DOCTOR'S HOUSE CALL

by Allen Baker

Of course I'm a licensed doctor. I'm an associate of Central Urologists, Inc. It's just that after hours I have an additional business: making house calls.

Most of my new business is acquired by referrals. But the majority of my client base is repeat business. I've restricted my practice to married men for three reasons: they're discreet, desperate, and appreciative. And while I've found routine treatments help ease the symptoms, there's no real cure for horniness, only temporary relief.

Most of the time the calls follow a fairly typical routine. I get a message saying that so-in-so is experiencing some "discomfort" and asks if I could possibly stop over to check it out. I'll be met at the door by a guy in a bathrobe or wrapped in a towel.

While I'm washing up, the patient will stretch out on a bed or sofa. I'll lay out all my instruments and begin by slipping into a pair of latex gloves. I first test for hernia problems or lumps, to rule out testicular cancer. A close inspection of the penis is important to be sure there are no congenital concerns that need corrective surgery. Occasionally I find it helpful to use an appropriate amount of friction to check on the patient's ability to acquire an erection. But most of the time, that additional stimulus is unnecessary.

Then I lube up my fingers and have the patient move to hands and knees to inspect the prostate. The digital exam combined with masturbation is most often the temporary cure for their problem. Then I usually collect a vial of their white liquid to analyze back in my lab.

Some need to have the humiliation of a doctor-administered and supervised enema. In which case, we move to a bathroom. The full, bloated feeling under the control of the doctor is what they need. And the humiliating noises of the expulsion process into the commode is embarrassing, but often stimulating as well.

What never ceases to amaze me is that a majority of these married patients actually require an rectal exam with my personal tool. They get really excited to see it protruding from the front of my white medical coat. They throw their knees up over their shoulders and beg for a prolonged treatment. Then they moan and groan as I continue to pound my tool against their hot button. That usually does the trick. The procedure results in triggering their orgasm.

But my favorites are the ones with special concerns that require more unusual procedures. Dave, for example, is a case worth relating. He was referred to our office by his primary care physician. Having just turned fifty, his yearly blood work showed an abnormality in his PSA level. So he arrived at the office for a prostate exam.

In the digital procedure, I found the prostate slightly enlarged. I also found he smiled and moaned all through it. I had him stand and confirmed that I had indeed triggered a full-fledged erection of slightly greater than normal dimensions. But what really caught my eye was the Prince Albert piercing. A heavy gauge ring disappeared into his urethral opening and reemerged below the corona. I gave it a little flick.

"A birthday present to myself. I thought it might kick-start a flagging sex life."

"And has it?" I fingered it, pretending a professional interest.

"I think it might." He smiled down at me as he spoke.

"That must have hurt."

"Yeah, that was part of the fun." Dave gave an involuntary shiver of delight.

I continued inspecting his crotch. "Turn your head and cough." I found faint scars here and there all over his prick and ball sack. Play piercings. A particularly large scar was dead center in his scrotum. "That must have hurt. What accident caused that?"

He gave a somewhat sheepish grin. "Yeah, it did hurt. But it was no accident."

"No?"

"A nail gun."

It was my turn for the involuntary shiver. "We'll need to schedule a biopsy of the prostate. I don't think there's anything to be overly concerned about, but we should check it out just to be sure. Here's a brochure explaining the procedure. We go in through the rectum with a needle to collect the samples. You should have an enema beforehand. You'll need to hold very still, even though the procedure has some pain to it. But if you survived this," I playfully shook his PA ring, "you should do just fine."

"I'm sure. But what if I involuntarily move or jump?  Perhaps you should strap me down to the table."

I could easily see where this was going. "If you prefer, I'm sure we can arrange that.  Do you have any other questions?"

"Well, I'm a bit surprised. I kind of expected that you'd go up through my dick."

When he said it, he penis gave a small jerk and pre-cum oozed out onto my hand. "No, but come to think of it, if you are concerned about involuntary movement, we do sometimes insert a catheter into the patient. You know, just so you don't accidentally urinate during the biopsy."

"I think that would be an excellent precaution."

