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Chapter 1


Ingrid arrived early for her first overnight shift at Tender Mercy Hospital. She felt a little nervous about what she would encounter at a hospital in a big American city, having spent her training year with Dr. Frykberg's practice in Mälarby, tending mostly to home births, farm injuries, and tourists' stomach complaints from the rich dairy products they consumed at the Vildsund Cafe.

When her cousin Elsa invited her to spend a year abroad, Ingrid had jumped at the chance, but now she was anxious. She heard wailing sirens at night through Elsa's apartment windows, and the bustling streets full of hurried, harried people made her stomach tense and her hands perspire. Surely Tender Mercy Hospital would be awash with victims of mob hits and gang violence, terrible automobile crashes and raging fires. How could she possibly rise to such emergencies when her only experience was in the bucolic meadows of rural Sweden?

Ingrid didn't want to be nervous, because being nervous almost always led to her being aroused. Her body's natural response to discomfort was a sudden spike in libido, a response that had led to almost as many uncomfortable as pleasurable episodes over her twenty-three years in Mälarby. She had failed her first driving test, for example, though she had succeeded in bringing both herself and Malte Engström, Mälarby chief licensing official, to a satisfying climax on the country road behind Lake Åkesson. Her second test, with grandmotherly Josefin Granestrand, had been a much more staid affair.

Ingrid was met at the nurse's station on the third floor by a pretty redhead in a white uniform. Her white cap perched high on her piled curls, and her breasts pressed provocatively at her tight dress. Ingrid couldn't help but notice the hint of lace that appeared between the buttons up the woman's front, and the way her uniform dress clung to her generous curves.

"You must be Ingrid," the woman said, extending a hand toward Ingrid. "I'm Nina."

"A pleasure to meet you, Nina," said Ingrid, taking the woman's hand.

Nina's fingers were soft and warm, but also strong when they gripped Ingrid's; an image of this pretty redhead milking the dairy cows at Nils Lindahl's farms suddenly flashed through Ingrid's mind — Ingrid had treated the sprained wrists of Nils' milkmaids a few times at home, and they all had similarly strong hands. She smiled to herself and filed away a reminder to ask Nina if she had any background working on a dairy farm: it would be nice if she did; it would make Ingrid feel more comfortable to have a person with experiences she could comprehend.

"Why don't you leave your coat," Nina said, motioning toward a rack behind the nurses' desk, "and I'll show you around the floor."

Ingrid shucked off her gray overcoat and hung it beside the blue jacket already on the rack. She wondered if it was Nina's — the color would certainly suit her, contrasting nicely with the fiery hue of her hair. Nina took her by the elbow and guided her down the hall.

#

"How funny you'd ask that!" Nina said. They had peeked in on a few of the sleeping patients, had a quick tour of the supply closet, and reviewed the schedule for the night. The third floor of Tender Mercy was the domain of Dr. Tikelmeister, a respected but somewhat controversial urologist, who was expected to arrive near the end of the shift.

"I worked summers on my Uncle Jeff's dairy farm, near Milhawket," Nina said. "How did you guess?"

Ingrid felt her face flush, and she smiled shyly, looking down at her white shoes.

"Your fingers," Ingrid said, "when you shook my hand. They were so like the girls I treated from Nils Lindahl's farm, who were always milking his cows. They had very strong but soft fingers."

Nina laughed, a bright and musical sound that made Ingrid's nerves subside, but not necessarily the roiling libido she felt in her belly.

"Well, I was mostly working at the farmer's market," Nina said, "or feeding the cows. My cousin Maddie did most of the milking."

"Oh," said Ingrid, "how curious. Your fingers are so like a milkmaid's!"

"Milking cows isn't the only way to get strong fingers, Ingrid," Nina said with a wink that made Ingrid's belly turn somersaults.

#

"What is down there?" Ingrid asked.

They were almost done with their tour, having run a circuit of the third floor with the nurses' station just ahead, when Ingrid noticed a closed metal door with a small glass window. "Ward X" was stenciled across it in black letters.

"Oh, those are Dr. Tikelmeister's patients," Nina said. "Part of his special treatment program. There are six of them here on an overnight observation. You won't have to worry about them, though — not on your first shift. If they need attention, I'll address them."

"What treatment are they here for?" Ingrid asked.

"It's ... experimental," Nina said, giving Ingrid a wink. "I've got some of Dr. Tikelmeister's publications at the station if you want to give them a read — it's interesting stuff."

"I would enjoy that," Ingrid said. "It is good to stay up to date on the experimental treatments."

"Yes, it is," Nina said, flashing Ingrid a grin that made her stomach tingle as she took Nina's elbow and guided her back toward the station.
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Chapter 2


The night settled into an easy rhythm. With only a few patients on the main floor, Ingrid found her nervousness dissipating. But with Nina sitting nearby, her auburn hair flowing across her shoulders and her uniform hugging her ample curves, Ingrid did not find her arousal similarly fading away. If anything, given that the lull of the quiet floor gave her mind space to wander, Ingrid's arousal seemed to be growing.

Back in Mälarby, Ingrid had dallied a few times with Agneta Andersson, a teacher at the primary school. It had started as a playful summer flirtation at the beach on Lake Åkesson, but blossomed one sticky night when they were alone in a secluded bay out of sight of the main swimming area, and playfully dared each other two doff their modest swimming costumes in favor of nudity. Agneta had coppery hair not unlike Nina's, and flowing curves that yielded soft and warm to Ingrid's curious fingers.

Being with Agneta was very different from Ingrid's experiences with men — more joyous, somehow, but more mysterious, every touch opening up a new and unexplored pathway to pleasure. Ingrid closed her eyes, listening to Nina's quiet breathing in the still space beside her, and remembered the way Agneta's warm mouth and gentle fingers felt on her skin, the way Agneta's firm breasts and smooth belly trembled beneath her hands. A desperate, tingling longing rose up in Ingrid's core, making her wiggle on her seat. She was about to excuse herself to run to the bathroom and seek a temporary relief with her fingers when she heard the piercing buzz of a patient's call button break the silence.

Ingrid looked up at the array of lights on the wall beside the station. The one that was blinking red was labeled "Ward X Room 3."

"I'll take this one," Nina said with a sigh, pushing her rolling chair back from the desk.

She looked down at Ingrid with a sly grin, and Ingrid felt her face flush; Can she read my thoughts? Ingrid worried for a moment before brushing aside her disquiet.

"I shouldn't be long," Nina said, glancing at a clipboard she took from the stack of papers on the desk. "This is one of Dr. Tikelmeister's newer patients, they usually have very simple needs. I'll be back in a jiffy!"

Nina squeezed Ingrid's shoulder as she passed, and Ingrid watched with quiet hunger as Nina strode purposefully down the hall, her firm, round ass swaying beneath her tight skirt. Ingrid squirmed and let her skirt ride up her thighs, trying not to think about what Nina's ass might feel like against Ingrid's palms. Though she didn't try very hard to suppress the thought ...

#

When Nina returned, she had a happy grin on her face and a lightness to her step that surprised Ingrid. For her part, Ingrid had spent the time Nina was away — about fifteen minutes, according to the station clock — reviewing the Tender Mercy Hospital policies and procedures binder, which gave her mind ample space to wander through reveries about Agneta's creamy thighs and pillowy bosom. She supposed she had a happy smile, too, and she wondered if Nina could sense the way Ingrid's eyes lingered on the hint of lace visible between the buttons of her blouse.

"It's very interesting when Dr. Tikelmeister's patients are on the floor," Nina said as she settled back in her chair. "You never know quite what their needs are going to be."

"Oh?" asked Ingrid. "What kinds of needs do these patients have so late at night?"

"It depends on their condition," Nina said, "and the prescribed treatment. Sometimes they just sleep through the night, but this batch has a ... nocturnal condition that requires attention." Nina winked. "So sleeplessness is to be expected."

Ingrid nodded, though she didn't really understand what Nina was talking about. She knew that patients were sometimes unsettled at the hospital, being in an unfamiliar and stressful environment, and that difficulty sleeping was not unusual. In her training with Dr. Frykberg, Ingrid had administered a variety of sleeping aids to patients, from gentle sedatives like valerian and passionflower, to more powerful tranquilizers that put a patient almost immediately into a catatonic state. And sometimes a warm glass of milk with a pinch of turmeric was all a patient needed to find relaxation, along with a soothing word from a kind nurse.

"I suppose you must have some very effective analgesic treatments at the hospital," Ingrid said. "At home in Mälarby we often give sleepless patients välling — a sort of warm milk and oats porridge that settles the stomach."

"Dr. Tikelmeister's medications are a little more experimental than that," said Nina, "and not always compatible with the typical sedatives. For this batch, their problem isn't necessarily being too wakeful — it's more what happens when they're asleep. And so a little more ... manual intervention is needed."

Nina winked at Ingrid again, the corners of her lips curling up. Ingrid furrowed her brow, still puzzled. Before she could ask more questions, though, the buzzer sounded again.

"Another Ward X patient," Nina said with a sigh as she pushed herself back from the desk again. "I think sometimes they have a subconscious connection that makes them all pop up at the same time."

Nina pulled a red binder down from the shelf over the desk and handed it to Ingrid.

"Browse through this while I'm gone," Nina said. "There are some of Dr. Tikelmeister's research papers in here, and a few notes on the therapies he's experimenting with. I shouldn't be more than a few minutes."

Ingrid bit her lip as she watched Nina hurry down the hall toward Ward X, then opened the binder: "Common Indications of Excessive Nocturnal Emissions and Proposed Therapies Toward Their Control and Containment," said the title of the first paper.
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Chapter 3


Ingrid was engrossed in the second paper in the binder — "Possible Causes of Peri-Priapism in Male Subjects and Parallel Conditions in the Female Body" — when she heard Nina return. She looked up to see that Nina's face was flushed, her cap was askew, and the buttons of her blouse were misaligned and half unbuttoned. Nina flopped herself down in the chair and sighed, feet wide and shoulders thrown back. Ingrid glanced up at the clock — more than thirty minutes had passed since the buzzer had pulled Nina to Ward X.

"Is everything alright?" Ingrid asked, closing the binder. The color in Nina's cheeks made Ingrid's cheeks warm, and she felt a flush of heat through her body.

"Fine, fine, fine," Nina gasped, clearly out of breath. "It's just ... well, some of Dr. Tikelmeister's patients display rather extreme symptoms on the overnight stays, and it can take some time to get them back to sleep."

"Did you not try the välling?" Ingrid asked with a grin.

"The välling ..." Nina pursed her lips and wrinkled her brow, and then laughed. "Oh, the warm milk thing! Well, warmth did turn out to be the answer in this case, but it probably isn't how you do it back in Sweden."

"Do all of the doctor's patients suffer maladies of the ..." Ingrid tapped the binder and blushed.

Nina laughed and said, "Well, some suffer more than others, I suppose, but yes, Dr. Tikelmeister is the foremost expert on the whole range of penile conditions, from priapism to erectile dysfunction to excessive nocturnal emissions. He's pioneered some groundbreaking treatments right here at Tender Mercy, and he's always pushing the boundaries of the possible."

"Which condition do the patients tonight suffer?" Ingrid asked.

"A nocturnal emissions disorder," Nina said.

She looked down along her curvy shape and noticed her misaligned buttons, gave a little chuckle, and began undoing them. Ingrid felt her body grow warm at the sight of Nina's open blouse, her lacy bra and bare belly visible as her nimble fingers redid the buttons.

"Wet dreams are perfectly normal, of course," Nina continued, "but these patients have them far more frequently than normal. Some have several a night, in fact, which leads to poor sleep, depleted seminal volume, and general lethargy."

"How ... unfortunate," said Ingrid. Her tongue darted out past her lips as Nina finished with the buttons on her blouse, leaving the last two open so her ivory collarbones and the barest hint of lace were visible.

"Extra laundry is another side effect," Nina said with a wink. "I can't imagine how crusty their sheets must get, shooting off like that every night!"

"Indeed," Ingrid said, squirming in her seat.

She couldn't help but picture a man in repose — she often conjured up Erik Johansson, a famous footballer from Mälarby, when called upon to imagine a man and his penis. Ingrid envisioned Erik asleep, twisted in his sheets, his silky blonde hair tousled and his handsome face contorted with a passionate dream. The thin sheet did little to cover the turgid mass rising between his powerful thighs, stretching as it did across its girth as his penis pulsed beneath the flimsy fabric. Erik stirred, arms flung wide, as he squirmed and shifted on the bed in response to the images conjured by his sleeping mind. Ingrid pictured the shape beneath the sheet writhing like a serpent, growing longer and thicker with the friction and arousal, Erik's breathing shallow and fast. His eyes darted back and forth beneath close shut lids, and Ingrid wondered what he was seeing: all manner of breasts and asses, mouths and pussies, must be dancing through Erik's imagination, perhaps memories of his many rumored conquests (he had, alas, left Mälarby for Göteborg before Ingrid had come of age), perhaps fantasies of the conquests yet to come. The serpent writhed and lurched, and Ingrid could see the outline of heavy, semen-filled testicles when Erik rolled and stretched; her tongue flicked across her lips, imagining what it would be like to take those salty globes into her mouth and lick their taut skin while his shaft throbbed in her hand. And then Erik let out a groan in his sleep, a deep, guttural sound, and as a strong pulse shuddered along the covered shaft, wetness spread through the fabric, turning the sheet dark yet also translucent. The veiny length of Erik's cock became more visible as the sheet absorbed his copious spend, and Erik's movements slowed and then stilled. The handsome footballer's face relaxed, his breathing grew deep and steady, and his sheeted cock stirred one last time as it released the last of the fluid that rushed up from his balls to the velvety head just visible through the wet sheet stretched over his body.

"You look like you're a million miles away, Ingrid," said Nina, and Ingrid startled, suddenly aware that while she was lost in her reveries about Erik Johansson's wet dream, her fellow nurse had been speaking.

"I am so sorry," Ingrid said, blinking her eyes open and fidgeting in her chair. Her daydream had been so vivid that she had become aroused herself; she felt dampness between her thighs, and the little nubbin of her clit rubbed against her cotton panties when she moved. It felt good, and it took all of Ingrid's willpower not to slide a hand between her legs and explore the delightfully warm and wet feelings her imagination had evoked. "I think I am not used to being up so late ..."

"It's okay," Nina said, giving Ingrid's shoulder a gentle squeeze that only made the warmth between her legs grow hotter. "The night shifts get easier with time. And once you've had your orientation with Dr. Tikelmeister, they'll be busier for you, too."

"I suppose it will be easier to stay awake when I am busier," said Ingrid.

The buzzer sounded again, and another light on the board indicating Ward X began to blink. Nina sighed and stood, her hand still on Ingrid's shoulder.

"I'll be glad when you can lend a hand," Nina said. "Mine are getting tired!"
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Chapter 4


Ingrid continued to read through the binder while Nina left to attend to the buzzing patient. The article on "Possible Causes of Peri-Priapism in Male Subjects and Parallel Conditions in the Female Body" was interesting, especially when it discussed some unusual variations in female arousal. Ingrid recognized herself in the description of "nervous clitoral tumescence": was that her condition, when anxiety and excitement became so entangled that she could no longer tell if she was worried or horny?

