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    TRANS CHECK UP 
 
    The very handsome Dr. Anderson has seen it all in his exam room. In his ten years working as a doctor, he’s had countless ladies try to seduce him. And from time to time, he can’t help but indulge. 
 
    So when the stunning Sarah comes into his office excited for her full-body check up, Dr. Anderson is ready to indulge. That is, until she undresses and Dr. Anderson realizes she’s packing more than he bargained for between her legs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I’ll never forget the first time a patient seduced me—a woman came in complaining she had an itch in her pussy. I offered to go and get her one of the female doctors, but she insisted that I check her out. “I hear you’re the best, Dr. Anderson,” she said. After I stuck my finger into her snatch, she started to quiver. She reached down, grabbed my wrist, and started to push my hand deeper. “The itch is deeper than that, doctor,” she said. She was an attractive little blonde with nice, big tits. 
 
    My heart was racing. I thought about demanding that she leave, to protect my professional integrity, but instead I played along, playing it cool. “Right there,” she said, biting her lip. “And it’s so strange, when you touch it, there’s a strange sensitivity in my breast.” She took my other hand and brought it up to her left tit. “Right here.” She wasn’t wearing a bra. I could feel her hard, erect nipple against the palm of my hand. “Does it all feel normal?” she asked. 
 
    I gave her tit a squeeze. It felt better than normal. It felt great. And her pussy was perfectly fine, too, as well as warm and wet. “Maybe that’s not the right spot,” she said, taking my hand between her legs and moving it around, pulling it out slightly and plunging it back in—I was essentially fingering her cunt and she was looking me right in the eyes while I did it. Her eyes were a bright shade of blue. They were hypnotising.  
 
    When she finally let go of my hands, I continued to finger her and I continued to squeeze her soft, perfect tits. “I think it would feel better if you got in there with your tongue.” I was weak. I sunk down and got in there with my tongue. She moaned and pulled my head in tight. “Oh God,” she said, “that feels so much better. Just like that.” Her soft thighs closed in around my head as I ate her out. 
 
    She let me turn her around and fuck her on the exam table. It didn’t take very long before I pulled out and came on her ass. “I should probably come in for a check up more often, right?” she said as she pulled her panties back over her dripping wet pussy. I looked forward to her visits every six months. 
 
    Another woman came in for a breast exam. While I was feeling her tits for bumps, she reached down and gently began to fondle my cock. After I paused and said “What are you doing?” she replied, “Sometimes they feel different when I’m aroused. You don’t mind, do you?” She ended up down on her knees, sucking my cock until I came on her face. 
 
    At least once a month someone came in and tried to make a move. At first I tried to remain professional, but after a while, I started to give in. If they wanted sex, who was I to refuse them? Besides, I always made sure they were clean and healthy first.  
 
    After ten years of being a general practitioner, I thought I’d seen it all. Then I met Sarah. She was a beautiful blonde with great legs. When I first met her, she was sitting on the exam table, wearing a luxurious black dress that looked like it belonged in a fancy downtown lounge. She had a sly look about her that was both sexy and mischievous. It was a look I was familiar with—the same look I’d seen on the faces of many beautiful seductresses that had come through my office before her. “How can I help you today, Sarah?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m here for a full-body check up,” she said. “And I heard you were the best.” She put a lot of emphasis on that last word, as if my particular reputation had reached her ears. I was already fairly sure she wanted me to fuck her but I didn’t make any assumption in the small chance I was wrong. I went through with the usual procedure of asking whether she would be more comfortable with a female doctor. The question made her laugh, which further solidified my theory that she just wanted me to stuff her warm cunt with my cock. So I started the exam, checking in her mouth, looking in her ears, and so on. She smelled nice.  
 
    Her tits felt great, too—nice and soft and perky. As I gave one of them a gentle squeeze, she quickly put her hand on mine and then apologized. “Sorry, you just gave me a funny tingle,” she said, and then she moved her hand away. A warm buzz ran through my body. Her hand was so soft, so gentle. Feeling suddenly nervous, I decided to make some small talk. “Are you new to town?” I asked. I’d never seen her around before. 
 
    “I’ve lived here for a while. I used to go to another clinic for my check-ups, but it shut down.” 
 
