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"The doctor will see you now."

Peter Everard's heart pounded in his chest. For the last half hour he had been sitting patiently in the waiting room with butterflies swirling in his stomach and his foot drumming incessantly against the floor as he waited for the receptionist to peer up from her computer, look him in the eyes, and say those words.

So now, with her smile failing to calm him down as he slowly stood up, he eeked out a thank you and made his way over to the door, feeling as if all the other patients were watching him every step of the way.

Down the corridor he went, searching for the door with his doctor's name on it. After years of good health, he had kicked himself for allowing such an inconvenient issue to arise, and with such poor timing. Because only a month earlier, his usual doctor and friend, Doctor Danson, had retired, forcing Peter to go to a stranger to divulge the embarrassment of his personal issues.

Doctor Hind. That was their name. He found it on a plain white door at the end of the hallway which he knocked on and went in.

"Hello, I..." Peter stopped in his tracks as the door swung shut behind him. He knew he had let his prejudice get the better of him. Walking into the office, he had been expecting to see someone quite the opposite of the Doctor Hind before him. He had pictured an old, greying man. Not her.

"Come in, Mr Everard. Please take a seat."

Doctor Hind crossed one long, slender leg over the other and gestured to the chair positioned across from her. She pushed a lock of her luscious blonde hair out of her face as she turned quickly back to her computer to finish sending off an email. Peter sat down, at once grateful to have been assigned such a gorgeous doctor and also all the more intimidated because of that.

She was youthful but authoritative as she looked sternly between him and her monitor. Her white doctor's coat, pencil skirt and heels made her the image of professionality, though Peter was also well aware of the swell of her breasts under her shirt that was visible with her open coat.

"I'm Doctor Hind," she said, her pink lips curling into a warm smile. "I've had a look over your records, but from what I understand you booked this appointment to check about a new issue?"

"Yes," Peter stammered out, still trying to decide how he could say it.

"Well?" She glared at him, almost appearing impatient. "What seems to be the problem?"

"I..." He gulped and took a deep breath. "I'm experiencing some...discomfort."

"Could you perhaps be more specific?"

"Ah, well..." Peter averted his eyes away from her penetrative gaze. "In my...um...my balls."

"I see." The doctor didn't seem phased at all which had him reassured. Until she asked him: "Could you stand up and I'll have a look?"

Peter's face burned a bright red, but he found himself automatically following her lead.

"If you could just remove your pants and underwear," she said as she reached into a box and pulled out a pair of blue latex gloves. "It shouldn't be anything much to worry about."

Peter slowly unzipped his pants and lowered them to the floor. Standing in his underwear, he wondered whether he had made a mistake. He tried to think of an excuse to leave. Perhaps the ache had gone and he didn't need to be checked. Or there was an emergency at home he had to get back to.

"Come on, Mr Everard," she sighed. "I don't have all day."

"Sorry," he muttered, finally pulling down the elastic waistband.

"Let's take a look at you, shall we?"

Doctor Hind, standing in front of him, took his balls in her gloved hands, almost making him gasp at the cold touch. She rolled them around between her fingers, feeling every surface and being perfectly methodical but careful, not causing any pain.

Peter looked away as he tried not to focus on the light tugging and the brief touches of latex against his cock. He felt like a dog having a check up at the vets and, with the embarrassment of the situation, he was as soft as he could possibly be.

Nevertheless he was also well aware that he was living many men's dreams. He had an incredibly sexy doctor literally fondling his balls. It took all his mental fortitude to turn his attention to something else, because he knew the slightest stray thought could begin the unstoppable swelling of sexual arousal.

"Hmm, no lumps," the doctor said at last, taking her hands off him. "That's good news. You feel perfectly healthy, in fact. But there's still discomfort?"

"Yes, it's sort of a dull throb," Peter described accurately. "Like someone kicked me in the balls five minutes ago."

"And is this as bad as it gets?"

"No, it can be worse. Sometimes I get back ache too, and I think it's my balls causing it. But sometimes there's no pain at all."

