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DOCTOR, DOCTOR, PLEASE!

David, Edinburgh

What would you do if your partner knew about your darkest, most cherished fantasy, but wasn’t able to do anything to help you make it come true? For years now, I’ve dreamed of visiting the doctor’s surgery for a medical examination that gradually became more intimate and, if you’ll excuse the pun, probing. I wanted a dominant hunk of a doctor to order me to strip for him, then subject me to all kinds of deliciously humiliating indignities at his hands.

Of course, that’s something which is never going to happen to you in any real-life medical practice, and it seemed I was never going to experience it as part of my bedroom games, either. My boyfriend, Keith, and I have been together for seven years now, and though we both love each other very much, his desires are a lot more vanilla than mine. He likes to hear me share my fantasies, but he’s never expressed an urge to try any roleplay so we could act them out. About the kinkiest thing I’ve ever managed to get him to do is stick a dildo up my arse while he’s wanking my cock. I’d never ask him to do anything he doesn’t feel comfortable with, even if it means I have to satisfy my submissive urges by watching BDSM porn where good-looking guys are made to serve a muscle-bound, leather-clad master. As you can imagine, more than one of those films has had a medical theme, and I’ve wanked to them over and over again, mentally putting myself in the place of the “patient”.

I think Keith has always felt a bit guilty about not being able to please me in this particular way, even though I’ve told him not to worry about it, and I’d come to accept that my fantasies were destined to remain just that. Then, one Saturday night, we were out drinking in a hot and crowded gay bar just off Princes Street. A guy trying to pass us on the way to the bar managed to knock Keith’s elbow and spill his drink. The stranger was really apologetic, offering to buy Keith a fresh pint, and the three of us ended up getting into conversation. It turned out his name was Jason and he worked as an escort, visiting both male and female clients, though the majority of people who paid for his services were men. Naturally, we were curious about what this entailed, never having met a bisexual male escort before, and Jason was only too happy to enlighten us about the service he offered his clients. He happened to mention that he’d played quite a few roles, including a strict schoolteacher and an army sergeant, mostly for men who were into spanking scenes. I could imagine this well-built guy of six foot two or three taking the dominant role to perfection, and I found myself wondering what it might be like to follow any command he gave me, or risk the consequences. Keith asked him whether he’d ever done any medical scenes, and suddenly I realized where this conversation was heading. Almost before I knew what was happening, Keith had booked Jason to give me a “check-up” the following Friday evening. “Call it an early birthday present,” he said with a grin, as I gaped at my boyfriend in stunned delight.

When we got home that night I could hardly keep my hands off Keith. It was like the early days of our relationship all over again, we were so horny and passionate. I gave him a long, slow blowjob to thank him for organising a session with Jason, and for being so understanding as to let me act out my kinkiest fantasy with another man.

I spent the next week in a state of nervous anticipation, barely able to concentrate on work for thinking about my forthcoming visit to Jason. My mind kept wandering to all the things he might want to do to me, and I knew I couldn’t wait to experience every single one of them

When I arrived at the address he’d given me, an anonymous end-of-terrace house on the west side of the city, Jason greeted me at the door with a welcoming smile. He was dressed in dark trousers and a white shirt, and smelled of an appealing woody cologne. He showed me through to what I assumed to be his playroom – a white-walled room with an old wooden desk in one corner; it could act as schoolroom, office or whatever space was required for a particular scene. In this instance, he’d set up a medical examination couch, covered in a sheet of white paper, with a folding screen in front of it, and had tacked up a couple of posters displaying various aspects of human anatomy. I couldn’t help but notice the couch had stirrups attached, and I shivered at the prospect of what might be to come.

Before leaving the room, he told me to take off all my clothes, put on the gown that hung on the end of the screen and lie face down on the couch, adding that he’d be back in a couple of minutes. I did as he asked, piling all my clothes on a chair before clambering up on to the leather-topped couch. The surgical gown was of the type that fastens at the back of the neck, and only serves to make you feel rather exposed from behind. Certainly, when Jason came back into the room, he seemed to stand looking at me for quite a while, my bare arse all too visible through the slit in the gown, before addressing me.