    “What do you do for a living?” I asked. 
 
    She smirked. “Let’s just say I spend a lot of time in exam rooms.” My mind translated that to, I spend a lot of time fucking doctors. I didn’t mind—she was absolutely stunning and if she wanted to fuck, I was game. 
 
    “Go ahead and take off your dress and panties for me, please,” I said, and then she did without hesitation. 
 
    And then I saw it: she had a big, thick cock dangling between her legs. I was rendered frozen, not because I’d never seen a transgender in my office before, but because I’d never been completely convinced by a transgender before—and I’d never seen a lady with such an enormous cock. “Is something wrong, doc?” she asked. 
 
    “Um, no, sorry, I just didn’t realize you…” I didn’t know how to say it properly, but I knew that she knew exactly what I was trying to say.  
 
    She just smiled. “I should have said something,” she said. I looked back up at her throat, but there was no visible Adam’s apple. She had the muscle mass you would expect to see on a woman. The only thing manly about her was that heavy cock, which was curved slightly to one side. It was strange, she didn’t look phased at all. To her, it was completely normal. She was totally confident. 
 
    A wave of conflict washed over me. I couldn’t think straight. She was beautiful, insanely attractive—I was legitimately attracted to her, but she wasn’t really a she. Even after seeing the monster cock, I still found her to be beautiful. How could that be? Surely that should have made me see her for what she really was: a man with plenty of reconstructive and plastic surgery, having undergone plenty of hormone therapy and various other treatments that are very hard on the body. But I couldn’t see any of that. I couldn’t spot any scars under her tits, no scar on her throat from an Adam’s apple removal, no acne from intensive hormone therapy. It made no sense. She was an anomaly. 
 
    “How—How long have you been a transgender?” I asked. “I mean, when did you start hormone therapy?” 
 
    She bit her lip, smiling cutely. “I haven’t done any hormone therapy.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure whether or not to believe her. That sly smile was too hard to read. Was she lying? “You’ve had no hormone therapy? What about facial reconstruction?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “Nope. I did have breast implants—that’s it. Pretty good though, right?” she said, straightening her back, pushing her better-than-perfect tits forward. My cheeks became warm. 
 
    “Very impressive,” I said, and I meant it. Her plastic surgeon deserved an award. But if she didn’t have any other surgeries, and no hormone therapy, then this was just her: she was born with that face, as a man. I was looking at the face of a person born a man, with nothing more than a light amount of makeup and some fake tits. Still, she was beautiful.  
 
    “Is everything alright, doc?” she asked, snapping me out of the daze I had apparently fallen into.  
 
    I took a deep breath and gathered my composure. “Of course. Let’s carry on,” I said, and then that sly smile swept across her face once again. 
 
    It was time to check out her cock and her balls. As I lowered myself down, she spread her long, smooth legs for me. Her big cock was now just inches from my face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Of course, I’d touched cocks before in examinations. Every doctor has to—it’s nothing weird or taboo. You can’t be squeamish or shy about it because that person’s life might just depend on your ability to detect anything abnormal. After years of performing daily examinations, you tend to grow numb to the idea of touching other men’s cocks. But with Sarah’s cock just inches away from me, I felt a flood of anxiety rushing over me—far more intense than the anxiety I felt when I met my first patient-seductress, more intense than the first time I had ever had to perform a full-body examination.  
 
    Sarah had one of the bigger cocks I’d ever seen, which is saying a lot, seeing as I’d seen different cocks daily for ten years. There was a perfectness to her dick—it was nicely proportionate, smooth but rigid in all the right spots. When I finally reached up and held it in my hand, there was something very satisfying about the weight of it, the way my hand cradled its girth just perfectly. I gently pulled her foreskin back, revealing the bulbous tip. There weren’t any abnormalities, which I’m sure she knew. 
 
    I ran my hand up and down the length of it gently, feeling for any possible lumps. Again, it seemed to be totally fine. I could feel it beginning to harden, which made me remove my hands quickly. “Is it okay?” she asked. 
 
    “Yep, everything seems normal,” I said, my voice cracking slightly as my heart raced. I still needed to examine her balls. After a few seconds of recomposing myself, I reached down and carefully cupped her balls, massaging them, feeling for lumps. “Does this hurt of feel uncomfortable at all?” I asked. 
 