"I see." Doctor Hind looked thoughtfully at his genitals as she pondered the diagnosis. "Can you tell me how often you ejaculate? It doesn't matter how: masturbation, oral sex, penetrative sex, whatever."

"I..." Peter blushed again. He knew he had to tell the truth. "Usually once a day."

"Hmm, that's interesting." The doctor returned to her desk, took off her gloves, and searched something on her computer. "Now, your condition usually isn't too uncommon. I would expect you to be suffering from epididymal hypertension. You may have heard of its more common name: blue balls."

Peter nodded curtly, acknowledging what she said while wondering whether he could pull his pants back up.

"But typically this would be caused by infrequent sexual activity or ejaculations," the doctor continued. "For someone like you, with such regular releases, the issue might be a little bit more complicated."

Peter didn't like the sound of that. Nor was he thrilled to see her stand up and put her gloves back on.

"If you don't mind, Mr Everard, I'm going to have to examine your prostate."

"Excuse me?"

"That may be where the issue lies. Though you will need to be clean before I get in there. Have you ever had an enema?"

"Um, no." That word had Peter cringe at the thought. The last thing he had expected from his appointment was to have the doctor examine that part of him, but now that he was there, his pants around his ankles and his cock out in front of her, he didn't know how he could possibly say no.

"I'll just get it prepared," Doctor Hind said. "Please can you lie face down on the bed."

Peter got flat on his front, feeling his soft cock being pressed against the bed while he rested his head on one cheek and placed his arms at his side. He watched as best as he could while the doctor prepared the enema equipment. When she returned to him with everything she needed, including a bottle of lubricant, he grimaced at the thought of what was to come next.

"This will be inserted inside you," she explained, showing him the black nozzle attached to a bag full of fluid. "There may be a mild discomfort, but nothing to be scared about."

Doctor Hind coated the nozzle with a lubricant then slowly brought it up to Peter's behind. Despite knowing what was coming, he still tensed up. Thankfully the nozzle was small and he allowed her to gently push it inside.

"Don't try to squirm too much," she said calmingly. "I'm about to release the fluid and you'll need to hold it in."

Before Peter could acknowledge her directions, he suddenly felt a strange rush of warm liquid gushing into his bowels. It was oddly satisfying, feeling as if he was being cleansed by the sensually smooth flow inside him.

"There's still more to come," the doctor said as the fluid kept coming.

"I don't know if I can take any more." Peter gasped as he felt it filling him.

"Don't worry. We're nearly there."

It wasn't long until Doctor Hind removed the nozzle from his ass, satisfied that enough liquid had been used.

"Now just hold it inside for a few moments while I clean this."

Peter did as she requested, remaining as still as he could so as not to disturb the liquid. The doctor meanwhile washed the nozzle of the enema equipment.

"Doc, I don't think I can hold this in much longer," Peter said, propping himself up on his elbows as he struggled to contain the fluid. The doctor commanded him to remain where he was for a minute longer, then she brought out a bucket and placed it on the floor beside the bed.

"Go on then," she said. "Let it all out."

Peter promptly got off the bed and squatted over the bucket. He let all the fluid erupt out, listening as it splashed and rippled around. It felt incredible to let it all out, and once he had wiped himself with some toilet paper he was handed, he felt like he had been completely emptied and his insides were all perfectly clean.  He let Doctor Hind take the bucket away as he stood up again, his knees shaking.

"Now that's done," she said, "I'll just have a feel inside and try to get a sense of what's going on."

Still wearing the latex gloves, the doctor squirted a blob of lube into her palm and rubbed her hands together.

"Could you get onto the bed," she asked, deciding on the best position for him to be in. "Just on your hands and knees. That's it. Good. That'll be easier for me."

Peter had hopped onto the bed, his soft cock flopping around, and he did as she asked. His hands and knees sunk into the padding as he waited for her to do what she needed to do.

"Try to relax, Mr Everard," Doctor Hind said. "This won't hurt a bit. I'll just start by easing you into it."

Her index finger reached to his opening and immediately he shivered at the cold sensation as she began to rub in slow circles, getting him more used to the feeling of someone playing around with that part of him. Gradually, he began to relax. It was like a massage in a way. It was soothing and gentle, and only after she could see all tension drain from his body did she slowly push in, spiraling forward to open him out.

