the counter, there was a friendly looking middle-aged woman there, a little frazzled. “Hi, hon,” she said.

      “Can I get an appointment today?”

      “Someone can see you, but there’s no appointments, just first come first serve. We didn’t know we’d be so busy today.”

      “How long is the wait?”

      “Don’t know yet, we just opened, but I have to be honest. It could be a couple hours. Maybe three.”

      He didn’t have anything else to do today. Sloane was out at her folks’ place, he was alone tonight. If he could get better, please his baby better, he shouldn’t waste any time right?

      “Book me,” he said, and she took his name and had him sign some papers, asked him to just have a seat wherever he could find.

      There weren’t any seats, he walked back and the door opened and three more men came in, looked around disappointed but made their way to the counter just the same. Ben took a spot up against the wall and leaned against it, got out his phone and started looking through his photos. All these guys here, all of them worried about how they did at pleasing their women, there was a shared camaraderie here, sheepishly unacknowledged, they were all the same—all sensitive, worried, they all wanted to be better.

      What would it hurt? He could hear her delicate voice echoing around his head. She was right, what could it hurt. Underneath though there was a little fear. If he was rocking her world would she ever say that? If he was some stud who left her limping and sweaty, her eyes rolled right up, the idea that he should go to this clinic would be ridiculous. That’s what he wanted to hear from her. Oh God, don't Ben you’re already going to kill me one of these days with that rock hard cock. That’s not what he heard. But hey, maybe this place would work, find something that would boost his performance. Maybe a year from now they’d be married and she’d have to clamour away from him as he crawled into bed with a hard-on. Oh no, Ben, I can’t take it again, please, baby.

      Last night was a bit disappointing. If she’d stayed he could have gone again. When he could get it up a second time, his repeat performances tended to be a little more protracted, a little better than his first go-around. It was just as well she’d left though, he'd fallen asleep probably around the time she’d padded across his apartment and got to the front door. He missed waking up to her face this morning. She was gorgeous without makeup, her tangled hair. Her face when she turned to him in the morning, her sexy eyes peeking over her bare shoulder. That was heaven right there. That was his heaven.

      He looked across at the admin desk, things were slow but these people were moving, they were doing their best it looked like. Then he saw Mike. Eye contact. Mike looking right at him, horrified, peering up over the edge of the phone he was staring into. Ben instantly felt himself blush, he looked away. That was crazy. They were both here. Why would they be embarrassed? They were both guilty of the same thing. He looked back up, waited for Mike’s eyes to stray from the phone. He caught him looking again, winked and chuckled. Mike smirked, shook his head and looked back into his phone. Every one nervous in here, you could feel the tension in the room. He slyly looked around, seeing if he could catch any other familiar faces. He stopped at one. Young guy, his own age. Slight build, good looking. Where did he know him from?

      It hit him. Fuck, did it hit him. Hunter Conrad, Sloane’s ex-boyfriend. His stomach cramped up. Just seeing him reminded him that his precious Sloane had a past, had been with other men. And this guy had hurt her. He remembered that. Sloane didn’t like to talk about him when her friends would bring him up. Sounded like that was a bad time for Sloane. He’d cheated on her. A bunch of times, and when she stayed with him, tried to make it work, he had the nerve to break it off only after a few weeks. Said she wasn’t enough for him. This fucking asshole. Look at him there, good looking guy, treating girls like that. But if he’s here he cant be that hot a stud.

      It was only about an hour and a half of waiting. He got tired in that tine. Took a seat when one came available right next to him. Had almost fallen asleep when he heard his name called out.

      “That was quick,” he said to the guy sitting next to him. He didn’t answer just kept his head down in his hunting and fishing magazine.
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      “You’re Ben Watson?” the nurse said to him over her shoulder as she took a hospital gown off the top of a stack of about a dozen.

      “Yeah.”

      “Okay, we can take you now if you’re okay with sharing an exam room.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “We’re getting through all these patient assessments so quickly because we’re doubling up in the exam rooms. Two nurses, one doctor, two or three patients.”

      “Uh,” Ben paused. This was a little weird.

      The nurse leaned in and said conspiratorially, “Everybody's been fine with it. If you’d rather have a private exam, we’ll have to push you back. You’ll be the first solo exam but if everyone keeps agreeing to the doubles we could be doing this until closing. I can’t guarantee we’ll get to you today.”

      Shit. He could argue. He’d been here at opening, he’d been waiting an hour and a half already. But he didn’t want to make waves. He wanted their help, so he wanted to get off on the right foot with them.

      “Sure,” he said. “Sure, why not.”

      “That’s great Ben,” she said and she pushed the folded robe into his chest and he took it from her. “Just come this way, you can get changed in here.”

      She walked him down the hall. It was bustling, young nurses passing by, men coming out of their exam rooms, heads down wanting to get home it seemed like.

      “Here, just through here,” she said. She held back a curtain and he stepped through.

      “Get changed and bring your street clothes with you to exam room…” she double checked her clipboard, “exam room twelve, okay?”

      “Okay,” he said.

      She swished his curtain closed and she hustled back to reception.

      Ben got undressed, completely naked, watching the socked feet of the man in the next row over behind the short pale green curtain. He put the gown on, tied it behind his back, then snapped the elastic cuff of the slipper sock they’d given him around his ankle.

      He folded up his clothes, put his shoes on top of the pile upside down so he wouldn't get street dirt on his new Dockers, then passed through the curtain headed for exam room twelve.

      He saw Mike down the hall, heading the same direction as him, already in his hospital gown. He felt a funny wave come across him—what if they wanted to put him in the same room as his co-worker? He did not want to know what Mike’s dick looked like. He also didn't want Mike to know what his own dick looked like. They wouldn't do that though would they? He and Mike could just swap with another room—mix it up so they weren't putting people together who didn't want to.

      He was at room ten and realized Mike was gone past twelve, probably turning into room fifteen—they were going to be okay.

      He knocked on the door to room twelve heard a girl’s voice in there tell him to come in.

      He opened the door and saw a pretty nurse sitting on a stool writing something down on her clipboard.

      “Hey come on in and have a seat, you can just put your things up on the exam table behind you there.”

      The room was small, maybe ten feet by ten feet. The exam table was a white metal one with a black vinyl top. There was another table to the left with drawers in it, tall and square. Two stools in the  middle, the nurse sitting in one. It was a bit small for a double exam. Maybe they were going to let him pass without doubling up. Maybe room twelve was a small room and the bigger rooms doubled up.