    “Hm,” she said, biting her lip. “I don’t know.” She was obviously trying to prolong the exam, and it was working. “I think it feels okay.” Her now half-erect cock was laying heavy across my wrist. 
 
    “Alright then, everything seems to be fine,” I said. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to check my asshole?” she asked. “I mean, excuse my language, my anus.” 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. “Have you been having any issues with it—any pain or discomfort?” 
 
    Her smile grew slightly. “Well sometimes it feels kind of off,” she said. 
 
    “Like when, for example?” 
 
    Her cheeks became red and she looked cuter than ever as she bit down gently on her bottom lip. “Well, I sometimes play with this dildo—it’s kind of big and blue—and when I push it in, it hurts at first. I mean, the pain goes away after I start to push the dildo in deeper. But it really is a very big dildo.” 
 
    As I took a deep breath in, I could feel a trembling in my body. I could picture it perfectly, Sarah laying on her back, knees up, big blue dildo in both of her hands, between her legs, big cock erect on her tummy. I could see her pushing the big plastic dick into her bum, her head rolling from side to side as ecstasy overwhelmed her body. I pushed the image out of my head. “Okay, let’s take a look. Lay on your front and spread your legs slightly,” I said, and she followed the order. 
 
    She had a nice bum, firm but soft, and round. Using one hand, I carefully spread her butt cheeks. She was totally smooth, a perfect shave. Her asshole was tight. I pushed my finger in, feeling for any abnormalities, of which there were none. Her anus clenched my finger as I began to pull it out slowly, as if it didn’t want me to leave.  
 
    My heart was racing. I had this inexplicable desire I lean over and lick her tight little butthole. I wanted to run my hands down her body, squeeze her tits, bend her over and fuck her in the ass. I could tell she wanted it, too. “Does this feel uncomfortable at all?” I asked. 
 
    “No, but it usually doesn’t hurt until I go deeper,” she said. “And like I said, my toy is much thicker than your finger.” She giggled. So I tried pushing in deeper, with two fingers instead of one. I pushed in until I couldn’t push in any further. “Can’t you go any deeper, doc?” she said, her perky bum clenching my fingers again. 
 
    There was a tool called a rectal scope that was considerably longer than my finger, but I was torn. I knew she was trying to seduce me. I knew there was nothing really wrong with her body. But it just seemed so wrong. She wasn’t actually a woman. She had a giant cock. It was one thing to let myself be seduced by the droves of beautiful pussies that came through the office, but this was different. “Please, doc? It would make me feel much more comfortable to know you took a look,” Sarah said.  
 
    I couldn’t say no. Whether it was for her perverse pleasure or not—there was a chance (albeit an astronomically small one) that there was something abnormal in her asshole, and it was quite literally my job to find out. So I took out the rectal scope and smeared it with lubricant. “This might feel cold,” I warned, and then I began to push it into her body. “Let me know when I’m getting too deep.” 
 
    She never let me know if I was too deep. She let me push it in further and further until I reached the end of it—eight inches long, stuffed deep in her asshole. “Any pain or discomfort?” I asked, my heart still racing.  
 
    “I guess not,” she said, so I removed the instrument from her body. “So I guess I’m all healthy then?” she asked. 
 
    “That’s right. You’re free to go,” I said, turning away from her as she sat up. I had a big, hard erection I couldn’t let her see. As I put the rectal scope away with my back to her, I tucked my cock into the waistband of my underwear. I needed to get Sarah out of my office and out of my mind. I was having more and more inexplicable desires, which were all wrong—all taboo. She was a man. I couldn’t let myself succumb to my cravings.  
 
    “I’ll see you in six months,” I said. 
 
    The disappointed look on her face as she began to dress broke my heart. She was really hoping I would have fucked her. But I just couldn’t. It was morally against everything I thought I stood for. 
 
    But even after she was gone, that desire didn’t subside. It only grew stronger and stronger.  
 