And reading the further case studies of nocturnal emissions brought to mind her little fantasy about Erik Johansson and his spurting cock. With Nina away, at least for the moment, Ingrid dared to indulge in a few tentative touches over the thin, damp fabric of her panties, wishing that she had the privacy to tear the flimsy cloth away and give her "clitoral tumescence" the attention it demanded.

But when she got to the article about "Variability of Erectile Dimensions Under Application of Herbal Extracts and Artificial Hormonal Treatments," Ingrid's eyes nearly bulged out of her head. This paper contained not only charts and graphs, but pictures; and not just pictures, but full-color photographs of penises in various states of arousal. She stared at the beautiful shades of color — the pink and rose, the ebony and mocha, the dusky olive and creamy alabaster — stretched across the pages with measuring sticks to denote their relative lengths and notes about girth and rigidity in the captions. Her mouth watered at the sight of bulbous purple tips, dark wrinkled foreskins, and semen-heavy testicles arrayed across the report's pages. The data indicated that Dr. Tikelmeister's experimental treatments could result in up to a five per cent increase in length and girth, and a more than fifteen per cent improvement in turgidity.

Ingrid was just getting to the part of the paper that discussed the increase in seminal volume and motility provided by the treatments, as well as the subjective measurements of the subject's pleasure at the moment of release, one hand slipping up the leg of her panties to flick her fingers quickly along the length of her stiffening clit, when the call buzzer rang again. She looked up at the board of lights to see that it was another Ward X patient requesting attention.

#

Ingrid watched the second hand of the big clock above the nurses' station make its steady, clicking progress, with her hands pressed to the desk, although she wanted to bring both between her legs. More than fifteen minutes had passed since Nina left to tend to a patient; Ingrid had seen the light that beckoned her click off soon after Nina left, suggesting that she had flipped the switch by the patient's door as soon as she arrived. But the light that had interrupted her enjoyment of Dr. Tikelmeister's paper was still illuminated; maybe Nina hadn't heard that call, or the first patient required attention that kept her from going to the second?

Nina had said that after meeting with Dr. Tikelmeister, Ingrid would have an opportunity to work with the patients in Ward X. Apparently tending to their needs required special training, perhaps unique equipment or unusual techniques, tasks that a normal night nurse would not be expected to perform. Ingrid could certainly tend to the rest of the patients on the floor, but that patient in need in Ward X, indicated by the steady, blinking light on the wall, was beyond her aid.

As the clock continued to tick and the light continued to blink, Ingrid became subtly anxious, worried that something had happened to Nina. Was there a problem with the first patient that she couldn't resolve on her own? Would Nina be able to reach out to Ingrid if she needed help, or was she hoping that Ingrid would come to her rescue?

The fluttering doubt in Ingrid's belly slowly drifted down until it tingled between her legs, indistinguishable from the arousal she had felt looking at the photographs in Dr. Tikelmeister's binder. She squirmed in her chair, pressing her knees together, but that only made the heat radiate further, igniting a flame that glowed in her core.

A second buzzer sounded, and another Ward X light began to flash. Ingrid felt her nipples stiffen under her blouse. With a groan, she pushed herself up from the chair and, on unsteady legs, hurried from the station and down the hall toward the door to Ward X.

#

Ingrid hesitated for a moment at the metal door to Ward X. Her heart pounded and her mouth was dry. The nervous tingle in her stomach spread through her entire body now, making her fingers tremble as she reached for the doorknob.

Part of her hoped the door would be locked; then she could return to the station and wait for Nina, as she'd been instructed. But the knob turned in her shaking hand, and the heavy door swung open with a groan. Ingrid took a deep breath and stepped forward.

Behind the door she found a long, dim hallway, painted a shade of navy blue that turned to black where the bare lightbulbs spaced along the ceiling failed to cast their light. White doors lined the hall on either side, each with a small porthole window. Two red lights glowed above doors near the end of the hall, and Ingrid made her way toward them, her soft-soled shoes making scratching sounds on the tiled floor; otherwise, the ward was silent.

Ingrid saw one of the doors was slightly ajar, and stepped over to it. With a trembling hand, Ingrid pushed the door open and leaned her head inside. She almost fainted at the sight inside, bringing her hands to her mouth to stifle a gasp.

A patient lay on the metal bed, his back propped against a pillow. His eyes were closed and his jaw was slack, his breathing fast and shallow. And well he should be panting, because straddling his waist was Nina, her skirt hiked up above her waist, her blouse unbuttoned and bare breasts thrust toward the ceiling as her head fell back, sending cascades of auburn hair toward her naked ass. The bed groaned as Nina rose and fell, making small, grunting noises, oblivious to Ingrid's arrival.

A sudden banging sound behind her drew Ingrid's attention reluctantly from the vision of Nina riding her patient. She turned toward the hall and heard the banging again, coming from one of the rooms with a glowing red light above it. Ingrid jogged down the hall, leaving the door open; she could hear the bed rattling under Nina's movements.

Ingrid stood on tiptoes to look through the porthole window on the first room's door. The room was cast in dark shadows, but she thought she saw movement inside. There was another bang, and this time Ingrid saw the bed inside the room shake. She put her shoulder to the door and pushed it open, letting a dim beam of light from the hallway illuminate the bed, on which a man lay with a thin sheet stretched across his body.

The banging sound was from the man's fist when he slammed it in frustration against the bed frame. His eyes were screwed shut, his mouth turned in a grimace; a single tear glistened in the dim light as it traced a track from his eye to his chin. Ingrid stepped toward him, drawn by the instinct to relieve his suffering, and stopped suddenly when she saw something stir under the sheet.

The man's eyes snapped open, and he gasped when he saw Ingrid. His balled fists uncurled, and he gripped the bedframe with trembling hands. The sheet stirred again, and Ingrid saw that it was his erect penis that twitched and stirred beneath the thin covering.

"It won't stop," the man gasped, his eyes glassy. "It just keeps throbbing and it won't stop."

"It won't stop?" Ingrid asked, taking a tentative step forward.

"The tingling!" the man cried, nearly shouting.

He grasped the sheet in his hand and flung it aside, and Ingrid held her fingers to her mouth in surprise. His hospital gown was twisted around his hips, pulled up to his waist, exposing his throbbing cock. The purple head was smeared with the gloss of pre-cum, and the skin along the shaft was stretched tight. The turgid column bounced as if of its own volition between his hairy thighs. Ingrid's eyes went wide, and she pressed a palm to her mouth.

"It won't stop," the man gasped, "and I can't sleep! Every time I close my eyes I see ... I see ... oh, Nurse, I'm afraid I'm going to have those dreams again!"

Ingrid reached for the chart clipped to the foot of the bed and squinted at the pages. "Johnny B.," the papers explained, had been admitted the day before for "treatment for excessive and repeated nocturnal emissions," accompanied by "acute hypersexual dreams and hallucinations."

"Well," Ingrid said, looking over the chart in her hands to the column of flesh between Johnny B.'s legs, "it certainly does look uncomfortable ..."

"It's excruciating!" Johnny B. gasped. More tears trickled down his cheeks. "I can't sleep, I can't think, it's nothing but throbbing and tingling with no relief!"

"Why don't you just ..."

Ingrid flipped the page on the chart and saw printed in bold letters: "MASTURBATION HIGHLY DISCOURAGED"

"Oh," she said, looking up from the chart to Johnny B.'s throbbing erection, and his white-knuckled fists clinging to the bed frame. "Oh, I see ..."
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Chapter 5


Ingrid found rubber gloves and a bottle of medical lubricant in the cart beside the bed. A quick glance through the chart didn't indicate that Johnny B. shouldn't receive relief from his clearly uncomfortable erection, just that he shouldn't provide that relief to himself. And Ingrid felt that providing relief was a nurse's highest purpose. Duty called, in the shape of a throbbing, purple-headed penis, and Ingrid was prepared to step up to the task.

"Let's see if we can reduce the swelling," Ingrid said as she snapped the gloves onto her hands and wriggled her fingers. She smiled down at the patient, who looked up at her with such an expression of gratitude on his face that Ingrid felt her belly tingle. Well, not just her belly, to be perfectly honest ...

Ingrid leaned over the bed and smeared a generous palmful of the lubricant over Johnny B.'s testicles and then up the length of his shaft, careful to coat it thoroughly. She was afraid the rubber gloves would be rougher than bare skin, and certainly didn't want to cause any chafing on the sensitive flesh of the patient's shaft. Johnny B. let out a low moan and sank into the pillows as Ingrid ran one hand and then the other up his length, twisting her wrists as she approached the bulging glans so she could run a finger along the prominent ridge.

"You are doing great," Ingrid said. His cock pulsed in her hands and his breathing became deep and steady. "Just relax and you will feel relief quickly, I am sure."

"You're doing great, too," the man in the bed whispered, a smile spreading across his face.

"Hush," Ingrid said, pressing a slippery finger to his lips.

He gently kissed the tip of her finger as she pulled it away, and Ingrid felt a pulsing throb between her legs. If not for her professional standards, she would surely have climbed onto the bed and straddled the patient, just as she had seen Nina doing. What, she wondered, had driven Nina to do that? Was it merely desire, or was she applying some treatment specific to the needs of patients in Ward X?

Ingrid mused about what she had learned so far as she fell into a slow, steady rhythm with her hands around Johnny B.'s cock. While she had certainly encountered her fair share of penises in Mälarby, she had never really given them much thought: they were simply mute and rigid tools of mutual pleasure, simple barometers of arousal that seemed always to rise to the occasion when she needed their services, and once they had accomplished their purpose, she was happy to tuck them back into their owners' trousers and give them no further thought.

But having read some of Dr. Tikelmeister's work, and having encountered, however briefly, the mysteries of Ward X, Ingrid was beginning to think about penises very differently. They had their own needs, she realized now, and their own obstacles to meeting those needs. The callowness of youth had led her to believe that most cocks would simply stand at attention when asked, perform the necessary functions to bring both parties to release, and then disappear until summoned again. Now Ingrid saw them as complex, delicate machines that needed to be carefully considered lest they veer off from their fragile balance.

She cradled Johnny B.'s balls in her palm, feeling them tighten and rise toward his crotch, the hard little eggs tingling against her hand. Ingrid imagined the hot fluid building inside them, pressing against the dam and preparing to burst forth in a stream of pleasure. Her other hand slipped easily up and down the length of his shaft, her touch firm but gentle, and even through the gloves she could feel the pulsing heat of Johnny B.'s arousal. Ingrid's pussy ached with her own arousal, and she wished there some way for her to achieve pleasurable release, too, but at the moment, her duty was to her patient and his discomfort.

Though it appeared that Johnny B.'s discomfort was turning very quickly to pleasure. His breathing was deep and steady, and the smile on his face curled up as Ingrid stroked his shaft. Ingrid smiled, too, happy to see the distress melting away. The sleep that had been interrupted by his troublesome arousal would surely embrace him once he had achieved release.

"I ... I ... oh god, Nurse, I'm going to ..."

Johnny B.'s gasping exclamations snapped Ingrid back to the present moment, and she realized that she had not considered what to do about the fountain of joy that would surely accompany the patient's release. If she were with a lover in Mälarby, she would probably simply let the pleasure erupt from Johnny B.'s cock, jetting as high into the air as his contracting muscles could send it before splashing down over his belly and chest. But if she let that happen now, she would need to change his bedding and his gown, and wash his body of the sticky spend, and that would delay the sleep her patient required.

She saw a box of tissues across the room, and thought about rushing over to grab it. But then she would need to disengage from the stroking and squeezing that was bringing Johnny B. to the precipice of release and possibly interrupt his relief. And given the swelling she felt in his testicles and the throbbing of his shaft, Ingrid wasn't sure mere tissues would be sufficient to contain the impending eruption.

Taking a deep breath, Ingrid decided to deal with the eruption the way she had Malte Engström's, the licensing officer in Mälarby, when she had celebrated finally passing the test by licking his rampant cock to climax. Leaning over Johnny B.'s bed, feet braced wide apart on the floor, Ingrid took the silky, purple head between her lips and sucked as she stroked.

Johnny B. let out a surprised gasp, and then a roar of delight as his cock erupted into Ingrid's mouth. She sputtered when the first warm, thick pulse splashed against the back of her throat, and she almost pulled away. Instead, she pushed his cock deeper into her mouth, stroking as she lowered her lips down his length. His cock bucked and throbbed as it sent wave after wave of his seed into Ingrid's mouth; she held firm to his testicles and slid her fingers up and down his shaft, milking every salty drop until she felt him relax into the bed, muscles going slack.

"Oh god," the patient gasped, his voice weak, "oh god, Nurse, that was ..."

Ingrid swallowed the last of his spunk and wiped a gloved finger across her lips to catch a stray trickle that escaped her mouth. Johnny B. was smiling beatifically, settling into the deepest repose, and Ingrid smiled, too, feeling a sense of accomplishment wash over her at meeting her patient's needs in such surprising circumstances.

"Rest now, please," Ingrid said, putting a slippery palm against his chest and bending down to place a soft kiss on his forehead. Johnny B. closed his eyes, still smiling, clearly on the verge of unconsciousness.

"Well, what have we here?" said a voice behind her.

Ingrid snapped to attention and turned to see Nina, her blouse hanging loose and unbuttoned and her nurse's cap askew, standing in the doorway with a wicked smile on her lips.
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Chapter 6


"Oh, Nina," Ingrid gasped, reaching up to straighten the cap that had gone crooked on her head when she bent over Johnny B.'s erection to complete her ministrations to his needs. "I ... I just ... the buzzer ..."

Nina strode into the room, the smile on her face turning to pursed lips as she approached the bed. Johnny B. was in a deep and seemingly dreamless sleep, his face slack, a soft smile indicating his relief. His penis, once rampant and rigid and throbbing in distress, lay still against his thigh, slippery with lubricant and with Ingrid's saliva, a thin trickle of semen making its way from the purple tip to his bare knee. Nina rested a hand on his forehead, then reached down to slip his gown back over his flaccid member and pull the sheet back up to his chin.

"I am so sorry, Nina," Ingrid said, pressing her gloved hands together before her face. "I know I have not been trained on Dr. Tikelmeister's therapeutic measures, but the patient was in much distress, and I ..."

"You did fine," Nina said, straightening and turning to Ingrid with a glowing smile. "More than fine — you did great, Ingrid. Even without proper orientation, you provided precisely the treatment this patient needed. You're a natural at this!"

Ingrid felt her cheeks flush with pleasure, and she made a little curtsy to Nina in her happiness. She was so please with Nina's praise that she almost forgot what she had witnessed across the hall when she first came to Johnny B.'s rescue.

Almost, but not quite ...

The image of Nina astride the patient, riding him until the metal bedframe rattled, her long auburn hair flowing over her bare shoulders, came flooding back into Ingrid's mind. The glow in her cheeks moved quickly down her body, settling between her legs, and she felt her clit grow turgid again, its sensitive tip pressing against her cotton panties. She struggled to keep her hands pressed together, the desire to thrust her fingers between her thighs almost unbearable.

