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Andy Granger stepped out of the train into the busy Chicago station with the rest of the crowd on their way to work. It was a far cry from his small hometown in rural Minnesota. As he looked around, trying to figure out which door to go out, someone bumped into him from behind, almost knocking him over, then walked off without apologizing. Andy assumed the man hadn’t noticed him there.

Outside on the street, Andy checked his phone for the directions to the clinic where he would spend his summer as an intern for Dr. Rod Parker. The doctor specialized in Male Wellness, which, as far as Andy could tell, just meant legalized steroids for men. His clinic was called ‘Be a Man.’

It wasn’t exactly his field of interest–he wanted to be a pediatrician, actually–but at nineteen with no experience he didn’t exactly have his pick of internships. Of the dozens he applied for, all of them told him to contact them again when he finished his undergrad. But he didn’t want to wait that long to start getting experience. He wanted to be the best doctor he could and if that meant learning at a Male Wellness clinic, far away from home, then that’s what he would do.

Dr. Parker had replied personally to his internship request. And he’d agreed to hire him for the summer without even a formal interview. All he wanted to see was his Facebook profile, and they spoke on the phone only once. He had a deep, confident voice–perhaps a bit arrogant, but weren’t most doctors? He’d asked some odd questions like did Andy still have long hair. Andy had told him yes his hair was mid-length, it came down to just below his neck but he could definitely cut it if Dr. Parker wanted him to—you know, if it was more professional to have it short. The doctor told him definitely don’t cut it; it was perfect the way it was. Andy told him he wouldn’t, not really sure what it had to do with anything but eager to please all the same. Andy assumed the doctor was just a bit eccentric—most smart people were he thought. The other weird question was the doctor wanted to know his clothes and shoe size which Andy gave him, no problem.

His mother was deeply suspicious and almost forbade him from coming but he finally managed to convince her by promising he’d call her every day and keep her updated about everything. She was always worrying about him.

As he walked the two blocks in the muggy Chicago heat towards the clinic, his phone rang.

“Speak of the devil,” he said. It was his mother. “Hi, Mom.”

“Where are you?” came her soft, familiar voice in return.

“You’ll never believe this,” he said, “but I’m trapped inside a hole.”

“What?!”

“Yeah, I was walking to work, and I fell in. It’s terrible.”

“Very funny,” his mother said. “You know I worry about you because I love you right?”

“I know Mom. It’s really sweet, but I have to live my life. I have to learn things.”

“I guess so. I don’t know why you can’t learn things up here in Minnesota. Chicago is a dirty city, filled with dirty people. Remember what I told you; don’t be getting any girls into trouble. They’re different than the ones up here. All they want is one thing and they’ll say and do anything to get it.”

“Mom!”

“I know you don’t like to hear it but as much as I don’t want to admit it, you’re a grown up now and you have to watch out for yourself. I just don’t want you getting into any trouble while you’re down there.”

“Okay, Mom.” When she said trouble she meant getting a girl pregnant. His father died when he was young and his mother raised him all by herself and took her job of making sure he knew about the ways of the world pretty seriously. The chances of him getting a girl pregnant were probably close to zero. He’d never even been on a date in his life, much less had sex with a girl. “Listen, I’m almost at work. I have to go now.”

“Andy?”

“Yes, Mom?”

“I’m proud of you.”

“Thank you.” His mother was a sweetheart.

“Don’t forget where you came from. And don’t take shit from nobody, you hear?”

“I won’t Mom. I love you.”

A man walked up to him. “Excuse me, sir?”

He smiled at the man and held up a finger. “Mom? I have to go. I’m trying to find the office and there’s someone trying to talk to me. I love you. Talk to you later.”

Before he hung up, his mom said, “Don’t talk to strangers.” But he was already pressing the end-call button.

The man had a big grin that showed a row of crooked but relatively white teeth. His hair was slicked straight back, and he wore a sport coat. “I’m really sorry to bother you, sir.” He was the type of person to speak with his hands and he waved them around in front of his body as his words came out in the same fast manner. “This is so embarrassing,” he said. “I was wondering if you could help me?”

“What’s the matter?” Andy said. He was always ready to help someone out in need. That was another lesson his mother taught him.

“I’m in town on business and the darndest thing just happened.” He shook his head and looked around then set his hands in motion again. “I just got out of a cab and you wouldn’t believe this but my wallet must have slipped out of my pocket.”

He shoved his hands deep into his pockets then pulled them out and fanned his hands out next to them. “I have a meeting in an hour. It’s a super important meeting, you see.” He looked around again, then put his pockets back inside before continuing.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this, but is there any way you could loan me ten dollars so I could grab a bite to eat and call my wife back in Indiana? This is so embarrassing. But I’m really in a jam here.”

Andy said, “Of course. Please don’t be embarrassed. I’m losing things all the time. I know exactly how you feel. My mother says I would lose my head if it wasn’t attached to my body. Here let me look in my wallet.”

He opened his wallet and started digging in one of the small pockets. “I don’t normally carry cash but I think I have some in here for emergencies. Yep, here it is.” He brought out a twenty-dollar bill neatly folded into thirds. “I don’t have a ten but will a twenty do?”

The man snatched the bill from his hand and gave him another big grin with his crooked teeth again. “Wow, thank you so much, sir. This will really help a lot,” he said.

“Really, don’t mention it,” Andy said. “Hey, maybe you can help me out too?”

Andy looked down at his phone and continued speaking while he brought up the map. “I know you said you’re from Indiana but maybe you can help me find this office. I’m supposed to start working today and I’m having a heck of a time trying to find this place.”

But when he looked up at the man, he was already speeding away, almost jogging. Maybe he was starving. Andy knew he got to where he forgot his manners sometimes when he hadn’t eaten in a while. “Bye!” he called out to him. “Good luck.” The man didn’t turn when he said it though.

He knew he must be close. There wasn’t anyone else on the street to ask at the moment though so he decided to just keep walking. It was sure to show up sooner or later. As he started to walk, he checked the time and realized he was already five minutes late. Crap! He hated to be late more than anything and he picked up his pace so that he almost broke out into a run, looking at the phone as he went, and checking the numbers on the buildings. As he hurried down the dirty Chicago street, beads of sweat started to form on his forehead from the humidity.

Two blocks later he finally found the place. He pushed open the glass door and rushed in, a little out of breath and with his shirt stuck to his back.

By the time he collected himself and looked around the waiting room he started to wonder if he was even in the right place. It looked more like a high-class bar than any waiting room he’d ever seen. The lighting was dim and there was a nice leather sofa against the wall underneath an oil painting of a nude woman. The woman was looking over her shoulder at a man with a slight grin on her face.

There was a receptionist desk but nobody was there.

“Hello?” Andy called out. “Anybody home?” But there came no answer.

Maybe the doctor wasn’t in yet? When he spoke to him on the phone, he got the impression that Dr. Parker, like Andy, wasn’t one to be tardy but maybe he had another appointment that ran late or something. His mind started to race through the possibilities. What if Dr. Parker had been there on time but since Andy was late he just left? He checked his watch again. Only ten minutes late. It didn’t make sense that he would have already left. Besides, the door was unlocked. He wouldn’t just leave the door unlocked would he? Maybe he was with a patient. He called out again and trained his ear for any sounds coming from the door that led out of the waiting room but no answer came back.

While he was running around trying to find this place, he had spotted a coffee shop that looked nice. Maybe he had time now to go get a quick cup and by the time he got back Dr. Parker would be finished with his patient or whatever the heck he was doing. Yes, that sounded like a good idea. If Andy brought him a coffee too, that could would be a nice gesture on his first day, he thought. So he turned and started out the door.

Before he could even get his foot outside though, a deep voice came from behind. “Where do you think you’re going?”
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Andy froze at the sudden noise, then turned around to see a tall, muscular man wearing a white coat with his hands on his hips. “Dr. Parker?” Andy said, as he started walking towards him. But he didn’t get more than two steps before his feet decided to stop cooperating and he stumbled, nearly falling flat on the floor in front of him, but finally managing to catch himself.