    A few days later, a beautiful brunette came through my office. She gave me that look that so many other ladies gave me. When I had her undress, there was a small part of me that was disappointed to see she really was all a woman—with a proper pussy, which I made squirt before I came deep inside of it. But fucking that little brunette didn’t quite do it for me. She left me unsatisfied, wanting more. There was a lingering image of Sarah’s long, beautiful cock that refused to leave my mind.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    When you’re thirsty, it doesn’t matter how hard you try to make that feeling go away. The only solution is to drink. It didn’t seem to matter how many little hoes I banged in my office over the next few months, that peculiar thirst that had developed inside of me only grew. 
 
    I knew where her kind of people hung out. There was a bar on a street corner on the edge of downtown where the transgender community liked to hang out. It wasn’t a gay bar but it had its reputation and an eclectic mix of people.  
 
    One night on my way home from work, I found myself driving by it, slowing down as I passed, looking at all of the women standing outside, wondering which ones were born women and which were born with something extra between their legs. Some were obvious, sure—their five o’clock shadow growing in, their broad, muscular shoulders hardly fitting into their unflattering dresses. I’d always just assumed that was all of them, but now I wasn’t so sure. Just down from a group of obvious trans people dressed in drag was a group of beautiful women in little skirts and little heels with their perky tits pushed up nicely in their little tops. I wondered: what about them? Sarah would have fit right in. Hell, Sarah looked even better than those chicks. 
 
    I thought about stopping but a nervousness came over me. What if I get recognized? I had close to a thousand different clients, and as they say, it’s a small world after all. I kept on driving. But I wasn’t done with the idea. 
 
    A few nights later, I returned with a pair of glasses and a ball cap. It wasn’t much of a disguise, but it always worked for Superman so why wouldn’t it work for me? I parked a couple of blocks away and walked the rest of the distance, even nervous my car would be recognized by a client or a colleague.  
 
    I didn’t know what I was there trying to accomplish, if anything at all. I was simply curious. I wanted to get a closer look. I wanted to confirm that Sarah was just an exception to the rule and I didn’t really have a insatiable attraction to t-girls like herself. I paid my ten dollar cover and entered the bar.  
 
    It was loud and I had no direction. On one side of the bar was a dance floor and a DJ. The other side was the bar where everyone was socializing. There were no tables and there were no stools at the bar. It wasn’t exactly the kind of joint I would hang out in on my weekends off, but to each their own. I made my way towards the bar to order a drink—a double scotch, neat.  
 
    One of the less-convincing ladyboys came up to me. “Hey big boy,” she said, putting her hand on my arm. “How are you doing tonight?” I entertained her conversation, but it didn’t take her long before she could tell I wasn’t interested. She ended up backing off and hopping over to the next potential target. She just really didn’t do it for me. There was something strangely uncomfortable about the way she touched me. It didn’t feel like a woman touching me. It felt off, unnatural—not like when Sarah touched me. 
 
    I scanned the room. Across the space was a pretty girl with dark hair, taking to a friend. She was wearing a little yellow dress and little yellow shoes. She had a cute smile, especially when she was laughing. She noticed me looking her way and then she smiled. I couldn’t help but wonder, was she one of them? Was she hiding a cock in her panties.  
 
    She ended up making her way towards me. “Hey there,” she said. I told her I was new to town and was just checking out the area. Her voice sounded feminine, she looked feminine, but I just couldn’t be sure. Since meeting Sarah, I was never sure anymore. It was like an incurable disease. Sarah shattered my entire reality and it just wasn’t piecing itself back together. 
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Chloe,” she said, reaching her hand out. She was a bit drunk and quick to flirt when the opportunity arose. She ended up pulling me over to the bar where we had a couple of drinks together. We even danced on the dance floor for a bit before getting yet another round of drinks. 
 
    “Are you a doctor?” she asked, and my heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “How did you know that?” I asked after a moment of swirling anxiety.  
 
    “You just look like a doctor. You have a doctor’s face,” she said, giggling. I don’t think she actually recognized me. I had been told before that I had a doctor’s face, whatever that really meant. “You’re cute,” she said. She put her hands on my sides. “And you’re strong, too.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I said. We kissed. She snuggled up close to me wrapping her arms around my body. I could taste the sweet sangria on her lips, on her tongue. She took my hand and brought it to her tit, and I squeezed.  
 