"Nina," Ingrid said, her voice shaky, "when I came down the hall and looked in the room opposite ... I saw ... I did not mean to ..."

It was Nina's turn to blush now, and she looked down at the floor, tucking a lock of auburn hair behind a pink ear.

"I'm sorry you had to see that, Ingrid," Nina said, "before you've had the full orientation to Ward X. There are a whole range of therapies we need to deploy with this set of patients, escalating from the treatment you knew instinctively to provide to this patient," and she motioned toward Johnny B., still slumbering deeply beneath his thin sheet, "all the way up to the ... Code Red situation you witnessed."

"Code Red?"

"Yes," Nina continued, "it's pretty rare, actually, as most of Dr. Tikelmeister's nocturnal emissions patients are on a hair trigger, so to speak — most don't even need the relief you provided, just a little ... visual assessment will send most of them back to sleep. But in advanced stages of the treatment, the balance of medication and therapy can require more vigorous interventions."

"Oh ... I ... I would not have imagined ..."

"Providing our patients with relief so their therapies can be effective," Nina said, straightening her shoulders and locking eyes with Ingrid, "is a nurse's highest calling. We must be prepared to go above and beyond the limits of decorum and personal dignity for the good of our patients, and for the advancement of science."

"Oh, oh my," Ingrid said, biting her lip. Nina's eyes were deep green, like the waters of Lake Åkesson, and she felt herself falling into them as memories of Agneta Andersson's ample breasts and eager tongue flashed through Ingrid's mind. "I ... I suppose, for ... science ..."

Nina let out a laugh and took a step toward Ingrid. Ingrid could feel Nina's heat through her uniform, and her eyes fell to Nina's open shirt, her breasts nearly falling free of the lacy red bra that struggled to contain them.

"Of course, the treatments can be rewarding for us as well," Nina said, her voice suddenly low and husky. She placed a finger to Ingrid's lips and traced a warm line over her cheek. "A Code Red is a rare opportunity to take some added pleasure in our work."

"I ... I suppose ..."

Ingrid closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Nina had certainly appeared to be taking pleasure in the work she had spied, her head thrown back in delight as she rode the patient in the bed. She imagined Nina's face transformed by pleasure as she worked to bring her patient the relief he so desperately required.

"It takes a special sort of nurse to work on Ward X," Nina continued. Her finger ran down Ingrid's throat, warm and soft, then over the front of her dress, brushing the buttons as it made its way lower. "She must be ready at a moment's notice, willing to set aside her personal inhibitions in the service of her patients' needs, setting aside stigma and fear of reproach that social conditioning has instilled ..."

Ingrid's breath caught when Nina's fingers reached her hip and crept slowly around to slide down her ass. Nina gently pulled Ingrid closer, and Ingrid felt the desire flare hot and urgent in her belly.

"Can you be that kind of nurse, Ingrid?" Nina asked in a purring voice, her mouth close enough to Ingrid's that she could smell the other nurse's sweet, delicate breath. "The kind of nurse who will do anything to bring comfort to her patients?"

The aching pulse between Ingrid's legs became a throbbing, urgent pang of need. She felt her nipples stiffen inside her uniform as she parted her lips, whether to speak or to kiss she couldn't say for sure.

"I ... I think," Ingrid stammered, letting the tip of her tongue wet her trembling lips, "I can be ..."

The stillness in Johnny B.'s room was shattered by a clanging buzzer; at first Ingrid thought it might just be the blood rushing to her head with the flush of desire she felt under Nina's fingers, but then Nina stepped back and looked over her shoulder at the open door.

"Well, shit," Nina said, shaking her head, as the buzzer sounded again. She grabbed Ingrid's hand and pulled her toward the door. "Four in a night, Ingrid, that's a lot of treatment to provide!"
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Chapter 7


"Is it a code red?" Ingrid asked, barely able to conceal her giddy anticipation.

Nina laughed as she flipped up the gown of the man lying in the tangled, sweaty sheets, his eyes wide with erotic distress. He was a strapping young man, with thick thighs and a tight belly above his rampant, weeping cock that stood at attention in its nest of curly blond hair.

"This is barely a code yellow, I'm afraid," Nina said. She flicked a finger against the young man's shaft, eliciting a groan that wracked his body. "I'm pretty sure he'd shoot off if you just flashed him your tits. Do you want a code red, Ingrid?"

Ingrid felt her cheeks burn, and she shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot. Between her thighs, a wet and pulsing need was raging, an urge so intense that she thought she would go mad if she couldn't find relief. Her fists quivered by her hips, clenched tightly to keep them from plunging under her dress in search of the throbbing nubbin that threatened to burst from her sopping panties.

"I ... I want what's best for our patients, Nurse Nina," Ingrid stammered. Her heart pounded in her chest, sending blood coursing to her wet and needy cunt. "I want to ... to relieve their suffering, which is our highest calling ..."

Nina left the patient's penis uncovered and took up the clipboard hanging at the foot of the bed. She flipped through the pages, lips pursed and eyes darting over the words written there; Ingrid felt her vision blurring, her eyes able to focus only on the raging purple bulb at the end of the young man's erection.

"How about it, Reggie S.?" Nina asked the man in the bed. She pressed the back of her hand against his sweat-dappled brow, drawing another groan from his lips. His cock twitched and throbbed, leaking pearly drops onto his tight abdomen. "How can we bring you relief?"

His lips moved, but the only sounds that came out were low hums of longing and frustration. He reached toward his shaft with one trembling hand, but Nina quickly intercepted it and lifted his arm above his head, making an admonishing clucking noise with her tongue. Reggie S. groaned and shook.

"Nurse Ingrid," Nina said, not raising her eyes from the patient's face, "can you open your dress, please, and show the patient your breasts?"

"Open my ..."

"Yes, please," said Nina. She grasped the man's other wrist, stretching both of his arms toward the head of the bed. "Please bare your breasts to Reggie S., Nurse Ingrid, I think it will be the most effective way to relieve his distress."

Ingrid's fingers fumbled at the red buttons across the front of her white uniform dress, trembling as they worked quickly toward her waist. She held the patient's eyes with hers, losing herself in the wet, blue pools of his gaze. His lips shook and his tongue darted as she pulled the top of the dress off her shoulders and peeled it open, exposing the frilly white bra beneath. Her nipples pressed uncomfortably inside the cups, the sensitive tips aching for freedom.

"Yes, that's going to do the trick, Nurse Ingrid," Nina said. She nodded toward Reggie S.'s shaft, which seemed to be stretching itself toward his chin, throbbing in time with his labored breaths. "Please continue."

Ingrid reached back with shaking hands, struggling to find the bra's clasp. She pressed her chest forward, her breasts straining, and let out a sigh of relief when she finally undid the little hooks that held her bra closed. With a shake of her shoulders, she let the lacy cups fall, and her ample breasts sprang free. Her thumbs brushed her nipples and she let out a moan; they seemed to be connected by a burning wire to her clit, and the slightest touch threatened to make her fall to her knees.

The man's breathing quickened, and his hips bucked on the thin mattress, making the metal bedframe clatter. Ingrid watched in wonder as a thick jet of semen erupted from his cock, flying through the air to splash against his cheek. He groaned and thrashed as another jet, and another, burst from his pulsing shaft, coating his throat and belly with sticky seed and soaking his thin gown. Ingrid squeezed her breasts together and moaned in frustrated arousal, watching his heavy balls tighten and throb as they emptied themselves across his body.

Finally, he lay still and panting, his still-firm cock twitching against his belly as the last of his climax dribbled from the lilac tip. His glassy eyes stared up at the ceiling, and his jaw went slack as relief washed over him. Ingrid let out another moan, pressing her palms against her aching nipples.

"What a mess," Nina muttered as she tugged at the hem of Reggie S.'s gown, dragging the drenched and sticky fabric over his head and letting it fall on the floor. Ingrid stared at his naked, cum-soaked body on the disheveled sheets and ran her tongue across her lips. She wanted to dive across the room and drag her tongue through the thick pools of semen cooling on his skin, she wanted to clean his sweat and cum with her lips and rub her body against his flesh, she wanted to rouse his cock to attention again and impale herself on its raging length.

Of course, Ingrid did none of these things; professional decorum trumped desire in a therapeutic setting like this, her own needs taking a back seat to the patient's. Reggie S. was drifting back into a dreamless sleep, his turgidity fading to soft repose even as Nina ran a cloth over his cum-spattered cheek and down his belly. Ingrid groaned and pinched her nipples; her panties felt as drenched as the crumpled gown lying at Nina's feet.

Nina finished cleaning Reggie S., then drew the sheet up over his body and adjusted his pillow. His eyes were closed, his lips turned up in a satisfied smile, and his gentle breaths were turning quickly to quiet snores. Ingrid envied Reggie S. his contented repose; she ached from head to toe, her body pulsing with need.

"It appears that I've arrived at the end of an eventful shift," said a man's voice behind Ingrid. Ingrid startled and turned, her hands clutching her breasts, and saw the most handsome man her eyes had ever beheld standing in the doorway.
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Chapter 8


"Dr. Tikelmeister!" Nina exclaimed, wiping her palms on her dress as she straightened. "I completely lost track of the time!"

The man stepped into the room, walking past Ingrid with a polite nod, and stood over the sleeping patient. He had a head of thick brown hair that hung in waves nearly to his shoulders, and sparkling green eyes that reminded Ingrid of polished glass. His rugged face was clean shaven, and his lips were full and red, turned up in a thoughtful smile. Dr. Tikelmeister wore a white coat over a blue shirt, a black tie knotted loosely about his collar, and a pair of tweed slacks that flowed elegantly over his muscular legs. Ingrid shivered, picturing herself falling to her knees in front of him and clutching at his powerful thighs as she pressed her cheek against his crotch.

"I wasn't expecting this fellow to give you any trouble tonight," Dr. Tikelmeister said, shaking his head as he reached for the stethoscope around his neck. He pulled the sheet down over Reggie S. to expose his bare chest and placed the silver bell against the man's skin. Reggie S. stirred but didn't waken.

"He was a lot less trouble than George B., Dr. Tikelmeister," Nina said, nodding toward the open door. "He was a full-on code red."

"Indeed," the doctor said as he straightened and pulled the sheet back up to the patient's chin. He arched an eyebrow as he turned to Nina. "Were the monitors still attached during the incident? Or did they come dislodged during the ... treatment?"

Ingrid saw a red flush cross Nina's face. She recalled the vigorous "treatment" she witnessed earlier, Nina riding the prone patient so hard she thought the bed might collapse under her thrusting hips.

"Fully attached, Doctor," Nina said, tangling her fingers together in front of her body. "I made sure to keep the wires from twisting like that ... other incident."

"Good," the doctor said. "We can get valuable data from these incidents if the monitors remain intact, otherwise we have only anecdotes to work from. And you know how unreliable a patient's account of a code red can be."

"Especially if the treatment is successful," Nina said, giving Dr. Tikelmeister a wink that made Ingrid sigh with longing.

The doctor turned and looked at Ingrid, and she clutched her hands to her breasts even more firmly. His green eyes seemed to be peering straight into her skull, untangling the filthy thoughts swirling through her brain, and the smile on his lips suggested that he liked what he saw there.

"You must be the new nurse," he said, looping his stethoscope around his neck again and reaching out his hand toward Ingrid. "The one from Sweden."

Ingrid instinctively reached her hand toward his, then realized that she was uncovering her breasts and let out a gasp. The doctor's smile widened, and he made no effort to hide the downward cast of his eyes. She took a deep breath, which caused her breasts to rise, and threw her shoulders back, deciding that she may as well let him get a good look. Her skin tingled as his eyes raked over the swell of her tits.

"Ingrid Igelstöm," she said, giving his hand a firm shake. "It is a pleasure to meet you, Dr. Tikelmeister; I have been reading your work with great interest."

"Then you have some idea of what we are trying to accomplish here," the doctor said, responding to her grip with a firm grasp of his own. Ingrid couldn't help but imagine what his strong, warm hands would feel like on her body, causing her to shiver for just a moment. "And how important our interventions are to our patients' quality of life."

"I ... was not aware of the many challenges a man can face," Ingrid said. "The male reproductive system is certainly more fragile and complex than I had imagined."

"Ah, so you have some experience with the male reproductive system?"

He winked at her, and Ingrid blushed, a hand rising to cover her lips.

"I have ... some limited experience, Doctor."

"Oh, don't listen to her," Nina said, stepping to Ingrid and putting a hand on her shoulder. Nina's quick squeeze made Ingrid's pulse race. "She's a natural! Why, we hadn't even gone over any of the treatment protocols and she had Johnny B.'s code orange situation under control lickity split, if you know what I mean."

"Indeed!" Dr. Tikelmeister raised his eyebrows and looked Ingrid up and down with renewed interest. She struggled to hold herself still under his steady gaze. "I'm always looking for people to add to our team — it's very difficult to find the right mixture of enthusiasm, compassion, and skill. Are you interested in joining us as your primary assignment?"

Ingrid tried to hide her excitement — and arousal — at the thought of joining Dr. Tikelmeister's team. Even before seeing the Ward X work in person, she had found the research papers Nina shared with her intellectually stimulating; but the thought of participating in a code red situation, perhaps under Nina's watchful gaze and steady guidance, sent tingles of delight through her body. But did she dare seem too eager to join the controversial doctor's unorthodox treatment team, perhaps becoming tarred with the same brush that made him a contentious subject in the medical and scientific community?

"Maybe ..." Ingrid said, biting her lip and looking down at her shoes. "I have only just come to America, and this is all frightfully new to me ..."

"Well, I would certainly welcome you on board should you choose to join us, Nurse Ingrid Igelstöm," Dr. Tikelmeister said. "Nina is a very good judge of potential, and I trust her intuitions. Why don't you come to my office when your shift is over, in ..." he glanced at his watch " ... about thirty minutes, and we'll discuss the next steps."
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Chapter 9


Ingrid was surprised to see, when she looked out the windows that lined the hallway from Ward X to the nurses' station, that the sun had already risen and the hospital's parking lot was beginning to fill with cars. She had expected the sky to still be dark and dotted with stars; how had her first shift at Tender Mercy Hospital, eventful as it was, passed so quickly?

She had straightened her uniform before leaving the ward, setting her cap back in place and buttoning the front of her dress to appear as presentable and professional as possible. Her bra, though, was tucked into the large pocket on the front of her dress; her nipples were still too tender, and too aroused, for the stiff fabric of the bra's cups. She gave some thought to stripping off her panties too, which were soaked with her stimulation and itched when she walked, but decided that might be going a step too far, though she wasn't sure that there were in fact any boundaries at all as far as Ward X was concerned.

Nina was already at the station when Ingrid returned, marking notes on a clipboard and filing papers into a series of blue folders labeled "Tikelmeister Nocturnal Therapeutics." She looked up from her work when Ingrid approached and gave her a crooked, playful smile.