The near fall took him right up to the tall man and his face started to burn with embarrassment as he stood in front of him.

“I’m terribly sorry I’m late,” he said. “I thought I left my apartment with more than enough time but the train was late, then I had a heck of a time finding your office. Oh, and there was a man who lost his wallet and needed money and so I stopped to help him and then I figured, well, why not ask him for directions but then he left before I had a chance to even ask him.” He paused for a moment to take a big gasp of air because he’d managed to say all of that without taking one breath somehow.

While he tried to get his air back, he couldn’t help but notice that Dr. Parker was quite an attractive man. But at the moment he was looking at Andy as if he weren’t too happy.

“I do hope,” he said, “that you aren’t in the habit of being late.”

Andy started to say that no, he wasn’t in that habit at all, that he actually hated being late, but Dr. Parker cut him off with his sharp voice.

“There are a hundred people that would love to have this job and I guarantee you they wouldn’t be late.” His eyes scanned his body up and down. He frowned. “Are you sweating?” The frown turned to disgust as he reached his index finger out and brushed it against Andy’s forehead, examined it, then took a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped it. He handed it to Andy.

“Thank you,” Andy said and started to wipe his forehead with the white linen.

“What the hell are you doing? That’s not for you to wipe your dirty sweat on. I want you to have that cleaned and returned to me tomorrow. If you still have a job here by then.”

“Of course. I’m sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking.” He carefully placed the handkerchief in his pocket. “I promise I won’t be late again, Doctor. It’s really not something I’m in the habit of doing. I probably wouldn’t have been if I hadn’t stopped to give that man–”

Dr. Parker held up his hand, cutting Andy off. “Stop talking now. You’re babbling. And for the love of god don’t give people money on the street. How can you be so gullible? That man took one look at you and saw dollar signs.”

Dr. Parker walked over to the receptionist desk and poured himself a glass of water, his large Adam’s apple bobbing up and down as he gulped it.

Andy suddenly realized how thirsty he was from jogging around trying to find the place but he didn’t dare ask him if he could have some. The doctor seemed to be in a bad mood with him. But who could blame him? He was late after all.

After finishing the water, he set the glass down and took off his white coat. Underneath he was wearing a tight, short-sleeved t-shirt and Andy saw now just how big his muscles were.

“You know,” he said, “testosterone therapy is the fastest growing medical field in the country. And I’m the most successful doctor doing it. I was one of the first people to start offering it and I’ve helped hundreds, no, thousands of men to look better, to be stronger, and to feel good. And I’m only 36 years old. I plan to open up clinics like this all across the country.”

Andy was trying really hard to pay attention to what he was saying but he couldn’t help but stare at the man’s perfectly sculpted body. It wasn’t that Andy was gay, he didn’t think so at least, but with that face, and that body, Dr. Parker could easily be a model if he weren’t so busy helping people be healthy instead.

“Mr. Granger?” Dr. Parker looked at him and frowned.

Andy looked up from the spot on Dr. Parker’s flat stomach he’d been ogling and met his harsh look. “Yes?”

“Are you even paying attention to what I’m saying?”

“Yes! I mean, yes, sir. Testosterone therapy is the fastest growing field and you’re the most successful doctor. I just want you to know how much I appreciate this opportunity Dr. Parker. I mean I applied to so many internships. You have no idea how many. And you’re the only one that took a chance on me. I want you to know that I’m going to work so incredibly hard…”

Dr. Parker turned his back on him without a word and left the room.

Should he follow him? Was he babbling again? He knew he had a tendency to do that when he was nervous. And right then he was so incredibly nervous. This position meant so much to him on so many levels. It was the first step of many in achieving his dream of becoming a doctor. Also, he wanted to show his mom that he could make it on his own. Show her that she didn’t have to worry so much all the time.

“Mr. Granger!” Dr. Parker shouted from the other room.

Still not sure if he wanted Andy to follow him or not, Andy yelled back to him, “Yes?”

“Come in here!”

He moved his feet as fast as he could, wiping his moist palms on the front of his shirt and took a deep breath to try to calm himself down a little. There were several rooms in the back and after peaking his head into two empty exam rooms he managed to find him in his office.

Dr. Parker sat behind his large desk, with his hands forming a triangle in front of his chin. He was just looking at Andy with his chilly blue eyes.

There was a chair right in front of the desk. Andy considered sitting in it but he didn’t want to be presumptuous. Was it customary to sit down without being asked? Dr. Parker was just looking at him and he tried to meet his gaze but it was too much and Andy looked away, pretending to be interested in the painting on his wall. Another nude woman.

When Andy got up the nerve to look back at him, Dr. Parker was still staring, his hands locked together in front of his face. He must have been waiting for him to sit, he decided, and he took a couple steps towards the chair, stealing a glance at his face to see if he would give any hint at whether he wanted him to sit.

His right eyebrow raised and the corners of his mouth curled down into a frown.

That was enough for Andy to freeze in his tracks. God, he had never been so nervous in his life. Now he was just standing there, mid-stride, like a mime who’d frozen for the audience, waiting for any indication of what this strict man wanted him to do.

“Mr. Granger?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Are you always this awkward?”

“Yes, sir.” He shook his head. “I mean no, sir.” It was like he was nine years old and he’d been sent to the principal’s office even though he’d never been in trouble in his entire life and had no idea what that even felt like but if he had to imagine then this situation had to be pretty close.

“Mr. Granger. Please sit down. You’re making me nervous.”

“I’m sorry, Doctor.” He sat down in the seat, crossed his legs, took another deep breath. “I don’t know why I’m so nervous.” Although that wasn’t completely true, was it? He was probably the most attractive person, man or woman, Andy had ever met. He’d always been a little awkward around attractive people. Maybe that was why he was still a virgin.

“Try to keep it together, Mr. Granger.”

“Of course, Doctor. I’ll do my best.”

He leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head. Finally, Dr. Parker stopped staring at him and he felt his shoulders relax ever so slightly as he realized just how much tension he’d been holding there.

“What were your grades like, Mr. Granger?”

“My grades? All A’s. My mother wouldn’t have settled for anything less.”

“Do you have a girlfriend? Boyfriend?”

He was taken aback by the personal question. “No.” He thought that made him sound like he’d never had a girlfriend. “I mean not right now, anyway. I’ve had girlfriends before,” he lied.

Dr. Parker raised his eyebrows again, and Andy wished he could keep himself from babbling so much.

He nodded his head. “Stand up.”

“Stand up?” he said.

“Am I stuttering, Mr. Granger?”

“No.” He realized after he answered that it was a rhetorical question.

“So stand up then. I’m not in the habit of repeating myself.”

“Of course,” Andy said, and he stood up, but unsure of what to do with his hands, he tried holding them down at his side but that seemed awkward so he put them on his hips, but that felt too sassy so he ended up folding them in front of his chest.

“Unfold your arms.”

He put them back at his side.

Dr. Parker looked at his body and the heat began to return to his face.

“Turn around,” he said.

This time Andy didn’t ask him to repeat himself and he turned around. Andy did take care of his body so he wasn’t self-conscious about it at all but still somehow having the doctor look at him was making his heart beat fast. When he turned back around to face him, Andy managed to look at his eyes.

“You look good,” he said. “You exercise?”

“Yes, I run pretty often.”

“Me too,” he said, nodding. “Sit down.”

Andy sat and crossed his legs, feeling better now, a little more at ease since he’d complimented him.

“Well,” Dr. Parker said, “I’ve got some bad news. When I said you could have the internship, I thought you were a girl. Maybe you already know this, but you have a rather effeminate voice, and when we spoke on the phone, I thought you were a woman.”

Andy’s stomach dropped. He didn’t understand. “But what does it matter if I’m a girl or not?”

“Well, the nature of my business just requires a female assistant. The men who come here sometimes have to have rather personal physical examinations and I’ve found it makes them a lot more comfortable to have a female assistant—it helps them feel more at ease, which helps me do my job better. I’m sorry for any inconvenience, but I’m afraid I just can’t hire you. Thank you for understanding.”