He’d put on a white doctor’s gown and slung a stethoscope around his neck. With his short, dark hair, piercing blue eyes and stubbled jaw, he was every inch the horny, commanding medic of my fantasies. He ran his hand over my backside while he told me he needed to give me a very thorough examination to make sure my prostate was in proper working order. At the touch of his fingers, my cock, which had been swelling from the moment I’d been ordered to undress, stiffened even further, trapped between my body and the paper-covered couch. Already I ached for release, and the scene had barely begun.

I was ordered to roll over on to my back, then Jason – or Dr Stern, as he asked me to call him – grasped my ankles and placed them securely in the stirrups. It was such an unfamiliar position to be in, with my legs raised and widely spread, and I knew he had a perfect view of my balls and arsehole as he gazed between my thighs. The smirk on his face told me he also had a pretty good idea of how just how hard I was. He had me at his mercy now, and he knew it.

As I watched, Dr Stern donned a pair of thin, white latex gloves, pulling them on to each hand with an audible snap. Standing on the corner desk were all the pieces of equipment he’d need for the intense, humiliating examination he was about to put me through. First, he brought over a bowl of warm water, a can of shaving foam and a razor. Covering the whole of my groin with cool, lemon-scented foam, he set about the task of methodically shaving every last hair from around the root of my cock, before doing the same to my balls. I hadn’t expected this before, and I couldn’t help wondering how Keith would react when he saw I’d been shaved completely clean. Just having this kinky “doctor” hold and touch my dick as he attended to me in this fashion had it standing at full erection, the lack of hair somehow making it look even bigger and more prominent.

Satisfied that I was as bare as I could be, he set down the razor and dabbed my groin dry with a towel. Then he picked up a tube of lubricating jelly and squeezed some on to the index finger of his right hand. Excitement bubbled though my body as he pressed that finger to my anus, warning me as he did that it might be a little cold. It took very little pressure for the slick digit to push through the tight ring of muscle and into my rear passage. I doubt any real doctor would have made quite such a thorough inspection of my hole, or found the little spot inside that’s the seat of my pleasure and rubbed it till I writhed in the stirrups, desperate for release. I knew it would only take a little more of this delightful treatment to make me come.

That’s the point at which Dr Stern stopped, and pulled his finger out of my arse. “Well, that all seems to be fine,” he said. “Let’s see how you respond to the next part of the examination.”

He reached for another piece of equipment, one I’d only ever seen on my favourite medical fetish DVDs. A long, thin metal rod with a bulbous tip, I recognized it as a urethral sound. The thought of having that alien-looking thing inserted into the tip of my penis alarmed me, but it turned me on more. I had to trust Jason to know how to use it properly, but everything he’d done to me so far had convinced me he was a more-than-competent professional in the area of medical fetish play. Again he made sure to grease the instrument with plenty of lubricant, then he took hold of my cock by the base, his latex-clad fingers cool against my overheated shaft.

Telling me to relax, he slowly pushed the sound just a little way in. The mixture of pain and pleasure as it penetrated me was exquisite. I’d never experienced anything like it. All I could do was lie there, helpless in the stirrups, as he used the tool to explore that virgin hole. When he twisted it, opening my urethra a fraction further, I seemed to feel the stimulation somewhere deep inside me, and my anal passage clenched in excited response. At last, he seemed satisfied that I’d been thoroughly examined, and he removed the tool, giving me a moment to recover.

“And now I need to check your testicles are healthy,” Dr Stern said, when he’d wiped the lubricant off his gloved hands with a piece of paper towel, adding that this was an examination I should make sure to regularly perform on myself, “though it’s more fun if you get someone else to do it for you.”

With that, he cupped my balls, rolling them in his long, slim fingers. Lulled by his skilled caresses, I found my thoughts drifting into a scenario in which I was in a real surgery, and Dr Stern had left the door slightly ajar, so that the patients in the waiting room outside could look in and get a glimpse of the action as I was handled and manipulated in such an intimate fashion. They’d be amused by the sight of my erotic predicament, but maybe one or two of them would be wondering how it would feel to be so helpless, so exquisitely exposed. I could picture the strict dragon of a receptionist, coming to bring some files for the doctor and gazing, rapt, at the sight of me, naked but for the flimsy surgical gown, my cock rock-hard beneath its folds and my greased-up arsehole on display.

