
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One

London, 1887

The brass plaque outside my office reads "Dr. James Blackwood, Specialist in Female Nervous Disorders." What it doesn't say is that I've built a reputation among the upper-class households of London as the premier physician for treating that most peculiar of feminine ailments: hysteria.

The rain tapped against the windowpanes as I reviewed my appointment book. The morning had been filled with the usual complaints—vapors, melancholia, and general nervousness. But my afternoon appointment intrigued me. Lady Catherine Harrington, age 26, newly married to Lord Harrington, a man thirty years her senior and frequently abroad on business.

Her letter of introduction mentioned "extreme agitation," "sleeplessness," and "unexplained fits of emotion." Classic symptoms of hysteric paroxysm—or what the ancient Greeks recognized as the wandering womb, an organ that when deprived of its natural purpose would wreak havoc on a woman's constitution.

My nurse showed her in precisely at three o'clock. Lady Harrington was stunning—auburn hair pinned elegantly beneath a modest hat, her corseted figure creating the fashionable S-curve silhouette that was all the rage. Her complexion was pale, with a slight flush to her cheeks that suggested the inner turmoil characteristic of her condition.

"Lady Harrington," I said, rising to greet her. "Please, make yourself comfortable."

She sat primly on the edge of the chair across from my desk, gloved hands clutching her small handbag. "Doctor, I must confess I'm rather embarrassed to be here. Lord Harrington suggested I seek treatment after I... well, I threw a porcelain figurine at the wall during breakfast."

I nodded sympathetically. "Many ladies of quality suffer similarly, my dear. You needn't feel ashamed. Now, tell me about your symptoms."

She described her restlessness, her inability to concentrate, her sudden bursts of tears and anger. As she spoke, I observed the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the nervous way she twisted her gloves.

"And your marital relations?" I asked delicately. "Are they satisfactory?"

Her blush deepened. "Lord Harrington performs his... duties... once a fortnight. He is very proper about it."

"I see." I made a note in her file. "And do you experience any... fulfillment?"

Her eyes widened. "I—I wouldn't know what that means, Doctor."

Of course she wouldn't. Like most women of her station, Lady Harrington had been raised to believe that female pleasure was nonexistent at best, sinful at worst.

"My dear Lady Harrington, your condition is precisely what I specialize in. You are suffering from hysteria, a congestion of the female organs that requires medical intervention. I propose we begin treatment immediately."

I rang for my nurse, who prepared the examination room adjacent to my office. Lady Harrington followed me hesitantly.

"You'll need to disrobe from the waist down and lie on the examination table," I instructed, turning to wash my hands thoroughly at the basin. "The sheet will provide modesty."

I heard the rustle of petticoats as she complied. When I turned back, she was lying on the table, the sheet draped over her lower half, her face turned toward the wall.

"This treatment has proven highly effective," I explained, pulling up a stool between her legs. "I'll need you to place your feet in these stirrups and allow your knees to fall outward."

She complied with trembling reluctance. I lifted the sheet just enough to access her most intimate area, maintaining professional decorum.

"Now, Lady Harrington, you may feel some unusual sensations. This is perfectly normal and indicates the treatment is working. I need you to relax and allow the medical process to take its course."

I warmed a small amount of almond oil between my palms and began with gentle external massage of her mons veneris. Her breath caught.

"Is it supposed to feel... like that?" she whispered.

"Indeed. The release of tension often begins with heightened sensitivity," I replied, my fingers working methodically.

As I parted her labia, I noted she was already showing signs of physical response—a slight tumescence and glistening moisture. Lord Harrington's fortnightly "duties" were clearly insufficient.

"I'm going to apply direct manipulation to alleviate the congestion," I explained, my middle finger finding her clitoris, which was swollen and prominent beneath its hood.

Lady Harrington gasped. "Doctor!"

"Breathe deeply," I instructed, beginning slow, circular motions. "The paroxysm may feel overwhelming, but it is merely the release of accumulated nervous energy."

Her hips lifted involuntarily from the table as I increased pressure and speed. I introduced my index finger into her vaginal canal, finding the sensitive anterior wall that often responded well to stimulation.

"Oh God," she moaned, all pretense of propriety forgotten. "What's happening to me?"

"Your body is responding to treatment," I said calmly, though my own breath had quickened at the sight of her abandonment. "Allow the sensations to build."

Her inner muscles clenched around my finger as I continued the dual stimulation—circular motions externally while curling my finger internally against that spongy ridge that provoked such dramatic responses.

Lady Harrington was no longer the composed aristocrat who had entered my office. Her head thrashed from side to side, perspiration dampening the tendrils of hair at her temples. Her hands gripped the edge of the examination table.

"I feel strange," she panted. "I feel as though I might—"

"Yes," I encouraged, increasing the tempo of my ministrations. "Allow the paroxysm to occur. It's the curative crisis."

Her thighs began to tremble uncontrollably. I added a second finger inside her, stretching her slightly as I pumped in a steady rhythm. The wet sounds of her arousal filled the room as my fingers became coated with her natural lubrication.

"Fuck," she cursed, shocking herself with her vulgarity. "Oh fuck, Doctor, I'm—"

Her back arched dramatically as the paroxysm overtook her. Her inner walls pulsated around my fingers with powerful contractions as a gush of fluid escaped her body, soaking my hand and the sheet beneath her.

"That's it," I murmured, gradually slowing my movements but not stopping entirely. "Let it all release."

She convulsed three more times before collapsing back onto the table, chest heaving, a sheen of perspiration covering her flushed skin.

I gently withdrew my fingers and covered her with the sheet. "You've responded exceptionally well to the treatment, Lady Harrington."

She looked at me with dazed eyes. "Is that... normal? What happened to me?"

"Perfectly normal," I assured her, washing my hands. "The hysterical paroxysm releases the built-up pressure in your feminine organs. Many women experience a significant ejaculatory response as you did."

As she regained her composure, I explained that regular treatments would be necessary—perhaps twice weekly—to prevent the recurrence of her symptoms.

"I feel... lighter," she admitted as she dressed behind the privacy screen. "As though a great weight has been lifted."

"That is precisely the intended effect," I said, writing in her file. "Shall we schedule your next appointment for Thursday?"

Lady Harrington emerged, once again the picture of aristocratic dignity, though her eyes now held a new awareness.

"Yes," she said with a small smile. "Thursday would be perfect. I suspect my hysteria may require extensive treatment, Doctor Blackwood."

As I showed her out, I couldn't help but anticipate our next session. Lady Harrington was just the first patient of many this week, each with their own unique manifestation of feminine hysteria, each requiring my particular expertise to achieve relief.

And I, Dr. James Blackwood, was nothing if not thorough in my medical duties.


Chapter Two

Thursday arrived, and with it, Lady Catherine Harrington's second appointment. She swept into my office with a newfound energy, her cheeks already flushed with anticipation.

"Doctor Blackwood," she breathed, "I've been positively restless awaiting our session."

I smiled, locking the door behind her. "I'm pleased to hear the effects of our first treatment have lingered. Today, we'll explore some additional therapeutic techniques."