The doctor opened a file on his desk and started reading through it, oblivious to Andy, who’s mouth was agape, and wondering how this mistake could have happened.

“But,” he said, “my name is Andy. How could you think that’s a girl’s name?”

The doctor looked up from his papers, frowning, a confused expression on his face like he was just now noticing that Andy was still there. The doctor shrugged. “You never know these days. People name their kids all kinds of things. Who am I to judge?”

“But, I’ve already signed a lease for an apartment. I moved here just for this internship. I’ve been looking forward to it for months. Please Dr. Parker, I’ll do anything. Just give me a chance.”

Dr. Parker leaned back in his chair and looked at Andy. “Mr. Granger, if you got the wrong impression about having a job here, that’s hardly my fault. And your home life is none of my concern. I really wish I could help you, but there’s nothing I can do.” He paused for a moment, apparently in thought, then said. “Unless…” Then he shook his head and said, “No, that won’t work.”

“What is it?” Andy pleaded, desperate now, his dreams fading away before his eyes. “Tell me. Whatever it is, I’ll do it.”

“No,” Dr. Parker said, “I couldn’t ask you to do that. It’s too much.”

“It’s not too much. I want this so bad. Just tell me.”

“Ok, then. You seem like someone that’s willing to go the extra mile to get what he wants. I can appreciate that. If you really want this job, and it sounds like you do, then you better be willing to do everything I ask. Can you do that?”

Andy nodded furiously. “Of course, Doctor. I’ll do anything you want. I’m a hard worker and I learn fast.”

“Right, that’s good. So, basically,” Dr. Parker said, “my idea is that since you already have hair that’s a bit long, and your voice is a little effeminate, and your body is slender, I think if we dressed you up like a girl and you also learned to act like a girl, then the patients wouldn’t know the difference.”

Without even thinking about it, without registering what it was the doctor was asking him to do, Andy blurted out, “Yes! I’ll do it.”


3




Dr. Parker’s eyes widened. “Really? Well, that was easy. Let’s see what you look like in a dress then.”

The doctor opened the door to a closet behind his desk and brought out a hanger with what looked to Andy like one of those Halloween nurse costumes hanging on it, along with a pair of white lace panties and a matching bra.

“I think,” Dr. Parker said, “this will fit you just right.” He held the hanger out for Andy to take.

Andy swallowed hard; reservations started to bubble up from his gut. “I…” he started to say.

Dr. Parker cut him off. “If I was wrong and you aren’t the type of person that’s willing to go the extra mile, that’s fine.” He started to turn to put the outfit back in the closet.

Andy jumped up from his chair and snatched the hanger out of his hands. “No, I’ll do it. I was just surprised you already had some women’s clothes.” As he inspected the nurse uniform, he became almost certain it was a Halloween costume. It seemed super slutty and not professional at all.

The doctor stared at him with his mouth slightly open, his face in a trance-like state. Finally, he said, “What are you waiting for? Let’s see what it looks like on you.”

“Where should I change?” Andy asked, his stomach all butterflies.

“Do it here,” Dr. Parker said.

“Okay…” Andy was waiting for the doctor to leave the room but he wasn’t making any motion to do it.

“Don’t be shy,” Dr. Parker said. “You realize I’m a doctor, right? I’ve seen more naked people than you’ve probably met in your life.”

He had a point, Andy thought. But the thought of undressing in front of him made him more than a bit nervous.

“Come on now. I don’t have all day. Start with your shirt.”

Andy set the outfit down on the chair, took a deep breath, then pulled his shirt off over his head. It felt like there was a draft in the room, and his nipples hardened.

“That’s good, keep going.”

Andy kicked his shoes off, unbuttoned his pants, and stepped out of them. He felt totally exposed, standing there in just his boxer shorts and socks, while the doctor looked at his body with what Andy, even with his relative inexperience in sexual matters, could only classify as desire.

“Socks and underwear, too. Do you need help?” Dr. Parker took a step towards him.

Andy said, “No, no. I got it.” Trying to steady himself. Now or never, he said under his breath, before taking off his socks and quickly stripping out of his underwear.

Once Andy was as naked as the day he was born, the doctor’s eyes trained in on Andy’s groin which was completely exposed.

“It’s not that big, is it,” Dr. Parker said, matter-of-factly.

Andy looked down at himself. “It’s cold in here. Usually, it’s bigger.”

“No, that’s good,” Dr. Parker said. “We don’t want any bulges giving you away to the patients now do we?”

“Should I put on the uniform now?” Wanting to get it over with.

The doctor moved around to the front of the desk and sat on the edge, only a couple feet from Andy now. His arms were crossed as he examined Andy’s body.

“Let’s try something first,” Dr. Parker said. “Tuck your penis and balls between your legs so I can’t see them.”

Andy wanted to grab his clothes and run out of the room, run all the way back to Minnesota if he had to. But he wanted this internship so bad; he wanted to prove to everyone that he had what it took to make it on his own.

So, he tucked himself between his legs then pressed his thighs together to hold it all in place, so that just a tuft of pubic hair showed. Actually, he’d done this before in the mirror, just to see what it would look like.

The doctor nodded his head. “Not bad. Now cover your chest with your hands like you’re trying to cup your breasts.”

Andy did as he was told.

“Okay, yes, that’s good. Now bite your lower lip and try to really think you’re a girl that wants to make a man want her. The patients need to feel like men, you know what I mean?”

Actually, Andy had no idea why patients would need to feel like that in a doctor’s office but he was already this far into it so again he did as he was told. Biting his lip, he tried to imagine that he was a young girl trying to seduce the doctor, even starting to feel it a little.

“Oh yeah, that’s perfect.” The doctor stood up from the desk and got right in front of Andy. He put his hand on Andy’s cheek, then ran it down his neck, over his shoulder, and then down to his slender hip, gripping him tightly.

Andy’s cock began to harden between his legs. He didn’t understand why he was getting turned on pretending to be a girl, but the doctor seemed to be happy about it so he wasn’t going to fret about it too much.

“Now, turn around,” Dr. Parker said, as he spun Andy around by the waist.

Facing away from him now, Andy shivered as he felt Dr. Parker’s hand trace down the middle of his spine, over his butt, then grab on to the head of Andy’s nearly erect dick. A gasp escaped from his lips.

“I want you to pull this thing—" Dr. Parker squeezed his engorged head. “—up in the front and hold it as you bend over.

His heart beating like crazy, Andy reached between his legs, cupped his genitals in his hand, pulled everything up, then bent forward.

“Oh, yeah. This is perfect. You have a hot little body, don’t you?”

Andy didn’t say anything. It seemed like a rhetorical question. He’d never considered it before, really.

“And you like being a girl, don’t you?”

The doctor smacked Andy on the ass hard, making him yelp. Then Dr. Parker grabbed his hips and pulled Andy into him. The doctor’s hard cock pressed against Andy’s ass through his pants. He thrust a couple times into Andy, his thick hands digging into Andy’s slender hip bones, as he pulled Andy back into him.

“Mmm. You like that don’t you?”

Andy’s cock was fully hard now, and if he weren’t so nervous about doing something wrong he might have started stroking it right then, but he still wanted to make sure he got the internship, so he stayed as still as he could.

“Now let’s see what you look like in your little outfit.” He slapped Andy on the butt once more, harder this time, then handed him the pair of white lace panties.

They felt so soft in his hand. He’d felt his mother’s panties before when they got stuck into his laundry by mistake and that time he’d resisted the strong temptation to try them on. Now, he was actually quite curious to know how they would feel.

Still facing away from the doctor, he carefully slipped into the ladies’ underwear, and pulled them up to his hips. They felt so snug around him. Like they were made for him.

“Oh, yeah,” Dr. Parker said. “Your ass is even hotter in those than I imagined. Turn around.”

Andy looked down at his erection. You could clearly see the outline of it through the sheer material and he was embarrassed of it but he turned around all the same.

The doctor stared down at his crotch, licking his lips. He grabbed Andy’s shaft through the panties and stroked it up and down, slowly. “You’re really liking this aren’t you?”

