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Bonus Chapter – Ali Lyda – Messy Ink 

Dane 

 

Thank goodness for sleepovers. That’s all I had to say about that. As much as I adored sharing 

a home with Channing, a man needs a little privacy with, well, his man.  

 

Speaking of which...I checked my watch, eager for Chris to get home. He’d driven Channing to 

the friend’s house. Well, okay, he’d let Channing drive over for practice for his driving test, which 

meant my beloved doctor would be returning to me as a wound-up ball of anxiety.  

 

Good thing I was prepared to help him relax.  

 

There was the sound of the key in the front door and it took a bit of effort not to start giggling 

from my own nerves. Sometimes I was too clever for my own good. This was just such a time.  

 

“Dane? Where are you, babe?”  

 

“Upstairs,” I called out, trying to sound in pain. “I think I hurt my back.”  

 

I listened to him run up the stairs, biting my lip to keep the game going. Chris burst into our 

bedroom while yelling “What happened?”  

 

We met gazes and he stopped in his tracks. Let me tell you--there is nothing better than when I 

really shock Chris. It’s getting harder and harder, as he’s used to my antics. But I did it. He was 

standing and staring, completely slack-jawed.  

 

“What is happening?” He croaked.  

 

I tried to imagine what he was seeing through his point of view. Me, on a table I’d moved into 

our bedroom and covered with that awful crinkly paper they used in doctor’s offices. Sitting on 

the table in a hospital gown and nothing else.  

 

“I’m having some pains, doctor, and I was hoping you could give me a thorough physical,” I said 

before battling my eyelashes.  

 

“Oh. My. God.” Chris continued to stare. “What...what is wrong with you?”  

 

I shifted to all fours on the table. It wasn’t exactly sturdy, so this involved a precarious balance, 

but soon I was in position, the back of the hospital gown splitting to reveal my very own Grand 

Canyon of an ass crack and allllll the dangling bits and pieces. “What’s wrong, Doc, is I need a 

dang checkup.”  

 

Then I shook my ass at him...until the table threatened to buckle.  

 



Chris huffed heavily. “How long has it been since your last exam?” 

 

Ding, ding, ding, we have a contestant. He was going to play along. One of my dangling bits 

began to grow heavy in anticipation. “It’s been too long, Doc.”  

 

“Well, then I’ll need to be thorough. But you should return to a seated position. Let’s get the 

preliminaries out of the way before you need a prostate exam.”  

 

Oh, fuck yes. I sat back down, cheeks flushed, and watched as Chris examined the table of 

tools I’d provided for him. Gloves, lube, an old stethoscope of his, the reflex hammer he kept in 

his desk, and a lollipop.  

 

“What’s the lollipop for?” He asked, trying not to laugh.  

 

“If I’m a good boy for my examination,” I replied.  

 

“I’m okay with playing doctor, but I don’t know if that kind of age play is my thing,” he said.  

 

“You don’t understand. I’m a grown-ass man who wants a lollipop.” 

 

He burst into laughter and the sound was the best thing I’d heard all day. Making Chris laugh 

brought me more joy than just about anything else. 

 

Then he picked up the gloves and snapped them on, his blue eyes going dark with hunger. He 

put on the stethoscope. “Let’s have a listen to your heart, shall we?”  

 

My mouth suddenly felt dry. He wasn’t just playing along...Hot Doc was for real. His tone, the 

squared and authoritative set of his shoulders? Maybe, just maybe, I’d bitten off more than I  

could chew.  

 

He slipped his hand under the loose front of my gown, pressing the cold of the tip to my chest. 

My nipples hardened at its icy touch and my heart was racing. “Sounds a little fast,” he 

murmured. “Are you nervous?”  

 

“A little,” I said softly, trying to swallow.  

 

“Hmm.” He moved the bell of the stethoscope to my nipple, using the cold metal to flick it. “You 

have good reactions, though. Healthy.” He let a thumb stroke next, playing with my nipple until 

my cock had created a massive tent in the front of my gown. I groaned.  

 

“Let’s check those reflexes next,” he said, grabbing his tiny hammer. My knee jerked when he 

hit it just so. “Very nice,” he purred, and oh God, this role-playing was far sexier than I’d 

anticipated.  

 



“Slide off the table,” Chris said. I complied without thinking. “Good,” he murmured. “I need you to 

bend over the table.”  

 

My balls felt tight and my cock was so hard it hurt, but I did as he asked, baring myself to him. I 

listened to him snap the edge of his gloves again, this time just to make me jump. It worked; my 

hips jerked at the sound. I heard him snap the cap of the lube.  