    “Come here,” she said, pulling me towards the bathrooms in the back of the bar where there was just a little bit more privacy. Then, we continued to kiss. But still, I wasn’t sure whether she was the real deal or if she was in the same league as Sarah. I had to know. Before I went any further, I needed to be absolutely sure I was about to get down with a woman. I reached down subtly, slipping my hands between her legs. 
 
    Sure enough, she was packing. I could feel the bulge of a stiff cock stuffed into her panties. I froze. Her face turned dark red and her lips parted. After a moment of silence, she said, “I—I’m sorry. I thought you knew.” 
 
    But how could I have known? Like Sarah, Chloe was an overwhelmingly convincing woman. Her tits were perfect, her skin was soft, her figure was petite—but she had a cock. It made no sense. How many beautiful women were really men? How many times had I been fooled before? I couldn’t help but think of all the women who came in for breast exams, who went no further than that—a few of whom went down to their knees and sucked my cock. Maybe a tranny had sucked my cock before—who really knew? 
 
    “Yeah, I knew,” I said, lying, hoping not to make the situation any more awkward. I forced a smile. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said again. She could obviously see through my lie. But just like with Sarah, even after I found out Chloe’s truth, I could help but continue to find her attractive. She still looked and talked and smelled and felt like a beautiful woman. She was still the same person, with the same personality, who found the same things funny, who was interested in the same hobbies and conversations. I leaned forward and we continued to kiss.  
 
    My heart was racing. We backed into a bathroom stall and then things got really heated. She pulled my shirt over my head and then began to circle the tip of her tongue around my nipples. I let her, fondling her soft tits while she worked away. She reached down the front of my pants and began to fondle my cock. I still couldn’t believe it—her hand felt so feminine, so soft, so real. There were no surgery scars on her body. Either there was someone out there doing incredible surgical work or there were men being born with perfect female bodies.  
 
    Once my cock was out, she dropped her panties to the ground. Her cock sprung out. My heart skipped a beat and I found myself frozen again. “Are you sure you’re okay?” Chloe asked, and I nodded with a smile. It was too late to turn around now. She lowered herself down onto my cock, sinking it deep into her asshole. I tried for as long as I could not to look down, but I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her big, hard erection, throbbing against my stomach as she bounced on my dick. There was something so mesmerizing about it, so tantalizing. I wanted to touch it, hold it, stroke it—but why? I’d never wanted to touch, hold, or stroke a cock before, and I’d had thousands of them pass through my office. Meanwhile, I’d been tempted by a good amount of pussies. 
 
    I reached down and slipped my fingers around it, my heart rate increasing drastically. I began to stroke it. It felt nice in my grip, throbbing warmly. I loved the way it made her moan and melt. She put her hands on my shoulders and she let my cock sink in deeper into her asshole. I loved the way her tits bounced and jiggled, though I still had a hard time believing they weren’t real. I grabbed them, squeezed them. I fondled her nipples. “I’m going to come on you, baby,” she said, biting her lip, looking down into my eyes. God, her eyes were stunning, practically glowing. Her lips looked so soft.  
 
    She came with a series of heavy bursts against my chest. Those warm splashes felt so good. My body began to tremble. “Shit,” I said, squeezing her cock tight in my grip as I bit down on my tongue. I came, deep inside her butt. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close to me, her tits rubbing up against her own warm cum. God, it felt so incredible. It was so much more than the little romps I’d had with clients in the office. It was so much more satisfying.  
 
    Before Chloe and I parted ways, she gave me a gentle kiss on the lips—a nice reminder that I hadn’t gotten it out of my system. If anything, now I wanted more. I was done trying to convince myself I wasn’t interested, that Sarah was just a one-time lust.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    “Your next patient is waiting in room four,” my assistant said to me as she handed me the patient’s medical records. It had been a week since my romp at the nightclub with Chloe. I was still trying to make sense of my situation, what it all meant, what I needed to do about it. Was there something wrong with me? Was my sanity slipping? Or was there maybe nothing wrong about how I was feeling? Regardless of whether it was right or wrong, it was eating away at my sanity. Sarah was all I could think about. I couldn’t get the image of that big, perfect cock out of my mind, no matter how hard I tried or how badly I wanted it gone. 
 