Andy nodded. Truthfully, he was, but he knew deep down this was inappropriate even if he did like it.

“Well, don’t cum in your new panties,” he said, releasing Andy’s length. “Put the bra on.”

Andy slipped the bra over his shoulders. There was padding built into it so it made him look like he had breasts—small breasts, but the illusion was convincing. Reaching behind his back he tried to fasten the clasp, but he wasn’t even coming close to getting the latch to close.

“Here, let me help you.” Dr. Parker got the bra hooked up, then turned Andy around to face him again, staring at his body, as he nodded his head, grinning. “This is too good,” he said. “Put the uniform on.”

The nurse’s uniform went on easily over his head and he managed to zip up the back by himself. It did actually fit him pretty well. The bottom of the dress didn’t come down all that far over his ass—he imagined he would have to be careful about bending over.

“Shit, yeah,” Dr. Parker said. “You’re the hottest one yet.”

Andy wasn’t sure what that meant, but he did feel pretty hot—especially with the doctor looking at him like that.

“This is perfect,” Dr. Parker said. “Normally, I would give you some lessons about how to walk in heels but I have a patient coming in soon so you’re just going to have to get a trial by fire.” The doctor retrieved a pair of red heels from the closet and handed them to him. “Put these on, practice walking, and I’ll go get the exam room ready for the patient. If you do a good job with the patient, then the internship is yours. Deal?”

“A good job with the patient?”

“You’ll do fine, don’t worry. It’s just a semen sample.” And before Andy had a chance to say anything the doctor left Andy alone in the room wearing the slutty nurse costume, holding the pair of red high heels.
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After what seemed like hours but was probably more like twenty minutes, of which Andy spent the majority of the time alternating between learning to walk in high heels and thinking that his mom was right after all, his racing thoughts continually spiraling back to the one central thought of ‘What the hell was I thinking?’, until the doctor finally poked his head in the door and said, “It’s show time.”

Andy said, “Listen, I was thinking, maybe it’s better if I get some more experience before I start seeing patients.”

“I’m not paying you to think. I’m paying you to look pretty and make the patients feel like the strong, healthy men they’re paying me to turn them into.”

“I understand, but—"

“Do you? It sounds like you’re sassing off to me. Don’t forget, you don’t have the internship until you can prove to me that you have what it takes. You’ve done the first part pretty damn good. It would be a shame if you chickened out now when you’re so close. Right?”

“I guess so.”

“Great, let’s go then.”

Dr. Parker led Andy to the exam room, opening the door for him. Inside, there was a muscle-bound guy in a tank top sitting on the examination bed, looking at his phone. He looked up when Andy and the doctor came inside and nearly dropped his phone when he looked at Andy, his eyes roving up and down Andy’s skimpy outfit.

“Mr. Martinez. Allow me to introduce my new intern, Andrea. She’ll be assisting me with your exam today.”

“Goddamn, doc,” Mr. Martinez said. “You really know how to pick 'em don’t you. How you doing sweetie?”

Mr. Martinez held his hand out to Andy, and when Andy went to shake his hand, Mr. Martinez pulled it to his mouth and kissed it.

“Real nice to meet you, Andrea,” he said.

Andy pulled his hand away and smiled awkwardly.

“Ok,” Dr. Parker said. “Let’s get down to business. Andrea, can you help Mr. Martinez out of his shirt.”

Mr. Martinez grinned at him. Andy didn’t see why he couldn’t just take his own shirt off, but he didn’t think it would be appropriate to question the doctor in front of the patient. He was also starting to understand that this wasn’t a typical doctor’s office.

When he got close to Mr. Martinez, the man wrapped his arm around the small of Andy’s back and pulled him in close. “Don’t be shy,” he said.

Andy started to pull the guy’s shirt off while the guy’s hand was inching down Andy’s back, then to his butt. Just as the guy squeezed his ass, Andy managed to get the shirt up over his head and side-step away from him. His heart felt like it might explode.

“Damn doc, she’s a slippery one ain’t she,” he said, grinning.

Dr. Parker frowned at Andy. “She’s new,” he said, flatly.

After Dr. Parker had checked the guy’s blood pressure, listened to his heart, and looked in his mouth, he seemed to be finished with that part of the exam. Mr. Martinez kept looking over at Andy the whole time, smiling and winking at him. Andy wasn’t sure what to think. It was a bit creepy, sure, but also flattering in some weird way. Nobody had ever looked at him like that before, and the idea that he could make someone become so enamored so quickly with him just by dressing like a woman made him feel somehow powerful—a feeling that was totally foreign to his nineteen years of nerdy, socially awkward existence.

“Everything looks good,” Dr. Parker said. “We just need to a get a semen sample from you.”

“No problem, doc. I haven’t gotten off in two days, I’m ready to blow.”

“Great.”

“Andrea,” Dr. Parker said, “can you please assist Mr. Martinez.” He gave Andy a small plastic cup, and nodded at him with arched eyebrows, as if to say ‘Well, are you going to do what it takes to get the job?’

Andy gulped, then turned to Mr. Martinez, who was already unbuttoning his pants, and pulling them down. Andy could see his erection pressing against his underwear.

Turning back to Dr. Parker, Andy said, “What should I, uh, do?”

“I need you to help Mr. Martinez give a semen sample. You know what semen is don’t you?”

“Oh, I bet she does,” Mr. Martinez said. “No way in hell this little hottie is a virgin. Come on over, I don’t bite. Unless you want me to.”

Andy took a deep breath, calmed himself, then with as much confidence and professionalism as he could gather, he strutted over to Mr. Martinez, and placed the cup down on the bed beside him, and got between his splayed legs. Then with one hand he pulled the waistband of Mr. Martinez’s underwear out, and with the other one he wrapped his fingers around the flesh of his warm, fat cock, and squeezed it.

“Oh shit, girl. Not so hard.”

Relaxing his grip, Andy said, “How does that feel, Mr. Martinez?” He used a soft, sensual voice, trying to imagine what a sexy nurse would sound like, and actually, starting to get into the role a bit—maybe even enjoying it.

“Yeah, just like that.” Mr. Martinez moaned and grabbed the edge of the table. “Damn, you’re good at that. I told you she weren’t no virgin, doc.”

If only he knew I wasn’t actually a woman, Andy thought. He wondered how Mr. Martinez would react to that—a guy like him, knowing he was being jacked off by a nineteen-year-old boy in a nurse’s Halloween costume. It was actually turning Andy on knowing he had this secret between his legs. And at that moment, he noticed the secret between his legs was becoming hard. At first he was too nervous to be turned on, but now that he was relaxing a bit, he was starting to get extremely, and unexpectedly, aroused by the whole situation.

Andy tried to get a read from Dr. Parker’s face on how he was doing. The doctor was just standing there, watching intently, not giving anything away as to what he thought of Andy’s performance so far.

If he was going to go to this length to get the job, he decided he shouldn’t half-ass it. So, he told Mr. Martinez that maybe he would be more comfortable if his hands had something to do, and he let go of Mr. Martinez’s throbbing length for just long enough to guide his hands to Andy’s backside, before going back to masturbating him.

The man’s eyes widened when Andy did that, then they narrowed and a wide grin formed on his lips as he started to squeeze and grope Andy’s ass.

“You like that Mr. Martinez? Are you comfortable?”

Mr. Martinez managed to get out a garbled yes between groans and heavy breathing.

And for the final touch, Andy did something that he sometimes did when jerking himself off. Nobody really likes a dry hand job, he figured—of course, you would settle for one if you had to, but something to lubricate the experience was always welcomed—so, he bent down close enough that his mouth was just inches from the bulbous head of Mr. Martinez's cock, close enough that he could have licked if it he wanted, and he let a large gob of spit drip slowly out of his mouth, then worked it over the shaft.

“Oh my god,” Mr. Martinez groaned, sounding almost like he was in pain.

A quick glance over at Dr. Parker told Andy he was on the right track. The doctor grinned and nodded, and if Andy wasn’t mistaken, there was a tent growing in the front of his pants as well.