Catherine's eyes widened. "Additional? But surely what we did before was... comprehensive?"

"My dear Lady Harrington, hysteria is a complex condition requiring varied approaches. Disrobe completely this time—we'll begin with a full-body examination."

She hesitated only briefly before shedding her layers of fabric—corset, petticoats, chemise—until she stood naked before me, arms crossed self-consciously over her breasts.

"Magnificent," I murmured, drinking in the sight of her pale skin, the curve of her hips, the rosy peaks of her nipples pebbling in the cool air. "On the table, if you please. Face down."

As she complied, I shed my own coat and rolled up my shirtsleeves. I poured warm oil into my palms and began at her shoulders, kneading the tense muscles.

"The uterus is connected to all parts of the female body," I explained, working my way down her back. "Tension anywhere can exacerbate your condition."

My thumbs dug into the dimples above her buttocks, eliciting a muffled moan. I smiled, knowing she was already becoming aroused.

"I'm going to examine your posterior channel now," I said, parting her cheeks. "Some women find great relief through anal stimulation."

Before she could protest, I pressed an oiled finger against her puckered entrance. She gasped as I breached her, slowly working my digit in and out.

"Oh! Doctor, that's—it feels—"

"Relax," I soothed, adding a second finger. "Allow yourself to experience the sensations fully."

I curved my fingers, searching for that spot within her rectum that corresponded to her anterior wall. When I found it, Catherine cried out, her hips lifting off the table.

"Yes," I encouraged, "that's it. Let the pressure build."

With my free hand, I reached beneath her to cup her sex. She was already dripping wet, her clitoris swollen and eager for attention. I rubbed it in time with my anal thrusting, feeling her body coil tighter and tighter.

"Doctor!" she wailed, "I'm going to—oh God—"

Her orgasm crashed over her, muscles clenching around my fingers as she shuddered and moaned. I worked her through it until she collapsed, panting.

"Excellent progress," I said, withdrawing gently. "Now, turn over. We're not finished yet."

Dazed, Catherine rolled onto her back. I positioned myself between her legs, admiring how her chest heaved with each breath, nipples hard and begging for attention.

"The breasts are intimately connected to the womb," I explained, cupping them in my hands. "Proper stimulation can induce therapeutic release."

I lowered my mouth to one peaked nipple, suckling gently while my fingers plucked and rolled the other. Catherine arched into my touch, hands fisting in the sheets.

"Oh," she breathed, "that feels... divine."

I alternated between breasts, licking and sucking with increasing intensity. My hand slipped between her thighs, finding her still slick and swollen. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them against her front wall as my thumb circled her clit.

Catherine's hips began to rock, seeking more friction. I could feel her inner muscles fluttering around my fingers as she approached another climax.

"Doctor," she panted, "I need... I need..."

"What do you need, Lady Harrington?" I asked, lifting my head from her breast. "Tell me."

"More," she moaned. "Please, I need more."

I stood, quickly unbuttoning my trousers. My cock sprang free, achingly hard after pleasuring her for so long.

"This treatment," I said, positioning myself at her entrance, "involves deep tissue massage using a specially designed medical instrument."

I pushed into her in one smooth thrust, both of us groaning at the sensation. Catherine's legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper.

"Yes," she hissed, "oh yes, Doctor. This is exactly what I need."

I began to move, establishing a steady rhythm. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the room, punctuated by Catherine's increasingly vocal cries of pleasure.

"The goal," I grunted, picking up the pace, "is to induce multiple paroxysms, flushing out all accumulated tension from your system."

Catherine was beyond words now, eyes rolled back as she met each of my thrusts. I could feel her tightening around me, on the verge of another release.

I pressed my thumb to her clit, rubbing fast circles. "Come for me, Lady Harrington. Let it all go."

She shattered with a scream, walls clamping down on my cock as she convulsed. The force of her orgasm triggered my own, and I buried myself deep inside her as I came, filling her with pulse after pulse of hot seed.

We lay tangled together, catching our breath. After a moment, I carefully withdrew, noting with satisfaction the mixture of our fluids that trickled from her well-used pussy.

"How do you feel?" I asked, helping her sit up.

Catherine's eyes were glassy, her hair a tangled mess. "I feel... reborn," she said with a dreamy smile. "Utterly cured."

I chuckled, patting her knee. "For now, perhaps. But hysteria is a chronic condition requiring regular treatment. Shall we say... same time next week?"

She nodded eagerly. "Oh yes, Doctor. I wouldn't miss it for the world."

As I showed her out, I couldn't help but anticipate our next session. Lady Harrington was proving to be an excellent patient, open to all manner of therapeutic techniques. And I had so many more treatments yet to explore.


Chapter Three

The spring rain pattered against my office windows as I reviewed the file of my next patient. Miss Eleanor Wright, just eighteen years of age, recently graduated from finishing school. Her mother, a widow of considerable means, had scheduled the appointment after noticing her daughter's "increasing agitation" and "unladylike restlessness" since returning home.

A soft knock at the door announced Nurse Bennett. "Miss Wright has arrived, Doctor Blackwood."

"Send her in, please."

The girl who entered was a vision of youthful beauty—golden hair framing a heart-shaped face, wide blue eyes still carrying an innocence soon to be educated. She wore a pale blue dress that enhanced her slender figure, though I could detect the curves of womanhood beneath the modest cut.

"Miss Wright," I said, rising to greet her. "Please, have a seat."

She perched nervously on the edge of the chair, hands folded tightly in her lap. "Mother says I'm ill," she said without preamble. "But I don't feel ill, exactly. Just... strange."

"Strange how?" I prompted, taking my seat across from her.

Eleanor blushed. "I can't seem to sit still. I feel this... this restlessness inside me. And at night..." She trailed off, eyes downcast.

"You can speak freely here," I assured her. "Doctor-patient confidentiality is sacred."

She took a deep breath. "At night, I wake up... burning. As if there's a fire inside me. And I find myself touching... places... I shouldn't."

"I see." I made a note in her file. "And does this touching bring relief?"

"Momentarily," she whispered. "But then the feelings return, stronger than before."

I nodded knowingly. "Miss Wright, you're suffering from hysteria—a common condition in young women, particularly those who have been sheltered from knowledge of their own bodies. Natural urges, when suppressed, create a congestion of the female organs that requires medical intervention."

Her eyes widened. "Is it serious?"

"If left untreated, it can lead to more severe symptoms—irrational behavior, emotional outbursts, even physical ailments. Fortunately, I specialize in treating this exact condition."

Relief washed over her face. "You can cure me?"

"With regular treatment, yes." I stood, gesturing toward the examination room. "Shall we begin?"

Once inside, I instructed her on removing her clothing. Unlike my married patients, who understood the basics of disrobing for medical examinations, Eleanor required more guidance.

"Everything?" she asked, voice trembling.

"For a thorough examination, yes. You may keep your chemise on initially if it makes you more comfortable."

I turned to prepare my instruments while she undressed. When I faced her again, she stood in nothing but her thin cotton chemise, which did little to conceal her lithe form.

"On the table, please," I directed.