      He walked past her stepped up on the low footstool below the exam table, tossed his things to the back against the cream-painted wall and then sat down on the squeaky vinyl. He watched the nurse as she kept writing. She wore a pair of robin’s egg blue hospital pants and some reebok sneakers. Her top was some nurse’s pullover with bright geometric patterns on it, she had a name-tag that said Rebecca R.N. on it. She was quite pretty, with her brown and reddish hair pulled right back into a ponytail. It was shiny and her skin looked healthy too.

      She finished up, adding a big dramatic period to what she was writing then looked up at him with a big pleasant smile.

      “So you’re Ben, is that right?”

      “Yes,” he answered her.

      “Hi, Ben,” she said and she stood up and stepped to him and held out her hand. “I’m Rebecca.”

      He took her soft hand and shook it. “Hi, Rebecca,” he said.

      He started to get a little bit of a weak feeling. What were they going to do here? Was she going to see him naked? He kind of thought the people here might be a little older. Still, she was an R.N.

      “So, Ben, we’re just waiting on the Doctor, she’ll be with us very shortly, then we can get started.”

      “Okay. Started with what? What do we do?”

      “Uh, well today is just an assessment phase. We takes some baseline measurements, ask some questions about your habits, experiences, maybe some areas in particular you might have concern with. Then the doctor will have a follow-up in a few weeks and you can go over a plan of action. Therapy, nutrition, exercises. Whatever it is, it’s this assessment today that will hep the doctor help you make the most of your sexual life.” She played with her ponytail while she talked, and she had pretty white teeth that he could see past her berry coloured lips while she talked. There was something very sexy about her.

      “Oh. Measurements?”

      “Yeah, just some simple things. We take your blood pressure and heart rate, static and during arousal.”

      “Oh, okay. Arousal?”

      “Yes, aroused as well as unaroused. We’ll measure your genitals and—”

      “Sorry, measure my genitals?”

      “Yes, we measure your penis and your testicles. Over time we like to see some natural growth. Sometimes an unhealthy lifestyle with stress, poor nutrition—it can lead to a shrinking. And we like to take these measurements now so we can track improvement in other treatment protocols.”

      “Oh.”

      “Ben, you can refuse anything we do. If you’re not comfortable…”

      “No, no that’s okay.” He did feel a bit uncomfortable but he didn’t want to look like a nervous prude. A guy should jump at a chance to have a pretty nurse touching his private area.

      “You said aroused. You measure it when it’s hard too?”

      “Yes. We’ll measure you erect and we will also want to see your heart rate and blood pressure right through to ejaculation.”

      “Ejaculation?”

      “Did you read the forms you signed?”

      “Not really.”

      “It’s okay, Ben. We can do some of this or none of it. It’s up to you.”

      “No, I’m good.”

      “While we’re waiting, could I get you to sign one more thing here, it’s just another waiver that you understand what we’re doing here. That this isn’t a sexual release, it’s a clinical procedure, that this is a research clinic. Are you okay with that?”

      Would Sloane think this was cheating? This was medical. Official. It was for Sloane’s benefit right? There was no harm. Probably. Rebecca was very pretty though. Ben wouldn’t like it if Sloane went to a Clinic and some handsome male nurse got her off with his middle finger grinding into her. He would not like that at all. Still…

      “Uh, yeah, I guess I’m all right with that. Where do I sign?”
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      Ben sat and made some awkward small talk with Rebecca while they waited for the doctor. Mostly he was distracted with a nagging thought. Arousal. They were going to make him aroused. But how did they do that? There was no TV, how would they watch porn? And ejaculation. Did they have a machine or something that you stuck your dick into and it milked you? If so, he didn’t see it in here. There was a service table on wheels that had some latex gloves on it, he saw rulers and tape measures, other tools, a big jug with a pump top on it. Maybe inside the table there was something. Behind the door in it, inside the cabinet, some Fleshlight or something.

      The door opened and an attractive woman in her forties bustled in. She was also stern and professional, looking good and healthy and fit. She wore glasses and her hair was back in a bun. She had a dark suit on and a white shirt, her white lab-coat over top of it all.

      “Hi,hi,hi,” she said, hurried. “So sorry, we didn’t know we would be so popular today.”

      Ben said, “Yeah, looks like business is good.”

      “Yeah, well we provide a very valuable service and I guess word has spread from Oakwood.” She hopped up on to the table at the side of the room, sitting now like Ben was, at eye level. She looked down at her clipboard, then over her glasses at Ben.

      “So has Rebecca gone over everything with you?”

      “I think so.”

      “Good, good. We’ll just wait a minute. I ran into April, she’s bringing in another patient, he was just getting ready.”

      Shit. Just when he thought he was going to get some privacy. Where was this guy going to sit? Right next to him on this exam table?

      And here he was. Walking in, bare legs under his hospital gown, feet in snap-on slippers—Hunter Conrad. The motherfucker who until a year ago had been putting it to the most amazing girl Ben had ever met.

      He shuffled in, squeezed between the service table and Rebecca and stepped up to the exam table.

      “Hey,” he said to Ben, looking a little sheepish. This was a crazy situation.

      “Hey,” Ben said, keeping it low and cool.

      He assessed him. Not as big as Ben, maybe five-ten, one-sixty, he looked fit. Something told him he played Lacrosse at school. His arms actually looked pretty buff, maybe even bigger than his own even though he had twenty pounds on him.

      A nurse followed in behind him. Another pretty one. Petite but full figured, she had a gorgeous face and pouty lips. Like Rebecca she wore no makeup and she had her dyed black hair tied back in a ponytail. She wore the same nurse outfit, but she had tattoos visible down her right forearm.

      “So, Mr Conrad, you’ve read the paperwork, read what we’re doing here today?”

      “Yup,” he said.

      “And Mr Watson?”

      “Rebecca filled me in,” he said.

      “Well, I suppose we should get started—there’s about a hundred and fifty men backed up out there. Mr Watson, if you wouldn’t mind. You can just lift up the robe or you can take it off.”

      The two nurses faces were turned up to him, looking blankly. He had no idea coming here that he could be facing so much humiliation. He was torn. He could just leave. Say he had other things to do, it was getting late, that he’d come back another day. But he wanted to be here. He wanted to see what they would say about his performance. He wanted help. He wanted to be a better lover. The worst thing he’d come to realize sitting here next to Hunter was a weird little part of him wanted to see what was between his legs. He wanted to know what his sweet Sloane had been with. He wanted him to take off the robe and be just like Ben. If he wanted to see that he had to stay.

      “Mr Watson?”

      “Yeah, yeah,” he said. Well, this was it.