All at once, Mr. Martinez squeezed Andy’s ass hard, making Andy lurch forward. The muscle-bound man groaned loudly and suddenly something warm splashed onto Andy’s chin.

As fast as he could, Andy grabbed the cup and placed it over Mr. Martinez’s erupting cock just in time to catch the next three hard spurts of semen rocketing from him. When Mr. Martinez finally finished, he collapsed back on to the exam table, his semi-hard cock flopping down on to his thigh with some cum still leaking from it.

Andy, with semen still dripping down his chin, held the cup—half full of the sticky, warm substance—up in the air for Dr. Parker to see.

Dr. Parker nodded approvingly and motioned for Andy to follow him.

The sound of Andy’s high heels clacking against the floor echoed against the walls of the small exam room as the doctor and his new assistant left the satisfied patient to get dressed.
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After Mr. Martinez finished dressing and Dr. Parker showed Andy how to take a payment from the patient and schedule the next appointment, Dr. Parker led Andy to another exam room and had him sit on a table similar to the one Mr. Martinez had been sitting on.

“Are you having sex with anyone?” Dr. Parker asked.

The question shattered all the relaxation he’d mustered from feeling like he’d done a good job with the patient. The truth was, he was a virgin. But for some reason he didn’t want to tell the doctor that. He wanted him to think he was more grown up somehow. “I’m not seeing anyone right now,” he said, trying to sound confident, but it came out more of a mumble as he looked away at the floor. Something about the doctor made him so nervous.

Dr. Parker seemed satisfied with that answer though and didn’t pry any further. “When was the last time you had a physical?”

He thought for a moment. “About six months I think. I can check my calendar if you want an exact date.”

“That’s not necessary,” he said.

Andy folded his hands over his crossed legs.

“I’m going to be honest with you Mr. Granger. Is that all right?” He didn’t wait for an answer before continuing. “You’re going to need to buy some new clothes. Sexy clothes. That outfit looks good, but it’s a bit crass don’t you think? And get some makeup, too. I’m running a men’s health clinic here. My patients come to me because they want to feel young and virile. They want to feel attractive to the opposite sex. How is it going to work if they show up here and you look like a boy dressed in women’s clothes? I want you to turn them on, make them feel like men. That means you need to look and feel sexy. I want sex to ooze out of your pores. I’m hiring you because you’re smart, sure, but let’s be honest, there are lots of smart girls out there, and the main reason I’m hiring you is you’re young and cute and you look good in a dress. So, please don’t try to hide that fact, okay?”

Andy nodded, slowly, trying to take it in.

“Since you did such a good job with collecting the sample from Mr. Martinez, I think part of your job here will be to help me give patients physicals. More than just collecting semen from them, I mean.”

Andy tried to hide his excitement. This was exactly the type of clinical experience he was hoping to get and he was expecting to be more of a receptionist type person so this was very welcome news.

“So,” he continued, “I’ve found that with my interns the best way to teach them how to do it is to first show it on them, which means I’m going to give you a physical. Is that a problem?”

Andy swallowed. He definitely wasn’t expecting that. And the idea of Dr. Parker seeing him naked again, touching him, was actually making him a little excited. But this was a doctor’s office and he should conduct himself as a professional so he suppressed the sudden sexual thoughts he was having and said, “Of course, Doctor. Anything you want.”

“That’s exactly what I thought you would say.” A wide grin spread out on his face. He went to the cabinet and pulled a paper gown out. “Take off your clothes and put this on. Leave your panties on.” He handed it to him and their hands touched for a brief moment as Andy took it. “I’ll be back in five minutes.”

After Dr. Parker closed the door, Andy looked down at the gown. It was so small. He stood up and his stomach felt like it would drop out of him and hit the floor from all the nerves. He took his shoes off, then the dress, and folded it neatly. There was a mirror on the wall and he looked at his slim body briefly, admiring it, enjoying how he looked as a girl before slipping out of his bra. He even got it undone pretty quickly that time.

The gown was thin and after he put it on and checked himself in the mirror, his eyes were immediately drawn to his hard nipples poking against the paper, the red hue clearly visible through the thin material. Even though he didn’t have breasts, the nipples, if you squinted, added to the effect of him looking like a girl.

He sat back down on the edge of the bed, the paper gown crinkling as he did, and he wiped his palms against the rough material, then tried to calm himself as he waited for the doctor.

Finally, a firm knock came at the door.

“Come in,” he said.
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The door swung open, and the doctor strutted in.

Andy couldn’t help but notice his crotch as he walked towards him. The outline of his cock was clearly visible through his pants and Andy looked away quickly, embarrassed for having even noticed it.

There was a rolling chair that the doctor dragged over and sat down in. He used his foot on a peddle to lower the bed down so that they were sitting at the same level. Rolling the chair closer to Andy, Dr. Parker pressed his leg between his, spreading them open slightly.

Having the doctor so close made him even more turned on. His cock pressed uncomfortably against the front of the snug panties. Dr. Parker was so close then Andy could smell him. It was a manly smell, and Andy, out of reflex, pinched his thighs tight against Dr. Parker’s leg, shifting his butt forward on the bed so that Dr. Parker’s knee came half-way up his thigh.

If Dr. Parker noticed how horny Andy was, he wasn’t letting on. All business, he used a light from his pocket to examine Andy’s eyes, then checked his ears. “Open your mouth,” he said. Andy complied, and he put a flat wooden stick against his tongue and shined his light inside. “Open your mouth as wide as you can, Mr. Granger.”

He strained his mouth so wide that the muscles in his jaw started to complain, shooting beams of pain down his neck which he ignored so that he could do exactly as the Doctor asked.

He pressed the stick in farther, touching the back of Andy’s tongue as Andy fought hard against the urge to gag. Finally, Dr. Parker removed it and nodded. “Very nice, Mr. Granger.” He put the light back in his pocket.

Andy closed his mouth, happy to be able to relax his jaw.

“Come closer,” he said. “I’m going to examine your breasts now. Well, your chest anyway. Maybe I can prescribe you something that will help you grow a little there, actually.”

Andy’s heart hammered against his rib cage as he shifted closer to the doctor. Dr. Parker’s knee came even closer to Andy’s groin, and his own leg moved farther between Dr. Parker’s leg, so far up that he felt something stiff and fleshy that could only have been one thing.

Before he had a chance to register that, Dr. Parker slowly pulled the gown down from his shoulders to reveal his hard nipples. He took a moment to look at them before his hands came up and cupped them both at the same time, squeezing, prodding, then taking each nipple between his fingers, pinching them softly, rolling them.

It was too much for Andy and a soft moan escaped his lips.

Without removing his hands from his chest, the Doctor looked at him. “Was that a moan, Mr. Granger?”

His face burned with embarrassment. “I’m sorry Doctor. I don’t know what happened.” He could still feel the stiffness between Dr. Parker’s legs against his knee and there was no mistaking that it was his hard cock he was touching.

“Lay down Mr. Granger.”

Andy didn’t know what was coming next, but he hoped he would be able to contain himself while the doctor examined him. He never in his wildest dreams would have thought he’d be turned on during a simple physical but the idea of Dr. Parker seeing his hard cock again, touching it, was making his legs quiver. As he laid down on the bed—the top of the gown still down, revealing his chest—he did his best to calm himself for what was to come, determined to not moan again.

Dr. Parker went to the foot of the bed and looked down at him, his face neutral. Then he reached down and grabbed Andy’s legs behind his calves and pulled him hard towards him so that the bottom of his legs hung off the edge of the table. Then in one motion, he grabbed Andy’s panties and ripped them down and off his legs. “That’s better,” he said. “Now, put your knees up Mr. Granger and spread your legs.”

Andy’s heart beat hard in his throat, his stomach tingled with desire as he complied with the doctor’s orders. He pulled his knees up and spread his legs but used his hands to hold the paper gown down to not reveal his throbbing length. Even though he was so horny, he still had his modesty.

“Don’t tell me you’re shy, Mr. Granger?”

He shook his head no but felt his face begin to redden.

