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         Routine check-up. The whole body. Top to bottom. I needed a medical certificate for my new job. And to be honest, it was also reassuring to be getting a once over to make sure that everything was okay. But I wasn’t looking forward to it. I’ve never liked going to the doctor, and I wanted to get it over with as soon as possible. Not because I’m paranoid; it’s probably more because I’m not sick that often, and have never got used to people in white coats sticking needles in me – or worse. I also felt a bit embarrassed: I was 30 years old and slightly anxious about going to the doctor. Weird.


So my armpits were oozing sweat, and sweat was also running down my back and into the crack of my arse. Needless to say, my crotch was also steaming. I wasn’t looking forward to what was about to happen and felt tired and drained, so I sank down into the chair, flicked through a magazine and then closed my eyes, letting my thoughts drift away, and at some point, I must have nodded off.


A nurse showed me into a small room with a couch and a desk. White and sterile. The fluorescent tubes in the ceiling were flickering, and the air conditioning unit was humming.


I had to wait for ages before the doctor came. He looked rather avuncular behind his reading glasses, his hair was a little dishevelled, and he reminded me of an absent-minded nutty professor. But his eyes were clear, blue and focused. I told myself that he must know what he was doing. He sat down behind the desk and motioned that I should sit down opposite him. Then he flicked through the form that I had filled out before the appointment, glancing at me occasionally over the papers.

         “Hmm,” he mumbled, reading on.


Suddenly, he dropped the papers down onto the desk. I gave a little start at the unexpected noise. He had nice hands, I noticed. Manly, yet smooth at the same time. Experienced. He looked at me in surprise, then smiled and said, “Don’t be anxious. This is a purely routine examination. People do this every day.”


“Not me,” I replied.

         

“Going to the doctor isn’t dangerous, at least not if you’re healthy.”

         

“But you never know.”


He widened his eyes slightly, pushed his glasses up on his nose, stood up and motioned again, this time meaning ‘stand up and come here’.


“Undress from the waist up, please,” he said.

         Then, I had to sit on the couch while he listened to my lungs and heart. He pressed my back and stomach and tapped in a few places. I opened wide and showed him my tongue, then he checked my ears and eyes and twisted my neck in every direction. Then he said, “Hmm,” and made some notes on a pad.

         Then he said, “Lie down and undo your trousers. I need to feel your groin.”


“My groin?”

         

“Your lymph nodes are in your groin,” he explained.


Suddenly I found myself on my back with my trousers unbuttoned and pulled halfway down my thighs. You could see the edge of my underwear, with a tuft of pubic hair peeping out – and the doctor was approaching.

         “Just lean back,” he said.


He laid his hands on my stomach. He rested his palms there for a moment, maybe to warm them up. Then he applied a little pressure, pressing down in certain places, asking whether it hurt. It didn’t. Quite the opposite.


I was almost starting to breathe normally and regularly again when his fingertips brushed my pubic hair and underwear, then slid down towards my groin. And he rested them there. Against the inside of my thigh. Against my cock. Then he started squeezing parts of my crotch.


“Does that hurt?”

         

"No."

         

“Good.” 


His hand was moving around in a circle. I took a deep breath and tried to imagine myself lying on a beautiful tropical beach, far away from there and with no hands on my body. My cheeks were getting hotter and hotter, but to my horror, I also felt a shiver of desire down my spine, a gentle stirring in my ball sack. He was pressing harder with his hand now and rotating it. I squirmed slightly.


“Does that hurt?”

         

"No."

         

“Lie still, so that I can examine the other side.” 


I settled back down with a sigh. This time it actually felt quite nice. His hands were warm, his fingers pressed close together, and his broad palm was moving in on my balls like a well-aimed torpedo. Making a few circling movements. Sliding towards the shaft of my penis, brushing the pubic hair on my thighs that was poking out from underneath my underwear, and pressing at regular intervals against my balls, which were now throbbing more intensely. 


He drew an audible breath, and took hold of them. I felt a tug in the string connecting the testicles to the anus, and then an involuntary surge of blood, thanks to his massage and the warmth of his hands. I pushed away the thought that it felt strange to be massaged there. After all, it didn’t hurt. And it was nice. The best part was that it would soon be over and I’d be able to button up my trousers again and go home as a healthy person in my prime years. Just as abruptly as his hand had slid into my crotch, it pulled out. 


He stepped back a few paces, mumbled and went back to his desk. Presumably wrote something about the sweaty crotch. My hairy thighs. I sat up and dangled my legs over the edge of the couch like a little boy. My cheeks were burning. My groin was burning. His touch had turned me on, and I tutted at myself, asking myself whether he would have noticed, whether he suspected anything, whether he sensed that I might hate going to the doctor but still liked my crotch being squeezed by firm hands. I shook my head at myself. Carried on sitting there, dangling my legs. Not getting turned on at the doctor’s. Not now, I thought.


“You can get up now and take off your trousers,” he said suddenly.
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