      He stood up. He figured he’d just take the robe off. His body was half decent. He had that going for him at least. Maybe the Little Guy wasn’t that impressive, but at least he looked quite good with his clothes off. His hands worked behind him untying the knot of the gown. Everyone was looking and waiting.

      What were they going to see? Who knew? Sometimes it could be warm enough to hang and sag a bit, his balls and cock not looking too bad. But could be shrivelled right up, like a little thimble sitting on a walnut. Or anywhere between. Temperature, stress, sleep… there was a lot of things that went into what these four people were about to see.

      The robe was untied and he gathered it up, let it fall forward, slide down his arms holding it bunched up at his waist. Then there was no more putting it off. He pulled it away and let them all see it.

      It wasn’t good. It was walnut time down there. No one gasped or giggled but there was a palpable embarrassment in the room. Like they were holding back their reactions, not wanting to offend their patient. They were professionals. Hunter looked sideways at it, then away. The nurses both stared at it, he searched their reactions, they gave nothing away. Doctor Kilpatrick looked, glanced at her clipboard then scratched something on it with her ballpoint.

      “Okay, Mr Watson, if you could just have a seat there.”

      “Hunter, you’re comfortable with this as well?”

      “Huh? Oh yeah, sure,” he said.

      He pulled his muscular arms out of the sleeves, stood up and put them behind his back, working on the knot at the back of his gown. Ben watched the muscles in his lean arms work, looked at his smooth tanned skin. He tried not to think of him with Sloane. Tried not to think of her hands touching his good-looking arms. Fuck—this guy had been with the woman he loved. His guts were clenching. Please don’t be hung. Please don’t be hung. Please don’t be hung.

      He got the knot undone, let the gown fall forward. Ben peeped to the left, saw a dark shape moving behind the pale blue cotton. Then Hunter bunched up the robe and turned, placed it behind them on the exam table.

      Ben’s heart sank. Bigger than big. It was swinging between his legs with his movement. Huge, low-hanging balls, in a dangling red-brown sack. His cock was a pale club, uncircumcised, much longer and thicker than Ben’s very best erection. His nurse April raised her eyebrows, darted a look to Rebecca. She smirked, bit her lips in to hide it.

      He turned back, sat himself down on the table again. Both nurses tracked his heavy member with their eyes, watching it sway. He sat with his legs apart, his genitals hanging down so that Ben couldn’t see them, just the dark tuft of his thick pubic hair. He looked down at his own, sticking straight out, scrotum not even resting on the table. The doctor also was a little taken aback by Hunter, she said, All right then, wrote something down. Cleared her throat.

      Ben wanted to die. This guy had been with Sloane. She had seen that thing. Been with it. Who knew what horrible things she did with it. Or what horrible things had been done to her with it. Ben had let her see his penis in the daylight. She knew what bigger and better looked like and he had the fucking nerve to show her the below average thing he had. He felt so foolish, so hurt.
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      “The girls are just going to take three measurements, gentlemen. The length, stretched length, and the mid-shaft girth of your flaccid penis,” Doctor Kilpatrick said. She got her pen out of her chest pocket and clicked it a few times.

      April took Hunter’s thick, hanging penis up in her gloved hand, cradled it, then took the clear ruler and laid it across the top, pressing it into his pubic bone. She peered down through the ruler, reading out the number.

      “A hundred and sixty-four,” she said.

      The doctor wrote it down, saying, “One hundred and sixty-four millimetres. That’s almost six and a half inches. We use millimetres to get the most precise measurement but I still like to speak in inches since it’s what most of us are familiar with. Okay, Rebecca, if you could start measuring Ben’s…”

      “Sure,” Rebecca said. She pressed the ruler hard enough into Ben’s pubic bone right above his penis that it really hurt. He didn’t mind, he needed as big a number as possible. Maybe Rebecca was just trying to help him out. “Seventy,” she said.

      “Okay,” Doctor Kilpatrick said, scratching it down, “what’s that… Oh, uh… two and three quarter inches. Flaccid stretched length?”

      April used her thumb and finger to pull Hunter’s foreskin back and then she gripped his shaft just below his head. She pulled it away from his body as far as it would go. Hunter’s face contorted, he hissed air through his teeth and lifted his hips off the table a bit. His penis stretched out thin and long, shit it went more than halfway down his thigh.

      She looked through the clear ruler again. “Oh, uh… two hundred and forty.”

      The doctor wrote that down as well. “Almost nine and a half inches,” she said. “That gives us a good idea of the erection potential.”

      April let it go and Hunter’s penis swung heavily back down. They could hear it bang against the hollow metal sides of the exam table.

      April was aghast, “Oh, my gosh,” she said, “I’m really sorry—so sorry.”

      Hunter laughed, let her know it was okay, “It’s all right, it’s very resilient.”

      “Mr Watson’s, Rebecca.”

      Rebecca squeezed the end of Ben’s penis and pulled it away from his body as far as she could, peered through the ruler, moving around to read it past her fingers. She said, “One hundred and twenty.”

      “Okay, that’s not quite four and three quarter inches.” She rested  the clipboard on her lap, leaned forward with her elbows on it. “Ben has what we call a retractile penis. It’s very small, and it’s held very close to the body, sometimes it will go right inside. The penis and the testicles as well. Is that right, Ben?”

      “Yeah, it does sometimes.”

      “Right. It’s not a micro-penis. That is an abnormality. Ben’s is normal, it’s just very small. Hunter’s is, well, obviously…” she didn’t finish.

      “It does grow,” he said.

      “Mm-hmm,” she hummed, writing something else down now. “Girth?”

      April still looked upset about letting Hunter’s penis bang against the table. She bit the corner of her lower lip. She swivelled on her stool and picked up a narrow cloth measuring tape and she wrapped it around the middle of Hunter’s hanging penis. She said, “One hundred and forty-three.”

      “Yeah,” she wrote it down, “that’s five and two thirds of an inch. And Ben?”

      Rebecca put the tape measure around the middle of Ben’s penis. The examination had made it shrivel even smaller now. He hoped that might add a little to the thickness. She said, “Seventy-two.”

      The doctor wrote it down. “What is that? Two and three quarter inches? Okay. And now the testicles.”

      April lifted one of Hunter’s testicles and it rested in her palm. She held the ruler flat against it. “His ball— sorry his testicle is seventy-two.”

      “Seventy-two,” the doctor repeated looking at her clipboard. She said, “That is… just over two and three quarter inches.” She looked back down, then added, “The same size as Ben’s penis.”

      Hunter’s testicle was as big as his own penis? That couldn’t be right. He looked at it resting in April’s little latex palm. It did look awfully big for a testicle. He looked down at his penis. It could be true. He guessed it was true. They were using rulers.