He must have spent a good five minutes checking me over in this fashion, while my mind raced with increasingly filthy fantasies; fantasies in which my arse was offered to anyone who wanted it, a whole queue of male patients taking turns to fuck me while the doctor looked on in approval. Again, my cock was almost at bursting point, and I knew I simply had to come, but again Dr Stern stopped playing with me at the vital moment.

Releasing me from the stirrups, he helped me to stand on slightly shaky legs. I thought that was the end of the session, and I’d be going home without the release I needed so badly. He had other ideas, though, unfastening the gown and pulling it from me so I stood in front of him, naked, cock still jutting up, beads of pre-come leaking from its tip.

“There’s one last check I need to make,” he told me, “and that’s to see how your body reacts to self-stimulation.” I knew what he was asking me to do, and I didn’t hesitate. There’s something so deliciously demeaning about being ordered to wank yourself off by a dominant man, and under Dr Stern’s watchful eye I started to shuttle my fist up and down the length of my dick. With my other hand, I rolled my balls, just as he’d done, but without any pretence on my part that this was some kind of medical self-inspection. Faster and faster I moved, concentrating on stroking the sensitive place just below my domed cockhead. Glancing at Dr Stern, I swore I could see a prominent bulge in his dark trousers, and wished I had permission to get down on my knees, release his cock and take it in my mouth. But the doctor’s orders were that I should make myself come, and that’s just what I did. The spunk seemed to churn in my balls, and at that point I knew there wasn’t any holding back. Grunting, panting, I couldn’t fight my body’s reflexes a moment longer. With a groan that verged on despair, I felt the come jet from my cock in long strings that spattered on the paper covering of the couch.

That signalled the end of the scene. Jason gave me a hug, telling me how well I’d done, then he gave me a couple of moments alone to get dressed. When I joined him in his living room, he poured me a glass of wine and we sat and chatted about what we’d just done. I couldn’t thank him enough, and when I asked him how he’d acquired such a level of medical skill he told me he’d actually studied for a medical degree but dropped out after a couple of years – and was now having much more fun than he ever would have if he’d become a real doctor.

When I thanked him on his doorstep, it was with another hug and the promise of returning for another session. I’d followed the doctor’s orders and enjoyed one of the most intense experiences of my life. Not only was I grateful to Jason for playing the part of the stern medic to perfection, I also had to thank my darling Keith for setting all of this up. He’d given me the freedom to act out my ultimate fantasy, and I couldn’t wait to get home and show him just how grateful I was . . .


MEXICAN TRAILER PARK

Shane, Florida

I was horny as fuck and was sick of staying home jacking off to amateur porn. It was Saturday night and I wanted to feel a man’s warm ass engulfing my dick. I wanted to get my dick sucked that week for a change. It was too late and too damn dark to hit the parks. The campus was closed for the summer. All the college cock had gone south. Even my usual cruising spot was closed for cleaning. But it was no skin off my ass. There was always a good time to be had. Even in the small town in which I took residence.

I sat in a parking lot thinking of other places to go. My dick wouldn’t wait, the way it punched against the cotton wall of my cut-off warm-ups. I usually wore them out during my nightly search for big dicks. Easy access, you see. Things were a little crowded at home with my sister and her kids visiting from Orlando. I thought of the truck stops, but didn’t feel like taking the long drive down the freeway in search of some dick, or having to worry about getting busted by a state trooper with a hard-on for men like me, who exposed their dicks in truck stop stalls. Trucker cock is good when you can get it, but hardly seems worth it when you have a cop breathing down your neck. I thought of a few spots, but none of them seemed private enough until I spotted the trailer park not far from where I was parked. My buddy, Tim, told me about it. Mexican Trailer Park, he called it.

“They’re down for anything,” he told me. “Huge fucking cocks.”

I asked him where in the trailer park they hung out.

“No place in particular. You’ll see a lot of them just standing alongside the road. There’s this dirt road. Just drive down it and you’ll see them. If you see someone you like, just wave him down.”

“Are they hustlers or what?” I asked.

“I think some of them are, yeah, but you have some that are just sitting around looking for a good time. Drink, smoke, fuck, whatever.”

“Man, I don’t know,” I told him.

“You’ll see. Go check it out.”