I knew I had read that right. "Here's my card with my home number. If you need any assistance with that enema the night before, just five me a shout. Now, I know you gave a urine specimen to the nurse. But before you leave, I need a vial of your semen. Just lie back on the table and put your feet into these stirrups." Two of my rubberized fingers went back up his ass as I pumped his piece with the other hand.

* * * * *

I had been expecting his call. "Hi, Doc, this is Dave. Just wondered if you were free to help me out with that enema business."

"Sure, be happy to."

"Great, should I come by the office?"

"Actually, I'm one of those rare doctors who still make house calls. I've got your address right here. About eight o'clock ok?"

"That's terrific. Anything I should do to get ready before you get here?"

"Not really. We'll just need access to a sink and a toilet. And a place for you to lie down."

"I've excellent facilities."

"Great, see you soon."

* * * * *

When he opened the door, he had on a terry robe and slippers. "Come on in, Doc."

"Evening, Dave. I see you're ready. Which way do we head?" I had my medical bag in hand.

"Downstairs, Doc. I've just the place."

The basement was all one big open area. It had enough equipment to open a leather shop. Dave walked right past all that to a curtained-off area in one corner. When he pulled back the drape, I was stunned.

A counter with a sink, a commode, and a medical exam table nearly the equal of the ones in our offices. "I'll say you're equipped.  "I pulled the drape and we were in a medical room, not a basement. "Just shed the robe and hop onto the table. I'll scrub up, and we'll get started."

I used elastic bandages to bind his legs securely to the stirrups and to pull his hands over the top of the table above his head. Using my stethoscope, I listened to lungs and heart. I took his pulse.

"Should check out the temperature, too.(  I pulled an unusual thermometer from my bag and wiped it down with alcohol. Dave eyed it curiously.

"I've never seen one like that, Doc. Is that for rectal use?"

"No, not rectaL" I lubricated it generously. "And these are rare because most people don't like the idea of using them.' I grasped his hard dick and positioned it at the opening in the tip.

He was both surprised and excited. "Oh, shit." I let go, and it slid into him. As the lips closed over the end, totally hiding it from view, he again muttered, "Oh, shit." But I noticed he stayed hard.

After a couple of minutes, I slowly urged it back out by using my finger at the cock base where the lower end of the thermometer was lodged. Soon the upper end reappeared, and I pulled it free.

Dave sighed in contentment. "Ah, that felt nice."

I washed off the thermometer and decided to explore the drawers of his table. When I found the sounds, I knew my next step. "I think we need to explore for urethral lesions before we insert the catheter."

He grinned his agreement, and his cock gave a lurch. I grabbed it and inserted the 5/6 size. It slid in far too easily, so I replaced it with a 9/10. While snugger, it was by no means tight. I kept working and stretching until we'd exhausted his entire set. At this point, I think I could have hidden my index finger into his cock, but I was ready to move on.

"Do you have your own catheter?"

"Bottom drawer. And it's been sterilized."

I ripped open the plastic seal and pulled it out. Once lubricated, it easily slid into place and was held there once I injected the saline solution into the balloon. It had the usual shut off valve, but also had an unusually long lead. That gave me a devilish idea. I slipped around the edge of the drape.

"What d' ya need, Doc?"

I didn't bother to answer because I'd already spotted what I'd hoped for. On a peg boarded side wall hung a number of leather items. One was a buckle-on ball gag with a center hole. I grabbed it and moved back to the exam area.

Dave eyed the object, but didn't question my actions. Putting the ball gag on him didn't seem to cause him any concern. But when I pushed the end of the tube into the center hole his eyes widened. "I think we need to recycle some fluids if we're going to do enemas. Don't want you to dehydrate."

His eyes pleaded no, but his rigid cock screamed yes. I turned the valve, and we watched as the yellow gold surged through the clear tube to flood his mouth. "You can use your tongue to control the flow amount."

I busied myself with filling an oversized enema bag and hung it beside the table. There was a plastic trash tub beside the counter. I pulled out one of the table supports and positioned the tub below his ass. Then I inserted the nozzle and slowly allowed a minimal amount of sudsy water to trickle into his opening. The water was intentionally hot and soapy. I wanted to ease it in so he could adjust.