She lay back, her golden hair spreading across the pillow. I approached with my stethoscope.

"I'll begin with a standard examination," I explained, placing the cold metal against her chest. "Breathe deeply."

Through the thin fabric, I could see her nipples harden in response to the cool instrument. I moved the stethoscope deliberately, brushing against each breast as I listened to her quickening heartbeat.

"Your heart rate is elevated," I observed. "A common symptom of your condition."

I set aside the stethoscope and placed my hands directly on her ribcage. "I need to examine your breathing patterns."

My hands moved upward, cupping the undersides of her small, firm breasts. Eleanor's breath caught.

"Doctor?"

"The female breasts are connected to the reproductive system," I explained, my thumbs brushing over her nipples through the thin cotton. "Tension here often indicates uterine congestion."

I continued my "examination," circling her areolae and gently pinching the hardened peaks. Eleanor's breathing grew ragged.

"I feel strange again," she whispered.

"That's the hysteria manifesting," I said. "We'll need to remove your chemise now to proceed with treatment."

With trembling hands, she pulled the garment over her head, revealing her naked body to my gaze. Her breasts were perfect—small but perfectly formed, tipped with rosy nipples now standing at attention. Her waist was narrow, flaring into gentle hips, and between her legs, a sparse triangle of golden curls concealed her most intimate parts.

"Beautiful," I murmured, then cleared my throat professionally. "Now, I'm going to demonstrate a technique that you can use at home between our appointments. It will provide temporary relief from your symptoms."

I helped position her with her knees bent and legs parted. "First, we'll examine the external genitalia for signs of congestion."

My fingers gently parted her labia, revealing pink, virgin flesh. Unlike my married patients, Miss Wright was intact, her hymen still in place. I would need to modify my approach.

"You're showing classic signs of hysteria," I said, noting the moisture already gathering at her entrance. "The tissues are engorged and producing excessive lubrication."

I began with gentle strokes along her outer labia, gradually working inward. When my finger brushed against her clitoris, Eleanor jerked as if shocked.

"What was that?" she gasped.

"That's the seat of female pleasure," I explained, circling the small bud with my fingertip. "Proper stimulation here is key to relieving your condition."

I continued my ministrations, watching her face as new sensations washed over her. Her hips began to move instinctively, seeking more pressure.

"Good girl," I encouraged. "Allow your body to respond naturally."

As her arousal increased, I reached for a specialized instrument from my cabinet—a small, smooth glass wand designed for hysteria patients whose virginity must be preserved.

"I'm going to use this to apply internal pressure," I explained, coating it with lubricating oil. "It will help release the tension without compromising your maidenhead."

I pressed the rounded end against her opening, careful not to rupture her hymen but applying gentle pressure against it. With my other hand, I continued stimulating her clitoris.

"Oh!" Eleanor cried out, her back arching. "Oh my goodness!"

"Focus on the sensations," I instructed, increasing the speed of my fingers. "Your body is approaching the therapeutic crisis—the paroxysm that will provide relief."

Her thighs began to tremble as I worked her inexperienced body toward its first medically induced orgasm. Sweat beaded on her brow, and her hands clutched desperately at the examination table.

"I feel—I think I'm—" Her words dissolved into a high-pitched moan as her body convulsed. "Doctor! Oh God, Doctor!"

I continued my ministrations through her climax, drawing out the therapeutic effects as long as possible. When she finally collapsed, panting and wide-eyed, I gently removed the glass implement.

"What... what was that?" she asked, her voice filled with wonder.

"That, Miss Wright, was a hysterical paroxysm—the release of accumulated tension in your reproductive organs. How do you feel?"

She blinked slowly, a smile spreading across her face. "Wonderful. Light. As if I could float away."

"Excellent." I helped her sit up. "Now, for a complete treatment, we should address the tension in your posterior region as well."

"Posterior?" she questioned.

"Yes. The female body has multiple areas that can harbor hysterical tension. Please turn onto your stomach."

Once repositioned, I spread her buttocks to reveal her tight, pink anus. "Many patients find this treatment unusual at first, but highly beneficial."

I applied oil to my finger and her opening, then slowly pressed against the resistant muscle. Eleanor stiffened.

"Try to relax," I soothed. "Take deep breaths."

Gradually, her body yielded, allowing my finger to slip inside. She gasped at the intrusion.

"This feels... improper," she whispered.

"It's entirely medical," I assured her, working my finger deeper. "The posterior passage has many nerve endings connected to your reproductive system."

I began a gentle thrusting motion, gradually introducing a second finger as her body adjusted. With my free hand, I reached beneath her to find her clitoris again, still sensitive from her first orgasm.

"Oh!" she cried as the dual stimulation overwhelmed her inexperienced senses. "Doctor, I'm feeling it again!"

"Good girl," I encouraged. "Let it build. This second paroxysm often provides even deeper relief."

Her body responded magnificently, rocking back against my invading fingers as her climax approached. When it crashed over her, she buried her face in the pillow to muffle her screams of pleasure.

Afterward, I helped her dress on shaky legs, explaining that regular treatments would be necessary to manage her condition.

"Twice weekly should be sufficient," I said, noting the newly awakened awareness in her eyes. "And I'll show you some exercises you can perform at home for maintenance between visits."

"Thank you, Doctor Blackwood," Eleanor said, her innocent face now flushed with newfound knowledge. "Mother was right to bring me to you. I already feel much improved."

As she left my office, I made detailed notes in her file. Miss Eleanor Wright would require extensive education in the management of her hysteria—education I was more than qualified to provide.

And next week, I would introduce her to some of my more advanced therapeutic techniques.


Chapter Four

The week passed swiftly, my days filled with treating London's finest ladies for their nervous conditions. By the time Miss Eleanor Wright returned for her second appointment, I had acquired a new therapeutic device from Paris that I was eager to implement.

She entered my office with more confidence this time, her cheeks already flushing with anticipation as our eyes met.

"Miss Wright," I greeted her warmly. "How have you been feeling since our last session?"

"Much improved, Doctor Blackwood," she replied, taking her seat. "Though the... sensations... have returned with increasing frequency."

"As expected," I nodded. "Hysteria requires ongoing management. Have you been practicing the self-soothing techniques I recommended?"

Her blush deepened. "Yes, but they don't seem as effective as your... treatments."

"That's quite common," I assured her. "The medical approach is naturally more comprehensive. Today, I'd like to introduce some advanced therapeutic techniques that should provide even greater relief."

Eleanor's eyes widened with interest. "What sort of techniques?"

"Let us proceed to the examination room, and I'll demonstrate."

Once inside, I locked the door and gestured for her to disrobe. This time, she removed her clothing without hesitation, revealing her youthful body to my appreciative gaze.

"Lie back on the table," I instructed, retrieving a small wooden box from my cabinet.

As she positioned herself, I opened the box to reveal my new acquisition—a mechanical vibrating device powered by a small electric motor.

"This," I explained, holding up the instrument with its smooth ivory head, "is the latest innovation in treating female hysteria. The Parisian doctors have found that the mechanical vibrations are particularly effective at inducing therapeutic paroxysms."