      Rebecca pushed on his pubic pad, trying to force his left testicle out as far as it would go so she could get the ruler on it. She got the ruler against it but it got swallowed up again before she could read the number. She sighed, pushed it out again and pinched his scrotum so it wouldn’t escape from her this time.

      “Ow,” Ben said. Her pinching made his ball ache.

      “Sorry,” she said, “just hold on.” She looked at his testicle mashed against the clear ruler. “Thirty-eight,” she called out to the doctor.

      “Thirty-eight? That’s an inch and a half. Ben, do you find your sexual performance is acceptable? Your volume of semen?”

      “Sort of,” he said.

      “Mm-hmm. Do you get tired easily?”

      “No, I don’t think so,” he said. What was she getting at?

      “Okay,” she said making some notes on the clipboard. “I’ll be interested to see how you do on the performance test.”

      “I get that his are really big,” he said motioning to Hunter, “but are mine really that small?”

      Rebecca said, “You have really small testicles, Ben,” before the doctor answered.

      The doctor nodded. “They’re abnormally small.”

      “They are?” He always thought he was just below average. He knew he wasn’t big—but to be considered so small? Abnormally small? He felt his upper lip start to sweat again.

      “Yes, it’s something we can address in your follow-up. We can look at your diet, your exercise. Maybe some environmental factors. Something I’d like you to start right away however is a massage routine.”

      “Massage my testicles?”

      “Yes, Rebecca will show you how.”

      Rebecca nodded, and she put the crook of her thumb and forefinger under his scrotum, then she pushed with her other hand on his pubic pad, pushing his testicles out so she could capture them. She got her thumb and forefinger circled around them just under the base of his little penis, pinching them tightly into his scrotum making his skin shine like it was stretched to the limit.

      “Ungh,” he said, and buckled.

      “Sorry,” she said, “they're hard to get a hold of.”

      “Ow, yeah, okay?”

      “So, after you apply some heat, you can massage all around the area, get yourself loosened up, warmed up, then pinch them off like I have here and I want you to take your other palm,” she said, showing him the palm of her other hand, “and then I’d like you to just smooth your palm over your testicles—”

      “Oh, ow,” Ben said as she mashed his testicles with one hand, squashing them against her other hand clenched into a fist gripping his scrotum. His penis had gone into hiding.

      “I want you to be firm, but don’t hurt yourself. Do that for a few minutes every day, maybe in the shower. You can also tap them lightly,” she said, tapping her forefinger against each one a few times.

      “Oh, ah—”

      “And you can pinch them and roll them too,” she said pinching a testicle in between her thumb and forefinger and squeezing and rolling it around, he could see the force change the shape of his testicle.

      “Ah, okay. Ah, I can do that. Why?”

      “It can increase the size of the testicle and increase some men’s testosterone production.”

      “Ow, okay.” Rebecca let his testicles go and they retreated. His stomach still ached from her rough handling.

      “Sorry,” she said. “You do need to be quite firm with them.”

      “Okay,” he said, feeling like his face had gotten a little pale.

      “Well, I think the girls should try and get you boys aroused now,” the doctor said.
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      April wheeled the cart with their equipment a little closer in between her and Rebecca. There was a jug on the table top with all their rulers, cups, and other tools. April pumped the top, putting a good size blue swirl of minty lube into the palm of her hand. She rubbed her hands together getting her rubber gloves coated while she watched Rebecca as she pumped a pea-sized blob into her hand. Rebecca winked at April and Ben saw it make her laugh. Then Rebecca leaned in and whispered to her and it made April laugh even more. He clearly heard her say, Wanna trade?

      April said, No way, and she swivelled back between Hunter’s legs. She rubbed her hands over his swinging privates coating his surfaces with the lube. She held his cock and balls in one palm and pet her other hand over it.

      Hunter started to get bigger in her hand and Ben tried to picture his sweet Sloane doing this with him. Watching his huge shiny cock in her little hand, big and soft and slippery. Did that turn her on?

      He jumped as he felt Rebecca’s cold fingertips rubbing at his glans. He looked down between his legs to see her stroking the tip of his little penis with her thumb and forefinger.

      The doctor got off her chair and said, “I’ll be back in just a moment. The girls will bring you to full erection. I’ll be back shortly I’m just going to go quickly assess the other two men in the next room.”

      She left and Ben sat there feeling weird about Rebecca’s fingers on him. He looked so small. When he looked to his left he could see April’s fingers wrapped right around Hunter’s shaft and he was barely starting to get hard.

      It was uncomfortably quiet in the room. Hunter and Ben side by side, two pretty girls who they didn't know stroking their latex hands on their naked penis’. The only sound was the wet crackle of the lube as April stroked Hunter.

      April asked Hunter, “Do you have a girlfriend?”

      He chuckled, said, “No, not really. Sort of.”

      “Sounds complicated.”

      She was flirting. So much for being professional. The doctor was away for only one minute. Hunter was pretty hard in her hand now. It wasn’t squirming around in her grip, trying to flop or fold. She could stroke him and the end would just dip. April’s hand just made it around the end of Hunter’s cock below his glans. Then when she stroked down it got spread wider by his girth. He looked huge and swollen where it came out of his body, a big thick pronounced ridge running along the underside and heading towards his anus. He couldn’t put that inside a girl could he?

      “Am I doing something wrong?” Rebecca asked Ben. He looked at her and just shook his head. He couldn’t shake what he was seeing next to him. She shrugged and kept stroking his little glans.

      “I think she wants your phone number,” Rebecca said to Hunter.

      April said, “No, hey, no, not if he’s seeing someone.”

      “Right,” Rebecca said, smirking.

      “But he could take my number…” April said and winked to him. Ben’s heart was pounding. They were acting like this was a night club not a doctor’s office. The sight of Hunter’s big manhood had made them flush, forget where they were.

      “Ah, that feels really good,” Hunter said to April, closing his eyes. She had got him really hard. He was enormous in her hand. Her fingers didn’t quite meet even around the head of his shiny cock. He was thick and dark, the head of his cock huge and a dark purple-grey.

      “This is really huge,” April said as she watched her hand work over his glans. She was polishing his head now, her hand draped over it like it was a gearshift.

      Rebecca said, “Yeah, I’ve worked at the Oakwood location for a while—I’ve seen a lot of guys come through. You really have a nice one.”

      “Mm, thanks,” he said, shuddering as April ran a finger up his underside and then tickled at his hole.

      “I’m not really seeing anyone,” he said then. “Just a hook-up with an ex. It’s weird.”