"I hope your interview with Dr. Tikelmeister goes well," Nina said. "You'd be a great addition to the team."

"Thank you," Ingrid said, feeling her heart flutter. "It is all so very different from Mälarby, I feel quite astounded by the experience."

And aroused, she thought, but bit her lip before she could express this feeling.

"You seem to have no trouble learning new procedures," Nina said. "And we might learn a thing or two from you as well — like maybe that porridge of yours could turn out to be useful."

Ingrid wrinkled her brow in puzzlement for a moment, then laughed.

"Ah, the välling," she said. A little shiver went through her when she thought of how the thick puddles of semen cooling on Reggie S.'s belly reminded her of the blended oats and milk she gave restless patients back home. "Maybe so ..."

"And I think Dr. Tikelmeister has taken a shine to you," Nina said with a wink. "He was certainly giving you the once over."

Ingrid felt her ears burn and glanced away, embarrassed.

"Surely because my bosom was exposed," she said softly. "It was quite unprofessional ..."

"It was bold," said Nina, "and that's something the doctor appreciates in his staff. We have slightly different standards of decorum."

#

Ingrid's heart pounded as she raised her fist to knock at the door to Dr. Tikelmeister's office. The blood rushing through her head drowned out all sounds in the long, echoing hallway, and the letters posted to the door swam in her vision. For a moment, she thought she might faint from the nervous energy coursing through her body.

And with the nervousness, as always, came the arousal. As her veins were flooded with adrenaline, so too was her erotic excitement heightened to an uncomfortable level. Her nipples pressed stiffly against her dress, the fabric harsh and abrasive on her sensitive breasts, and the heat between her thighs threatened to burst into all-consuming flames.

Why can't I respond like a normal person, she thought, chewing her lip in nervous excitement, with a fight or flight response? Why must I be cursed with flight or fuck?

"Come in," called a voice from behind the door on Ingrid's second knock. With trembling fingers, she turned the knob and stumbled inside.

Dr. Tikelmeister's office was a study in stark restraint. The walls were painted a blue so pale that they seemed nearly colorless, and the furniture — a wide desk, a backless couch, a splay-legged chair — was all chrome and cream. A window behind the desk, the sunlight muted by a drawn white shade, and a pale ceiling light provided soft illumination. Ingrid closed the door behind herself, nearly jumping at the click of the latch, and stood with trembling knees on the black and cream tiled floor.

Behind the desk sat Dr. Tikelmeister himself, a pair of black reading glasses perched on his aristocratic nose. His white coat hung on a chrome stand behind him, and his black necktie hung about his neck with the knot at his throat loosened. He had the sleeves of his blue shirt pushed up to the elbows, exposing arms that were at once strong and elegant, tanned skin dusted with fine blond hair. He smiled when he saw Ingrid and removed the glasses from his face, dangling them by one leg in his fingers.

"Nurse Igelstöm," he said in a low, warm voice. "Please, come in and have a seat."

Ingrid nodded her head and stepped closer; her throat was dry and tight, and her lips trembled. She sat on the edge of the backless couch, knees together and hands tightly clasped in her lap, trying to control the shivers running up and down her spine.

"I was just looking over your file," Dr. Tikelmeister said, tapping the papers laid out on his desk. "You come with high recommendations."

"Th ... thank you, Dr. Tikelmeister," Ingrid whispered, looking down at her feet. She tapped her toes inside her shoes, trying to transfer the anxious tingling from her belly.

"Your supervisors in Mälarby all sing your praises," Dr. Tikelmeister continued, "saying you are resourceful, and kind, and dedicated to your patients' comfort. Dr. Frykberg notes that you are willing to work long hours in emergency situations, and always bring an attitude of good cheer."

"That is kind of them to say," Ingrid said, still looking down at her feet. She felt her cheeks flush at the praise.

"I see that you have shown mostly generalist interests to date," said Dr. Tikelmeister. "Though I suppose there aren't a lot of specialists in a small hospital like Mälarby's. I don't suppose you've had opportunities to encounter cases like those we specialize in."

Ingrid squirmed in her seat, recalling one hot summer night in Mälarby when Magnus Lindström was in the hospital. He was a worker on Nils Lindahl's farm, and had fallen from Nils' daughter's window while making an early morning escape from her bedroom, shattering both wrists. Poor Magnus lay in his bed with his wrists tightly wrapped, while Ingrid and the other nurses peeked in occasionally, their eyes drawn to the thick shape between his legs barely concealed by the thin sheet drawn over his body.

When Magnus woke in the night asking for water, Ingrid sat beside his bed, gently tilting a glass to his lips and mopping his brow with a cool, damp cloth. And when his eyes roamed over her curves and down his body to the bulge rising beneath the sheet, and his lips turned up in a playful smile, Ingrid didn't hesitate a moment to offer him the relief he needed to return to a deep and restful sleep. The memory of his shaft in her hand was so vivid, her arousal from all the events of her first shift at Tender Mercy Hospital was so intense, that Ingrid let out a gasp and fell backward onto the couch, her limbs trembling.
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Chapter 10


"Nurse Igelstöm! Nurse Igelstöm, can you hear me?"

When Ingrid came to, Dr. Tikelmeister was kneeling on the floor beside her, his fingers pressed to the inside of her wrist, feeling for her pulse. She struggled to sit up, but felt a shudder run through her body that made her collapse again. Tears stung her eyes and her lips trembled; surely her appointment to Dr. Tikelmeister's team would be rescinded, and she would return to Mälarby in disgrace as an abject failure.

"You fainted dead away, Nurse Igelstöm," Dr. Tikelmeister said. He propped a knee on the couch beside her thigh and reached into his shirt pocket for a penlight, then gently lifted her eyelid to shine the light at her pupils. She flinched, but then relaxed against the gentle hand supporting the back of her head; his fingers were strong, and warm, and soft ...

"I suppose this has been an eventful night for you," the doctor continued, "though your response was a little more ... intense ... than I would have expected. Tell me, Nurse Igelstöm, do you have a history of nervous arousal?"

Ingrid blinked and tried to sit up again; Dr. Tikelmeister placed a hand on her shoulder and eased her back. She felt a warm glow spread from her throat to her breasts at his touch, and her nipples hardened beneath her dress.

"Nervous ... nervous arousal?" Ingrid whispered. Her vision swam, the doctor's handsome, caring face going blurry as he leaned over her. "I ... I don't know ..."

"When you become ... agitated," Dr. Tikelmeister said, "do you find yourself becoming extremely ... aroused?"

His voice was soft and sweet, reminding her of mörk sirap and gingerbread. Ingrid's pulse quickened and she felt the warm glow moving lower, tingling gently between her legs.

"I ... I am sorry, Doctor," Ingrid whispered, her voice breathy and weak. "Sometimes I become ... lightheaded ..."

"Like all the blood is rushing from here —" Dr. Tikelmeister placed a fingertip against her temple — "to here?" And he dragged his finger down her neck, over the curve of her breasts, and rested his palm low on her belly. She breathed into his touch, feeling the weight of his hand pressing into her, and let out a tiny moan.

"Yes," Ingrid whispered, "yes ... and sometimes ... lower ..."

The doctor's hand slid down her belly, brushing her mound through her white dress, and came to rest on her thigh. Ingrid blinked and looked up, and saw that he was smiling down at her with sparkling green eyes gone sharp and wicked.

"I believe, Nurse Igelstöm," Dr. Tikelmeister said in that sticky sweet voice, "that you are suffering from nervous clitoral tumescence — a condition that causes extreme erotic excitability when you feel yourself under duress."

"I ... but I am ..."

"It's nothing to be ashamed of, Nurse Igelstöm; it should be a highly treatable condition, but the stigma associated with female arousal makes it difficult to research the most effective therapies. It is precisely the kind of malady that my practice should specialize in, considering the work we do on male arousal ailments."

Ingrid trembled under Dr. Tikelmeister's touch. His fingers slid down her thigh, firm but gentle, and slid along the hem of her dress, dragging along bare skin. She squirmed, rising to meet his touch, and bit her lip to keep from crying out. Ingrid was not certain, at the moment, that she would consider her arousal to be a "malady" — it seemed quite nice, actually, to be excited by the doctor's touch ...

"I would like to confirm that this is, in fact, the condition we're facing," Dr. Tikelmeister said, his voice dropping low and his lips brushing Ingrid's ear. "But that will require a visual, manual, and ... oral ... inspection. May I inspect your tumescence, Nurse Igelstöm?"

"Oh, yes," Ingrid sighed, raising her hands to Dr. Tikelmeister's cheeks. She held his face between her palms, delighting at the slight rasp of the hair on his cheeks and looked deep into his intense green eyes. "Yes, Dr. Tikelmeister, please inspect my tumescence ..."

#

Ingrid was startled at first, and then delighted, by Dr. Tikelmeister's thorough inspection. He inspected her with all his senses, employing fingers and teeth, lips and tongue, pulling her sopping cotton panties down her thighs and burying his face in her essence. She yelped when his tongue flicked across her stiff, aching bud, which had yearned all night for a tender caress, and bit her hand to stifle a cry when his fingers gently parted her slick, rosy folds and explored her channel's antechamber. All the while, he made little noises of his own — smacks of his lips and clucks of his tongue, delighted little gasps and playful chuckles that sent shivers through Ingrid's body.

"The tumescence is quite pronounced," he said at last, resting his chin on her trembling belly, "and appears to be in a rather advanced state." He flicked a finger across the tip of her clit, and Ingrid moaned; Dr. Tikelmeister's examination had brought her quickly to the edge of climax, but now he was keeping her suspended at the point of release with gentle touches as light as a butterfly's wings.

"Can ... can it be treated?" Ingrid's breasts heaved, her nipples aching in their stiffness.

"Oh, yes," the doctor said, looking back down between Ingrid's legs at the wet and tangled golden thatch and the glistening coral folds. "Yes, your condition is highly treatable. In fact, I'd like to begin the first course of treatment right now, if you'll consent to the regimen."

"Oh, please, Dr. Tikelmeister," Ingrid gasped, her trembling hands reaching for the buttons on the front of her dress. "Please, I beg of you, begin the treatment immediately!"

#

Ingrid was glad that, for all his advanced research and modern practices, Dr. Tikelmeister's treatment plan took a traditional approach; organic, even, fully natural, making use of the impressive piece of equipment tucked inside his trousers. While she unbuttoned her dress, freeing her breasts, the doctor knelt on the couch and slipped off his shirt and tie, and then unbuckled his belt and slid his slacks over his hips. His cock sprang forth immediately, thick and hard, the purple head glistening and his balls high and heavy.

"You may feel a pinch, Nurse Igelstöm," Dr. Tikelmeister said as he peeled her dress over her head and grasped her buxom breasts in his hands, "but the discomfort will pass quickly."

"Oh, I hope so, doctor," Ingrid said as she reached for his shaft. It was hot in her hands, throbbing in her fingers as she guided him toward her aching core. "I have been in such discomfort all night, and I feel in desperate need of relief."

The relief came almost the instant Dr. Tikelmeister's cock entered her, the stretch and the heat and the friction sending her into a spasm of delight. She shook beneath him, thighs trembling and breasts heaving, while he held himself perfectly still, supported on strong arms and looking down with obvious pleasure and pride at her writhing body.

And then, when she stilled at last, the intense wave of her orgasm trickling away into a warm glow in her limbs, he began to fuck her.

Ingrid clung to Dr. Tikelmeister, her arms about his neck and her thighs pressed into his flanks, as he thrust into her with long, steady strokes. He was thorough and unhurried in his lovemaking, and Ingrid was soon on the verge of climax again, letting out groan after groan as his shaft moved slowly in and out of her channel. It was as if his cock was a sensitive instrument for testing her arousal, and he wanted to plumb every depth of her to find the true source of her condition. Ingrid had never felt so completely filled, so thoroughly fucked; her head swam and her heart raced as Dr. Tikelmeister brought her again and again to the brink of climax until it seemed that she would drown in the constant wave of pleasure sweeping through her body.

"This is one of the most advanced cases I've ever seen," Dr. Tikelmeister panted, his once placid face gone red and strained as he moved steadily inside her. "It will likely require several treatments to cure."

Ingrid could only moan in response, words having completely fled from her mind. She wasn't sure that she wanted to be cured, ever, if this was the kind of treatment Dr. Tikelmeister would prescribe. She would be quite happy to suffer chronic nervous clitoral tumescence if it meant being so completely fucked on a regular basis.

"I would like ..." Dr. Tikelmeister said, and then let out a low, guttural moan, closing his eyes tightly. When he composed himself again, he continued, "I would like to incorporate a treatment plan for you into our clinical practice."

Ingrid let out a cry as another orgasm crested in her belly. Dr. Tikelmeister was trembling himself now, clearly straining against his own need for release. Ingrid felt her pussy's muscles tremble and contract around his shaft, making him groan in a mixture of pleasure and frustration.

"I ... I want that, too, Dr. Tikelmeister," Ingrid whispered. She arched her back, pressing her breasts against his chest, and shivered through the aftershocks of her climax. "I want to be your nurse, and your patient ..."

Her words unlocked whatever barrier was holding Dr. Tikelmeister's passion in check. His hands suddenly grasped her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh, and he threw back his head and howled as he flooded her womb with his seed. She met his eruption with one of her own, surprising herself with the copious outpouring of nectar that flowed down her thighs, and then fell back on the couch exhausted, breasts heaving and slick with sweat.

"You should ... you should go home and rest," Dr. Tikelmeister stammered as he slowly slid himself from her.

Ingrid let out a little sigh of disappointment at his departure, though she felt more contented after her treatment than she had ever felt with a lover before. He sat on the couch beside her, his still-thick cock resting on his thigh, and bent down to brush his lips across hers; Ingrid could taste her musk on his mouth. She wanted to pull him down to her, wrap her limbs around him, and enjoy the warm glow his climaxes had kindled in her. But he staggered to his feet, slowly composing himself, and reached for his discarded shirt.

"I'll need you on the overnight shift again," Dr. Tikelmeister said. "We have new cases arriving today on Ward X, and new treatments I want to apply to your condition."

Ingrid sighed and stretched, a smile playing over her lips; she was tired, of course, but also strangely energized.

"Yes, Dr. Tikelmeister," she said, "I look forward to my second shift."
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Author's Note


"Insatiable Ingrid's Second Shift" follows on the events of (surprise!) " Insatiable Ingrid's First Shift." You don't necessarily have to read that book to enjoy this one, but if you enjoy this one, you'll certainly enjoy that one!

A quick synopsis, then, which may whet your appetite for Ingrid's introductory adventure:

Ingrid Igelstöm has come to a big American city from her home in rural Sweden to bolster her nursing career. On her first overnight shift, Ingrid meets Nina, an experienced nurse who is part of Dr. Tikelmeister's team. Dr. Tikelmeister is a brilliant but controversial physician who specializes in a wide range of sexual dysfunctions, and his patients reside on the locked Ward X when his experimental treatments are being applied.