    Every time I walked into an exam room, a part of me wished Sarah would be there, so I could have another chance at her, go further than I did the first time, toss away my reservations. Another part of me hoped it wouldn’t be her, so I wouldn’t be tempted into doing something regretful. Would I do something regretful? If I slept with Sarah, would I regret it? If so, why? 
 
    Of course, I didn’t really expect Sarah to be sitting in the exam room. I was fairly certain I would never see her again, seeing as I rejected her the first time. Unless there was really something wrong with her medically, why would she come back to see me? It made no sense to really think she might be sitting on that exam table as I opened the exam room door. 
 
     But still, there she was, up on that exam table, legs crossed, hands clasped patiently in her lap. She smiled as our eyes met. I froze in the doorway, waiting for my brain to correct itself, fix the hallucination that was before me. But she wasn’t a hallucination. She was real. Sarah had really come back. “Hey doc,” she said with that sly smile that was all too familiar. 
 
    “How can I help you today, Sarah?” I asked, biting down on my tongue in an attempt to keep my composure. I was excited, my heart was racing. It was my chance at redemption, my chance to see what could have been. But at the same time, there was a cold tingle lingering in my spine, begging me to fetch another doctor to see to her, to remove myself and preserve what was left of my integrity.  
 
    “Well I’m having a bit of a problem,” she said. She bit the corner of her lip, the same way she did a couple of months before. That day came rushing back to me, as if it had happened that very morning. Her cheeks became pink. “It’s kind of embarrassing.” 
 
    “What is it?” I said. I kept my distance from her, already feeling weak in her presence. I could smell her sweet perfume. I could remember the way her skin felt, so soft, so irresistible. I bit down on my tongue harder.  
 
    After a moment of silence, she said, “Well, since I last saw you, I haven’t really been able to get hard.” 
 
    “Get hard?” I said. I could feel a lump growing in my throat. “You mean, get an erection?” 
 
    “That’s right. And when I do get hard, it doesn’t stay that way for long enough, if you know what I mean. I’m worried there’s something wrong down there. Are you sure you didn’t see anything wrong when you looked?” she asked, looking into my eyes with her hypnotising stare. I was practically a puddle on the floor. I seemed to remember her getting hard the moment I touched her beautiful cock. I could still remember the way her bulbous tip pushed out from her foreskin as she got longer, thicker, and harder, throbbing magnificently. “Could you take another look?” she asked. 
 
    “If you want a second opinion, maybe I could grab another doctor,” I said, partly hoping she would say yes, and mostly hoping she would say no. I really wanted to see her cock one more time. 
 
    “I trust you,” she said.  
 
    My heart was slamming against my ribcage. “Okay, get undressed and I’ll take a look at you.” 
 
    She stood up and gently slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders. The dress was tight and needed a good tug to pull over her tits, and another tug to pull over her hips. I looked the other way as she undressed, as doctors are supposed to do, but I could see her through the reflection of my computer screen. I loved the way she shimmied her panties down her thick thighs with little tugs.  
 
    And there it was—the most incredible specimen I’d ever seen, the catalyst for my deteriorating sanity: her long, beautiful cock, thick and heavy, curved slightly to one side. Now, she had a cute, little heart shaved into her pubic hair. Her cheeks were red.  
 
    “Let’s take a look,” I said, hearing my voice cracking slightly. I approached, pulling a chair up between her legs. I sat down. I still couldn’t believe it—there it was, the subject of my fantasies for the past many weeks, hanging in front of me, waiting for me to grab it.  
 
    Carefully, I slipped my fingers under it and lifted it up. It was a heavy cock, and warm too. I inspected underneath it and it all looked fine and healthy. I gently pulled back the foreskin, revealing the smooth tip. Again, it looked fine. “You said you’re having an issue getting an erection?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s right.” I could feel her impressive cock throbbing, getting harder and heavier in my hand. 
 
    “It seems to be working fine now,” I said, looking up at her with a smile. Her cheeks were dark red.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, biting down on her lip. She was cute when she blushed. I still couldn’t bring myself to believe she wasn’t born a woman.  
 
    “When are you having this problem? During intercourse?” I asked. 
 
    There was a moment of silence. “During masturbation,” she said. 
 
    “Are you maybe holding on too tightly.” Sometimes people hold their cocks too tightly, cutting off blood flow. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she said. 
 