“I’ll be giving you a digital exam now. Do you know what that means Mr. Granger?”

“I think so,” he said, looking down at the doctor between his knees.

“What does it mean Mr. Granger?”

“It means…”

“Go ahead, Mr. Granger. Spit it out.”

“It means you’ll use your fingers.”

“Very good.” And as if to confirm what he said was right, the doctor squirted some lube from a container next to the table onto his hand, lifted Andy’s gown and slowly slid his middle finger inside him.

Andy put his hand over his mouth to keep himself from letting out another inappropriate moan.

“My, my, Mr. Granger. You’re already aroused.” Pointing to Andy’s hard cock. “Does this turn you on? Having the doctor examine you?”

He laid on the bed frozen, not wanting to betray his secret desire.

“I think it does.” He slid the finger in farther, then pulled it out, running it up and down his crack before stopping again on his taut ring of muscle. Slowly, he rubbed it in a circular motion. Then he placed two fingers at his entrance and slid them inside him until they were completely buried up to the knuckle.

The stimulation became too much for him to keep still and his butt wriggled around on the bed as he pushed his hips toward Dr. Parker, silently begging him to make him orgasm with his fingers. He felt so close already.

But the doctor withdrew his fingers from him, saying, “You’re very tight, Mr. Granger. Have you never had anal sex before?”

“Um…”

“Have you ever had any sex before, Mr. Granger?”

He couldn’t resist his firm commanding voice and managed to shake his head no.

“I see. A virgin? I think you’ll be learning quite a lot this summer Mr. Granger.”

Andy’s eyes widened, imagining losing his virginity to the doctor. If the bulge in his pants was any indication as to how big he was, Andy thought he would be in for a wild ride.

“Please shave everything down there, though,” he said. “All the way. Do that tonight when you buy new clothes.”

He nodded his head quickly. He’d never shaved it before but he wanted to do anything to please the doctor.

“Now,” he said, “let’s see how your little virgin lady-boy cock tastes.”

He bent his head down between his legs and Andy could feel his warm breath against his shaft. Then the doctor’s tongue darted out and pressed against his smooth skin.

Now he couldn’t help himself as he moaned into his hand, doing his best to stop himself but it was unstoppable at that point. His back arched as he tried to press his hips into the doctor’s face.

Dr. Parker’s tongue roamed from his shaft, down to his balls, while he fingered Andy’s ass, sending waves of pleasure shooting through his body.

“Oh my god,” Andy whispered, his body trembling in ecstasy. He couldn’t believe this was happening, couldn’t believe this man was licking him there. It seemed so wrong, but he couldn’t help himself. He wanted him bad. An orgasm was fast approaching, and he knew it wouldn’t take much more.

Dr. Parker grabbed his hips, pulled Andy tight to him, sucking his cock with the skill of an expert.

No one had ever made his body feel like this before. And a doctor in a doctor’s office no less. This was beyond anything he could have possibly imagined when he woke up that morning. “I’m going to come,” he said. The muscles in his neck spasmed as he craned his head back, straining to reach his first climax from a man.

But then as quickly as he’d started, the doctor stopped.

Andy opened his eyes and looked down between his trembling knees to see the doctor standing between him, his hands on his hips, a wide grin on his handsome face. Andy’s eyes couldn’t help but be drawn to the noticeable outline of the doctor’s stiff cock against the thin fabric of his pants.

“You’re not bad,” he said. “Your body is young and healthy.”

Andy was out of breath from the pleasure the good doctor had just unleashed on him and didn’t know how to respond.

“But,” he continued, “I don’t know what I was thinking. I wanted you to get some experience with exams so that you can assist me, but how would me giving you an exam help you? I don’t have any girl patients either. It’s absurd if you think about it.”

Andy propped himself up on his elbows, his legs still open and his swollen cock exposed to the doctor. He realized how immodest that was and closed his legs, then sat up on the edge of the bed, the top of the paper gown still pulled down over his nipples.

The doctor frowned and shook his head. “We’ve been going about this all wrong, Mr. Granger. You should be the one doing the exam on me.” He nodded his head slightly down to the bulge in his pants, letting him know that was where the exam would be focused.
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Andy swallowed hard.

“What should I do?”

“You did a pretty good job getting the sample earlier, but there’s a few techniques you could learn for men that don’t cum as fast as a fourteen-year-old boy in heat. And you need to learn to do it more sexy. I don’t want the patients to think they’re getting jerked off by a robot.”

The doctor nodded again down to the bulge in his pants which was now at eye-level with Andy. Andy could make out the outline of the engorged crown at the end of his thick shaft and he had to pull his eyes away from it to pay attention to what the doctor was saying.

“Whatever you say, Doctor. I’m here to learn.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear. Now, get down on your knees.” His blue eyes stared at him, not a hint of sarcasm on his face.

Andy paused for a moment, knowing where this was leading, knowing this couldn’t be normal, but he did it anyway. Because he wanted it. He wanted it bad. So, he climbed down off the bed, stepped out of the gown. But then he felt naked, so he put the panties back on, bending over in front of the doctor while he did it, giving him a nice view of his ass, really getting into the role of a flirting girl now. Then Andy knelt down in front of the doctor and looked up at it him, waiting for his instructions.

“Now take down my pants.”

Andy’s small hands fumbled with his belt, trying to keep them from shaking. He finally got it undone then managed to unbutton and unzip his pants, letting them fall to the floor. Dr. Parker wore blue boxer-briefs and his cock pressed against them, wanting to be released. Andy looked up at him.

“Don’t be shy now, Mr. Granger.”

He slipped his fingers beneath the waistband of Dr. Parker’s underwear and slid them down. His cock jumped up at Andy and the force with which it sprung up startled him. Everything about it startled him. The size, the perfect shape, his huge shaved balls hanging below. The sight of it made him quiver and he couldn’t fathom taking the whole thing inside him. But he knew the human body had an unbelievable ability to adapt. Just like he was doing now, on his knees, in a doctor’s office in Chicago, far away from home, with the most massive cock he could only imagine in his wildest dreams staring back at him.

“Take it in your hand,” Mr. Granger.

He did as the doctor said and wrapped his small hand around the shaft, his fingers not even touching on the other side because it was so big around. And it was warm. Maybe his hands were cold from being in the office, but the heat coming off his huge hunk of flesh was remarkable.

“Use your other hand to cup the balls,” he said.

Andy’s free hand reached below his cock for his sack, cradling his testicles in his palm one at a time because that’s the only way they would fit.

“Very good, Mr. Granger. Now stroke the shaft. Squeeze it ever so slightly and move your hand up and down.”

Andy had no idea where this was going, but the whole situation was driving him wild. He wanted his cock so bad. Wanted it inside him. Wanted to do anything he could to please this demanding doctor. As Andy stroked his cock up and down, he massaged his balls. A small bit of liquid had collected at the tip and it glimmered in the florescent light of the office.

As if he knew what Andy was thinking, the doctor said, “Taste it. Put it in your mouth.”

He was hoping that’s what he would say. Without hesitation, Andy reached his tongue out and licked the glob of pre-come away, savoring the salty, sticky substance. Then he took the whole head into his mouth, wrapping his lips tight around it, suctioning onto him as his tongue probed against his flesh.

The doctor grabbed the back of his hair, pulling the edges of his scalp tight, as he brought Andy’s head forward to him.

Andy opened his mouth wide, letting the doctor guide him. It was his first time giving a blow job after all and he had no clue what he was doing. But he was a good student and eager to learn.

The doctor was gentle at first, letting him get used to the size of his penis, pressing Andy’s mouth onto his manhood a few inches, then pulling it off again, using a slow and steady motion. But then he gradually got faster, pushing Andy’s dainty head farther and farther onto him.

Andy strained his mouth as wide as it would go, trying to accommodate all of him. The tip of his cock hit the back of his throat and he fought against the urge to choke, wanting to please him so bad, not wanting him to stop having his way with him.

His pace became furious then, his hips pumping back and forth into his face as his hand moved Andy’s head around as if he were just a doll. His other hand reached down and cupped Andy’s chest, squeezing hard, pinching the nipple.

