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Ghislane put her clipboard down and looked at the young woman, watching her reaction closely while she spoke. “I’ve got to be honest with you Hannah, I’m not really sure why you’re here, or what you think we can do for you..!”

Hannah dropped her eyes as she so often did and the soft Edinburgh burr of her accent stirred something deep inside the thirty-five-year-old nurse. “I told you, nurse. I jus’ cannae get a man. I’m not cool enough.”

Ghislane took a deep breath to think before speaking. “Are you a virgin, sweetheart?”

“Aye!” The twenty-year-old didn’t pause before answering.

“So,” the English nurse continued. “Is losing your virginity the most important thing for you. Or is it fitting into your crowd at St Andrews Uni?”

This time Hannah took a while before answering. “Sort of both, I suppose...!”

“But?”

“But! I really want to experience sex, you know?”

Ghislane took a long look at the lovely young woman, who had done her best to disguise her innocent, pretty face behind thick Goth make-up, and likewise her body with baggy black clothing. “Okay, I’ll see what we can do. You’ll need to sign this disclaimer.” She handed the clipboard across, with a thick wad of printed paper on it. “Just put your signature, everywhere there’s a cross.”

It took Hannah five minutes just to sign everywhere required she had to and had no chance of reading it all in that time. As she did that, Ghislane pretended to busy herself with paperwork, but was really closely observing her new patient. Her imagination was running wild as she tried to imagine what the young woman would look like with clothes or make-up. Her excitement was running wild behind her professional demeanour, visualising the possibilities.

Finally, Hannah handed the signed forms back and Ghislane stood, holding them to her chest. “You’ll find a robe behind the screen,” she pointed. “Remove all of your clothing, including your underwear. “I’ll be back when Dr Webster is ready to see you.

As the door closed, Hannah stood and just looked at it for a minute or two, a little shellshocked. She’d made an appointment at the cosmetic surgery after saving a few grand, expecting a quick consultation and then the surgery she needed to keep up with the main characters that the boys followed around with their tongues practically hanging out. She didn’t expect to be given the Spanish Inquisition. She was also very unsure about taking all of her clothes off, even with a robe. Why would the doctor need her naked to give her advice on procedures? It seemed odd to her but then, they were medical professionals and no doubt did this all the time. She signed and shrugged out of her jeans, hoody and tee-shirt, stripping right down and putting on the robe and slippers left for her.

Hannah was left on her own for what seemed like an age. She sat back down and started playing with her phone, trying to get some sort of signal to message her mum or sister but there was nothing. The network seemed to be completely blocked where she was in the building, and all of the wi-fi channels needed a password. She tried for a good ten minutes before giving up and just sitting back. She looked at the door again and thought about going to look for the nurse, but the idea of wandering around this huge building didn’t seem like a great one, so she stayed where she was.

It was probably another twenty minutes before the door suddenly opened again and Ghislane stood there with a reassuring smile. “The doctor is ready to see you now Hannah.” She held out a supportive hand. “Are you ready?”

She didn’t feel ready. Hannah stood on shaky legs and grasped the nurse’s hand for support. She didn’t trust herself to speak and her mouth was dry. Suddenly, she was as nervous as hell and didn’t really know why. She just fell in beside Nurse Ghislane and walked the short distance to the doctor’s office.

Ghislane knocked and waited for a booming voice to call ‘come in!” Then she pushed the door open and stepped back for Hannah to enter.

The young adult wasn’t sure what to expect but Dr Webster’s office was huge. He was sat behind a big walnut desk at the far end and beckoned her over. “Come on in, young lady,” he smiled. “I don’t usually bite my patients!” He had a warm manner that immediately put Hannah at ease. She walked over and sat where he indicated, in the big easy chair in front of the desk, sub-consciously crossing her legs as she tried to avoid revealing her most private area to the doctor early.
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