She went deeper. Past the knuckle and right to the end, the doctor inserted her index finger inside, finding no resistance on her way through. And then, bending to find what she was looking for, she smiled with satisfaction.

"Mmmmmmm," Peter moaned as the tip of her finger pressed against his prostate.

It was like she had flipped a switch. First, the sound that came out of him was involuntary. Second, the pleasure was an instantaneous reaction that had his heart racing to pump blood straight into his cock.

"Oh fuck," he groaned as he realised that, completely out of his control, he was rock hard. He could see his cock pointing straight down between his legs, throbbing as the doctor continued to massage his prostate.

"Don't be embarrassed," she said with her finger still wiggling around in his ass. "It's a perfectly natural reaction. Most men don't realise just how much pleasure can be experienced from this spot inside them."

"Oh woooww." Peter's knees began to shake as her wonderfully soft touch continued to rub circles around his prostate. He could feel the pressure in his cock rising as it pulsed with desire.

"As I expected," Doctor Hind said as she honed in on a diagnosis. "There's a slight swelling. What I don't yet know is whether it's the result of your epididymal hypertension, or the cause of it."

"Should I...oh fuck...should I be concerned."

"Concerned? Not at all. But to find out more I will have to feel what happens with your prostate as your arousal grows."

"I don't think I can get much more aroused, doc," Peter said, nearly laughing.

"We'll see about that. Do you mind if I stimulate you for a few minutes?"

"Stimulate...?"

"It has to be done."

"Oh. Well. Okay, doc."

With one finger still inside him, the doctor took her free hand and began to stroke his hard cock. There was still plenty of lube covering the latex glove which allowed her to smoothly glide over him, up and down from base to tip, massaging his balls and swirling around his head.

It had Peter shaking. The sensations were unbelievable. He had never experienced this much pleasure before, let alone from his doctor. His cock was so sensitive and her strokes were so smooth that he could feel his orgasm growing quickly inside him. And with her finger still massaging his prostate, he didn't know how long he could last. In his position on his hands and knees, he felt like he was an animal being milked. And as the doctor stimulated him faster and more firmly with both hands, pumping his shaft up and down, the only thing he wanted was to release everything he had stored inside his balls.

"That's very interesting," the doctor then said, taking her hand off Peter's cock moments before he was ready to cum. Her index finger remained inside his ass, continuing to feel his prostate as he clenched around her. "It's inconclusive, I'm afraid, but I can suggest a potential treatment."

"Oh my god," Peter grunted, feeling his orgasm tantalisingly close, his legs and arms shaking as Doctor Hind slowly drew her finger out of him. "I was...you nearly made me cum."

"I'm sorry Mr Everard, I'm sure that must have been very...frustrating. But I had to do that to find out what's going on. I am a medical professional, not any other kind of professional. I wasn't going to finish you off just because you were close. Is that clear?"

"Yes. Sorry. I didn't mean...I wasn't trying to suggest that."

"Well, let's move on, shall we?" Doctor Hind took her gloves off, threw them in a bin, then washed her hands in a small sink in the office. "What I've discovered is that the swelling in your prostate increases with arousal. That's not unusual, and it can swell more following prolonged periods of abstinence or heightened sexual arousal. But what is abnormal is that the pain has continued despite multiple ejaculations. In a reversal of what I might originally have thought, your regular masturbation pattern may even be causing the swelling by placing too much stress on the prostate. Do you watch porn when you masturbate?"

"I do, yes." Peter had awkwardly shuffled off the bed to put his clothes back on.

"Well, what I suggest is that you cut that out completely. No porn. No masturbating. No sex. I hope that's not much of an issue for you." The doctor raised her eyebrows as if to suggest that she knew the latter wouldn't be difficult at all for him to go without.

"Seriously?" The patient asked as he pulled his pants back up gracelessly. No sex was no problem, but cutting out masturbation was a tall order. "For how long?"

"Let's try a week." The doctor sat back at her desk and typed a new entry into her online calendar. "I'll book you in for an appointment after that, then we can see if anything's changed. Any questions?"