 

“This might feel a little cold,” he warned, bracing one hand on my lower back before I felt the 

chilly, wet tip of his lubed finger press at my hole. I gasped and bent over a bit more, trying to 

offer myself to him. Chris chuckled. 

 

His finger began to circle my hole, teasing me, the strength of his other hand holding me down. 

Soon I felt him probe at me, pushing in with slow, teasing pressure.  

 

“Fuck,” I moaned, grabbing at the sides of the table to hold myself steady.  

 

“You’re going to feel some pressure,” he said, the husky quality of his voice belying his clinical 

words.  

 

He pushed his finger into me, then. My scalp felt tight, prickles of pleasure plucking at me as he 

filled my body with his finger. And, like the expert he was, he found my prostate in no time. As 

he curled a finger against it I cried out, slapping at the table. My cock was straining and I felt the 

steady splash of precome as it leaked onto my toes.  

 

“I’m not quite getting it,” he said. Liar. “I think I may need another finger.”  

 

“Do what you gotta do,” I gasped out, but my eyes were damned near rolling from the intense 

pleasure already.  

 

My hole stretched for him, and soon I was filled with two fingers. He pumped them slowly in and 

out, always managing to curve and twist to stroke that delicate gland.  

 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I groaned. My cock twitched. I wasn’t even touching myself and I thought I 

might come from this alone.  

 

“Tell me,” Chris said, trying his damndest to sound cool and collected, “tell me if this is enough. 

If it’s not, I can go deeper. But I’ll need a different tool to do it.”  

 

I almost always topped Chris. I loved the feel of his taut body underneath mine. I loved being 

able to watch his face as my cock drove into him, bringing him to ecstasy. But my mind was in 

the scene now. It felt like I was in a doctor’s office, like a porno come to life, and I was fucking 

eating it up.  

 



He was asking if he could top me and the answer was a definitive fuck yes. “Doc, do it. Get as 

deep as you need to. I can take it.”  

 

“Holy Christ,” Chris moaned before fingering me some more, rougher this time. He pushed hard 

into me, stroking, twisting, scissoring his fingers until I was a hot, moaning mess. When he 

pulled his fingers free I ached from the emptiness of it.  

 

I listened to his gloves come off and the zipper of his pants open. Then there was a sudden, 

cold stream of extra lube on my hole before he spread my cheeks and I felt the blunt pressure of 

his cock.  

 

“Do it,” I hissed.  

 

He pushed in, and good god, why wasn’t I asking him to do this all the time? There was being 

topped, which I’d never leaned toward, and then there was being topped by the man I loved. It 

was exquisite. Chris grabbed my hips and pushed further in, sinking into me inch by inch.  

 

“God, yes, babe,” I moaned. “Fuck me, please.”  

 

“Such a good, pliant patient,” he crooned, and I almost lost it at that. He was every inch the in-

charge doctor. Then he thrust in the remaining inches, burying himself in me. I cried out at the 

fullness of it, my insides going liquid.  

 

Chris fucked me then. The table groaned and threatened to break and still, he didn’t relent. I 

called out encouraging words until I became incomprehensible with pleasure. After that, I’m 

pretty sure it was just straight begging.  

 

“You feel so fucking good,” he said, pistoning into me. “So tight, Dane.”  

 

“Unngh,” I replied. What can I say? Being witty while being plowed wasn’t a talent I had.  

 

Chris reached around and grabbed my cock, stroking me hard and fast while he fucked me. It 

only took a few stroked for my whole body to clench with the oncoming barrage of my climax. 

“Do it,” he barked. “Come for me, Dane.”  

 

Who the hell was this Chris? It didn’t matter; my body responded. I came with a howl. He 

grunted and thrust into me while I came, my ropes of come hitting my feet, the floor. The stroke 

of his cock was just right, prolonging my climax until I was a molten pile of heat and sensitivity. 

Then he shoved in, hard, his balls slapping at mine, and I felt the hot twitch of his cock inside of 

me.  

 

Jesus. Christ. 

 



We were both breathing hard as he slipped out of me. Chris went to grab a towel and cleaned 

us both up. He was gentle as he did it, being sure not to hurt my sore, stretched hole.  

 

We slunk over to the bed and slid into each other’s arms. “Well?” I managed to ask. “How am I, 

Doc?”  

 

“Healthy,” Chris said with a chuckle. “But I recommend regular check-ups, just in case.”  

 

 

 

 