Eleanor eyed the device with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension. "Is it... safe?"

"Perfectly," I assured her. "The vibrations stimulate blood flow to the congested tissues, facilitating release more efficiently than manual methods."

I connected the device to the small battery pack and demonstrated its function. The head began to vibrate with a soft humming sound.

"Now, let's begin with some preliminary manual examination to prepare your tissues."

I positioned myself between her legs, spreading them wider to fully expose her delicate parts. Despite her youth and virginity, I could see that her self-administrations had already increased the elasticity of her outer labia, which now parted slightly to reveal the glistening pink flesh within.

"You're already showing signs of arousal," I observed, running my fingers along her slit. "An excellent response."

I began with gentle circular motions around her clitoris, which swelled eagerly under my touch. Eleanor's breathing quickened, her small breasts rising and falling with each inhalation.

"For today's treatment," I continued professionally, "I'll be stimulating multiple erogenous zones simultaneously. This approach often produces more profound therapeutic results."

With my free hand, I reached for a small vial of rose-scented oil, drizzling it between her breasts. The golden liquid pooled in the hollow of her throat before trickling down to her navel.

"The connection between the breasts and the womb is well-documented in medical literature," I explained, spreading the oil across her chest. "Proper stimulation here enhances the overall treatment effectiveness."

I massaged her breasts thoroughly, paying special attention to her nipples, which hardened into tight peaks under my ministrations. Eleanor moaned softly, her hips beginning to move restlessly against my other hand.

"Very good," I murmured. "Now we'll introduce the mechanical assistance."

I activated the vibrator and gently placed its rounded head against her clitoris. The effect was immediate—Eleanor gasped sharply, her back arching off the table.

"Oh! Doctor!" she cried out. "That's—it's so—"

"Breathe through the sensations," I instructed, moving the vibrating head in small circles. "Allow your body to adjust to the intensity."

With my free hand, I continued massaging her breasts, occasionally pinching and twisting her nipples just firmly enough to send jolts of pleasure-pain through her body. The combination of sensations soon had her writhing on the examination table.

"I'm going to apply some internal pressure now," I said, reaching for a slender glass dilator. "This will help stimulate your internal tissues while the vibrator addresses the external congestion."

I coated the dilator with lubricating oil and carefully positioned it at her entrance. With gentle pressure, I eased it past her hymen, taking care not to rupture the delicate membrane completely but stretching it enough to accommodate the instrument.

"There may be some discomfort," I warned as she winced slightly. "But the therapeutic benefits outweigh the momentary sensation."

Once the dilator was properly positioned, I began a gentle thrusting motion while maintaining the vibrator's contact with her clitoris. The dual stimulation soon overcame any discomfort, and Eleanor's moans transformed into expressions of pure pleasure.

"Oh God, Doctor," she panted. "I feel it building already—stronger than before!"

"Excellent," I encouraged. "Your body is responding ideally to the treatment."

Her first paroxysm came quickly and intensely, her internal muscles clamping down on the glass implement as she cried out. I maintained the stimulation through her climax, watching with professional satisfaction as her body convulsed with release.

But I wasn't finished with her education yet.

"For complete therapeutic benefit," I said as her breathing began to normalize, "we must address all potential areas of congestion. Please turn over onto your hands and knees."

Still dazed from her orgasm, Eleanor complied without question, assuming the position with her perfect young bottom raised invitingly. I applied fresh oil to her buttocks, massaging the firm globes before allowing my fingers to dip into the crevice between.

"The posterior passage contains numerous nerve endings connected to the female reproductive system," I explained, circling her puckered opening with an oil-slicked finger. "Proper stimulation here can enhance overall relief."

I slowly pressed my finger into her tight anus, feeling her tense around the intrusion. "Breathe deeply and push back slightly," I instructed. "It will ease the pressure."

As she followed my directions, her body gradually accepted my finger to the second knuckle. I began a gentle thrusting motion, gradually introducing a second finger to stretch her further.

"How does this feel, Miss Wright?" I asked, my professional tone belying the effect her position was having on my own arousal.

"Strange," she gasped. "But not... unpleasant."

"I'm going to reintroduce the vibrating device now," I told her, reaching between her legs to press the humming instrument against her clitoris once more.

The combination of anal penetration and clitoral vibration soon had Eleanor moaning incoherently, her body rocking between my fingers and the mechanical device. I increased the pace of my thrusting, curving my fingers to press against the thin wall separating her passages.

"Doctor!" she screamed as her second paroxysm crashed over her, more intense than the first. Her anal passage clenched rhythmically around my fingers as a gush of fluid escaped her vagina, dripping down her thighs.

I continued the stimulation until her tremors subsided, then gently withdrew my fingers and turned off the vibrator.

"Excellent progress, Miss Wright," I said, helping her to lie on her back once more. "But I believe we can achieve even more comprehensive relief with one final technique."

My professional resolve had reached its limit. I unbuttoned my trousers, freeing my painfully erect member.

"This is an advanced therapeutic implement," I said, stroking my length. "Used only in cases where standard treatments prove insufficient."

Eleanor's eyes widened at the sight of my engorged cock. "But Doctor... won't that... breach my virtue?"

"Not at all," I assured her. "I'll employ a technique that preserves your maidenhead while providing deep tissue relief."

I positioned myself between her thighs again, rubbing my cockhead against her slick folds without penetrating. The sensation made her gasp and instinctively lift her hips toward me.

"I'll apply pressure and friction externally," I explained, sliding my length along her slit, the underside of my shaft rubbing directly against her clitoris. "This stimulates the internal tissues without compromising your virginity."

I established a steady rhythm, rocking against her while using my hands to stimulate her breasts. Eleanor's eyes glazed with pleasure as she realized she could derive intense sensation without actual penetration.

"That's it," I encouraged as she began to move with me. "Allow your body to seek the pressure it needs."

I reached between us, positioning the vibrating device against the base of my cock so that its movements transferred through my shaft to her sensitive tissues. The effect was electrifying for us both.

"Doctor," she moaned, "I feel it building again... so much stronger..."

"Let it come," I urged, increasing my pace. "A triple paroxysm often provides the most lasting relief."

Her climax, when it arrived, triggered my own. As Eleanor screamed her release, I allowed myself to ejaculate across her stomach and breasts, the hot spurts of semen mixing with the rose oil on her skin.

As we both recovered, I explained the medical benefits of what had occurred.

"The male essence contains vital humors that can be absorbed through the skin," I told her as I gently cleaned her with a warm cloth. "Many physicians believe it has restorative properties for hysterical patients."

Eleanor lay in a daze of post-orgasmic bliss. "I feel utterly transformed, Doctor," she whispered. "So this is the relief mother never explained to me."

"Indeed. And with regular treatments, we can manage your condition quite effectively." I helped her sit up. "I believe three sessions weekly would be appropriate in your case."

She nodded eagerly. "Yes, Doctor. Whatever you recommend."

As I assisted her in dressing, I already contemplated which therapeutic techniques to introduce in our next session. Perhaps it was time to teach Miss Wright about the oral applications of hysteria treatment.