"Erm, so no touching?"

"Well, apart from cleaning down there. I'd recommend you take cold showers as well and try to reduce all potential stimuli that might cause arousal. The more erections you can avoid, the better. And, I'll write you a prescription for painkillers. It won't exactly solve the issue long term, but it should at least ease the discomfort for now. Okay?"

Peter took the prescription she handed over to him. "Okay. Thanks, doc."

*****

Peter had put on a brave face in response to Doctor Hind's suggestion, but in reality he was dreading the prospect of a week-long period of denial, especially as it was on the doctor's orders. He tried to approach the ordeal, therefore, as confidently as he could. He took cold showers as she had suggested; he turn on the adult filters on his phone so he wasn't tempted to even search for a glimmer of porn; and he locked his sex toys away in a chest.

But there were always temptations. There were always challenges that cropped up at the most unexpected times to tease him and tempt him to relieve his desire for pleasure.

A sex scene in a film caught him off-guard. He watched longingly as the supermodel of an actress ran her lips across the muscular chest of the male lead, who brought a hand down to squeeze her ass.

Peter switched the TV off but he was too late. His cock was hard in his pants and it didn't go down until he went for another cold shower.

Then, on the weekend, he was eating out and a waitress took a liking to him. He usually would have appreciated the attention and tried to reciprocate by responding to her flirtatious jokes and body language. He had to pull his chair closer to the table as a tent was pitched in his pants from the simple idea that this gorgeous woman might want to have sex with him. So to try and turn her down, he simply acted coldly to her efforts at small talk, even though he couldn't take his eyes off the swish of her short skirt whenever she walked by his table.

At least the painkillers did their job well. Almost all discomfort had been rid from Peter's body. All except for a tingle in his balls which he realised was a result of his enforced denial. He couldn't remember the last time he had gone so long without cumming, and now he could feel the need growing like an itch he couldn't scratch.

So the week was a long one for Peter and he felt somewhat proud for obeying Doctor Hind's orders. He hadn't even given a single stroke to his needy cock, let alone masturbated to completion.

By the time he was sat back in the waiting room he was filled both with relief for it being over and dread for whatever the hot blonde medical professional was going to tell him next.

"Come in," she said as he knocked on the door to her office. She was in the same attire as last week, but she was already standing up as if waiting for his arrival. "Close the door, Mr Everard, then take your clothes off. Your shirt as well."

Peter's cock twitched at her stern commands and the sight of the sexy doctor stood authoritatively, watching him as he slowly undressed. The lapel of her white coat seemed to be open even wider than last time he saw her; it made her impressive bust all the more prominent. As Peter stripped his shirt then pants off, he thought he could even see her nipples through her top.

"So, Mr Everard, how has the last week been?" Doctor Hind asked, her eyes scrutinising him as he last revealed his cock and balls. "I hope you were able to do as I asked?"

"I did, doc. But it was difficult. No porn. No masturbating. The painkillers did their job, though I can still feel a twinge of discomfort now and again." Peter shivered with a cold chill as he stood naked, feeling incredibly exposed with her intensely examining gaze.

"Hmm," she pondered, putting a pair of latex gloves on then approaching him. "And how many times would you say you got an erection?"

"Oh, that's hard to say." Peter gasped as she suddenly took his balls in her hand. "Oh...um...in the morning most days. Then I got hard quite frequently the last couple of days."

"That's understandable," the doctor said as she fondled his balls, feeling them as she had done before. "I'll just need to examine your prostate again."

Like with his last appointment, Peter allowed her to give him an enema. But, unlike before, he was well aware of what to expect and he knew, secretly, how much he really enjoyed having her penetrate inside him. So he happily went along with her orders and let her get him nice and clean before getting onto his hands and knees on the bed, ready for his examination.

"Let's see what's going on inside," Doctor Hind said as she inserted an index finger inside him.

This time, she needed to ease in. She used lube but didn't waste a moment to massage Peter's ass or try to make him comfortable, so he winced at the first feeling of her penetrating him. But immediately after he enjoyed the feeling.

