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Annual Checkup
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“TAKE A SEAT MR JONES, the nurse will call you shortly.” The receptionist directs the patient towards the waiting room.

The waiting room seats about thirty people but only half of the seats are occupied, one or two people look up from their phones, otherwise nobody takes any notice of the patient. The patient sits down and pulls out his phone before scrolling through it.

After a moment a tone sounds. A patient’s name and a consulting room number appears on a monitor mounted high in the corner. One of the patients gets up and walks back past the reception and down the corridor towards the consulting rooms. Two minutes later the same thing happens, another patient leaves at the same time as a new patient walks though from reception.

After about ten minutes the tone sounds, and the patient looks up to see the monitor read Mr Jones, consulting Room Five. Walking past the reception the patient walks down the corridor and stops door number five. He knocks gently.

“Come in,” responds a female voice from within.

The patient opens the door, enters, and closes it behind him.

To the right is a desk, with two monitors, various pens, a jotter, and some filing trays. At the far end of the desk is a printer. Along the left wall is a row of built in floor level cupboards with a worktop and a sink at one end. The wall displays various medical diagrams and public health information posters. In the centre of the room, with its head against the far wall stands a hospital trolley, smaller and lower than a full sized hospital bed but suitable to be used as an examination bed as well as a stretcher.’

At the desk, in a high backed office chair, sits a nurse. She is about forty but it’s hard to tell her age precisely. Her hair is blonde but possibly dyed. She is attractive, although not glamorously beautiful and of slim build. Rather than modern scrubs she wears a dark blue nurse’s uniform, in heavy cotton, of the type that would have been the convention about twenty years ago, that of a senior nurse. Her legs are visible from below the knees in almost completely opaque tights and she wears sensible shoes. Her waist is clinched by a wide red belt with an ornate metal buckle in the style of British nurses, again somewhat out of date as worn by nurses with a long career behind them. 

“Take a seat Mr Jones.” The nurse indicates a chair at the end of the desk. “I’m the nurse practitioner and I’ll be making your annual checkup.”

The two discuss the patient’s ongoing condition. He explains that he is feeling fine and that these annual checkups seem to be much the same every year. He goes on to say that he manages his regular medication and that things are unchanged since his last appointment. The nurse explains that the clinic likes to see patients with chronic but mild conditions such as his once a year and that he seems fine. They both agree that he is well and that there is nothing that needs to be done.

During the conversation the nurse swivels on her chair alternating between facing the patient to discuss his condition and facing the desk to type on the computer. As she turns to face him the patient meets her gaze but can’t help trying to glimpse her legs as she looks away. Her dark blue uniform just covers her knees. Each time she turns back towards him he is torn between maintaining respectable eye contact and wanting to look down to her legs. He can’t help wondering what she is wearing beneath her uniform.

As they talk they develop a rapport. The two acknowledge, without saying as much, that the whole appointment is just a box ticking exercise, the nurse smiling and shrugging in agreement. Amid the smiling and light-hearted conversation, the patient feels more confident and thinks he almost detects a level of flirting. 

At the end the nurse swivels her chair away from the computer and towards the patient. She sits with her hands in her lap as though the appointment is over. 

At this point, the patient can’t help glancing down at her legs but thinks she might have noticed him staring. He hesitates before speaking, his voice now less confident. “I’m sorry. That’s inappropriate.” 

She pauses almost imperceptibly, “Sorry? What’s inappropriate?”

He is sure she has spotted him looking. He doesn’t know what to say. “Sorry, it was inappropriate of me to look at your legs.”

The nurse smiles very slightly. “That’s okay Mr Jones. There’s no law against looking at my legs.”

The patient doesn’t know how to proceed. He self-consciously looks her in the eye, definitively not looking at her legs now. Forced to meet her gaze for a few seconds, her smile disappears, and she looks professionally serious once more.

