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         The female professor stood over her young male patient. His hospital trousers had been removed. He was naked from the waist down. Around him, stood a flock of curious medical students – mostly young women. The professor, the forty-eight-year-old Mrs Skattum, took hold of the young man's preputium (foreskin) with her thumb and forefinger.  She pulled; lifting up the shaft – the scapus – so they all could see the little wart by the base of his penis.


“Step closer and observe,” instructed Mrs Skattum.

         It was an instruction the students eagerly complied with, particularly the young women, who put their heads together over the young man’s penis.

         “You see,” said the professor. “By the root – Condyloma acuninatum. A genital wart.”


Of course, yes, yes. The girls regarded the phenomenon silently, deep in concentration. But they weren’t interested in the poor little wart. Instead, they were staring at the young man's dick, which had suddenly grown and was getting more prominent between the professor's fingers. It grew and grew and grew until the professor, laughing slightly, quickly withdrew her hand as if she had burned herself. She cleared her throat, collected herself, and took a professional hold of his bell-end (glans) with her thin gloved hands and bent his dick to the side, so the wart was clear to see.

         “Well,” she said. “I can see that it’s not very big now. The wart, I mean. In fact, it’s not ideal for demonstration purposes. But as we’ve got a first-class specimen of a penis here, I suggest that, with the patient’s consent, we take a closer look at the wart. Is that ok with the patient?”


I nodded. I nodded because I was the patient. What else could I do? Get up and make a run for it? Without any trousers on!

         I remained lying down. As red as a tomato and sweating profusely, I was laying on a leather-clad examination table with my dick poking up at bright light and a whole bunch of curious eyes.


Everyone got to touch it. Everyone got to feel and squeeze my spongy dick, my scrotum and balls. Even the anus got what it deserved. I had to lift my knees and spread them like a baby still in nappies while everyone – without exception! – with a greased long finger searched and dug around somewhere deep inside me looking for my prostate.


“I’ve got it!” a tall, dark student exclaimed.

         She was hovering over my abdomen with her finger buried up my ass, twisting it around; simultaneously, she – consciously or unconsciously – had a firm grip around my dick.


“Good, Rebecka!” said the professor. “Next one’s turn!”

         

Finally, it was over.

"Now, let's thank the patient," said the professor, nodding at me.

         Some of them clapped. I don’t think that’s very usual, but they did in my case. I was rolled out on my portable examination table to a round of applause. My dick was still erect. Luckily, someone or other found pulled up my trousers before I reached the corridor. I think it was the tall, dark Rebecka.


And, so this was my first encounter with the Norwegian healthcare system. If the truth is told, it was a rather traumatic experience for a young and sensitive soul like me. Completely exhausted and shaken, I was rolled back to my room where I lay down and put on observation to see if there was any kind of egg white substance in my urine. They transferred me to a regular hospital bed, patted me on the cheek and said “good boy” before leaving me to myself and my miserable thoughts.


It didn’t last long. I had just about calmed down when there was a cautious knock on the door. Before I could even open my mouth, it opened and the "tall and dark one" put her head around the door. At it again, I thought and braced myself. Luckily, she was alone and thankfully she wasn’t wearing rubber gloves. She just wanted to see how I was doing, she said.

         “You recognise me, don’t you?”


‘Of course, I bloody do!’ I should have said. I’m old enough to recognise someone who’s has been digging in my ass! No matter what gender they are. But I kept my thoughts to myself. It was precisely because I was so young and unsure that I wasn't in the right condition to say anything. 

         So, I nodded eagerly.


“I thought I’d pop by and see how you were doing.” She smiled and came over to my bed amid a wafting cloud of sweet perfume. “You seemed absolutely terrified down there in the auditorium, poor thing.”

         She sat down on the edge of my bed without asking and smiled reassuringly.

          “Practically in shock,” she added. “And shock is certainly a very serious condition.”


She patted me, and then she told me that her name was Rebecka. She was a bit older than the other students. And that's why, she said, that she felt a special responsibility for a patient who'd really been put through the mill.

         “Do you think it was really embarrassing?” she asked compassionately, patting me on the cheek.


“Er... yes, to be honest,” I mumbled, blushing. I dared to glance up at her. “That kind of thing just takes you so totally by surprise,” I explained.


“Yes, of course,” she said nodding as if she understood.
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