    My heart had never beat so quickly in my life. Her cock was now almost completely erect in my hand with no sign of any issues. “Can you show me how you’re… handling yourself?” Again, my voice cracked. 
 
    I let go of her big, warm member. “Okay,” she said and then she reached down. I watched her slip her gentle fingers around her big cock. How could such a soft, petite girl have such a huge, rigid dick? She began to stroke herself gently, pulling her foreskin back and then pushing it over her tip. She ran her fingers all the way from the base to the very tip. She wasn’t holding too tightly or too loosely. It all seemed fine, and her cock was staying nice and hard.  
 
    I’d seen all I needed to see from a medical perspective, but I let her continue, watching closely as if there was still more to see. I didn’t want the show to end. The way she moved her hand up and down her rock-hard cock was erotic, mesmerizing.  
 
    “This is how you masturbate?” I asked, my voice shaken.  
 
    “Yes. Well…” she hesitated, biting the corner of her lip once again. “Not really, I guess.” 
 
    “What do you normally do differently?”  
 
    “I usually have a dildo in my… you know,” she said, motioning towards her asshole. “Usually just in the rim.” 
 
    “It is possible you’re redirecting the blood flow away from your penis,” I said. “Would it be possible to show me?” I said, reaching for the rectal scope. 
 
    “I don’t think that will work. It’s too hard and cold.” She laughed nervously. My dildo is much softer than that. 
 
    “Can you use your finger?” I found my eyes drifting down to her cock again, which she continued to stroke. It was huge, almost touching her sternum, throbbing visibly.  
 
    “I don’t think I can reach comfortably. It wouldn’t be right,” she said. “Maybe if you could just stick a few fingers up my asshole—excuse my language—my anus. That would probably be the most accurate.” She wanted me to penetrate her with my fingers while she jerked herself off in front of me? I should have said no, but I couldn’t. The thought was too arousing, too erotic, too irresistible. I wanted to feel her tight asshole hugging my fingers one more time. I wanted to watch her jerk off until she came. And I suppose I did have a duty, as a doctor, to see if there was in fact anything wrong. Maybe she wasn’t lying, maybe there was some sort of blood flow issue between her asshole and her cock. I grabbed a plastic glove and I dabbed some lubricant on my fingers. 
 
    My lips parted as if I had something to say, but I couldn’t muster up anything. I was at a total loss for words. Gently, I stuck the tip of my index finger into her butthole. “Like this?” I said as her tight anus clenched my finger. My legs became weak. It was a good thing I was sitting. 
 
    “A bit deeper—and my dildo is thicker than that,” she said, taking a deep, elated breath in. Carefully, I stuck another finger in, pushing in deeper. “Thicker,” she said, a quiver running through her body. I stuck a third finger into her asshole, stretching her wide. “Like that.” She continued to pump her rod. “And then I usually pump it a little bit, in and out.” I began to push in and pull out slightly, as directed. “Oh God, just like that,” she said and then she looked down at me. Our eyes locked and I couldn’t look away. God, she was beautiful. 
 
    Her cock was still as hard as an iron rod. “Everything looks fine,” I said, continuing to push my fingers in and out of her tight hole. 
 
    “Maybe you could take a closer look,” she said, pushing her cock towards me. 
 
    I caved. I couldn’t help myself. I took her cock and I sunk it into my mouth, wrapping my tongue around its warm girth. It tasted so good and felt so satisfying. I revelled in the way its hard ridges felt, pushing against my lips, cradled neatly on my tongue. I pushed my fingers further up her ass and she sunk her fingers into my hair. 
 
    “Oh God yes, suck my cock,” she said. “Suck my fucking cock.” I sucked, sinking as much as I could down my throat, fondling her ball sack with my free hand. I just couldn’t resist my temptations any more. I wasn’t strong enough. And what was the point in holding back? What was I losing by sucking Sarah’s magnificent, throbbing rod? Why was it so bad to indulge in my consuming fantasy? 
 
    “Can I fuck you in the ass?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, and then she pushed my head back. 
 
    “Get undressed and bend over the table,” she said. “It’s time for your check up.”  
 