As it first hit, he gave a small jolt, maybe not expecting the degree of heat. But then he gave a low moan and relaxed into the experience. Gradually, I increased the flow. His moaning increased and his prick began to tap against his abdomen with a regular beat. I watched for the telltale signs, encouraged him to hold it, pull it in deeper, expand, hold, hold, hold. Soon his head was thrashing form side to side, his arm and leg muscles were tensing, his chest was heaving form the effort.

"Ok, let 'er fly." I yanked the nozzle out and stood back. The sludge water flew out of his lower aperture and into the tub. It was littered with pieces of anal debris. Suddenly, the area reeked with the arousing smell of his shit. When the flow had trickled to a complete stop, I empted the tub into the toilet. Then we began the process again.

After he emptied out the second time, I went back to my medical bag and returned with my customized butt plug. Once in place, it expanded, virtually locking itself into place. Two tubes ran through it. One to let the water flow in. The other out. "This way, I get to control the amount and length of retention." He groaned in appreciative anticipation, as I plugged his anus.

I then closed off the exit tube and began to slowly flood his nether regions with clear water. I took nearly twenty patient minutes to bloat his belly. I kept massaging his abdomen to reduce the cramping. Around the catheter, milky ooze streamed out into his belly button. Slowly he moved his head from side to side. His eyes were lightly closed and he floated in some fantasy realm all his own.

By the time the enema bag had emptied three times into his intestines, I knew he had reached his limit. I also saw he had depleted his liquid nourishment from his feeding tube, so I removed it.

"You're out of piss, boy." I whispered into his ear. "But I still have a professional concern about you drying out." I began to insert the other tube into his gag: the one running out of the butt plug. This got the violent reaction I expected. He eyes widened with fear and revulsion. He began to shout behind the gag and thrash as much as his bindings and bloated condition allowed.

"You might as well relax and accept it. After all, the Doctor knows what's the best medicine."

He whimpered, and tears trickled down his cheeks as he realized the futility of resistance. Once he'd calmed, I opened the valve. A muddy, thickish liquid slid up through the tube over his abdomen. His round eyes followed it's progressive journey through the coils relentlessly on its way to his mouth. He whimpered again and gave a wracking sob as the leading edge of brown disappeared into his gag. His dick lurched and bucked and spewed white man juice all over us.

* * * * *

The biopsy procedure was going well. I had used surgical tape to bind Dave's ankles and his wrists behind his back. I had another piece across his mouth. A catheter tube ran to the bag attached to his leg.

I had the probe inserted up his ass and was watching on the screen as I positioned the end of the needle. "Ok, Dave, we're all set to get our samples. This will hurt, so I think you'll like it. Try to relax."

I hit the trigger and the needle struck. Dave jerked and gave out a surprised grunt. They always do. "I know, that wasn't pleasant, was it? Now, I just reposition, we'll do it again. We need twelve samples in all."

I saw his eyes widen at that statement. I had purposely not told him that before. I didn't want him to have time to mentally prepare for it. I wanted him to feel the first pain and then be told. I also saw his cock start to reharden.

"You'll be able to shoot around that piss tube. But I forbid it until the last needle.  You hear me, boy?"

He nodded. I didn't warn him this time, I just hit the trigger. By the time we were ready for number twelve, he was moaning from the accumulated pain and the pent up desire to climax.

I positioned the probe but then added a variation. "This is the last one, so you may come when it hits." I then slipped the trigger into his hands. "But you have to do this one yourself. So whenever you're ready."

He moaned and his hand trembled. He took two or three deep breaths and closed his eyes. I saw his finger push the plunger. On screen the needle zapped him yet again. And he convulsed as his throbbing cock shot his jism around the tube protruding from his cock lips.

I removed the probe, but left the catheter in place. Tapping the urine bag, "You'll probably need to empty this a few times today. Don't be surprised if you see traces of blood in there or in the commode when you shit. That's normal. I'll make a house call tonight to do a surgery follow up. If everything looks good, we'll take this out." I gave a playful tug on his tube.

After he left, I ripped open my lab coat and whipped my own meat. I love my job. And I love making house calls.