After all, a thorough doctor leaves no restorative measure unexplored.


Chapter Five

The summer heat had settled over London, making my consulting rooms uncomfortably warm despite the drawn curtains. I had just finished reviewing my appointment book when Nurse Bennett knocked softly at my door.

"Doctor Blackwood, your two o'clock has arrived. Mrs. Sophia Reynolds."

I nodded my acknowledgment. "Show her in, please."

Mrs. Reynolds was a new patient, referred by Lady Harrington herself. According to her letter, Mrs. Reynolds was a 28-year-old widow whose husband had died in a hunting accident just over a year ago. Her symptoms had reportedly worsened in recent months, suggesting a classic case of hysteria exacerbated by the lack of marital relations.

The woman who entered my office moved with a graceful confidence rarely seen in my nervous patients. Her mourning attire, while appropriately somber, was cut to accentuate her magnificent figure—a narrow waist giving way to generous hips, and a bodice that struggled to contain what appeared to be rather impressive breasts.

"Mrs. Reynolds," I greeted, rising to my feet. "I'm Dr. James Blackwood. Please, make yourself comfortable."

She extended a gloved hand. "A pleasure, Doctor. Catherine speaks most highly of your... treatments."

Something in her tone suggested Lady Harrington had been quite descriptive in her recommendations. I gestured for her to sit.

"Lady Harrington mentioned you've been experiencing some difficulties since your husband's passing," I began.

Mrs. Reynolds sighed, removing her gloves with deliberate slowness. "Indeed. Richard was a vigorous man with... substantial appetites. Our marriage was quite physical in nature."

"I see," I said, making a note in my file. "And since his passing?"

"At first, my grief overshadowed any physical discomfort," she explained. "But these past six months have been increasingly difficult. I find myself irritable, restless, unable to sleep. My skin feels too tight for my body, Doctor. Surely you understand my meaning."

Her directness was refreshing. "I believe I do, Mrs. Reynolds. These are classic symptoms of hysteria—a congestion of the female organs caused by lack of proper stimulation."

"Yes, Catherine explained your theory." A small smile played at her lips. "She also explained your methods of relief are quite... thorough."

I maintained my professional demeanor despite the obvious invitation in her eyes. "I employ a variety of therapeutic techniques tailored to each patient's specific needs. Perhaps we should begin with an examination to determine the most appropriate approach for your case."

"By all means," she agreed, standing smoothly. "Shall I disrobe completely? Catherine mentioned it was most effective that way."

Without waiting for my response, she began unfastening the buttons of her dress. I moved to lock the office door, then led her toward the examination room.

"Lady Harrington has been quite informative," I observed as Mrs. Reynolds continued undressing.

She laughed softly. "Catherine and I have been friends since girlhood, Doctor. We share everything."

As the last of her garments fell away, I found myself momentarily speechless. Mrs. Reynolds possessed the body of a classical Venus—full, heavy breasts tipped with large dark nipples, a softly rounded stomach, and wide hips framing a luxurious thatch of dark curls between her thighs.

"My husband always said I was built for pleasure," she remarked, noting my appreciation. "But it's been so long since I've been properly... examined."

I cleared my throat. "On the table, please, Mrs. Reynolds."

"Sophia," she corrected, positioning herself on the examination table without a hint of modesty. "If you're to treat me intimately, we should dispense with formalities."

"Very well, Sophia." I approached the table, medical bag in hand. "I'll begin with a standard examination of your vital signs."

I placed my stethoscope against her chest, listening to her heartbeat while unavoidably brushing against the side of her breast. Her pulse was elevated, but strong and steady.

"Now, I'll need to examine your breasts for signs of congestion," I explained, setting aside the stethoscope. "Tenderness or swelling often indicates uterine distress."

"They have been quite sensitive lately," she said, arching slightly to present them more prominently.

I cupped their substantial weight in my hands, feeling their firmness. Unlike my younger patients, Sophia's breasts showed the softness of maturity, yet remained remarkably buoyant. I kneaded them thoroughly, noting how her nipples stiffened at my touch.

"Does this cause discomfort?" I asked, pinching her nipples between thumb and forefinger.

"Quite the opposite," she breathed, her eyes half-closed. "Richard used to bite them, you know. Sometimes hard enough to leave marks."

The casual revelation of her previous sexual activities sent a jolt of heat through my own body. I bent forward and, deviating slightly from my usual clinical approach, took one nipple into my mouth. Sophia gasped, her back arching off the table.

"Oh yes," she encouraged. "That's exactly what I need."

I suckled forcefully, using my teeth to graze the sensitive peak while my hand continued massaging her other breast. Her hands came up to hold my head against her, fingers threading through my hair.

After giving both breasts equal attention, I straightened. "Your breast tissue shows significant signs of congestion," I said, resuming my professional tone. "Now I'll need to examine your lower regions."

Sophia spread her legs without prompting, revealing herself completely. Unlike the neat, pink folds of my younger patients, her labia were full and darkened from previous sexual activity, already glistening with evidence of her arousal.

"My word," I murmured, parting her folds with my fingers. "You're showing extreme signs of congestion."

"It's been so long," she sighed. "My fingers provide little relief these days."

I circled her clitoris with my thumb, noting how it emerged eagerly from its hood. "You're quite responsive," I observed. "That will facilitate treatment."

"I've always been quick to arousal," she admitted. "Richard could have me ready in moments."

"And did he satisfy you?" I asked, slipping two fingers easily into her wet channel.

Her laugh was throaty. "Not always. Men can be selfish creatures. He took his pleasure frequently, but didn't always ensure mine."

"A medical oversight," I said, curling my fingers to find the spongy tissue of her anterior wall. "Regular paroxysms are essential for female health."

Sophia's hips lifted to meet my hand. "So I've recently learned."

I established a steady rhythm with my fingers while my thumb continued stimulating her clitoris. Her breathing quickened, small moans escaping her lips as I worked her toward her first paroxysm.

"You mentioned your husband had substantial appetites," I said conversationally, even as my fingers moved with increasing urgency. "Did these include varied approaches to marital relations?"

"Oh yes," she gasped, grinding against my hand. "Richard was quite... inventive. He enjoyed taking me in ways that wouldn't result in children."

"I see." I withdrew my fingers, now coated with her abundant juices, and moved them to her posterior opening. "Was this one of his preferred methods?"

"Frequently," she confirmed, pushing back against my probing fingers. "God, I've missed this."

I worked one finger into her anus, then quickly added a second, finding her remarkably accommodating to the intrusion. With my other hand, I continued stimulating her clitoris.

"Most women find this uncomfortable initially," I noted, thrusting my fingers deeper.

"Not I," Sophia moaned. "Deeper, Doctor. Please."

I obliged, adding a third finger to stretch her further while increasing pressure against her clitoris. Her first paroxysm caught us both by surprise—her body suddenly tensed, then convulsed violently as she cried out, her inner muscles clamping around my invading digits.

"Excellent response," I approved as her tremors subsided. "But I suspect your condition requires more intensive therapy."