Spit was streaming down Andy’s chin, flying everywhere, as he let the doctor fuck his tight mouth, loving every dirty second of it.

Then the doctor pulled hard on Andy’s hair, forcing him all the way down onto his cock. The doctor’s legs twitched and he let out a deep groan as a spurt of hot liquid splashed against the back of Andy’s throat.

Instinctively, he tried to pull away, but the doctor held him there as another spurt of his come exploded into his mouth, then another and another. He groaned with each deposit of semen and his grip on Andy’s hair stayed iron-tight until he was finished and then he relaxed all at once.

Andy’s mouth was full of cum and cock as he looked up at the doctor’s relaxed face.

He opened his eyes and looked down at Andy. As he slid his dick from Andy’s mouth, he said, “Now swallow it.”

Andy gulped the semen. It took two swallows to get it all down and when he was done, he stuck his tongue out to show him that he’d done what he asked.

Dr. Parker smiled slightly. Then his smile cracked into a wide grin. As he pulled his pants up, his grin turned into a chuckle and finally gave way to a loud and guttural laugh.

Andy stood up, wiping spit from his chin. “What’s so funny?”

The doctor looked at him and kept laughing. He was laughing so hard that tears started to come out of his eyes. He had to lean his hand down on the bed to keep from falling over, he was laughing so hard. “I’m sorry. It’s just so rich.”

“What is?” Andy folded his arms in front of his naked chest, feeling rather exposed then, wishing he had his clothes on.

Dr. Parker managed to control his laughter for long enough to say, “Come on, tell me the truth. Did you really think you were going to be helping me with exams?”

The back of Andy’s neck burned as he stared at the doctor. “What are you talking about?”

The doctor kept laughing. Every time he met Andy’s eyes his laughter intensified.

Andy stared at him, anger starting to build deep within his belly as the truth of the situation donned on him. How could he have been so naïve?

The doctor saw his expression. “Oh don’t be mad. You won’t be helping me do exams. I mean come on. You’ve never had any training. You’re just going to be answering the phones. Well, jacking off patients too. Not sucking their cocks to get semen samples though. That wouldn’t be very sterile would it? But mainly you’ll just be looking cute. That’s your job.” He burst out into another fit of laughter.

The advice Andy’s mother gave him that morning came back to him: to not let anybody take advantage of him, to remember where he came from.

Andy couldn’t believe he’d been so stupid. The way the doctor was laughing at him made his blood boil. There was a pair of scissors on the table and he stared at them for a moment, imagining what it would be like to snatch them up, shove them into that smug face of his. His mom didn’t raise him to take crap like this from anybody, especially someone as cocky and rude as this asshole. But there was no denying the way Dr. Parker made his body feel. It was pure ecstasy. His cock was perfect in every way except one: it was attached to a prick of a man.

He kept laughing, unable to control himself, and Andy couldn’t take it anymore. He raged at him. “You think I’m just going to be your little fuck toy? That I’m going to just suck your cock any time you want? Let you use me for your sick fantasies?” Even as he said the words, knowing that he wouldn’t stand for any man using him, there was a part of him that was turned on by it, turned on by this sexy bastard.

The doctor just kept laughing though.

He got in his face and screamed, “Stop laughing!”

Dr. Parker’s expression turned serious then. “If you want to keep this job, you will be my little fuck toy. And don’t act like you don’t like it.” He ogled his naked body, running his hand down his cheek.

Andy slapped his hand away, taking a step back.

The doctor continued, “If you want to keep this job you’ll do exactly as I say. You’ll dress more sexy, you’ll keep that little cock and ass of yours shaved. I’m going to need to be servicing myself a lot with you. Do you know that my testosterone is four times higher than a normal man’s? That means I need to fuck a lot.”

Dr. Parker grabbed his cock, still semi-hard and big as ever as if to emphasize that last point.

Andy couldn’t help but stare at it. Despite everything, the doctor had awoken a hidden desire inside him and he wanted to ride that thing so bad. It was more than a want. It was a need. A primal need he felt deep within him.

“And,” the doctor said, “if you don’t want to do it, there’s a line of girls willing to take your place.”

The doctor pulled his pants back up. “I want you to be here tomorrow at 8am sharp. You better be shaved and you better have on some sexy new clothes.”

Andy stared at him, considering his options. There was no way in hell this man was going to get the better of him. But he wasn’t raised to back down from a fight either. He could tuck tail and run back home, abandon his apartment, put his dreams on hold. Or he could make the best of a bad situation. It wasn’t clear to him just what that might look like but he was willing to try it.

“I can’t hear you, Mr. Granger. Are we in agreement?”

Andy flared his nostrils, wanted to slap the shit-eating grin off the bastard’s face. But he realized at that moment that if he wanted to win this fight, it wouldn’t be with strength. The doctor had that department covered. No, if he wanted to beat this cock-sure, misogynistic asshole he was going to have to be more cunning than him. And the beginning of a plan was starting to form in his mind. “I agree,” he said, shrugging his shoulders and even managing a smile.

“Good, that’s very good. I think you won’t regret that decision Mr. Granger.”

He wouldn’t, he thought to himself, but Dr. Parker might.

As the doctor left the room, he started laughing again. He paused and stopped his giggling long enough to say, “I’m going to take the rest of the day off so I want you to stay and answer the phones.”

After work, on the way to the train station, wearing his own clothes again, Andy’s thoughts raced, a million different ideas rushing through like a waterfall, until a plan started to gel. A plan that would take some serious balls to pull off, but if it worked he was going to be in a very dominant position over Dr. Douchebag.

A tap on his shoulder interrupted his scheming.

The same man from that morning was standing there, smiling at him. “Excuse me,” he said, “I left my wallet in a cab, and–”

Andy pushed the man back, and said in a voice loud enough that the people around him could hear, “Get the fuck away from me, asshole. You already ran your little scam on me this morning. I’m not going to fall for it twice.”

The man’s fake smile disappeared and his eyes shifted from side to side.

He raised his voice even more, “You should be ashamed of yourself trying to take advantage of people’s generosity.”

The man turned and started to walk away quickly, avoiding the stares of everyone around.

Andy couldn’t believe the nerve of some people. Were there no decent human beings left in the world? His phone rang. He saw it was his mother and considered letting it go to voicemail but she was probably just wanting to know how his first day went. He didn’t want to answer, didn’t want to have to lie to her. But sometimes you had to do things you didn’t want to.

Putting on his best happy face, he answered, “Hi, Mom.”

They spoke for a while, his mother telling him about how things were going at home, how their dog was doing, that they missed him but were happy he was doing what he wanted, making his own way in the world.

When they hung up, he was in a better mood. And even more, he knew exactly what he was going to do. A smile crept across his face as he walked the rest of the way to the train.
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The next day he showed up at the office wearing a skirt so short if he bent over the slightest bit, anyone standing behind him would get a perfect shot of the black panties barely covering his ass. On the walk from the train station to the office that morning, he felt the cool air against the freshly shaved skin between his legs and it started to make him hard. He savored the looks of all the men staring at his new outfit, a short skirt and tight-fitting top he’d picked up at the mall. At least he could be thankful to the doctor for making him realize he felt so right about dressing as a woman.

Andy made sure to get there extra early to get things set up and by the time the doctor strolled in that morning he was sitting behind the receptionist desk, waiting, trying to cool the nerves in the pit of his stomach that threatened every moment to morph into a full-blown panic attack. But he wasn’t going to let anything—especially not some jittery butterflies—get in the way of his plan for the good doctor.

Andy stood up and came out from behind the desk, letting the doctor see his new outfit.

Dr. Parker’s eyes widened as he stared at him. “I see you haven’t changed your mind about our little arrangement, Mr. Granger. You made the right decision.” He walked closer to him, staring at his padded chest. “And I have to admit, you don’t look half-bad.”

Andy forced a smile. He looked better than half-bad. He looked absolutely stunning, and he knew it. Any doubts about what he was going to do quickly left his mind as a wave of confidence enveloped him.