During the night, Nina is called upon to assist with some of these Ward X patients, all of whom suffer from excessive nocturnal emissions. When Nina doesn't return from one of her calls, Ingrid goes to investigate, and discovers that she has a natural talent for assisting these men with their discomforts.

Ingrid has a sexual dysfunction of her own: she becomes excessively aroused when she's nervous, and the first shift at Tender Mercy Hospital certainly plays upon her malady. Luckily, Dr. Tikelmeister recognizes Ingrid's condition, and proposes a course of treatment that brings her great relief, at least temporarily. He invites Ingrid to join his team and continue her own treatment, to which she happily agrees.
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Chapter 1


Elsa had left for work by the time Ingrid returned to her cousin's apartment after the eventful end of her first shift at Tender Mercy Hospital. She was glad to have the apartment to herself to rest and recover from all that had transpired, and she was also relieved that she would not have to explain to her cousin how her night had resulted in the most sensual experience of her life so far, receiving Dr. Tikelmeister first "treatment" of which she hoped there would be many.

Ingrid locked the door behind her and quickly slipped out of her uniform dress. She had left her panties — soaked beyond recovery — buried in a wastebin at the nurses' station, and her bra folded in the dress's front pocket where she had placed it after revealing her breasts to Reggie S. to help relieve his uncomfortable arousal. The events of the night — watching Nina engaged in a "code red" treatment of one of the patients, riding him on his narrow bed; applying her own hands, and then her mouth, to the raging needs of another patient; and witnessing Reggie S. release his tension, and his seed, at the sight of her tits — had left Ingrid uncomfortably aroused as well.

But Dr. Tikelmeister — handsome, thoughtful, and brilliant — had recognized immediately the condition from which Ingrid suffered, and offered a treatment perfectly suited to the "nervous clitoral tumescence" that plagued her. And when he was done examining Ingrid's ailment with his fingers, tongue, and gorgeous cock, she felt such a wave of relief that she thought she might never suffer the dreaded arousal again.

Except, of course, that she was aroused now, with the images of the night racing through her mind. Her body longed for Dr. Tikelmeister's firm and knowing touch, and tingled with the memory of his deft manipulations of her flesh. He knew exactly where she ached, and precisely how to relieve the maddening sensations racing through her body. Ingrid had come alive under his touch as she had never before; knowing that such pleasure was possible made her long to reach those heights again, and again, and again ...

Ingrid gathered her dress and cap in her arms and made her way to the apartment's tiny bathroom. She wished that she had a sauna, like the one behind the hospital at Mälarby. The heat would feel nice on her sore muscles, and she felt the need to sweat out the tensions and excitements of the night. Alas, she only had the little bathtub in Elsa's bathroom, though with the lavender soap and a rough loofah, she could bring a little luxury to her plain surroundings.

While the hot water poured into the tub, steaming the mirror and high window, Ingrid mused about the sudden twists this trip to America had taken. When she left Mälarby for the big city and Tender Mercy Hospital, she expected a short stint that would hone her nursing skills, and perhaps expose her to techniques she could bring back home. Maybe, a part of her had mused, she would catch the eye of a handsome doctor, like the ones she saw on "Passionssjukhuset" and other television serials, though how those television doctors found time to treat their patients when they were so involved in romance and intrigue was a mystery to Ingrid.

She certainly didn't expect to stumble upon the controversial and boundary-pushing research and treatments of Dr. Tikelmeister, much less to be invited to become not only his patient but his colleague. And possibly his lover? she wondered, though the line between patient and doctor surely would need to be carefully guarded, even when the treatments were so unorthodox but effective. Ingrid supposed that there were men in Mälarby who suffered from the conditions that were Dr. Tikelmeister's specialty and passion, whose delicate sexual systems were out of balance and would benefit from new and revolutionary therapies. How many of Mälarby's men were even now groaning in their sleep, over-aroused by sensuous dreams, their rest interrupted by powerful nocturnal emissions? Ingrid had an opportunity to learn from Dr. Tikelmeister — and from Nina, the veteran nurse who knew so much about what the men on Ward X needed — and bring them the relief they needed.

When the tub was filled, Ingrid slid into the water and sighed as the steam rose around her face. She closed her eyes and leaned against the back of the tub, her feet propped by the dripping faucet, and conjured up an image of Erik Johansson, the footballer she had fantasized about while reading Dr. Tikelmeister's journal articles. Surely the stress of a professional footballer's life — not only the grueling training regimens and the battle on the pitch, but also the attention of the fans, the pressures from teammates and coaches, the constant news coverage and tabloid articles — could knock one's delicate systems out of balance. Erik Johannson, the native of Mälarby who was now the star winger of the Göteborg Djävlar, had a reputation for playing as hard off the field as on, but certainly he faced pressures there, too, that could effect his legendary performance.

When she thought it about, Ingrid realized that sexual performance could be just as athletic, and hence just as arduous, as performance on the pitch. Even with his natural talents, a lover like Erik Johannson could benefit from an attentive coach. What heights of passion, what frontiers of delight, could Erik Johannson reach if his lovemaking were subjected to the same close analysis, the same precise coaching, as his running and kicking received? It was a tragedy not to take such raw, natural talent, and cultivate it to its purest form!

As Ingrid circled her breasts with the scratchy loofah sponge, teasing her nipples to stiffness, she imagined herself as Erik Johannson's love coach. She would need to observe him in action, of course, if she were to act as his trainer in all things erotic, watch the way he handled his pulsing shaft and heavy balls. Ingrid let a moan slip from her lips as she dragged the loofah lower, tracing circles over her belly, teasing the swell of her mound. Perhaps her time with Dr. Tikelmeister would teach her new techniques for pleasuring a penis, bringing it to the height of arousal and maintaining a balance of need and excitement so it could stay firm and full long enough to bring one's partner to multiple climaxes.

Much as Dr. Tikelmeister had done for Ingrid when she visited his office after her first shift on Ward X. Ingrid's first climax had arrived fast and hard, knocking the wind from her lungs and all thoughts from her mind, but then the doctor had applied such techniques that Ingrid rode a glittering crest of excitement for what felt like hours, dancing on the precipice of orgasm while he fucked her with slow, steady, deliberate thrusts. Ingrid's fingers tugged at her swollen lower lips beneath the hot, soapy water, and she dragged the edge of the loofah across her pulsing, sensitive clit, imagining herself on display before Erik Johannson while Dr. Tikelmeister used her willing body to demonstrate the art and science of pleasure.

Perhaps she could go on a tour of all of Sweden's football clubs with Dr. Tikelmeister, bringing enlightenment and inspiration to the nation's athletes. Ingrid slipped one finger, then a second, into her tight channel, arching her back to press herself against her hands while the water sloshed around her. She imagined herself disrobing before an eager audience of footballers, still sweaty and panting from a hard-fought match, their hungry eyes drinking in her curves. She pictured herself kneeling on the bench in their locker room, hands slipping over her flesh to demonstrate the erogenous zones of her body, calling out to them each sensitive patch of skin: the stiff red nipples, the ticklish round knees, the tangled thatch of golden hair between her thighs ...

And then, as she stroked her clit with the loofah and pushed her fingers deeper into her pussy, Ingrid imagined herself bent over, breasts against the wooden bench, while Dr. Tikelmeister's hands roamed over her plump ass and slid between her trembling thighs. She imagined him explaining the finer points of his technique — the precision of his depth control, the slight movements of his hips, the way his fingers played over her flesh — while he fucked her from behind. The footballers' eyes would surely be wide with wonder, never having imagined that lovemaking could be treated with such finesse.

They would surely be aroused by the sight of Dr. Tikelmeister taking her before them, their shorts tenting with their erections, their hands fidgeting by their thighs. Perhaps one or two, overtaken by arousal, inhibitions dissolved in their hot blood, would free their cocks and stroke them while watching Ingrid grunt and groan, pushing her ass back against Dr. Tikelmeister's groin.

And then one of the footballers — maybe Themba Lesego, the striker from Ghana, or Umberto Oliviero, the Italian goalie — would step closer, within range of Ingrid's parted lips, and she would take his shaft into her panting mouth, wrapping her tongue around its girth while Dr. Tikelmeister increased the speed and depth of his thrusts. Ingrid braced a foot against the wall above the faucet and pushed her fingers deeper. She imagined a parade of cocks, an endless cycle of pulsing shafts and weeping bulbs, slipping past her lips and then emptying their hot, salty seed down her hungry throat. Ingrid tilted her head back, the water in the tub splashing across her face, and groaned at her fantasy, imagining the thick strands of spent cum that would dribble down her chin and coat her cheeks as one cock after another after another emptied into her, all while Dr. Tikelmeister demonstrated his complete control over both his own pleasure and hers.

Ingrid's cries echoed in the little bathroom as her climax ripped through her. Water splashed on the floor as her thighs trembled; her foot knocked the bottles of shampoo and conditioner precariously balanced on the tub's edge into the water, but Ingrid paid no mind: she was in the grip of a climax, and a fantasy, that consumed her completely. When Dr. Tikelmeister provided his first treatment to her after last night's shift, he had filled Ingrid's hungry womb with jets of hot seed, bringing a flood of nectar from Ingrid's core; she exploded now with the same surprising downpour of sweet and musky ambrosia, the scent of her arousal mingling with the floral aroma of the soap. Something inside her seemed to have shifted with the doctor's remedy, a floodgate that his cock unlocked; the power of her climax was dizzying and almost frightening, and left her lying drained and shuddering in the murky bathwater when it finally passed through her.
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Chapter 2


Elsa was sitting in the living room, watching a videotaped episode of "Passionssjukhuset" and snacking from a crinkly bag of pink and white sockerbitar, when Ingrid emerged from her bedroom. She had slept deeply, but certainly not dreamlessly: the scene she had conjured in the tub returned in her sleep, but more vividly and intensely. When she woke, her body felt rested, but her brain was abuzz again with arousal.

"How was your first shift?" Elsa asked. She patted the spot on the couch beside her, then held out the bag of candy to Ingrid when she sat.

Ingrid popped a piece of the marshmallow sweet into her mouth, and smiled as the strawberry flavor dissolved on her tongue; a wave of nostalgia went through her, but it didn't quell her nervous excitement. If anything, it made it worse, as memories of watching a football match with Niklas Alfredsson rose to the surface. Niklas, a school friend who worked in the engine repair shop after graduation, had the most nimble and graceful fingers Ingrid had ever encountered, and he would pop candies into her mouth to muffle her gasps of delight while his hands busied themselves between her thighs as they sat on his couch in front of the television. She had come to associate the sticky sweetness of sockerbitar with Niklas's deft fingers and the climaxes they produced, and the taste made her homesick for simple, sensual pleasures.

"It was ... quite busy," Ingrid answered as she swallowed the candy and reached for another piece. "It is so very different than the hospital at Mälarby. I have so much to learn!"

"What sorts of cases are you working with?"

Ingrid blushed and turned her gaze to the television. On the screen, Dr. Vidarsson, one of her favorite characters, was making smouldering eyes at Nurse Tindra Torborg, who blushed and looked down at her shoes while tucking a lock of golden hair behind her ear. The television very clearly was not going to distract Ingrid from her nervous excitement; she couldn't help but recall her meeting with Dr. Tikelmeister, who was a good deal more handsome even than Dr. Vidarsson.

"Oh, it's ... experimental," Ingrid said with a dismissive wave of her hand. "New treatments that the doctor is testing; we simply have to keep the patients comfortable."

"Well, it certainly sounds interesting," Elsa said, settling back into the couch cushions and propping her stocking feet on the coffee table. "Have you met any handsome doctors? Or pretty nurses?" she asked with a wink.

Ingrid blushed — Elsa knew about her little affair with Agneta Andersson, and often teased her about the pretty women they saw when doing errands around the city.

"We are very professional, Elsa," Ingrid said, reaching for another candy. "Real professionals have no time for dalliances, unlike the characters on 'Passionssjukhuset.'"

Elsa shrugged and said, "The Ingrid Igelstöm I know always finds time for dalliances; if not on your first shift, then surely on your second."

#

Nina was already at the nurses' station when Ingrid arrived, wearing a long tan trench coat. Her auburn hair was pinned up into a high bun, and her white cap perched on a sea of flaming locks. Ingrid felt a tingle in her belly, recalling Elsa's teasing; it only made her general nervous excitement more pronounced.

One treatment was clearly not enough, Ingrid thought as she slipped off her coat and hung it on the rack behind the desk. I hope Dr. Tikelmeister is able to continue his therapy at the end of the shift, because I'm going to explode like a bomb if I'm this aroused already ...

"I guess your interview with Dr. Tikelmeister went well," Nina said with a wink.

Ingrid felt the heat rise in her cheeks, and she looked down at her feet as she nodded her ascent.

"Yes," Ingrid said, "it was ... enlightening. He asked me to join the team, both to provide care and as ... treatment."

"Treatment?" Nina raised an eyebrow and tilted her head. "Are you suffering from nocturnal emissions too, Nurse Ingrid?"

Ingrid's ears burned as she tried to let out a playful laugh that sounded more like a strangled gasp. During her sleep after her bath, when those vivid dreams had raced through her mind, she had certainly been aroused, waking with a burning tingle between her legs. And during her first treatment with Dr. Tikelmeister, Ingrid had been surprised by the sudden expulsion of musky fluid that accompanied her climax. Could a woman have a wet dream, too? Ingrid wondered, suddenly nervous that she would have to start dragging her sopping sheets to the wash in the morning like a young man in the throes of puberty.

"The doctor thinks I may have a ... nervous condition," Ingrid said, biting her lip. "He suggests that my work with the team could be therapeutic for me as well as for the patients."

"Well, there's certainly no shame in it if you do," Nina said, reaching out to squeeze Ingrid's shoulder. "We're all a little bit of a mess now and then, aren't we? And if anyone can fix you up, it's Dr. Tikelmeister."

Ingrid let out a sigh; Nina's touch both soothed and aroused her. Why did everything have to be so confusing and muddled? Why must her body react so strongly to the slightest stimulation?

"Has ... has Dr. Tikelmeister ever treated you?" Ingrid asked. An image of Nina receiving the doctor's therapy flitted through her brain, making Ingrid's knees tremble.

Nina laughed and winked again, her fingers sliding down Ingrid's arm to squeeze her hand.

"That's confidential, Nurse Ingrid," Nina said. "I'll keep my medical history private, thank you very much."

"Oh ... oh! I'm so sorry ..."

"Not at all," Nina said. "I'm teasing. Again, we're all a little bit of a mess, and therapy does the mind — and the body — a lot of good." She winked again, sending an electric current from Ingrid's toes to her scalp. "And tonight, we have some therapy to administer ourselves."

"Oh? What are we ..."

Nina pressed a finger to Ingrid's lips to shush her, then looked around the nurses' station. When she was sure they were alone, she stepped back from Ingrid and brought her hands to the buttons of her long coat.

"We only have Dr. Tikelmeister's patients on the floor tonight," Nina said, "and we're the only nurses on duty. There's a new, experimental treatment being offered on Ward X, to some patients with a very different condition from last night's."