I never got around to taking the trip until the night I was horned and there was no other place to go. My dick was aching for a wet, hot mouth. I could have shot a volcano of come. I thought for sure Tim was blowing smoke up my ass, but if I wanted to get laid so I figured the shit was worth checking out. I never gave Mexican boys much thought other than those I saw doing road construction work or cruising the flea market with wives and kids hanging off their shoulders. There were a few that would stroll in the sex arcade every now and then, sticking their dicks through the booth glory holes for blow jobs. But none of them made my dick hard. Well, there was one that worked as a clerk at a gas station. I was pumping gas and he referred to me as “amigo”. I used to have filthy fantasies of him speaking to me in Spanish as he butt-fucked me.

I didn’t want to wait forty-five minutes for them to open the arcade, so I decided to take a trip to the trailer park Tim had recommended. I locked my car and left it in the parking lot. I figured my fat ass could use the exercise. There were only a handful of streetlights that lit my way, showering me in white light as I trudged down the dirt road. I could feel sand shuffling around in my sneakers. I walked until I found myself sandwiched between doublewides with plastic toys in yards, rickety porches barely holding up. I noticed a few men standing in shadows with only the orange light from their cigarettes to light their way. Some sat on porches, tossing back canned beer, burping in the Saturday night spring air. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t scared shitless; terrified that someone would jump out and mug me, or worse. But I showed no fear. I walked until I noticed a couple of chulos. They were kicking up dirt as they moved closer towards me. I kept my eyes on the ground to let them know that I wasn’t a threat. One of them bumped me hard as I tried to pass.

“Hey, man,” one of them yelled. “Watch where the fuck you going.”

“Sorry. My bad,” I said, and kept walking. I heard them talking behind my back.

“What? What he say? Yo, what was that negra?” I knew that negra meant black.

“I said I was sorry.” I said.

“What? You lost or something?

“Well, I’m trying to get back on the street, but I think I got twisted around somehow.”

“I’ve never seen you in the neighbourhood,” said one of them with long, greasy, pitch black hair, sporting a muscle T-shirt and baggy khakis. His partner had a Caesar haircut and was wearing baggy jeans with a white T-shirt that looked to be three sizes too big. They both looked like gang members, but despite that they were candy to the eye.

“I don’t live around here. I was just taking a walk.”

“You hear that Hornando? He was just taking a walk,” said the stud in the muscle T-shirt.

“Isn’t that nice, Armando. Well, how about you give us your wallet and maybe, just maybe we’ll let you walk outta here.”

My head was swimming. My heart was beating out of control.

“Man. I don’t want any trouble.”

“Give us your fucking wallet.” Hornando warned.

I thought to run, but they looked to be in much better shape and would have surely caught me, making things a hell of a lot worse. I fished my wallet out of my back pocket and threw it to them. Armando caught it. He searched inside, tossing the contents to the ground. He took out twenty dollars, money I was going to use to get gas before heading home.

“Twenty bucks?” Armando said, holding up the money, scrunching it in his hand.

“That’s it. That’s all I got.” I started to regret taking a walk through a neighbourhood I didn’t know shit about.

“That ain’t all you got,” said Hornando, as he pulled out a switch blade and held it against the small bulge in my sweats.

“Move your ass,” he said.

“Why? What’s going on?”

“Shut the fuck up and walk,” demanded Hornando. I did as they said until they told me to stop. The three of us stood between two run-down trailers that were dark inside and looked as if no one lived in them.

“Man, I’m just trying to get home.” I pleaded with Armando as if he was the one in charge.

“Shut the fuck up and strip.”

“What? Why?”

“Do it or I’ll cut your throat,” said Hornando. I was scared, but curious to know what they had in store. Were they going to fuck me or make me walk back to my car bare-ass naked? I did what I was told. I took off my shirt and dropped it to the ground. I slid my feet out of my flip-flops and peeled my cut-offs down to my ankles and stepped out of them. I could feel wet dirt and cold needles of grass between my toes. I stood there with my arms down to my side. Armando and Hornando started laughing as they pointed at my hard-on. My dick was erect and throbbing under the white street lights. Hornando stood in front of me. He took my dick in his hand.

“Nice,” he said. It was a response I wasn’t expecting. Armando followed and tugged at my balls. Hornando started to suck my nipples. It made me crazy hot.