    I quickly did away with my pants and then bent over the exam table. She snuggled in behind me, running her hands down my sides. She spread my butt cheeks. “Your asshole looks nice and healthy, doctor,” she said. She reached around and slipped her fingers around my throbbing erection. “Your cock feels normal.” She began to stroke it. “Let’s take a closer look, shall we?” 
 
    I felt her warm, wet tip push up against my anus, which had never been penetrated before. “You’re so tight. Let’s see if we can’t fix that,” she said, and then she began to push in.  
 
    I’d never felt anything like it. It was an incredible explosion of euphoria, completely consuming, entirely paralyzing. I melted into the exam table, my fingers scrunching the long sheet of paper. Her cock was so long, so thick. Before long, my asshole was totally stuffed and I could feel her warm ball sack pressed up against my body. “You might feel a little bit of pressure,” she said, and I could feel her smirking behind me. 
 
    She began to thrust her long, slick cock in and out of me, sending me further and further into an elated daze. My cock had never been harder as she pumped it aggressively with a clenched fist. “I’m going to make you come all over your exam table,” she said. 
 
    “Make me come,” I said, biting down on my tongue. 
 
    “Tell me how badly you want it,” she said, her grip tightening on my cock. 
 
    “I want it so badly,” I said. 
 
    My legs were shaking, my body was limp. I was her ragdoll, her fuck toy, and I liked it. I wanted all of her inside of me. I didn’t want the moment to end. “Come for me, baby,” she said, leaning into me, her soft tits pressed up against my back. “Come for me.” 
 
    It was like she had complete control over me. I came. I came harder than I’d ever come before, blasting shot after shot of hot cum all over the exam table. “Fuck!” I yelled, euphoria swirling through my body uncontrollably. She took one of her cum-soaked fingers and brought it up to my lips. I opened my mouth and let her in.  
 
    “I’m going to come in your tight little asshole,” she said. 
 
    I was ready for it. I wanted it. I needed it. But I didn’t want it to end. I wanted that moment to last forever. I wanted that euphoria to stay in me permanently. She came hard in my ass. I could feel every single shot of her warm, sticky goo filling me up. God, it felt so good. I pushed my butt back, pressing my butt cheeks against her firm pelvis, making sure I had all of her inside of me. 
 
    Almost as nice as the feeling of her ramming my ass was the feeling when she stepped back and the warm cum dribbled out from my anus, down my leg. But knowing it was all over wasn’t such a nice feeling. Knowing Sarah would soon be on her way out and I wouldn’t see her again until her next check up—that broke my heart. 
 
    “Thanks, doc. I think you cured me,” she said, giggling, her cheeks red.  
 
    “Glad I could help,” I said after I finally peeled myself off of the exam table. I got one last look at her magnificent body before she slipped her panties and her dress back on. “Will I get to see you again?” I asked. 
 
    “Every six months, for my check up.” She winked. But it didn’t seem like enough. I wanted to see her every day. I wanted to feel that big, pulsing cock in my hand all of the time. I didn’t want to wait six months. “Thanks again, doc,” she said, and then she was gone. The very next day, I was already counting down the days in my head. Just 182 days to go… 
 
    It was a couple of weeks later that I started to feel a bit under the weather. There was an annoying pain in my ear, which I assumed was an ear infection, so I made my way down to the local drop-in clinic to get an antibiotic prescription. The last thing I wanted was to spend weeks out of business when I could nip the issue in the bud right away. It was a weekend and my own office was closed, and it’s against the law to self-prescribe.  
 
    I waited in the waiting room with a few other sick folks. There was only one doctor working, so I did my best to remain patient. Finally, after about forty minutes, the receptionist led me into an exam room. “Just wait right here and the doctor will be right with you,” she said, so I hopped up on the exam table and waited.  
 
    And then the door opened and the doctor walked in. And we both froze as our eyes met. The doctor was Sarah. “Hey there, doc,” she said, biting her lip to keep the smile from overtaking her face. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, my lips remaining parted. “You—You’re a doctor?” 
 
    She laughed. “I told you I spent a lot of time in exam rooms,” she said. “How can I help you today?” 
 
    “I think I’ve got an ear infection,” I said. I don’t think I’d blinked yet since she walked into the room. 
 
    “Well, I’ll take a look. And I should ask, when was the last time you had a full body check up?” 
 
    THE END 
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