Nina's fingers deftly worked the buttons of her coat, and then she shrugged her shoulders, letting it drop in a puddle around her feet. Ingrid let out a gasp, bringing her hands to her open mouth, and for a moment thought she might faint away.

Instead of the demure, smock-like dress that was the typical nurse's uniform at Tender Mercy Hospital, Nina wore a daring and revealing red lingerie set the likes of which Ingrid had never seen before. The bra was made of lace with narrow straps, the cups barely covering Nina's nipples and straining against her heavy breasts. A red belt sat low on her hips, the garter straps stretching down her thighs to hold a pair of white stockings that rose above her knees. Her panties were cut low at the belly and high at the hips, and the delicate lace across the front was like a hazy window through which Ingrid could see the outline of a tiny tuft of auburn hair. Little white bows accented the panties, bra, and belt, and drew Ingrid's eyes to Nina's curves. And instead of the sensible flat shoes Nina and Ingrid had worn last night, Nina wore heels with a sharp toe that accentuated the muscles of her calves when she shifted her weight.

"Oh!" Ingrid gasped through her fingers. "Oh ... oh my, Nina, it's ..."

"It's the uniform for tonight," Nina said, winking again. She turned, giving Ingrid a perfect view of her ass — the panties were cut away to reveal bare globes of flesh, smooth and pink — and picked up a white bundle from the desk.

"Go put this on," Nina said, pressing the bundle into Ingrid's hands, "and hurry right back. We have a tight schedule to maintain."
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Chapter 3


The lingerie fit Ingrid's more generous curves quite a bit more tightly than it did Nina; almost uncomfortably so. Ingrid winced as she felt the brassiere bind her breasts into place, and let out a gasp at how the panties slipped between her ass cheeks. That she felt exposed and embarrassed in the revealing outfit only made matters worse: her nervous tremblings sent sparks of arousal throughout her body, and she shivered in the bathroom stall as she took deep, calming breaths, willing the heat to dissipate.

Ingrid's outfit was the mirror image of Nina's: white straps and lace bound her body, barely covering her breasts and mound, accented with little red bows. When Ingrid looked down over her body, she was mortified to see that the panties sat too low beneath her belly to cover her thatch of curly blonde hair. Nina's was shaved into a dainty puff of auburn curls that nestled behind the sheer lace, but Ingrid's threatened to escape over the waistband. She hiked them up as high as she could, covering most of the errant thatch, but that caused the fabric to pull tight against her sensitive folds and slip between her excitement-engorged labia. When she bent to slip the red heels that came in the outfit's bundle onto her feet, the smooth, satiny fabric rubbed against her clit, making her groan involuntarily.

At last she had the buckles clipped and the straps tightened, and Ingrid stood over the restroom sink to look at herself in the mirror. Her face was flushed and her cap was askew, and she saw an anxious light in her pale blue eyes: if she was this undone alone in the bathroom, what sort of a mess would she be at the nurses' station with Nina? Or, worse yet, with the patients of Ward X?

There better be a code red, she thought to herself as she made her way to the door, unsteady on the unfamiliar heels.

#

Nina sat at the nurses' station when Ingrid returned, feet crossed at the ankles, a blue binder resting open on her lap. She looked up at Ingrid and grinned, reaching a hand up to tuck a lock of auburn hair behind her ear.

"Well, don't you look lovely!" Nina chirped, a playful note in her voice. "I think the new uniform suits you."

Heat prickled Ingrid's skin, and she felt her nipples tighten behind the soft lace of the bra. She set the bundle containing her usual uniform dress and sensible shoes on the desk and took the chair opposite Nina, swiveling and squirming uncomfortably. Ingrid tried to fold her hands in her lap, but the sensation of her fingers against her thighs, so close to the source of the heat that coursed through her, was too much. Instead, she gripped the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles were white, wincing when she felt Nina's eyes roam brazenly over her body.

"Though it does seem a little tight," Nina said after a moment, creasing her brow. She pushed up from her chair and stepped to Ingrid, hips rolling as she walked. Ingrid bit her lip and glanced away lest Nina catch her staring at the dark thatch barely hidden behind the lace panel of her panties.

Nina leaned low over Ingrid, her breasts grazing Ingrid's shoulder, and reached behind her. Her fingers ran along the back strap of Ingrid's bra, sliding between fabric and flesh, then down toward the lace belt at Ingrid's waist. When Nina dropped to her knees between Ingrid's thighs, her face level with Ingrid's belly, Ingrid had an urge to pull her legs together to shield her exposed body. Doing so, though, would have trapped Nina closer, drawing her to Ingrid's body, and suddenly that was the urge Ingrid was fighting instead: the desire to engulf Nina's body with her own, to meld heat with heat and ignite an all-consuming flame right there at the nurses' station. Nina's fingers danced along Ingrid's hips and then toward her ass, tugging gently at the satiny fabric that was nestled between her soft, round cheeks. Ingrid bit her lip hard enough to sting; the tears threatening to spill from her eyes were from frustrated arousal, though, and not from the distracting pain.

"There, that's a little better," Nina said, falling back on her heels and looking Ingrid up and down. Her delicate pink tongue flicked over her bright red lips, and Ingrid nearly choked on the urge to press her mouth against Nina's and feel that nimble tongue against hers.

The adjustments Nina made were subtle — letting out the brassiere a few millimeters, tugging the too-small panties over her ass, finding some slack in the garter belt — but they were enough for Ingrid to let out a sigh of relief. She squeezed her eyes shut and sank back into the chair, relaxing her grip on the arms.

"What is our assignment tonight?" Ingrid asked. Behind her eyelids, images of Johnny B. and Reggie S., last night's patients, writhed and shuddered as Ingrid and Nina gave them the relief they so desperately needed. She felt in desperate need of relief now, too, and wasn't sure she would make it to the end of her shift without some treatment to ease her excited state.

"Pretty different from last night, actually," Nina said, rising again and returning to her chair. She picked up the blue binder again and flipped through the pages. "We have three patients — Greg M., Phil T., and Trevor G. — who suffer from 'hysterical nervous impotence.'"

Ingrid opened her eyes and asked, "What does that mean?"

"It means a lack of wood, basically." Nina lifted a fist and began to raise her index finger, then let it drop limply; she frowned and looked sadly at the drooping digit. "There's nothing wrong, physically, with their equipment, but some sort of psychological block is preventing their peckers from getting stiff."

"How ... tragic," Ingrid said, biting her lip. Tragic for me, she thought, her hopes of a code red situation dashed by the patients' unresponsive organs.

"They've each had some therapy sessions with Dr. Tikelmeister," Nina continued, "and made some progress in resolving their barriers, but they're still not responding the way they'd like. We'll be checking in on them throughout the night, monitoring their vitals and seeing if they're getting a rise, so to speak."

"And our uniforms tonight ...?"

Nina winked and gave her breasts a shake.

"Just doing our part to help out," Nina said. "The doctor has provided them with some reading and viewing materials intended to incite their desire, and we're adding a little stimulation to ease them along."

"So no ... additional treatment?" Ingrid asked, trying not to pout. "We should not expect a code red situation like last night."

Nina sighed. "Unlikely. Maybe a code yellow if one of them experiences a breakthrough, but I think it will be a quiet night for us."

Ingrid sighed. This would be a struggle, she knew; her body craved release with every breath. But her higher duty, she knew, was to provide the care her patients required. She only hoped that Dr. Tikelmeister would continue her treatment when her shift was over.

Nina slammed the binder shut, making Ingrid jump in surprise, then stood from her chair. She glanced up at the clock above the station desk, then extended a hand to Ingrid and said, "It's time to check in on the first patient, Greg M. Come with me and I'll show you the procedure."
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Chapter 4


Ingrid followed Nina down the hallway to the door marked Ward X. She took tiny, mincing steps, grimacing as her too-tight panties worked their way between her ass cheeks again. Her pulse quickened as they approached the door, which set the heat of arousal burning between her thighs again; a trickle of sweat made its way down her cheek.

Nina shouldered the ward door open, glancing over her shoulder to give Ingrid a quick, reassuring grin, then stepped up to one of the closed doors along the ward's hallway. She gave a quick rap on the door with her knuckles and pushed it open. Ingrid hurried to catch up as Nina entered the patient's room.

A man lay in the metal bed in the center of the room, his head resting on the piled pillows, staring forelornly at the ceiling. He looked to be in his thirties, with wavy brown hair and sad hazel eyes, his full lips turned down in a frown. The thin white sheet was pulled up to his chin, with his hands resting at his sides, arms bare. A bank of monitors, their screens glowing green and blue with pulsing lines and flickering graphs, sat near his head. He turned when Nina and Ingrid entered the room, and a little smile turned up the corners of his lips, though the smile didn't reach his mournful eyes.

"Good evening, Greg," Nina said cheerily as she reached for the clipboard hanging at the foot of the bed. "How are you feeling?"

The man sighed and returned his gaze to the ceiling.

"Fine enough, I suppose," he said. "A little ... sad, I guess."

Nina made a sympathetic sound with her lips and shook her head as she flipped through the pages of Greg's chart. She shook her head and looked up and down his prone body.

"I see you're getting some rest, just like the doctor recommended," Nina said. "But didn't he make some reading and viewing material available? It might help a bit with the boredom, and possibly with the ... condition."

The man sighed again.

"There are some books on the side table," Greg said, waving a hand half heartedly toward a little metal table mounted to the bed, "and I guess a tape in the VCR. But I just don't feel inspired, I guess."

Nina let out a little laugh and stepped toward the television screen mounted on the wall opposite the bed. Ingrid watched her flip a switch, which caused the television screen to come to life with a fuzzy gray static that slowly coalesced into the image of a buxom woman with long blonde hair, her heavy breasts and wide hips barely contained by a tight red bikini.

"Ingrid," Nina said as she walked back to the patient's bed, "why don't you select something for Greg to read while I check his vitals."

Ingrid shuffled over to Greg's bed, wincing as the panties rubbed against her ass; she pulled at the fabric, but it only made her arousal worse when it rubbed against her sensitive nub. A stack of paperback books sat on the shelf beside the bed, and when Ingrid picked the first one up she let out a little gasp of surprise: "Swing Shift Lovers!" the cover proclaimed in garish red and yellow letters, over a crude drawing of a naked man and woman in a passionate embrace.

Ingrid didn't recognize this particular novel, but she recognized the type: Jörn Andersson stocked them in the newsstand in town, kept under the counter and out of sight where customers had to specifically request them. Elsa had shown her some when she had a part-time job at the newsstand, and they had giggled together over the lurid covers and ridiculous titles: "Bubbelpool-Upptåg", "Den Troslösa Cheerleadern," "Heta Smörade Bröst." The thought of them gave her a shivering thrill, despite their silliness, and she sometimes wished she'd got up the nerve to ask Jörn for his recommendation from the secret stash.

"This one looks entertaining," Ingrid said, selecting "The Cheerleader's Hot Splits" from the stack, with a cover depicting the backside of a naked young woman sitting on a locker room bench, legs spread wide, while a man in a ball cap with a whistle dangling around his neck stared appreciatively at her body. She handed the paperback to Greg, who took it in his hand without looking and let it dangle loosely in his fingers.

Nina, meanwhile, was bent over Greg's other hand, a finger on his wrist and her eyes on her wristwatch. She shook her head and sighed, letting his hand drop back to his side.

"Your heart rate is quite impressively low," Nina said, "for a healthy man at rest. But I would expect it to be a bit more elevated at the moment."

She straightened and smiled down at him, pushing her chest forward so her breasts strained her lacy red bra. Nina lifted Greg's hand to rest it against one firm globe; he let out a sigh, closing his eyes and frowning.

"A few months ago," Greg said, "I'm sure my heart would be absolutely racing, with two lovely and barely dressed ladies hovering over me. But it's just ... not clicking."

Nina shook her head and said, "I see that Dr. Tikelmeister marked 'chronic ennui' on your chart — fancy language for boredom. The books and videos should help with that a little bit." Then she winked at him. "And the visits from the nursing staff."

Nina took hold of the sheet and pulled it down to Greg's knees, revealing his thin blue hospital gown. Ingrid looked down appreciatively at his muscular thighs and broad chest, a light brown tangle of hair visible beneath the gown's collar. When Nina tugged at the hem of his gown, the color rose in Greg's cheeks, but he lifted himself on the mattress to help her pull the gown up to his waist.

Greg's penis sat limply between his thighs, nestled in a dense mass of silky brown hair. A black rubber ring circled his organ's base, and a red wire ran along his leg and then back toward the array of monitors. Nina grasped the flaccid penis and lifted it toward his belly, revealing his testicles, the wrinkled sacks resting loosely on the sheet. Ingrid bit her lip, struggling to push away the intrusive thoughts of running her tongue over them to awaken the sleeping shaft nestled against Nina's thumb.

"Hardly a squiggle on the screen at all," Nina said with a sigh, glancing up toward the screens behind Greg's head. She held the head of his penis gently between her forefinger and thumb and ran a finger gently along the underside. Ingrid thought she saw a brief blip on one of the monitors, but if Greg's penis twitched, it was far too slight for her eye to catch.

"I'm going to take your pulse," Nina said, letting his lifeless cock drop back against his thigh, "while we run a little of the video."

Nina tapped a remote control resting on the table beside the stack of books, and the image on the television screen opposite the bed sprang to life. Ingrid watched as the buxom woman dissolved into a pair of bare breasts with an erect cock snuggled into the ample cleavage between them, its purple head pulsing and smeared with glistening pre-cum. Her belly tightened and her nipples tingled as the cock on the screen began to shift and pulse, suddenly erupting with a stream of white jizz that shot against the fleshy breasts and trickled down the shivering shaft. The image was suddenly replaced by another cock, this one standing tall and hard while a pair of tongues ran up and down its length and teased its bulbous tip. Ingrid choked back a groan, struggling to keep her hands from plunging between her quaking thighs; the video might not be having an effect on the patient, but it was certainly holding Ingrid's attention.

"Nurse Ingrid," Nina said, pulling Ingrid away from the scene on the television. The cock between the licking tongues had just erupted, and the creamy spend was being gleefully lapped up; she could practically taste the tangy, salty flavor on her tongue, and feel the hot, sticky spend on her lips ...

"Um ... yes, yes, Nurse Nina," Ingrid stammered, straightening and reluctantly moving her eyes away from the next scene. "How may I assist?"

Nina was pulling Greg's gown higher, exposing his flat belly with a trail of brown hair running toward his limp penis. Greg stared up at the ceiling, his face expressionless.

"I'm going to take the patient's gown off," Nina said. "Help me keep the wires from tangling."

While Nina untied the string at the back of Greg's gown, Ingrid pulled the wire connected to his penis free of the sheets. Other wires ran from pads stuck to his back and shoulders, and she made sure those stayed clear of the fabric as well while Nina eased his arms through the short sleeves. His skin felt cool and dry against Ingrid's fingers, and she let her hands graze the soft hair between his dark nipples when Nina lifted the gown free. She glanced down his naked body, imagining herself stretched upon him, hips grinding against his; Ingrid thought she saw a little twitch from his cock, but it may just have been from the monitor wire tugging at the strap around its base.