      The hair stood up on the back of Ben’s neck. Hooking up with an ex?

      “Someone can’t get this off their mind,” April laughed, stroking him very slow from base to tip, wagging it for emphasis, watching him glisten under her fingers.

      “Ah, oh, yeah. I broke up with her and I wasn’t very nice. But she’s been texting me all the time at night looking for a booty call. I thought she was mad at me.”

      “Isn’t she seeing someone new?”

      “Yeah, some dipshit sounds like. He’s putting her feet to sleep between the sheets. I’ve hooked up with her like twice a week for the last month maybe. She’s ten times more crazy in bed than she used to be. And she was wild already.”

      “Sounds dirty,” Rebecca laughed.

      “Oh, you don’t want to know. The things she wants to do…”

      “Tell me more…” April said, squeezing the end of his fat cock.

      “Ah, oh… Crazy places—behind a Wal-Mart, in a public park with cars passing right by us, oh, in her boyfriend’s apartment, right in his bed while he was at work.”

      Ben suddenly got hard as a rock between Rebecca’s fingers. The thought that this might be Sloane aroused him. He hated himself. Shouldn’t he be repulsed? Shouldn’t he be in a rage? Shouldn’t he knock Hunter down and demand to know if it was Sloane?

      He didn’t want those things. He wanted to hear more.

      “And like,” he leaned forward, looking at Ben, then whispering to them all, “dirty stuff too.”

      “Like what,” April laughed.

      “No, it’s a little too dirty.”

      “Look what we do for a living,” Rebecca said, big smile, showing Hunter Ben’s little hard penis between her thumb and finger. “I think we can take it.”

      “Spanking, you know, and butt stuff. Like all the time.”

      “Oh, God, I would not let this thing back there,” April said.

      “Yeah, me neither. But that’s not that dirty.”

      “Mm, maybe it’s the way she asks me to do it. The dirty talk. Last night,” he said, “she made me come in a wine glass,” he looked around, worried at the sound of someone walking by the door, “then she,” and he motioned tipping a glass up to his lips.

      “Ew, that’s a little gross,” April said, turning up her nose.

      Rebecca said, “Yeah, she might be mentally ill. Or she’s totally in love with you.”

      “You think?” Hunter said.

      Ben wanted to vomit. That couldn’t be his sweet Sloane could it? She couldn’t be this awful person Hunter was talking about.

      “Ahh,” he shuddered as a wave of pleasure crawled up his back and over his scalp.

      “Whoa, somebody’s little guy is hard as steel right now,” Rebecca laughed. “You like hearing about Hunter’s dirty hook-up?”

      “Yeah, I guess I do.” His voice was hoarse and dry. His stomach cramped. His heart ached.

      “I’m surprised you got me hard so easily,” Hunter told April. “She put me through a session last night. I came like five times. She came, like,” he waved his hand and shook his head like it was too big a number to comprehend. “I’m starting to wonder why I ever broke up with her, you know. That’s why I say it’s complicated.”

      Ben thought of Sloane slipping out of the apartment last night. Did she go and see Hunter? Did she fuck him five times and come all night? Did she jerk him off into a glass and drink his semen? She couldn’t do that. Could she?

      “Ha, I feel bad for the dude she’s seeing. She laughs at him behind his back and she even says she thought he might be getting ready to propose to her.”
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      The doctor walked back in the room and they all stopped talking, sat upright. “How are we all doing in here? Hunter you are hard, Rebecca is Ben hard?”

      “Yes, this is hard.”

      “Now, I’ve asked a few of the other new nurses to join us, it’s a good learning opportunity here I’d like to take advantage of. You two are okay with that of course?

      She left it hard to deny her. Hunter nodded, said, Yup. Ben stammered for a moment. More nurses? Coming in here to do what? Look at how big Hunter was? Or to look at how small he was? All these girls coming in to laugh at his abnormally small balls.

      “Uh, I don’t… I’m not sure—”

      The doctor disregarded him, turned to the door and opened it, she leaned out said something to some girls waiting in the hall. Ben could see people coming and going out there. Just close the damn door already. Bring them in, whatever, just close the door.

      She came back in, a group of nurses coming in the door behind her. She hopped back up on the table. Five young women filed in, all dressed in the same garb—sneakers and hospital pants, clipboards and stethoscopes, bright coloured tops and latex gloves, holding clipboards. They all came in, closed the door and pressed their backs up against the far wall and looked at Ben and Hunter.

      Their expressions were obvious. A sort of plastered on mock seriousness. They’d been told. There was a boy in here with a huge cock. Maybe they were her to see Ben’s tiny one? That was kind of arousing for some reason in its own way. All these girls here to see what his little dick looked like next to a big one. He felt himself get a little stiffer. Found that kind of surprising.

      April swivelled in her seat, her hand still gripping Hunter mid-shaft. She looked at the nurses, then found a friendly face and winked, raised her eyebrows up in a double bounce, making her friend laugh. A tall blonde haired girl leaned next to a petite Asian nurse next to her and whispered something while she was looking between Ben’s legs. The Asian girl turned from Hunter and looked at Ben’s penis and then she giggled. Her friend nudged her and she straightened, trying to compose herself again. Yeah, girls real mature.

      “All right, let’s get some measurements recorded for these two, Doctor Kilpatrick said, getting herself seated on the side table again. She lifted up her clipboard and pulled her glasses out from the chest pocket and put them on.

      “April, Hunter is hard enough to measure?”

      “Oh, I’ll say,” she said, starting to feel a little too familiar in the room. She got a very hushed chuckle from her audience.

      “The length of Hunter’s erection please, April.”

      April got her ruler on the top of Hunter’s penis, she kept her other hand still gently stroking him, making sure she was getting very close to his best measurement.

      “It’s Two hundred and twenty-three.”

      “All right, that is eight and three quarter inches. Rebecca how long is Ben’s penis?”

      Ben was hard. So hard his chest hurt from the pounding blood. Rebecca held his cock with two fingers, stopped it from sticking straight up so she could lay the ruler on it. She forced it down, peered through the ruler.

      “It’s one hundred and eighteen.”

      “One hundred and eighteen? That’s… that’s four and two thirds of an inch.” She let the room be quiet for an uncomfortable moment while she wrote the number down on his chart.

      “Now Hunter, Ben, the girls are going to measure your girth again. This time they’ll take three measurements to give us a better idea of your erection volume. So they will measure the base, the middle of the shaft, and just below the heads of your penis’.”