"Does this feel good?" the doctor asked, finding his prostate straight away now that she knew where it was.

"Yes," Peter said as his cock stiffened in response. "Wow."

"That's a good sign. However, I can still feel some swelling."

"What does that mean?"

"It means that your week of abstinence didn't have the effect I'd hoped for."

"Seriously?" Peter didn't want to believe he had deprived himself of pleasure for so long only to find out it was all for nothing.

"Unfortunately, yes." Doctor Hind removed her finger but watched his cock still throbbing hard. "You could perhaps try a month of denial. That would give us a clearer picture."

"Doc, you've got to be joking! I can't go that long."

"No, I didn't think you'd be so keen on that idea."

The doctor went over to a cupboard, opened it, and pulled out some sort of medical device. She turned back to her patient with a sly smile as she wielded the long, slender, metal rod and watched the wide-eyed expression on his face.

"I did research more solutions and the other suggestion I have is to target your prostate directly," she explained. "Penile stimulation has proven to be ineffective, and so has complete denial. So, I'm confident a prostate massage should solve your problem."

"Really?" Peter eyed up the tool in her hand, not confident about having it inserted where she intended.

"It's this or no cumming for a month," she said, raising an eyebrow as he considered his options before inevitably succumbing to her.

"Okay. You can use...that."

"Great. Although, as this is a delicate procedure, I can't have you struggling. Otherwise it could just make the issue worse."

The blonde put down the probe and fetched some more equipment from a cupboard that opened with a creak. In one hand she had a bundle of bandages. In the other, a long metal bar with straps attached to either end.

"Rest your forearms on the bed, right in the middle there, and face the wall," she ordered. "Bend over. That's it."

Peter's elbows sunk into the soft padding of the bed as he bent forward at a nearly ninety-degree angle, making his ass feel even more exposed.

"This is a spreader bar," the doctor said as she positioned the metal rod beneath him. "It'll make sure you don't react too impulsively to the probe once I'm massaging you. Spread your feet apart. That's it."

Secure leather straps were tightened around Peter's ankles, preventing him from closing his legs which formed an equilateral triangle with the bar. They were spread so far, almost a metre apart, that he couldn't have walked if he tried. And, as a result, he had no way to hide his ass, or his cock. It felt like even his ass cheeks were being forced apart.

"Put your hands together," Doctor Hind then ordered, though she was quick to take his wrists herself before he had a chance to comply. She held them together and wrapped a few lengths of thick white bandages around before tying and cinching it tightly. Next she took more bandages to tie them from his wrists then across and over the far side of bed where she looped them down and back around towards Peter, all the way to the spreader bar where she attached them with an immovable knot.

With the long strip of bandage looped around the bed, her patient was unable to move from his position. If he tried to shuffle back, his wrists would be pulled further forward. And if he tried to move his hands, the spreader bar would be tugged and he would lose his balance.

"Is this...um...is this all necessary?" Peter asked, suddenly feeling even more vulnerable as he tested out his bondage. His arms were stretched out in front of him while he struggled to hold his head up. It became easier to just let it rest on the bed, in between his elbows.

"Oh completely, Mr Everard," the doctor said with a smile. "But I will ask that you keep the noise down so you don't disturb the other patients. This procedure can elicit some...audible reactions."

"What do you mean?"

Doctor Hind sighed and went to get one final piece of equipment.

"You'll soon see," she said. "Here. Open wide."

"What?"

Before Peter could protest, he felt some sort of device get inserted into his mouth. It consisted of two metal frames which were placed between his teeth and around his jaw, and as the doctor twisted a ratchet mechanism each half was slowly pulled apart, forcing his jaw open as wide as it could be.

"This is a Jennings mouth gag," Doctor Hind explained. "Usually I'd need it when examining a patient's oral cavity, but I've found other uses for it."

"Ahhghahmm." Peter was completely unintelligible. He wanted to question her strange methods, but he knew there was no use.

"That's right, Mr Everard, you're all ready for the procedure."

With Peter immobile, bound to the bed with his legs spread apart and his body bent over, his ass was fully exposed, a perfect target for whatever the hot doctor wanted to do to it. She pulled her gloves tight and retrieved the metal probe that had remained threateningly in the corner of Peter's vision.