"I want you to do some reading," Nina said to Greg, tapping the paperback resting on his bare chest, "and some watching. I'll be back to check on you in about an hour or so. And should you feel any urges ..." Nina ran a finger down his belly and along his thigh, grazing his flaccid penis with her hand, "you can certainly feel free to act on them."

Ingrid bit her lip, glancing between the naked man in the bed and the video, where an erect cock was releasing a flood of semen onto a woman's heaving belly. She wished that she were free at the moment to act on her urges ...

"Nurse Ingrid," Nina said, stepping around the bed to take Ingrid by the elbow. "We'll let the patient relax while we go check on the others. I'll take Phil, and you can check on Trevor in room 4."
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Chapter 5


When there was no answer to her gentle knock on the door of room four, Ingrid pushed it slowly open and stepped inside. The room was dim, illuminated only by the glow of the monitors arrayed behind the bed, and it took a few moments for her eyes to adjust.

A man lay in the bed, the sheet pulled up to his chin, sound asleep. He looked older than Greg, probably in his fifties, with tousled gray hair and a thick, luxurious mustache that framed his red lips. The man — Trevor G. — snored peacefully, oblivious to Ingrid's presence.

Ingrid slipped out of her heels — she didn't want to risk waking him with their clicks against the floor — and walked barefoot to stand beside the bed. She glanced quickly at the monitors, then gently lifted the sheet, drawing it slowly down the man's body. His chest rose and fell beneath the thin blue gown. She grasped the hem of the gown and drew it slowly toward his waist, expecting to find his penis in the same flaccid state that Nina had revealed in Greg's room.

She stifled a gasp behind her fingers when she saw that Trevor G. was anything but flaccid.

His cock was fully erect, or nearly so, rising and falling above his belly in time with his snores. It wasn't the longest cock Ingrid had ever seen — that would be Thorvald Thorsten's, the hardware store manager, who had come to the Mälarby hospital with a terrible sunburn after skinny-dipping at Lake Åkesson — but it was certainly one of the thicker ones. Ingrid reached down to put her hand around it, gripping it just above the black band at the base that connected Trevor G. to the machine that monitored his erections, and couldn't get her fingers to meet her thumb without squeezing. His cock was warm and dry to the touch, and it pulsed vigorously in her hand.

Maybe this is a code red situation, Ingrid thought, biting her lip and staring down at the thick cock in her grasp. Maybe the best treatment is to capitalize on this unexpected situation and provide positive reinforcement for such a strong and substantial erection ...

She was just starting to plan her mount, wondering if she should climb onto Trevor G.'s shaft facing his feet or his head, when she heard him make a spluttering gasp. The snoring stopped, and his eyes shot open, a look of surprise on his face.

And when he woke, his erection melted away, almost too fast for Ingrid to watch its progress. In an instant, she had a flaccid penis resting in her palm, limp and soft. Ingrid let out a surprised gasp herself, and then a disappointed sigh.

"Oh, no! Oh, no!" Trevor G. spluttered, scrambling toward the top of the bed and raising himself on his elbows. He looked up at Ingrid, wide eyed, a red blush washing over his face.

"I'm very sorry, sir," Ingrid said, snatching her hand away from his cock and resting it against her thigh. She pulled her eyes away from the doughy organ retreating into its fuzzy gray and black nest of hair. "I am Nurse Ingrid, and I'm making the rounds to check on patients."

Trevor G. let out another gasp, apparently realizing that his gown was hiked up to his waist, and quickly covered himself. The hem of his blue gown sat askew across his thighs, and he tugged at it with his fingers, trying to hide as much of his body as the flimsy garment could manage.

"I'm the one who should apologize!" Trevor said with a nervous laugh. "I'm so sorry you had to see me in that ... that ... that terrible state. It's horribly shameful!"

"Do you mean your erection?" Ingrid said, cocking her head quizzically. "It appeared quite healthy and normal, sir. I wondered if perhaps you were on the wrong ward!"

The man in the bed shifted his hips awkwardly, trying to hide any sign of even the slight bulge of his flaccid penis between his thighs.

"That's what my wife tells me," the man said, glancing away from Ingrid as the color in his cheeks glowed, "and the doctor, too, of course. Healthy and normal. But ... you don't think it's ... ridiculous?"

"Ridiculous?"

"Sticking up like that," Trevor G. said, reaching for the sheet to pull it up toward his waist. "Tip all purple, shaft throbbing, wobbling around when I walk. Ridiculous!"

"I thought it looked quite nice, actually," Ingrid said, her voice barely above a whisper. She bit her lip, recalling the delicate coral shade of the bulbous tip and the way the shaft shivered when she held Trevor G.'s cock. "It's a fine specimen."

Trevor G. sighed and collapsed on his pillow.

"I know," he said, staring up at ceiling. "And don't think that I didn't used to agree! Why, there was a time I was quite proud of that thing, happy to show it off at the drop of a hat. Or the drop of some panties, if you know what I mean ..." He winked playfully at Ingrid, and she felt a flutter in her belly that drew her hands to the waistband of her own too-small panties.

"We had quite the time, the wife and me," Trevor continued, "going to the nudist resort every summer to show it off, or joining the neighbors for their naked New Year's Eve parties. Absolutely wild times, Nurse Ingrid, all made possible by that thing you call a 'fine specimen.'"

Ingrid's brain was abuzz with images of Trevor G. striding along a golden beach beside a crystal blue sea, his erection proudly leading the way, or toasting in the new year with his party favor rampant as a Roman candle. She wondered why she had never been to a naked Nyårsaftonfest and resolved to remedy that oversight.

"So what happened?" Ingrid asked.

Trevor G. sighed and looked at her with baleful eyes. She saw the glimmer of a tear at the corner of an eye.

"Patty Denkins laughed at it," he said. "We were at the clothing optional pool at the club, and when I dropped my towel to let the sun warm my skin, she pointed and laughed!"

"Well, that's quite impolite," Ingrid said. "It's nothing to laugh at, not at all!"

"The instant she laughed," Trevor G. said, "and shouted 'Trevor's got the willy wood!', it just shriveled up. I wrapped my towel around my waist and ran back to the locker room, and ever since, I just ... it won't ... oh, Nurse Ingrid, it's just awful!"

The tear that had been threatening to fall from his eye trickled down Trevor G.'s cheek, and his lips trembled beneath his lush mustache. Ingrid raised her finger to her own eye, which held a sympathetic tear.

"Even ... even alone?" Ingrid asked. "When no one will see but you, or your wife?"

He shook his head, squeezing his eyes shut as another tear fell.

"Even alone," Trevor G. said. "Every time I feel the slightest tingle of arousal, I hear Patty Denkins and her barking guffaw, and Mr. Merriment refuses to stand up."

"Mr. Merriment?"

"A name my wife and I gave it," Trevor said. "I suppose that's ridiculous, too ..."

"Oh, not at all!" Ingrid said. "I think it's delightful."

"Thank you, Nurse Ingrid," Trevor said, smiling up at her. "You're very kind. The doctor says it's just a temporary thing, that there's nothing physically wrong with me, and I am working on it. But ... it's frustrating, not only for me, but for my wife, too."

Ingrid bit her lip and asked, "Is there anything I can do to help?"

"I think I need rest now, that's all," Trevor said. "As you've seen, Mr. Merriment wakes up when I'm asleep. I think he needs to stretch out when no one is watching — even me — to get his confidence back."

"I suppose that makes sense," Ingrid said with a shrug. "The doctor didn't leave any instructions for sedatives, though ..."

Trevor turned his head toward the table attached to the other side of his bed. Ingrid saw a stack of paperback novels there, much like the ones beside Greg M.'s bed.

"Maybe you could read me a bedtime story?" Trevor suggested, turning back to look at Ingrid with a smile.

#

"'I throw my leg over his hip,'" Ingrid read aloud, running her finger along the words illuminated by the head lamp she found among the supplies in Trevor's room, "'opening myself to him, and rub the head of his cock against my slit. I'm sopping wet, and he slips in easily, then pulls out, teasing my lips with his fingers.'"

She had already finished one of the stories collected in the paperback, and was so absorbed in the second that she was barely paying attention to Trevor's response to her reading. "'When I bite his lip,'" she continued, "'he pushes into me, filling me with his shaft, and I gasp at his girth, stretching me wide.'" She closed her eyes, imagining that it was her cunt being filled by the cock in the story, her trembling clit being stroked by eager fingers as she rode her lover toward mutual ecstasy.

And then she heard the slow, steady sound of Trevor G.'s snoring. Sighing, wishing to continue reading but suddenly mindful of the time she had spent on what should have been a brief visit, Ingrid folded down the corner of her page to mark her spot and rose from the chair beside Trevor's bed.

Trevor's face was relaxed, jaw slack and lips shaped into a gentle "O" beneath his mustache. Ingrid could see his eyes moving from side to side under his closed lids, and she wondered what he was seeing in his dreams. She hoped it might be a scantily clad nurse come to read him a bedtime story and tuck him in for the night.

She also noticed a bulge beneath the sheet, and her breath caught in her throat. As carefully as she could, Ingrid eased the sheet down his body, revealing his thin blue gown and, when the sheet reached his thighs, the gently pulsing outline of his penis. Ingrid lifted his gown, moving slowly, delicately, and revealed the turgid length of his erect cock.

Ingrid bit her lip and reached toward his shaft, but stopped just before her fingers brushed the warm, dry flesh. It seemed wrong to touch him in his sleep, even to add to the pleasure of his dreams and perhaps bring him what must be great relief after suffering so long with his inability to achieve this state of arousal. She thought of his wife — Trevor G.'s poor wife, suffering the effects of Patty Denkins' callous and cruel words! — and simply couldn't bring herself to stroke his penis, however much she wanted to.

Instead, she took hold of Trevor's hand and guided it gently between his legs. She placed his palm against his heavy testicles, and his fingers curled as if by instinct around the base of his cock. Ingrid smiled as his fingers gently squeezed the thick flesh, and Trevor sighed softly in his sleep.

"Sleep tight, Trevor G.," Ingrid whispered, bending down to place a kiss on his forehead. Her heavy breasts brushed against his shoulder, sending a warm shiver up her body. "And pleasant dreams."

Then she straightened, made sure her cap was set sturdily on her blonde curls, and tiptoed out of Trevor G.'s room on her bare feet, the paperback held tightly in her fingers.
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Chapter 6


"What have you got there?" Nina asked. The redheaded nurse was sitting at the station's desk, bent over a clipboard with a pen in her fingers, and she set the pen down and looked up at Ingrid with a grin when the other nurse returned from Trevor G.'s room.

Ingrid looked down at her hands and saw that she was still holding the tattered paperback. The cover showed a woman swimming in a pool, viewed from above, all cool blues and warm reds. The first story in the book had featured a woman sneaking into a swimming pool and being taken by the night watchman beside the water, to their mutual delight. In the second story, a chance meeting in a ski lodge was leading to a delightful situation that Ingrid looked forward to exploring in great detail.

"Oh," Ingrid said, "I was reading this to Trevor G. He was a bit ... anxious."

"I'm sure he was," Nina said with a wink. "You've been gone for a while; was there a code red situation?"

"Goodness, no!" Ingrid said, bringing her hand to her throat. She felt her cheeks burning. If only ... she thought. "I found the patient in a state of arousal — he was asleep, and it seems to have been involuntary — but it was quite transient. I felt ... compassion for him."

"Tonight's patients do engage some feelings of pity, I suppose," Nina said. "I left Phil T. watching one of Dr. Tikelmeister's therapeutic montages; the doctor's theory is that there's a social component to male arousal, and seeing another man's erect penis triggers unconscious and spontaneous tumescence."

"Intriguing," Ingrid said, chewing her lip thoughtfully. She supposed that even though society teaches that sexuality is a private matter, it is best enjoyed in the company of at least one other person; social cues surely must play an important part in arousal. "My patient seems to have arrived at his condition through a social situation, ironically enough."

"Oh?" Nina swiveled in her seat and leaned forward, her breasts pressing against the flimsy red lace of her brassiere. "How so?"

"Someone mocked his erection," Ingrid said. "The embarrassment seems to have short-circuited his normal response to sexual stimulation, so he cannot become erect consciously."

Nina let out a sigh that caused her chest to rise and fall; the motion drew Ingrid's eyes and made her quiver. She glanced away, but the arousal persisted.

"The fragility of the male system," Nina said, "will never cease to amaze me. It's a wonder those things ever work at all."

But it's wonderful when they do, Ingrid thought to herself, wetting her lips with her tongue as she thought about Trevor G.'s erection cradled gently in his sleeping hand.

#

A red light lit up on the station wall, indicating the call button in one of the rooms had been hit. Ingrid looked up to see that it was Phil T., the patient Nina had been visiting not thirty minutes earlier. Nina sighed and set aside the paperwork she had been reviewing.

"I'll go take care of this one," Nina said, rising from her chair. "He probably just needs the videotape changed."

Ingrid watched Nina leave, delighting in the roll of her hips and the sway of her ass. Her red panties stretched snugly across her cheeks, fitting much better than Ingrid's, and the angle of the high heels on Nina's feet stretched her calves, showing off their musculature. She envied Nina's confidence and poise, and also her properly fitted lingerie.

When Nina was out of sight, Ingrid retrieved her paperback and quickly found her place again. She glanced around to be sure that Nina was gone, and began to read silently, imagining herself into the scene:

"Kristof gently rolls me onto my back and pulls my sweater away from my tits. He suckles at my nipples while he fucks me with long, slow strokes. The bearskin rug is smooth and silky against my ass, and I sink into its depths with each thrust of Kristof's hips. The fireplace embers glow warm against my naked hips."

Ingrid held the book open with one hand, her elbow propped on her thigh, raised with a bare foot on the seat of the chair. Her other hand toyed with the little red bow on her hip, tugging at the smooth, satiny fabric that stretched tight across her sex. She had begun to secrete the sweet, tangy nectar of desire when she was reading to Trevor G., and now her pussy wept openly with hunger, wetting her panties.

Then he rolls over, holding my waist, so I'm straddling him, knees tight against his flanks. I sit up and pull my sweater off, tossing it toward the couch; he reaches up and cups my breasts, rolling my nipples between thumbs and fingers while he pumps up into me. I grind against him, rubbing my clit against his pubic bone, and stare down into his smiling face.

Ingrid let out a groan, her thighs trembling as she read, her fingers darting toward the heat between her thighs. It took all her willpower to stay her hand's descent and rest her shaking fingers high on her thigh. Nina could come back at any moment, and it would be the height of unprofessional conduct to be discovered with her hand thrust inside her panties, her lips shaped in a ring of ecstasy, her head thrown back as she sought relief.

Of course, the fear of discovery only made her arousal worse. I hope the doctor's treatment is more successful at curbing my condition, she thought, imagining Dr. Tikelmeister into the scene so vividly described on the paperback's pages.