      Ben and Hunter nodded. Hunter was cool and relaxed. Hard and huge, his nurse’s small hand holding the middle of his shaft. He was confident in front of this room of eight pretty girls. Proud of what he had. Ben wanted to die. He always sort of knew he wasn’t impressive but today he was seeing it first hand and up close. Knowing how much larger other men were, how much larger Sloane’s ex-boyfriend was. Rebecca held Ben’s cock like it was something dainty, pinching it between thumb and forefinger, her baby finger held out.

      Everyone watched April turn and get her cloth tape measure, straighten it out, loop it behind Hunter’s erection stretching out from his body. She was looking at the tape measure, leaning forward, when she accidentally bumped her mouth into the fat end of Hunter’s cock. It made her lips make an audible smacking noise against her teeth. She jumped back and laughed, wiped her mouth with her sleeve. Everyone got a good laugh form it and some of the tension escaped the room. Hunter laughed too and it made his cock bounce between his legs. Dr Kilpatrick was still professional.

      “April, please be careful.”

      “Sorry,” she said, her cheeks looking a little rosy. She got the tape around it again and cinched it up, sliding it down to the base of his cock. “One hundred and eighty-two.”

      Two of the girls raised their eyebrows. They’d measured a few penis’ today and they knew these numbers were large.

      Doctor Kilpatrick said, “That’s over seven inches.”

      Some of the girls looked at each other, there was murmuring. The doctor got down and came next to April. “April, can you hold his penis up against his body please?”

      April put her gloved hand on the underside of his penis and pushed it flat against his belly. It was up above his belly button, the way he was sitting it was touching his sternum. Ben couldn't believe a penis could be so big.

      So girls if you’d like to come around, she said waving them closer with her gloved hand. She ran her fingers up and down the length of Hunter’s erection.

      “Okay, if you’ll look here,” she said and she concentrated her rubbing at the base of his penis. She said, “You’ll see how pronounced Hunter’s corpus spongiosum is.” She took her thumb and forefinger and ran them up either side of the fat cable that ran up the underside of Hunter’s erection.

      “You see how thick, wide—how far it sticks out…”

      The girls all nodded, bending and watching, getting closer.

      The doctor took her thumb and finger and circled his girth mid-shaft, not getting close enough to touch, and she squeezed very tightly.

      “Oh, wow,” Hunter said.

      “Sorry, Hunter, I’m just going to show them something,” she said.

      “No, I’m good. It feels good.” Hunter was looking down at the two set of hands on his cock. Rebecca let Ben’s go, scooted closer.

      The doctor pushed her grip down his shaft towards his balls, it was obvious she was squeezing very tight. “Well, imagine my circled fingers are your vagina,” she said, “as Hunter gets deeper, you can see the corpus spongiosum is quite malleable, a tight vagina will compress it, so while he may seem too thick to accommodate you can see that a good portion of this base thickness will accept and yield to pressure.”

      “Oh, that feels good,” Hunter whispered.

      “So, even when a man has a fearsomely thick penis, it collapses under a tight vagina. He’s so thick every vagina is a tight vagina.” That got a little giggle from the group.

      “So, despite that seven inch girth measurement I want you to understand that the vagina can accommodate this. Actually, I’m sure it’s quite pleasurable once a woman has warmed up to it. The base is quite… squishy… compared to how rigid the middle of the shaft gets.”

      “Sorry, April, you can continue,” she said and she got seated at the side table again.

      April rolled the stool back between his legs and she stretched out her tape measure to get the rest of her readings. Hunter’s cock was harder and bigger. They could all see it bob with his heartbeat while he waited. A clear bead of precum was at his tip. Rachel took the tape and put it around the middle of his erection. The bead grew and it turned to a stream that dribbled down the belly of his cock and over the tape.

      “One hundred and sixty-one, and…” she slid up his shaft and put the tape around him just below the flared ridge of his glans, “one hundred and fifty-three.”

      “Wow, that’s six and a third of an inch in the middle, and six inches around the end.”

      Some of the nurses looked at each other, tried to keep their expressions somewhat professional.

      “And Ben’s girth, Rebecca…”

      Rebecca took the tape and wrapped it around the base of Ben’s erection, wriggled it down to get as close to his body as possible. She said, “One hundred and ten,” shimmied it up an inch and said, “one hundred and one.” Then she slid it up just under the head of his penis, moved her head around to read the numbers past her fingers, “Uh, looks like ninety-nine millimetres.”

      “What a difference,” the doctor said, she seemed please to have two ends of the spectrum here in front of her. “So, that’s just over four and a quarter at the base and just under 4 inches the rest of the way up.”

      She stood up and handed her clipboard to the tall blonde nurse. “Can you take these numbers and calculate for volume for me.”

      “Sure,” she said and she took the clipboard and put it on the side table and lay her iPad next to it, started typing in numbers.

      “While we’re waiting I’ll just talk about the head shapes here. “You see Hunter here,” she took her fingers and ran them over the tip of the fat, swollen head of his cock, it made him shudder. “He has what we classify as a blunt glans. You see how he is roughly the same girth as his shaft, right up to where the tip curves in to the urethra. She ran her fingertip around the hole of his penis, said, “And his glans is very large and full, even the meatus at the urethra is engorged.”

      “Yes,” they all said getting closer again, clipboards clutched to chests.

      “This can be a difficult penis shape for some women. Especially one of this size. Initial penetration can be quite uncomfortable. Has this been your experience, Hunter?”

      “Yeah, it has. I always need to have lube available. Carry it with me. If I don’t have it we have to be very careful.”

      “And I suppose anal sex has been an issue for you in the past.”

      “Yes, there’s only a few girls that would even let me try.”

      “He has a girl now who likes it quite a bit,” Rebecca said, winking at Ben. Sloane.

      “Well, that is some brave girl” the doctor said, and the group all had a light laugh.

      “Now, Ben’s glans is a prow shape,” she said, stroking the sides of his little cock head. “It’s usually a little gentler on women’s membranes, and considering his very small size, unlike Hunter it would be very easy for any woman to accommodate him.”

      “Volume?” she said behind the blonde nurse, and she turned and passed her iPad over to the doctor.

      “Okay, wow. Hunter’s erect penis is twenty-nine point six cubic inches and Ben is six point one cubic inches. You can see with your eyes that Hunter is twice as long as Ben. Now, when we consider their girth and then calculate for volume, while he is twice as long—his thickness over that length greatly increases the actual volume of his erect penis. Very close to an incredible five times larger than Ben. So, you can see there can be a real discrepancy in the size of two men’s penis’.”

      Ben’s stomach tightened and churned. Five times larger? It was like Sloane was taking five of Ben’s cocks put together when she fucked Hunter?