He was able to watch as she coated it with lube. While it was quite thin, there were ribs and contours that made the end thicker, and the entire length had a gentle curve. It was designed for one job only: to massage the prostate.

Doctor Hind stepped behind him, holding the instrument at the ready. She put one hand on his waist then pressed the probe against his opening, which was completely visible from her position. Slowly, letting the clenching of his muscles tighten around it, she let it slide in, one bump at a time. She had already got him used to anal examinations, but this was different to her finger. The contoured end was thicker and there was more resistance than before. But as Peter grunted and groaned, he soon relaxed enough to let it slide in deeper.

"That's it," the doctor said, paying attention as the probe disappeared inside. "You know it'll be worth it."

Peter did. And it was. Any discomfort from the probe instantly evaporated as it found his prostate.

"Arghh," he moaned as his cock sprung to life, pointing straight down to the floor.

"Feels good, doesn't it?"

"Ahhuh."

Peter's knees shook as the doctor rubbed the probe against his prostate, firmly moving it back and forth and making the pleasure within him rise.

"I know what you're experiencing right now," she said, amused when she noticed him drooling uncontrollably onto the bed. "There's an indescribable pleasure grower more intense by the moment. It feels wonderful, and yet you don't know how it's even possible. Your cock is throbbing. It's leaking precum. It wants to be touched. It wants to be stroked. Because that's the only way you know how to cum. But you have to let go of what you know. You need to embrace these new sensations that are getting more powerful with every minute that I'm inside you."

Peter knew that every word the doctor said was correct. As strings of saliva dribbled from his open mouth, precum gathered on the tip of his cock then dripped onto the floor. Every fibre of his body was filled by a desire to touch his hard, throbbing shaft. It was the natural response to the growing pleasure.

And yet it didn't stop growing. He felt himself succumbing to it. The probe inside him continued massaging and the fire within continued to burn stronger. There was a pressure that he couldn't keep in. Its release was inevitable.

"You need to let it all out," Doctor Hind said, slightly increasing the tempo at which she pressed the probe in and out. "Embrace that wonderful feeling and cum. Do it. Cum for me."

Peter's cock was twitching. His wrists pulled at their bonds and his legs trembled, straining against the spreader bar. There was no holding back now. No way to resist the urge to give in to the rising pressure.

The pleasure that started in his prostate grew fiercer. His entire body was filled by an intensity he had never felt before. The first shockwave caught him off guard. If he hadn't been restrained, he could have fallen to the floor.

Hot cum spewed out of his pulsing cock. It sprayed across the floor and continued to erupt out with wave after wave of extreme pleasure. The probe kept massaging and he kept cumming, letting out more than he had ever done before.

There was no comparing this orgasm to what he thought he knew. After a week of denial, after submitting to his sexy nurse and letting her use his ass as she pleased, cumming like this, without even the lightest touch to his cock, brought such an immense glow of satisfaction as finally the last few drops dripped out.

He hardly noticed the probe being removed. Nor did he pay attention to Doctor Hind washing it carefully. Peter was just so full of relief and awash with a pleasurable golden glow that he was lost in his own world. He didn't even pay attention to the bondage that still restrained him. Not until the doctor had mopped up his mess did she finally release him.

"How are you feeling now?" she asked, sounding once again genuinely empathetic and professional.

"Good," Peter managed to say as he slumped back in a chair, not caring at all that he was still completely naked in front of her.

"I'm glad to hear it." The doctor sat at her desk and typed something into her computer. "I'm confident that the treatment should have sorted you out, but you'll need to monitor yourself and check if there's still any recurring pain or discomfort. I'm booking another follow-up appointment for next week, so if there are still issues," she turned to look at him with an alluring smile, "then perhaps we'll need to repeat that treatment. What do you say?"

Peter was still in a daze as he went to gather up his clothes. He felt incredible, and all discomfort seemed to have faded. But he thought about her offer. Maybe, he wondered, more treatment would do him good.

"Sounds great, doc," he said. "I can still feel a slight twinge."

The End
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