After a moment that feels like an age the patient responds. “Err... I’m sorry. It’s inappropriate to make you feel uncomfortable in a professional situation.”

She replies. “I’m not uncomfortable.” Her smile reappears, that caring smile that nurses make when reassuring patients. “Are you uncomfortable?”

Suddenly, the patient feels he’s starting to become aroused, he realises he is starting to get an erection. “I’m not uncomfortable. I just wouldn’t want anyone to...” He hesitates. “I wouldn’t want you to...” He stutters. “I wouldn’t want to get in trouble for inappropriate behaviour.” He then adds. “And I wouldn’t want you to get in trouble either.”

The nurse responds, again smiling her professional smile. “Well, if neither of us want that then I’m sure that wouldn’t happen.”

She sits with her hands still in her lap. “Would you like to look at my legs again?”

The patient swallows and nods silently.

“Then I suggest you look.”

Slowly, very deliberately, the patient moves his gaze down pausing on her hands clasped in her lap. He can’t help thinking that, just beyond where her hands are clasped, beneath her uniform, is her pussy, her thighs closed together. He thinks about the layers, her uniform, then her tights, then her panties (probably large comfortable, practical knickers) and there, right where she’s inviting him to stare, her pussy. He continues to shift his gaze down to her legs. He can’t see any more of her knees than he could before but now he is able to stare and wonder what her legs look like above her knees. He swallows again.

As he stares the nurse draws back her skirt until it shows her knees fully. The hem, with a pleat either side of her legs, lays flat across the lower part of her thighs, her knees completely exposed, a tiny, shadowy crevice visible between her thighs, clasped modestly together. The patient thinks, oh my god, she’s going to flash me. 

Then she stops. “Well Mr Jones. I think I should book you in for another appointment. I think you deserve a full examination.” She is speaking very directly and professionally. “I can fit you in the day after tomorrow at the end of the surgery. Would you be able to do 7pm on Wednesday?”

The patient is completely thrown by this turn of events. Is she asking him to come back for an intimate examination? “Err... yes, I think so. Wednesday?” He knows he can make it. Hell, he’d cancel everything just to make it.

She turns to the computer to type before speaking again. “That’s good then. You’re all booked in for last thing on Wednesday evening. You’ll be the final patient.” The nurse looks directly at him. “Understand?”

The patient thinks he understands but doesn’t believe it. He has a raging erection by now.

“Good. I’ll see you Wednesday then.” The nurse smooths down her uniform again, covering her knees completely. She gets up before the patient can stand, briefly standing over him.

For a moment, the patient feels her control over the situation. He stands up. She holds out her hand and he shakes.

Her final words are. “Prepare for a full examination.”

He leaves the room bewildered and exits the building trying to hide his erection.
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Evening Appointment
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THE PATIENT RETURNS on Wednesday having showered and scrubbed in every way possible.

The surgery is quiet, no other patients are present. As he sits alone in the waiting room an attractive doctor comes out of one of the examination rooms with her coat on, carrying a briefcase. “Good night Joyce,” she says to the receptionist.

Shortly the patient overhears the receptionist on the phone, “Just one more patient for you nurse.” She pauses. “Oh... okay, I’ll let him know.” She puts the phone down. After a minute, the receptionist stands up and puts on her coat. She turns off the light behind the desk, then as she comes out into the reception, she calls out to the patient. “The nurse will call you in a moment. Good night.”

The patient nods, sitting silent and alone in the waiting room. 

The receptionist leaves and the building is silent.

There is a delay of a few minutes. Car headlights catch in the windows, turning in the car park outside, and the place is left in darkness save for the lights in the waiting room and the corridor leading to the consulting rooms.

The patient sits uncomfortably wondering what’s about to happen. Does he believe this is real? Perhaps he’s going to wake up in a moment. Then the screen lights up with his name. Mr Jones. Consulting Room Five. It’s the same room as he was in on Monday.

Walking over to the door he knocks hesitantly
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