      “Hunter’s volume puts him in the ninety-ninth percentile, high ninety-nine, and Ben is in the bottom two percent of all men,” then she added, “Only when considering the size of your penis that is Ben, I’m sure you have other great qualities.” The group of girls laughed politely at her joke.

      “Well, it might get a little uncomfortable in here now, but if we could all take a deep breath for a moment…” She inhaled and everyone followed suit. Then they all exhaled slowly.

      “I’d like for the nurses to make you ejaculate now.”
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      “So, the nurses will bring you through the emission stage and as they feel you may be close to expulsion stage, or ejaculation, they will put a device over the head of your penis,” she said. She got down and opened the cabinet in the service table between April and Rebecca. She took a cup with a shaped latex lid on it, like a sippy cup. The rubber end had a puckered tip, pushing into the cup, it was a slit shaped somewhat like a woman’s labia. The cup was clear and was marked up the side in units of measurement. She bent lower and took another one from the bottom shelf. Ben could see the shelf was marked Small.

      Doctor Kilpatrick said, “This collection device will be plopped over the head of your penis before you ejaculate. You should let your nurse know so that she can be prepared. It will collect and measure the volume of your semen and there is a plate at the base of the cup that will measure the force of your ejaculate. It’s not exact, we know, but it does give us a little more recordable, measurable information that we can work with, help you improve and follow your progress.”

      “We don’t use visual aids here but you may talk dirty. Your nurse may too if you’re okay with that and of course if they are okay with that as well. There’s no judgment here, whatever it takes to facilitate an expulsion response is what we are looking for. Obviously there is to be no sexual contact—don’t ask to touch the nurse, or to see her bare breast or any of the other things that may enter your mind. She will only manipulate you with her gloved hand. This is a research clinic, we treat patients who are looking for help, we are not anything else.”

      Ben nodded, Hunter looked at his cock in April’s hand, said, “Okay, yeah. I’m ready.” April smiled.

      Rebecca started stroking Ben. He started to feel really strange about it. This was such an intimate act but the setting was so strange. Clinical, sure but somehow so dirty or naughty. He looked at her hand, her fingers locked in a tight OK sign around his skinny cock, going up and down on him. He was so sensitive every time her tight gripped slipped up his glans it shot a tickle straight through him that he could feel right in his heart. Over her shoulder five pretty nurses watched. They were mostly looking at Hunter but every once in a while they would give him a little peek too. It made him so hard. He wanted them to see it. He wanted them to know how small he was and something in him liked to be next to Hunter, liked to be recognized as so small. He had a small dick. It felt good to admit it. Look at it. So small in her hand. It wasn’t below average. It was tiny. But fuck it worked and it and it felt so damn good.

      Ben watched April stroke Hunter. He sat confident, his arms stretched out behind him, his chin tucked down watching her jerk him. That enormous cock looking so out of proportion jutting out between his thin legs, his small waist. His cock shimmered from the lube, April’s hand going up and down just the first third of his cock. Her other hand gripped him at the base. Her little finger wasn’t as wide as his cock. April was intent on it. She watched it, watched the soft flange of his engorged head ripple as her hand passed over it. What would that feel like inside a girl? April was wondering it, you could see it in her face. She was turned on. She was enjoying this, enjoying giving an incredibly hung stranger a manual release.

      Had Sloane ever jerked him off? She must have. She was with him for about as long as Ben had been with her. Ten months. Her hands had worked that huge thing just like April was doing right now. She must have been turned on when she did it too, watched it while she stroked him in the daylight somewhere on a beach or something. Marvelling at the sexual totem in her hand, she must have told all her friends too. She must have. They all knew he had a huge cock. She probably told all her friends about Ben's little one too. They probably all made fun of him, told her she should do whatever she could to get that big cock back in her life. She had too, hadn’t she? Sloane was the one Hunter was talking about. The one he was fucking on the sly. That was his baby drinking this guy’s semen, fucking him in Ben's bed while Ben was at work. He couldn’t blame her. How could she give that up? Ben wasn’t even average. He was so small she probably couldn’t help dreaming about better times. Times when she really took it. Times she felt stretched and filled.

      He’d give anything to see her like that, to be the one to see her face when his big cock forced her pink insides apart. Why did he have a small one? Why couldn’t he have a cock that mesmerized eight attractive women, had them dry-mouthed and wide-eyed like these ones?

      “What do you think my girlfriend would think if she walked in and saw Hunter’s next to mine?” Ben asked Rebecca.

      “She would like yours just fine.”

      “I want you to tell me the truth, Rebecca, please.” Her fingers stroked and squeezed his little cock.

      “She would be so embarrassed for you. Embarrassed for herself—all of us looking at her, knowing she slept with a guy who was so tiny. What self-respecting woman would put up with this little thing? Oh, and she’d be so curious about Hunter, she’d want to touch it, feel it, put it inside her. I bet she’d climb right on him in front of you in front of all of us, take him as deep as she could—”

      “Oh, uh…” Ben shuddered.

      “And we would all root her on, You go girl, you get that, you deserve it, make up for what you've been missing.”

      “Am I really that small?”

      “Top ten smallest dick of all time and I did this five days a week at Oakwood. I’ll always remember it, if I see you on the street I’ll think right away, Oh that’s that guy with the baby dick.”

      “Oh, oh, get the cup,” he said.

      She put the cup over the head of his penis, stroking his short little shaft with her OK sign. “Look at this Ben, this is the small size and your little cock can barely push it apart—”

      “Ah—”

      “That’s what your girlfriend’s vagina looks like, you barely spread her, I bet she doesn’t even know for sure when you’re inside her—”

      “Agh, oh, God—”

      Ben came hard, so hard he shuddered and rocked and his eyes rolled up. He felt like there was an explosion between his legs, felt like a cannon had gone off, but he watched Rebecca’s fingers on him, milking him into the cup. No propulsion, he dribbled and blobbed.

      When his first shudder came Rebecca had said, Whoops, and held the cup underneath his penis, collected the semen that surged and drooled from him. He had no force at all, the device had nothing to measure. He didn’t care, he felt so amazing, this nurse had made fireworks go off in his head. She had helped him come to grips with something and it felt incredible.

      Rebecca held his collection cup up to eye level looking at his blobby semen in the bottom, she whispered behind April, across to the doctor, One and a half millilitres, then put his specimen on the service table. She snapped her gloves off and tossed them in the trash.

      That was that, no one cared about his little dick now. All eyes were on Hunter and April, even Rebecca had swivelled her stool to watch her hands go up and down his big thick cock.