I withdrew my fingers and quickly unbuttoned my trousers, freeing my painfully erect member. Unlike with my virginal patients, there was no need for restraint with this experienced widow.

"This therapeutic approach," I said, positioning myself between her thighs, "involves deep tissue massage using a specially designed medical instrument."

Sophia's eyes, dark with desire, fixed on my cock. "An impressive instrument indeed, Doctor."

I aligned myself with her entrance and thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion. We both groaned at the sensation—her passage was hot, wet, and surprisingly tight despite her previous experiences.

"The goal," I explained, beginning to move in long, deep strokes, "is to stimulate all internal tissues thoroughly, promoting proper blood flow and relieving congestion."

"Yes," she moaned, wrapping her legs around my waist to pull me deeper. "That's exactly what I need. Harder, Doctor. Don't hold back."

I increased my pace, abandoning some of my usual clinical reserve as her enthusiastic responses fueled my own arousal. The examination table creaked beneath us as I pounded into her willing body.

"My patients typically require gentle handling," I grunted, gripping her hips for leverage. "But your condition seems to call for more vigorous treatment."

"Much more vigorous," she agreed, meeting each thrust with equal force. "My husband would take me like an animal when the mood struck him. I miss that desperately."

The image of this sophisticated woman being mounted roughly by her late husband pushed me further. I withdrew suddenly, earning a disappointed whimper.

"Turn over," I commanded. "On your hands and knees."

Sophia complied eagerly, presenting her magnificent backside to me. I took a moment to appreciate the view—her plump buttocks framing her glistening sex, her anus still slightly dilated from my earlier attention.

I re-entered her with force, gripping her hips as I established a punishing rhythm. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the room, mingling with Sophia's increasingly vocal moans.

"Yes!" she cried. "Just like that! Oh God, I've needed this!"

I reached beneath her to grasp her swinging breasts, pinching her nipples roughly as I continued thrusting. Her passage tightened around me, signaling her approaching climax.

"The therapeutic crisis is most effective when intense," I said, my professional patter becoming strained as my own pleasure built. "Don't resist the sensations."

"I won't," she panted. "I'm so close. Please, don't stop."

I released one breast to reach between her legs, finding her clitoris and rubbing it vigorously. The additional stimulation pushed her over the edge—Sophia screamed as her second paroxysm crashed through her, her inner walls pulsating around my cock with such force that I nearly followed her into release.

But I wasn't finished with her education just yet.

"There's one more therapeutic approach particularly effective for cases like yours," I said, withdrawing from her quivering passage.

"What's that?" she asked breathlessly, looking over her shoulder.

I positioned my slickened cock against her anus. "Posterior therapy. The stimulation of internal pressure points inaccessible through conventional methods."

Understanding dawned in her eyes. "Yes," she whispered. "Richard favored this approach as well."

I pressed forward slowly, watching as her anus stretched to accommodate my girth. Despite her previous experience, the tightness was exquisite, forcing me to proceed with care.

"Breathe deeply," I instructed as I continued my gradual penetration. "The body naturally resists at first, but will yield with proper technique."

Sophia moaned deeply as I finally seated myself fully within her. "So full," she gasped. "It's been too long."

I began to move, establishing a steady rhythm that gradually increased in intensity. With one hand, I reached beneath her to stimulate her clitoris again; with the other, I delivered a sharp slap to her buttock.

She jerked in surprise, then moaned approvingly. "Again," she demanded. "Harder."

I complied, alternating between cheeks as I continued thrusting into her tight passage. The combination of anal penetration, clitoral stimulation, and the stinging slaps to her buttocks soon had Sophia approaching her third paroxysm.

"I'm going to come again," she warned, her voice tight with building pressure. "Oh God, it's even stronger than before!"

"Release is the goal of therapy," I reminded her, increasing the speed and force of my thrusts. "Allow it to happen."

Her climax was spectacular—her entire body shuddered as she wailed her pleasure, her anus clamping around my cock in rhythmic pulses. The intensity of her response triggered my own release, and I drove deep into her as I emptied myself with a guttural groan.

We remained joined for several moments, catching our breath, before I carefully withdrew. A trickle of my seed escaped her well-used opening, running down her thigh.

"How do you feel?" I asked, helping her turn over.

Sophia's face was flushed, her hair disheveled, her body glistening with perspiration. She looked thoroughly debauched—and utterly satisfied.

"Transformed," she sighed contentedly. "I haven't felt this well in over a year."

I cleaned us both with warm towels before helping her dress. "Your condition will require regular treatment," I explained. "Given the severity of your symptoms, I would recommend twice-weekly sessions."

"I was hoping you'd say that," she smiled, fastening the last button on her dress. "Catherine mentioned you sometimes make house calls for special patients."

"In certain cases, yes," I confirmed. "When the patient's condition warrants it."

"My home has a fully equipped bedroom with much more space than this examination table," she said meaningfully. "And no servants on Thursdays."

I made a note in her file. "Thursday evening, then. For a more comprehensive therapeutic session."

As she prepared to leave, Sophia turned back with a mischievous smile. "Doctor Blackwood, Catherine also mentioned you occasionally treat two patients simultaneously when their conditions complement each other. Is that true?"

The image of Sophia and Lady Harrington together under my care sent a renewed surge of heat through my body. "In rare cases," I said carefully. "When medically appropriate."

"Catherine and I have been helping each other manage our symptoms since girlhood," she confided with a wink. "Perhaps you might consider a joint consultation sometime."

As she departed, I sat at my desk, making detailed notes on Mrs. Reynolds' condition and treatment plan. Thursday evening promised to be most enlightening indeed—and perhaps in the future, a dual therapy session might be arranged.

After all, as a dedicated physician, how could I refuse such a clear opportunity to advance the science of feminine health?


Chapter Six

The summer heat had settled over London like a lover's embrace, the air thick with promise as I reviewed my appointment book. The grandfather clock in my office chimed midnight—an unusual hour for consultations, but this was no ordinary session.

Tonight marked the inaugural meeting of what my three most dedicated patients had dubbed "The Society for Female Therapeutic Advancement." Lady Catherine Harrington had secured the use of her husband's country estate while he was abroad on business, providing the perfect venue for our experimental group therapy.

I arrived to find the manor's windows glowing warmly against the night sky. A discreet footman took my medical bag and led me to the library, where my patients awaited.

The scene that greeted me exceeded even my professional imagination. Lady Harrington, Mrs. Reynolds, and young Miss Wright had been joined by two new "patients"—the Duchess of Pembroke, a statuesque blonde of thirty, and Lady Elizabeth Montclair, a fiery redhead barely twenty-five. All five women were dressed in diaphanous silk robes that concealed nothing of their figures beneath.

"Doctor Blackwood," Lady Harrington greeted me, champagne flute in hand. "We're so pleased you agreed to supervise our therapeutic gathering."

"As a medical professional, I could hardly refuse such an opportunity for advanced research," I replied, accepting a glass from Mrs. Reynolds, who pressed herself against me suggestively.

"We've explained the nature of your treatments to the Duchess and Lady Elizabeth," Mrs. Reynolds murmured. "They're most eager to experience your... methodology."