He straightened his tie for him and ran his hand slowly down the doctor’s muscular chest, over his chiseled abs, and down between his legs, cupping his package for a moment, smiling at him.

Then slowly he lifted the front of his skirt up to show him his freshly shaved legs and black thong panties. Being close to him was actually turning him on and he felt the tingling already building inside him. “I shaved everything for you, just like you asked,” he said.

The doctor grinned, looked down, and nodded. “I see that.” He ran a finger along the edge of Andy’s panties, before slipping it inside, touching his hardening dick. “And you’re enjoying it I see,” he said.

Andy moaned as Dr. Parker fondled his cock. This part wasn’t even acting. Something about him turned Andy on to no end. He wanted the doctor to fuck him so bad. Take that perfect cock of his and ride him like there was no tomorrow. Make himself come all over it, make him his little fuck toy.

“Are you ready,” Andy said, “for your morning blow job, Doctor?”

Dr. Parker took his hand out of Andy’s panties, saying, “Mr. Granger, I was skeptical about you at first but I can see now you’re going to do just fine here.”

“I want to do the best job I can, Doctor. Meet you in Exam Room 2 in five minutes?” And without waiting for a response, Andy turned and slowly walked away from him, letting his ass waggle back and forth, giving the doctor a good view of what was to come, his heart beating faster than a field mouse being stalked by a tom cat.

Once inside Exam Room 2, he quickly checked his phone that he’d setup on the shelf earlier, turned the camera on, then sat down on the bed, rehearsing in his mind what he was going to say.

Adrenaline was pumping through him but he steeled himself, ready to do whatever it took to make this work. He leaned back on the bed, crossed his legs, and waited.

When the Doctor came in, he could see his rock hard dick through the front of his pants. Dr. Parker walked up in front of him, his hands on his hips, not saying anything, waiting for him.

It’s go time, he thought.

“Dr. Parker?” he said.

“What?” The doctor was staring at Andy’s crotch.

“I think I’m having second thoughts about this,” he said.

Dr. Parker sighed, shook his head, then unbuttoned the front of his pants.

Andy uncrossed his legs and continued, “How do I know you’ll keep your word that if I fuck you I’ll get to keep my job?”

The doctor pulled out his cock, started stroking it. “I’m a man, sweetie-pie. And a man always keeps his word. Like I said before, you do everything I ask: blowjobs, fucking whenever I want, then you have a job for the summer. I guarantee it.”

He pulled his pants and underwear down, presenting Andy his huge cock. “But I don’t have time for any bullshit. What’s it going to be?”

Andy climbed down off the exam table and got down on his knees in front of him. He was even more turned on now, and he reached between his legs, touching his own dick, through his panties. “You make me so excited,” Andy said, then started to lick Dr. Parker’s balls, taking one into his mouth, sucking it, then moving on to the other.

“And your cock—” It really was a thing of beauty, even if it was attached to a douche bag. “—it’s so fucking big.”

As he stroked his shaft up and down with his small hand, he tugged at himself with short, fast strokes, getting closer to climax.

Dr. Parker grabbed the back of his hair, pulled his mouth onto the tip of his cock and started to have his way with Andy.

Andy moaned; the dick buried deep into his throat muffled the sounds he made. Spit streamed out of his mouth and dripped off his chin. This was the hottest he’d ever felt in his life.

Andy collected some spit off his chin on to his finger and reached between his legs, pressing it into his ass.

“I want you to fuck me,” Andy said.

“Don’t mind if I do,” the doctor said, pulling Andy up to his feet. Forcefully he turned Andy around, and bent him over the exam table. Then he ripped the thin piece of black material covering Andy’s asshole to the side and pushed the tip of his cock against Andy’s channel.

Doing his best to relax, Andy stroked his shaft, waiting for the doctor to penetrate him.

Slowly, the doctor pressed himself inside Andy, inch by inch, filling him up until he got all the way in. With the same deliberate motion, he pulled out again.

Then he started thrusting harder, holding Andy in place by the hips, his body slapping against Andy’s bare ass with every forceful stroke.

Something in his ass tingled with pleasure, slowly building up as the doctor pounded him. That new feeling of a g-spot in his butt, combined with the thought that he was being fucked like a girl was the most pleasurable thing he’d ever experienced.

Then the tension that had built up between his legs suddenly let loose like a dam bursting. He came hard, moaning and squirming. Warm liquid coated his fingers as he pulled on his cock.

Almost in unison with Andy’s orgasm, the doctor roared and with one last hard thrust, Andy could feel the doctor coming inside him, filling his passageway with warm semen.

After he finished coming, the doctor slapped Andy on the ass and watched the cum leak out of him.

Dr. Parker grinned at Andy. “I could get used to this.” He wiped himself off, got his pants back up and as he was leaving the room, the good doctor said, “Make me some coffee sweetheart. I’m beat.”

Andy’s heart raced as he used a paper towel to wipe the cum off his ass and then his own mess he’d made on the exam table. It was amazing how he could dislike Dr. Parker’s personality so much yet be so turned on by his body. Then he reached up to get the phone he hid earlier. It was still recording, and he blew a kiss at the screen before hitting stop. Perfect. Of course, he emailed a copy to himself and one to a friend back home, just in case, with a note not to look at in unless it was necessary. There was no point in going to all this trouble and not keeping some insurance.

Andy straightened his skirt, fixed his hair and pulled his shoulders back before he strutted out of the exam room and into the reception area to take a seat behind the front desk.

Dr. Parker looked at him, frowning. “Did you forget something?”

Andy put on his most innocent smile for him. This was going to be good. “I don’t think so.”

“The fucking coffee. I just asked you two seconds ago.”

Still with the smile, “I heard you.”

“So?”

Andy rose from the desk and sauntered over to Dr. Parker, then gave him a little smack on that perfect, muscular ass. “So you can make it yourself.”

The look on his face was priceless, and Andy wished he had his camera out to capture it. Dr. Parker’s ears turned red first and then it spread to his entire face until he’d taken on a nice crimson hue. This was a man who had taken too much testosterone and the rage that was spewing out of his pores was the proof.

“What the fuck did you just say?” he screamed at him, spit flying.

Andy took a few steps back. “You heard me.” Still confident but his heart pounded, nevertheless. The man wasn’t looking particularly stable at the moment.

“What the fuck is this?”

“This is me,” he said, “giving you a little taste of your own medicine. From now on you can make your own coffee because things are going to be different around here.”

“Get the fuck out of here. You’re fired!”

“Am I? I don’t think so. First, I’ll go to the police. You’ll be arrested, lose your license, your business. And once you’re in jail, I’ll sue you for everything you own.”

Dr. Parker’s face softened then, turning into a smile. “Wow,” he said. “You really are that naïve aren’t you? Just a little farm boy in the big city.” Now he was laughing. “Oh man. That’s rich.”

“I don’t know why you’re laughing,” Andy said.

“Because nobody will believe you.”

“Really? I have a video—” He held up the phone. “—that says otherwise.”

He pressed play and when Dr. Parker heard what was on it a switch flipped in him and he grabbed the phone from Andy, snapped it in half and threw it against the wall, shattering it into a million pieces.

But Andy kept his cool still. “Breaking it won’t matter. I made copies. And if anything happens to me, people will know.”

Dr. Parker’s shoulders slumped then; he sighed, shook his head before sitting down behind the desk, resting his face in his hands.

“Just relax,” Andy said. “Everything’s going to be okay. I hate to see you all depressed. It’s not very sexy. I need you to keep up your manly disposition you know? I’m going to keep working here. I’ll get a raise of course. No, actually you’ll make me partner—fifty, fifty. Your company—excuse me, our company—will pay for my college, and then med school. Then you’ll help me start my own clinic.”

“Fuck me,” Dr. Parker said, the words barely audible.

Andy smiled. “That’s what I was going to say next.” He put his hand on Dr. Parker’s shoulder. “And the best part is you’re going to be my little sex toy.”

He kissed Dr. Parker’s cheek and grabbed his cock. “Starting right now.”

The End
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