“Get on your knees,” said Armando. I did what he said. My face came to his crotch, where he sported a tent inside his khakis. He unzipped them and pulled out his dick. It was long and uncut, musky for being held in pants all day. Armando peeled back the foreskin with nubby, dirty fingers. A cock-head the colour of chestnuts was exposed, with a deep pink piss slit.

“Lick it.” He said.

I gave in and started licking the crown of his dick.

“Fuck yeah,” said Hornando, as he held the back of my head.

Armando tapped his cock on the tip of my tongue then shoved it easily in my mouth. I strained my face. Armando pushed his dick as far as it would go at the rear of my throat. He pulled out when I gagged. His dick was wet and syrupy with my spit.

“Open up,” said Hornando. I took Armando’s dick again. Tears started to well up in my eyes because of all the inches he used to fuck my mouth. I placed my hands on his hips in an attempt to control his thrusts. With a mouthful of dick, I watched Hornando unzip and pull out his cock. He stood there waiting for his turn.

“Fuck his mouth,” he said, as he played with his dick. I breathed through my nose. I could taste pre-come.

Hornando stated something in Spanish that caused Armando to cork his dick out of my mouth. I didn’t hesitate to take Hornando’s just as deeply. They let their guard down when they knew I had given in. I looked up into his eyes with my yapper stuffed with Mexican cock.

“Choke on it,” Armando said, as he jacked his spit-slicked cock. Hornando pushed my hand away as I ran it along the trench of his ass.

“If anyone’s going to get fucked, it’s going to be you, amigo.”

He pulled out of my mouth and pushed me back into dirt and cold grass.

“Get on your hands and knees,” said Hornando, as he flipped me over with his foot. The taste of his dick sat on my tongue.

“You go first,” I heard him tell Armando. I felt hands grasp my hips. They pulled me with brute force. Dirt clung to my limbs. I felt Armando’s fingers sprawl the cheeks of my ass. He put his finger inside me while Hernando stood in front with his meat dangling at my face. His boots were scuffed at the toes. I buried my fingers in the dirt, anxious to feel Armando’s cock up my butt. I felt the head going in, and then the rest. He fucked me slow and easy. My mouth was only vacant for two seconds before Hernando stuffed it with his piece. My front and back were being fucked on that breezy Saturday night between broken-down trailers. Other than the sound of dick sliding in and out of my holes, I heard the blare of cars speeding past on the street. I did a decent job of keeping up with their thrusts. Tim was right. I couldn’t wait to tell him how much.

“Now we switch,” said Hernando. They unplugged their dicks from my holes and switched positions. Every now and then their broken English would turn into Spanish. I was sure it was something dirty. I kept hearing the word “punta”. I wasn’t sure, but I think it meant “pussy”. I rocked myself on Hernando’s cock. The crown of Armando’s dick grazed my tonsils. The stench of his rank pubes stung my senses. Without warning (like I was expecting a heads up anyway!), Armando came in my mouth. Come spattered from the corners of my lips.

“Watch my shoes, man,” he said as he pulled away. He aimed that crazy dick of his to the ground. Thick, milky streams of come plopped in the dirt. I could feel some of it seeping down my chin. When Armando was done, he cheered Hernando on. He spooned me. I could smell his hot-house shit breath in my face as he took it out on my ass. They treated me like a whore and I fucking loved it.

“Uhhh . . . uhhh . . . uhhh!” he grunted. Hernando was breeding my ass. He laid on top of me, pressing me against the cold earth, his dick still hard up my hole. Hernando slowly lifted himself off me when he was done.

I rolled over and stared into the sky, which was chock-full of stars. My throat was sore and I was sure my ass would feel the same for days.

“We better not see you here again, amigo,” Armando warned.

“Or we’ll get a few of our homies to run a train on your ass,” said Hernando. I brushed the dirt off and got dressed. I started in the direction of the honking cars. I didn’t look back. I was afraid that if I did, there would be a gang of them behind me all wanting a taste of what Hernando and Armando had. I got home and jumped in the shower. As bubbles from the soap washed down my fucked ass, I wondered when I could revisit that infamous trailer park – just as soon as my ass was up for a good gang-banging.
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