"Indeed," the Duchess said, her aristocratic voice carrying a hint of desperation. "I've suffered terribly since the Duke's extended absence. Conventional treatments have provided no relief."

"And I," Lady Elizabeth added boldly, "have never experienced the paroxysm you've described. My husband seems unaware such a thing exists for women."

"A common medical oversight," I assured her. "One we shall remedy tonight."

Lady Harrington clapped her hands. "We've prepared the master bedroom for our session. Shall we proceed?"

The bedroom had been transformed into a temple of sensual healing. The massive four-poster bed was draped with silk sheets, while plush divans and chaises were arranged strategically around the room. A table held an impressive array of my medical instruments—vibrators of various sizes, dildos, lubricating oils, and several devices I recognized as French imports designed for specialized stimulation.

"You've been thorough in your preparations," I observed.

"We believe in comprehensive treatment," Miss Wright said with a boldness that would have been unimaginable when she first entered my practice.

"Then let us begin," I announced, removing my coat. "As this is our first group session, I suggest we start with a demonstration of basic techniques for our new members."

I turned to the Duchess. "Your Grace, if you would recline on the bed, I'll conduct an initial examination while the others observe."

The Duchess complied, her robe falling open to reveal a body that belied her years—full, high breasts with pale pink nipples, a narrow waist, and long, shapely legs that parted willingly as I approached.

"First," I explained to the group as I positioned myself between her thighs, "we must assess the level of congestion in the female organs."

I parted her labia with my fingers, revealing pink flesh already glistening with arousal. "Note the engorgement of the tissues," I said professionally. "And the natural lubrication—both clear signs of hysterical congestion."

I circled her clitoris with my thumb, watching as it emerged from its hood. The Duchess gasped, her hips lifting involuntarily.

"Sensitivity is typically heightened in advanced cases," I continued. "Now, I'll demonstrate the manual technique for inducing therapeutic paroxysm."

I slid two fingers into her wet channel while maintaining pressure on her clitoris. The Duchess moaned, her head falling back as I established a rhythm.

"Observe her responses," I instructed the rapt audience. "The flushing of the skin, accelerated breathing, involuntary muscular contractions—all indicators of approaching relief."

As I worked the Duchess toward her climax, I noticed the other women had drawn closer. Lady Harrington had slipped a hand inside Lady Elizabeth's robe, cupping her breast. Mrs. Reynolds was behind Miss Wright, her hands roaming freely over the younger woman's body.

"The paroxysm may manifest differently in each patient," I explained, increasing the pace of my fingers. "Some experience multiple small releases, others a single powerful crisis."

The Duchess proved to be the latter. With a keening cry that echoed through the bedroom, she arched off the bed, her inner muscles clamping around my fingers as she experienced what was clearly her first medically induced orgasm.

"Magnificent," Lady Elizabeth breathed, her own robe now completely open as Lady Harrington continued fondling her breasts.

"That was merely the preliminary treatment," I said, withdrawing my glistening fingers. "For complete relief, we must address all erogenous zones."

I beckoned to Mrs. Reynolds. "Perhaps you would demonstrate the breast therapy we discussed?"

Sophia eagerly joined us on the bed, her robe discarded entirely. She straddled the still-trembling Duchess and lowered her mouth to one pale breast, suckling the nipple while her fingers attended to the other.

"The connection between mammary stimulation and uterine health is well-documented," I explained, unbuttoning my shirt as the temperature in the room seemed to rise. "Mrs. Reynolds has shown particular aptitude for this technique."

Indeed, under Sophia's skilled attention, the Duchess was soon writhing again, her hands tangled in Mrs. Reynolds' dark hair as she pressed her face deeper into her bosom.

"While they continue," I said, turning to Lady Elizabeth, "let us begin your examination."

The redhead needed no encouragement, immediately shedding her robe and positioning herself on one of the divans, legs spread invitingly. Her body was a stark contrast to the Duchess—smaller breasts with large, dark areolae, a constellation of freckles across her shoulders, and a triangle of copper curls between her thighs.

"I'll demonstrate an alternative approach," I announced, kneeling between her legs. "Oral stimulation can be particularly effective for patients new to treatment."

Without preamble, I lowered my mouth to her sex, parting her folds with my tongue. Lady Elizabeth gasped, her hands flying to grip the edge of the divan.

"Oh!" she exclaimed. "That's—that's not at all what my husband—"

Her words dissolved into incoherent moans as I found her clitoris, circling it with my tongue before sucking it gently between my lips. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head as I worked her toward her first paroxysm.

From the corner of my eye, I could see that Lady Harrington and Miss Wright had joined the Duchess and Mrs. Reynolds on the bed. The four women had formed a tableau of feminine pleasure—Catherine's face buried between the Duchess's thighs while Eleanor suckled at Sophia's breasts.

The sight inflamed my own desire, and I redoubled my efforts with Lady Elizabeth. I slid two fingers into her tight channel, curving them to find that spongy ridge of tissue on her anterior wall while my tongue continued its relentless attention to her clitoris.

"Doctor!" she cried out, her accent slipping as pleasure overtook her. "I feel—I think I'm—oh God!"

Her climax washed over her in waves, her body convulsing as she experienced her first true paroxysm. I continued my ministrations through her orgasm, drawing out every last tremor before finally pulling away.

"Excellent response," I approved, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. "Now, for the next phase of treatment."

I stood, removing the remainder of my clothing. My cock stood proudly erect, drawing the attention of all five women, even those still engaged with each other on the bed.

"The most comprehensive therapy," I explained, helping Lady Elizabeth to her feet and guiding her toward the bed, "involves internal massage using a specially designed medical instrument."

"Is that what you call it, Doctor?" Mrs. Reynolds teased, disengaging from the others to approach me. Without waiting for a response, she knelt before me and took my length into her mouth, demonstrating her considerable oral skills.

"Sophia is demonstrating the preparatory technique," I managed to say as she worked me with lips and tongue. "Proper lubrication ensures optimal therapeutic benefit."

After a few minutes of Mrs. Reynolds' expert attention, I gently pulled her away. "Now, we'll proceed with a demonstration of positions that maximize therapeutic effect."

I positioned myself on the bed, my back against the headboard. "Lady Harrington, if you would assist Lady Elizabeth?"

Catherine guided the redhead to straddle me, facing away. "This position," she explained, echoing my clinical tone, "allows for deep penetration while maintaining access to external pleasure points."

She helped Lady Elizabeth lower herself onto my cock, both of us groaning as I filled her completely. "Now," Catherine continued, "rock your hips forward and back, rather than up and down."

Lady Elizabeth followed the instruction, gasping as the position caused my shaft to rub directly against her anterior wall. "Oh! I feel it so deeply this way!"

"Precisely," I confirmed, reaching around to cup her breasts as she established a rhythm. "The angle stimulates internal pressure points inaccessible through conventional methods."

Not to be left out, Miss Wright positioned herself between my legs, her delicate fingers massaging my testicles as Lady Elizabeth rode me. Meanwhile, the Duchess and Mrs. Reynolds had begun their own exploration, with Sophia introducing Her Grace to the pleasures of the vibrating device.

