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         She was incredibly horny. The need for cock had turned into insatiable hunger, and now she was sitting in the dull waiting room. Her stomach was in knots — the persistent pain. 

         To occupy her mind with something else, she was paying close attention to all the details around the room. Her eyes came to rest on a middle-aged man, a father sitting opposite her on a different couch and slowly pushing the pram back and forth. Horn-rimmed, black glasses and a neat, perhaps slightly too neatly trimmed, haircut. He was not her type at all, but a fantasy slowly started to materialise in her head anyway. She pictured how he took his wife in the missionary position with soft, yet controlled hip moves. Still with his glasses on. How they both moaned in rhythm. Was that how he shagged someone?  She looked away to find something else to focus on, but she hated the waiting room, and the dull ache in her tummy reared its ugly head again. 

         She crossed her legs the other way, a swift, discreet move and she held the skirt down at the same time too. No knickers. Nothing to write home about, she had just not bothered with them that morning. The weather was too hot, the laundry would not be done until Thursday and besides, why not? 

         Nevertheless, she had forgotten about the doctor's appointment. She thought she would have an excellent time on her own in the office until a reminder had suddenly popped up on her mobile, and she had been forced to run for the bus, which was not all that easy with a short skirt that preferred to be billowing in the wind. However, what's done is done, and the world would fall to pieces over this either.

          
   

         Her name was called out and the nurse guided her around the corner, down the corridor and into the last room on the right. To be honest, she knew the way off by heart.

         When she stepped inside, he got up from his seat and shook her hand. His smile was warm, and they made good eye contact. Firm handshake. Not too hard but with firm pressure, which felt reassuring. She liked him. She liked being in that room with him. The unease she generally felt in hospitals or GP surgeries disappeared when he was around. 

         Lucas. His name is Lucas, she reminded herself. He went over to the desk and took a seat on the office chair. He picked up a little notepad that fitted comfortably into his palm and crossed his legs. 

         "Would you please seat yourself on the couch?"

         She did as he had asked her to do. Yes, this will be exciting too.

         The disposable paper cover rustled beneath her. It was challenging to get comfortable when she could not really do much else, but to keep her legs crossed and the skirt, as it rode up her thighs, made slightly too warm. She tugged at the hem. 

         "So, Sofia, you're back. How are you doing? "

         "Not very good."

         "Is it still the same dull ache?"

         "Yes... not all the time, mind you. But often."

         "But no stabs of sharp pain or sudden attacks or such like?"

         "Err, no."

         "Any nausea?"

         "Well. Errr, no. None."

         "And the toilet visits, have you noticed any changes with that?"

         "Nope, cannot say I have."

         "Everything is normal?"

         "Yes, I think so, but I am exhausted."

         "Are you forgetful? Or struggle with any of your normal tasks at work?"

         She smiled. "No more than average."

         He returned her smile. "No, no." Then he looked away, tipped his chair back and seemed to crawl inside his mind. Looked like he was pondering over something.  
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