      Ben watched the girls while they stood, transfixed. Some of them were shiny, sweaty, one red-headed girl’s chest and cheeks had even gone a little splotchy with arousal. What Ben wouldn’t do to have a cock like that. Made girls a little weak in the knees.

      April had both her hands wrapped around Hunter’s cock, squeezing him tight, going up and down, her two fists together in unison, her top hand giving his plump glans a swirl when she crested the top. Her face was serious, her lips clenched, she had her lower lip sucked under her teeth. Her hair was sweaty and a strand clung to her cheek. Ben watched the flower tattoos on her forearm move, ripple with her muscles as she flexed trying so hard to make this big thing come.

      “Come on,” she said to Hunter, a bit too breathy, a bit too sexy.

      Rebecca wheeled closer, and she slid a hand up his thigh. Hunter was really on edge now. His stomach got tighter, he leaned a bit forward, opened his legs so Rebecca could get her hand in to touch it.

      Rebecca’s hand played with his balls, scratched them with her nails. “Tell us about your girl last night,” she said.

      April said, “Tell us what you did to her.”

      “Mm,” Hunter moaned, “I fucked her tight ass.” His eyes closed, his head came back as he pictured it. Pictured putting that enormous tool inside Ben’s precious Sloane.

      “Tell us,” Rebecca said. She held his big balls in her fist, Ben could see them in her bare, gloveless hand, squishing with her grip, they were so big they wanted to spill out.

      “God, she begged me to do it. Told me she wanted to feel something down there, wanted to be stretched as wide as she could.”

      April said, “You make her come from that?”

      “Oh, yeah,” he said, “ah, oh, she came hard.”

      Ben could picture it, picture his slender girl on all fours, her long, sun-brown legs bent, her rump tilted up being skewered and spread and loving every inch of her ex-boyfriend up her behind. Could she take it all?

      “Could she take it all?” Ben said. Heads turned, some spell broken by a creepy male voice joining in.

      Hunter was thrusting into April’s clenched fists, his hips right off the exam table, his thighs flexing as he fucked April’s hands. “She can take every inch in her little pussy,” he hissed. “God, she feels so good.”

      April stroked him faster, one hand squirming around like mad, polishing his bursting glans. She reached back and grabbed Hunter’s specimen container.

      “She was afraid to when we were together, afraid to take me deep, but ahh…” he clenched his teeth, “but she said now she knows what she was missing… oh, God, I’m going to come.”

      Rebecca clamped her hand on his balls, said, “Show us, give it to us…”

      April struggled to get the head of his cock to pierce the rubber vagina shape on the container, twisting it and rocking it, making the rubber squeak.

      It squished through, made an air popping sound just as Hunter roared out.

      “Come on, that’s it,” April hissed, her hand stroking his shaft, “come for us.” April stroked him fast, her hand a blur, up and down, short quick strokes just below his head.

      He exploded inside the container, a long stream making a loud hollow tin pail sound as it hit the measurement plate in the back. “Raahh,” he growled and thrust, spewing again and again into the container, each time splashing into the far end of it. Seven times, then eight—twelve times before the semen wouldn’t hit the back and just spurted milky against the clear sides.

      “Holy shit,” he gasped, he was heaving, shiny, sweating, exhausted but elated, “God, that was something,” he exclaimed. “Whew, oh wow.”

      Rebecca still played with his balls, gently now, coddling them. April’s hand still milked him, going right to the base then squeezing him up to the tip, emptying him into the container. April’s nipples were hard as rocks, clearly pushing out the front of her tunic. She looked a little worn out.

      She pulled the container off him, another loud suction pop, tilted it so she wouldn’t spill it then held it up to see.

      She said, “Wow, eight millilitres.” She swirled it a bit then put it back down. She wiped her brow with her forearm, stood up and asked to be excused.

      The doctor asked her if she was all right.

      “Yeah, fine. Just need a minute.” She snapped her gloves off and dropped them in the trash as she left the room.

      “I might need a minute too. Ladies, you can get back to your patients now,” she said to the five gathered nurses. They filed quietly out of the room, all affected in some way by what they’d witnessed.
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      Ben wandered out into the parking lot feeling a bit overwhelmed. The doctor wanted him to come in for a follow-up in two weeks. She’d set up a monthly appointment schedule too. She was going to put him on a long term protocol. He needed a lot of help it sounded like.

      He saw Hunter leaning against one of the concrete pillars outside the doors of the clinic. It was late afternoon, sunny, blue sky. Hunter was facing the parking lot, texting on his phone, cigarette between the fingers of his other hand.

      Ben came up behind him, stood a few feet away and looked at him, up and down. This guy fucking his Sloane behind his back. Thin and fit with his big muscular arms and a thick, nine inch cock.

      “Hey.”

      Hunter looked over his shoulder. “Oh, hey man. That was something huh?”

      “Yeah. It sure was something.”

      He looked back at his phone, thumb typing, said, “My buddy went to the one in Oakwood told me they had pretty nurses, gave out free handjobs.”

      “You didn’t come for help.”

      “Nah. Handjob.”

      “Oh. Yeah. Me too.”

      “Shit, check this out,” he said, showing Ben his phone, “this is that girl again, wants me to come up to Pawtucket right now and bang her. Staying with her parents, they’re driving her crazy.”

      “Mm.”

      “Too bad my bike’s in the shop.”

      “You could go again?”

      “Fuck again? Yeah. Oh, yeah, she could get me going. You should see how hot this girl is.”

      “I was heading to Pawtucket.”

      “Pawtucket? Seriously? That’s so far—what a coincidence.”

      “Yeah, what a coincidence. Today is full of them. I can give you a ride.”

      “That’s amazing—for real? Thanks, man.”

      Ben hiked his pants up, looked around the parking lot, all the happy people. “Yeah, my pleasure.”
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      As Ben drove up the I95, side by side with his girlfriend’s lover, the top down listening to Hunter’s dumb tunes on his stereo, Ben narrowed it down to two choices. He was either going to peg this candy-coloured convertible at a hundred and drive it straight into a parked trailer, duck down at the last second and let it take this asshole’s head right off his shoulders. Or another part of him, a new, emerging, sad but somehow arousing part of him, wondered what it would be like to bring Hunter to his girl, present him like a gift to her, watch him fuck her the way she liked. Watch her face twist with pleasure, watch her soft pink mound get split buy his twenty-nine cubic inch cock. He would like that he thought. He really would like that. And if it meant she would stay with him—if it meant she might take his ring and let him slide it on her finger then he would do it. Do it and love it.
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