The room filled with the sounds of unbridled female pleasure—moans, gasps, the wet sounds of fingers and tongues on eager flesh, and the mechanical hum of the vibrator as the Duchess experienced her second powerful paroxysm of the evening.

Lady Elizabeth's movements grew more frantic as she approached her climax. "I feel it building again," she panted. "Stronger than before!"

"Allow it to crest," I instructed, pinching her nipples firmly while Miss Wright reached up to circle the redhead's clitoris with her tongue.

The combined stimulation proved overwhelming. Lady Elizabeth threw her head back, a primal scream tearing from her throat as her inner muscles clenched rhythmically around my cock. The force of her orgasm nearly triggered my own, but I maintained control, determined to demonstrate my full range of therapeutic techniques.

As Lady Elizabeth collapsed forward, spent and trembling, Mrs. Reynolds helped her dismount. "My turn, I think," Sophia purred, positioning herself on hands and knees before me. "I believe the Duchess would benefit from observing posterior therapy."

I moved behind Mrs. Reynolds, admiring the view of her magnificent ass presented for my attention. "This approach," I explained, parting her cheeks, "addresses congestion through an alternative channel."

I reached for the lubricating oil, applying it liberally to my cock and Sophia's puckered opening. With gentle but insistent pressure, I breached her anus, eliciting a deep moan of satisfaction as I filled her completely.

"Note how the patient responds," I said, establishing a steady rhythm. "The posterior passage contains numerous nerve endings connected to the female reproductive system."

The Duchess watched with fascination as I sodomized Mrs. Reynolds, who was clearly experiencing intense pleasure from the act. "Does it not hurt?" she asked curiously.

"With proper preparation and technique, no," I assured her. "In fact, many patients find it provides the most profound relief."

To demonstrate, I reached beneath Sophia to stimulate her clitoris as I continued thrusting into her tight passage. Within moments, she was crying out, her entire body shuddering as an intense orgasm overtook her.

"I should like to try that," the Duchess decided, moving into position beside Mrs. Reynolds.

"Perhaps Lady Harrington would demonstrate the preparatory technique," I suggested, withdrawing from Sophia, who collapsed onto the bed in satisfied exhaustion.

Catherine needed no further encouragement. She positioned herself behind the Duchess, spreading her cheeks to reveal her tight, pink anus. "First, we must relax the muscles," she explained, circling the puckered opening with an oil-slicked finger.

I watched with professional appreciation as Lady Harrington expertly prepared the Duchess, gradually working from one finger to three as the aristocrat moaned and pushed back against the intrusion.

"She's ready, Doctor," Catherine announced, withdrawing her fingers.

I positioned myself behind the Duchess, my cock still slick with oil and Mrs. Reynolds' juices. With careful pressure, I pushed past the tight ring of muscle, pausing to allow her body to adjust to the invasion.

"Breathe deeply," I instructed as I felt her tense around me. "The initial discomfort will soon give way to pleasure."

True to my word, as I began to move within her, the Duchess's expressions of discomfort transformed into moans of delight. "Oh! It's so... full... so intense!"

"The sensation is heightened by simultaneous stimulation," I explained, nodding to Miss Wright, who immediately slid beneath the Duchess to attend to her neglected sex with eager tongue and fingers.

The dual assault on her senses soon had the Duchess incoherent with pleasure. I increased my pace, driving deeper into her tight passage as Eleanor's ministrations brought her closer to climax.

"I'm going to—again—oh God!" The Duchess's third paroxysm of the evening was her most powerful yet, her entire body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.

The intensity of her response, combined with the erotic tableau surrounding me, finally pushed me to my limit. With a guttural groan, I buried myself to the hilt in her ass and released, filling her with pulse after pulse of hot seed.

As I withdrew, Lady Elizabeth approached with a warm, damp cloth. "Allow me, Doctor," she said, gently cleaning my spent member with surprising tenderness.

"Most attentive," I approved. "But our session is far from complete."

Indeed, over the next several hours, we explored every possible combination of bodies and techniques. I demonstrated the proper use of each instrument in my medical arsenal, from the mechanical vibrators to the specialized dildos designed for simultaneous penetration.

The women proved to be apt pupils, soon pleasuring each other with skill that matched my own. I watched with professional satisfaction as Lady Harrington brought Miss Wright to a squirting climax using nothing but her fingers, and as the Duchess discovered her talent for oral ministrations between Mrs. Reynolds' eagerly spread thighs.

For my part, I ensured that each woman experienced the full range of therapeutic techniques—Lady Elizabeth discovering the intense pleasure of being penetrated from both ends as I claimed her mouth while Mrs. Reynolds worked a vibrating device into her dripping sex; the Duchess learning that her large breasts were sensitive enough to bring her to orgasm through dedicated attention alone; Miss Wright finding that her petite frame was perfectly suited to more acrobatic positions that allowed for exceptionally deep penetration.

By dawn, the master bedroom resembled a battlefield of pleasure—sheets soaked with sweat, oil, and the mingled fluids of our exertions; bodies sprawled in various states of exhausted satisfaction; the air heavy with the scent of sex and the lingering echoes of ecstatic cries.

"Ladies," I announced, surveying the scene with professional pride, "I believe our first group session has been an unqualified success."

Mrs. Reynolds, her body bearing the marks of our vigorous therapy, laughed throatily. "Indeed, Doctor. I haven't felt this thoroughly treated in years."

"When might we reconvene?" the Duchess asked eagerly, her aristocratic reserve completely abandoned. "My hysteria is likely to return within days without regular treatment."

"I propose monthly sessions," Lady Harrington suggested, "with individual consultations as needed between gatherings."

"And perhaps," Lady Elizabeth added shyly, "we might each bring another suffering friend to the next meeting? My sister-in-law has been particularly afflicted since her husband's regiment was deployed."

I considered the proposition as Miss Wright's delicate hand wrapped around my cock, somehow coaxing it back to hardness despite the night's exertions.

"As a dedicated physician," I said solemnly, though a smile tugged at my lips, "I could hardly refuse such an opportunity to advance the science of feminine health. The Society for Female Therapeutic Advancement shall convene monthly—for the good of womankind."

"To womankind," Mrs. Reynolds toasted, raising a champagne flute in one hand while her other continued to idly circle the Duchess's nipple.

"And to its most dedicated physician," Lady Harrington added, sliding sinuously off the bed to kneel before me. "Perhaps one final demonstration before we adjourn?"

As the morning sun filtered through the bedroom curtains, I found myself once again surrounded by eager female flesh—Miss Wright impaled on my cock, Lady Elizabeth seated on my face, the Duchess and Mrs. Reynolds attending to each other beside us, and Lady Harrington orchestrating the entire symphony of pleasure with the skill of a conductor.

In that moment, I knew with absolute certainty that my medical practice had reached its zenith. The treatment of female hysteria was my true calling, and I would pursue it with the dedication and thoroughness that had always characterized my professional endeavors.

One patient—or five—at a time.
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