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The Professional Patient




“Kailey?” the nurse asks at the door separating the waiting room from the patient hallway. “He’ll see you now.” 

I smile at the older woman. She looks like my mother, a little plump and rosy-cheeked, and it comforts the nerves that still haunt me when I’m in a doctor’s office. 

Limping a little to keep up the ruse, I follow her to an exam room with paper on the exam table and a small desk in the corner. I take a seat in the desk’s guest chair and wait for the nurse to log into the patient system. 

“Let’s see, you’re here for a checkup on the bunion?” 

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You’re awfully young for bunions. That must be rough,” she says with a chuckle, and I feel my cheeks redden. 

“I started wearing high heels when I was twelve. The cheap kind, too. I jacked my feet up early.”

“I guess so,” she clucks, entering my visit details into the computer chart. “He’ll be in to check you in a few minutes. He’s just finishing up with another patient.”

I smile again as she leaves the room, but I also heave a sigh of relief. It’s worse when they actually ask to see the bunion that doesn’t exist. When that happens, I have to act incredibly shy and refuse to show my most disgusting parts to anyone but the doctor himself. That raises a few eyebrows, but I’m used to it.

I’m an escort. Plain and simple. Instead of working the street or even posing as an escort to older men at parties, my service caters to professional men that work in appointment offices. I could be the woman sitting next to you at the gynecologist’s office under the ruse of getting a pap smear. I could be the woman in the dentist’s office that says she’s there to ask about whitening treatments. Either way, I’m not really a patient. I’m the doctor’s hooker. 

I show up and service the gentleman (or woman) for the same time it takes a normal exam. Dr. Matt, the podiatrist who owns the office I’m currently sitting in, is a podiatrist. I have to suck his dick or fuck him in twenty minutes or less. Preferably less since he’ll need to straighten his pants and tie to be presentable to the next real patient. I also have to be quiet or say things in the heat of sex like, “Yes, Dr. Matt, that’s where it hurts. Right there.”

I tap my foot on the floor and fidget the hands in my lap, bunching the fabric on my respectable-looking pencil skirt and looking at the pamphlets on hammertoe and athlete’s foot in a clear, plastic holder on the wall. 

A knock on the door startles me, and a handsome doctor in his early thirties walks into the room. I freeze and feel my mouth open a little because this man is actually handsome. Most of my clients are older gentlemen that are tired of their wives and have money to burn on fresh pussy. But this man could get any woman he wants. His blond hair is tousled, and the messy hair makes him look boyish. He has blue eyes that crinkle as he smiles kindly at me, looking me up and down to check me out. It’s not a leer, though. It’s almost appreciative and respectful. 

“Are you Kailey?” he asks, his voice husky. His eyes flip to my smile and the red lipstick on my mouth. I blink my long lashes at him and fluff my light brown, long hair at him. Shit, am I flirting with my client? This is supposed to be a fuck and run situation.

“Yes,” I say, holding out my hand for him to shake. He does, and his hand is warm, almost feverish. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“I didn’t expect you to be so beautiful. I mean…they said they’d send someone pretty, but you’re stunning.” 

“Thank you,” I reply, clearing my throat. “You’re also quite handsome. Sorry, um, most of my clients are older and less attractive than you.”

“Well, I guess it’s good that we like the look of each other,” he says, chuckling and running his hand through his hair like he’s trying to smooth it and impress me. “So, how does this work? It’s my first time.”

“Oh, right,” I fumble. “Um, we go at your pace. Sometimes, guys just want to talk the first time. Other times, they just want to jump right in. The one rule I have is that you have to be quiet. Obviously, people will hear us if you’re too loud.”

“Okay. No moaning. Got it. Also, you may need to help me out on protocol. My buddies and I pooled our money for a hooker in college once, but I haven’t paid for sex since.”

“So, what would you like?” I ask, looking at his broad chest and hoping he’ll say that I can throw my legs over his wide shoulders so he can plow me right on the table. I don’t think I’ve ever been so attracted to a client.

“Do you suck dick?” he says with a grimace, wrinkling his nose. It’s like he’s embarrassed to ask. 

“Of course. Would you like to be in a chair or on the exam table?”

He silently goes over to his desk chair and unbuttons his white doctor’s coat, exposing a simple gray shirt a guy would wear to a party or for golfing. He unbuckles the belt on his black work pants as I get up from the chair and walk over to him, ready to get on my knees. He stops me with a hand on my wrist before I can bend down. “The service said you provide another service,” he says, nodding at my chest and referencing the fact that I induced lactation to provide an extra perk for my clients. 