Ingrid set the book aside and shook her head, trying to clear it of the dangerously arousing images crowding her mind. She reached for the paperwork that Nina had been working on, hoping to learn a bit more about the treatments and studies that centered on Ward X and its patients, but the letters on the page swam crazily before her eyes. She dropped them back to the desk in frustration just as Nina returned, her clicking heels on the floor giving Ingrid enough warning to compose herself.

"It took him forever to decide on a video," Nina said as she dropped into her chair. She crossed her ankles and leaned back, breasts pointing toward the ceiling; Ingrid's breath caught in her throat and she had to look away. "We finally settled on a nice long Wolfgang Zemper movie — are you familiar with his work?"

Ingrid shook her head, hoping Nina didn't notice the flush of color at her throat that betrayed her arousal.

"Big budgets, lots of costumes, a fair amount of plot," Nina said. "Definitely not the little quickies we usually show the patients. You should check out his pirate gangbang films some time, you might enjoy them."

Ingrid shifted in her chair. More filthy images to flood my mind, she thought with chagrin, imagining herself being ravaged by a crew of swarthy, burly corsairs while bound in heavy ropes, eyepatches and rough beards lending them a fearsome but exciting menace.

"Should ... should I check on the others?" Ingrid asked. A little walk might distract me, she thought.

"They're probably still asleep," Nina said, shrugging. "But I suppose there's no harm in peeking in. Just don't disturb anyone."
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Chapter 7


Ingrid's pounding heart drowned out the sound of her fist knocking lightly at Trevor G.'s door; part of her didn't want to wake him — he had looked so peaceful in his repose, with his cock cradled gently in his hand. Her belly tingled with nervous arousal and her mouth felt dry as she turned the knob as gently as she could, wincing at the click of the latch. The door's hinges groaned as she pushed it open, and she almost turned and fled down the hall back to the nurses' station.

Slipping off her heels and leaving them in the hall, and then squaring her shoulders, Ingrid peeked her head inside the dimly lit room. All she could hear was the gentle breathing of the patient in the bed, and the steady beep-beep-beep of the monitors behind his head. She pushed the door open enough that she could slip through, shoulder first, and then closed it again as softly as she could.

Trevor G. was still deep in sleep, lips parted and eyes closed, his face relaxed. Ingrid could see his eyes darting behind his lids, suggesting the dream she had imagined troubling his sleep might have continued after she left. Or maybe he was on to a new dream, more vivid and arousing than his first of the night, perhaps building on the stories Ingrid had read him.

His fingers still curled around the base of his erect penis, and his other hand now gripped his heavy testicles. She thought that his erection had grown since she left, stretching toward his navel, the weeping tip of his cock lolling against his belly. It pulsed in time with the monitors' beeps — or more accurately, the monitors beeped in time to his pulsing cock — and Ingrid's eyes darted between the rigid flesh and the jagged white line on the monitor's screen, which leapt up when his cock strained into the air and then tumbled into a trough when it fell back down.

Ingrid crept closer, holding her breath, and stood at the end of his bed. She watched his belly rise and fall with his breath, and his cock tremble softly between his fingers. Was it merely a physical response, a matter of his pulse and breath making his shaft move, or was it triggered by some erotic phantasm racing through his sleeping mind? Ingrid wished she had some way to peer into his dreams and watch along with him, privy to his most secret fantasies and desires.

Trevor G. took a sudden, gasping breath, and his eyes shot open. Startled, Ingrid stumbled backward, nearly tripping over her feet. Her hand flew to her chest and pressed against her pounding heart; she nearly fled the room in shameful terror, but her unsteady legs refused to move.

"I ... um ... I must have drifted off," Trevor mumbled when his blinking eyes finally focussed on Ingrid's face. "I'm sorry, you were reading to me and ..."

Then he became aware of his nakedness, letting out a startled cry as his hands flew away from his erection and reached for the sheet tangled around his knees. He tried to pull the sheet free, his cock careening wildly from side to side, and his face turned a deep crimson as he stammered, "Sorry, sorry, oh god, I'm so ..."

"Wait!" Ingrid said, taking a step toward the bed. She reached her hand for Trevor's, gripping his fingers tightly so he couldn't pull the sheet up to cover himself. "Wait, it's ... it's alright."

"No, no, it's not," Trevor stammered. His erection was beginning to fade as he spoke. "It's ... you shouldn't have to see ..."

"It's alright," Ingrid said, lowering her voice as she leaned closer. "It's my job. To support my patients in their treatments, and to encourage their recovery."

"But my ..."

"I am sure that Dr. Tikelmeister would approve," Ingrid said. "Of your ... condition ... and of my assistance."

She released Trevor G.'s hand and ran her fingers up his thigh, gently scraping her nails on his skin. He sighed, some of the tension easing from his jaw, and his cock's retreat appeared to have stopped, though it was only about half as hard as it had been when Ingrid first entered his room.

"I'm sorry, Nurse Ingrid," Trevor said, his eyes trailing down his prone body to her fingers resting just below the hem of his blue gown. "I know this looks ridiculous ..."

"It does not," Ingrid said. "There is nothing ridiculous about your condition. In fact, I think it's ... quite lovely."

"Lovely?"

"Oh, yes," Ingrid said, a smile spreading over her lips. "Really quite lovely. Don't you think so?"

"How could this ... this thing ..." He wiggled his fingers toward his cock, which resumed its gentle pulsing and seemed on the verge of regaining its previous arousal. "How could this be anything except ridiculous?"

"You've clearly never taken a good look at your own penis, sir," Ingrid said. "It's a masterpiece of engineering, and a delight for all the senses! Don't you see how the blood courses through it, causing the soft flesh to grow firm and hot? How the slickness gathers at the tip, moistening the sensitive bulb and preparing it for the friction of penetration? That such an unassuming organ when it's at rest, a soft, limp piece of pink flesh, could rouse itself into such a state of turgid power — do you not see what a miracle that is?"

"You think my 'willy wood' is a miracle?" Trevor G. said with a dismissive laugh. "That's certainly not how Patty Denkins saw it!"

"Well," said Ingrid, letting her fingers walk across Trevor's hip and walk daintily around the base of his shaft, "Patty Denkins is clearly a philistine of the rankest order, not to see the impressive strength and subtle beauty of your engorged penis. Why, just look at the colors!" Ingrid let a finger hook loosely around his shaft; when his penis trembled at her touch, she felt its shuddering all the way to her pussy, and she had to bite her lip to prevent herself from moaning. "The pink and cream of the shaft, the lavender glow of the head, the shimmering pearlescence of the droplet of moisture at the tip when it catches the light ... you have an absolutely poetic penis!"

A light laugh ran through Trevor G., shaking both his belly and his cock. His troubled frown was replaced by a creeping smile, and he said, softly, "That's very kind of you to say, Nurse Ingrid."

"It's not kind at all," Ingrid said. She hooked another finger around his shaft, which was stiffening again, approaching and then surpassing the rigidity she had seen when she entered his room. "It's a simple statement of fact. Your penis is beautiful, and it is a gift for you to display it to us so we can admire its perfection."

"Perfection is maybe pushing things a little too far," Trevor G. said. He positioned his head on his pillow so he could watch Ingrid's fingers slip slowly up, and then slowly down, the length of his cock, and he trembled under her delicate touch.

"I do not use my words carelessly," Ingrid said, narrowing her eyes. She took in a deep breath and tightened her grip on Trevor G.'s cock. "Your penis is perfection embodied, a beautiful testament to the male form and a tool of sublime pleasure."

A gasp escaped his lips when Ingrid's stroking hand reached the tip of his cock again, and when she gave her wrist a little twist on the upstroke — a trick she had learned with Malte Engström when they celebrated her passing her driver's license test — he let out a soft moan.

"But Patty Denkins ..." Trevor G.'s voice was breathy and labored, and his chin trembled.

"Do not be offended by my words," Ingrid said, drawing her hand back down to Trevor G.'s balls and palpating the base of his shaft with her fingers, "but fuck Patty Denkins."

Trevor G. let out a groan and closed his eyes, lifting his ass a few millimeters from the bed as Ingrid drew her hand up toward the tip of his cock again.

"Yes," he whispered through trembling lips, "yes, fuck Patty Denkins."

"Fuck her hard," Ingrid rasped, "fuck her until she begs for mercy and then fuck her even harder ..."

"Yes," Trevor gasped. His hips were moving in counterpoint to Ingrid's stroking hand, his eyes squeezed shut. "Yes, bend her over the table at the club pool and fuck Patty Denkins ..."

"Give her every inch of your beautiful, stiff cock ..."

"Deeper ... deeper ... fill her cunt ... oh god, Nurse Ingrid, god, I want to fuck her ..."

"She mocks what she fears," Ingrid said, increasing the speed of her strokes, "and she fears the wild and uncontrollable pleasure your beautiful penis would offer her."

"Oh fuck, Nurse Ingrid, yes," Trevor gasped. "Yes, wild ... wild fucking ... my hips pounding against her ass, my cock stretching her cunt ..."

Ingrid squeezed her eyes shut, picturing herself bent over before Trevor's thrusting hips, legs spread wide to receive his pulsing cock. Her free hand pressed against the smooth fabric of her panties, feeling the heat rising from her aching, ravenous pussy.

"Fill her completely," Ingrid moaned, "fill her sopping, needy hole with your gorgeous cock and your burning seed ..."

Trevor G.'s breath was ragged now, the movements of his hips erratic. He squeezed his eyes tighter and his hands trembled at his sides, fingers balling into fists and then stretching. Ingrid reluctantly pulled her hand away from the fire burning between her legs and cradled his tight, heavy balls; she could feel the seed preparing to erupt from his penis, and she pointed the head toward his chest.

"Oh fuck, Nurse Ingrid!" Trevor cried, his voice unsteady. "Fuck, I'm going to —"

When his cum burst forth in thick, glistening strands, flying high into the air and arcing down against his chest, his throat, his belly, Trevor G. roared with a deep and soulful shout. The volume he released made Ingrid's jaw drop; she had seen copious emissions before, of course, but this was certainly on a scale that dwarfed all other ejaculations Ingrid had encouraged.

His belly rippled as the last spurts dribbled from the bulbous purple head, coating his shaft with creamy semen. Ingrid continued to stroke, slowly, her grip loose, until she felt his shaft soften in her fingers, from satiation now rather than from shame.

"That was ... amazing," Trevor G. sighed when he could draw breath again. His eyelids fluttered open, but Ingrid could tell that his eyes were unfocused, his vision no doubt hazy after so powerful a release. "Thank you, Nurse Ingrid, thank you ..."

Ingrid was about to answer when she heard the sound of a throat clearing behind her, and she jumped, letting Trevor G.'s softening cock fall with a quiet splat against his belly. She turned, the heat rising in her cheeks, and saw Nina standing behind her, arms folded over her breasts and lips twisted into a scowl.

"Why don't you wipe your hands, Nurse Ingrid," Nina said, nodding toward Ingrid's cum-slick fingers, "and step into the hall for a brief consultation."
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Chapter 8


"Ibelieve the treatment was consistent with Dr. Tikelmeister's research on the social component of male arousal, Nurse Nina," Ingrid said. She was still wiping some of the viscous cum from her fingers with a white cloth. "The source of the patient's distress was social, after all — the cruel mockery he suffered leading to his inability to become erect in front of other people — and I felt that reversing that condition with gentle praise was the best course of action."

"Stroking his dick is hardly 'gentle praise,' Nurse Ingrid," Nina said, her lips curling into a smirk. "And bringing him to climax was ... well, I haven't reviewed the patient's chart ..."

"Nor have I," Ingrid admitted, casting her eyes down to her bare feet, "but at the time, it seemed ..."

"We need to review the charts, Nurse Ingrid, at the very least. Dr. Tikelmeister's experimental treatments are carefully controlled, and the introduction of orgasm at this stage could upend his research."

Ingrid's cheeks flushed. She certainly didn't want to do something that would have an adverse effect on Dr. Tikelmeister's important research. But she also recognized Trevor G.'s distress, and her highest duty was to her patient, surely, and not to a strict adherence to an experimental methodology ...

"He was suffering, Nurse Nina," Ingrid said, her voice soft. "He was in distress, and I feel duty bound to alleviate a patient's distress ..."

"At the risk of derailing the doctor's treatment plan?"

Ingrid sighed. She felt tears welling in her eyes, and wiped her fingers across them, wincing at the scent of Trevor G.'s semen lingering on her hand. She stifled the urge to drag her tongue across her skin and capture the salty tang of his spend ...

"The doctor's treatment," Ingrid said, "is intended to return the patient to a state of ease with his own body and comfort with his arousal, correct?"

"Well, yes ..."

"And my intervention with Trevor G. certainly seems to have achieved both goals ..."

"In the short term," Nina countered. "But in the long term? Is it worth a momentary release if we risk the patient's complete recovery from his condition?"

Ingrid sighed. The release that Trevor G. experienced was truly epic, at least as far as the volume of his ejaculation went, but she had to admit that she didn't know how it would be incorporated into his long-term recovery. She didn't think that he would suffer adverse effects from her admittedly improvisational treatment, but she had not studied the male reproductive system as rigorously as Dr. Tikelmeister.

"But what if it's a step toward recovery?" Ingrid said. "A waypoint on the patient's acceptance of his aroused condition? It was, after all, consistent with the doctor's research ..."

"And so do you propose that we apply this approach to all of our patients? Regardless of the doctor's instructions?"

"Well, no ... maybe ... I don't know." Ingrid felt flustered, which was a close sensation to nervousness, which meant that her arousal was beginning to spike again. "It worked, didn't it? Do you see how happily the patient is resting now? How at peace he is, compared to when I first visited him?"

Ingrid motioned toward the half-open door, and Nina let out a sigh and peeked inside. Ingrid peered over her shoulder, and together they observed Trevor G. lying in his bed, a blissful expression on his face, his hands gently fondling his half-erect penis. Gone was his shameful grimace, his bashful blush, his harried frown; the patient was not only at peace with his penis again, he seemed to be enamoured with the organ's responses to his playful touch.

"Alright, fair enough," Nina said after a few moments of observing Trevor G.'s quiet glee. "This patient does seem a lot happier than he was. And your treatment may not have been explicitly prescribed, but it certainly had a positive short-term effect."

"And the others ..."

"They're certainly not as happy as this fellow," Nina said. "But I don't know if the same treatment would work for them — the social aspect was pretty distinctive in this case."

"And not with the others?"

"Well," Nina said, pursing her lips, "Greg M. is suffering from a state of ennui — he's simply bored with his penis. And Phil T. has a low level phobia of his erection, reacting with fear whenever he gets a stiffy. They're subtly different conditions, which is what makes Dr. Tikelmeister's approach to treatment so complex."

"And you don't think that my treatment — praising the erection, encouraging acceptance of the aroused state, positively reinforcing the natural excitement — wouldn't be effective in those cases?"

Nina chewed her lip, apparently deep in thought. Then she turned from peeking at Trevor G., who was happily fondling his recovering penis toward another erection, and smiled.

"Let's give it a try," Nina said. "We've got a long, boring night ahead of us if we don't try some experiments of our own."

#

When Ingrid put her ear to Greg M.'s door, she was surprised to hear the low, guttural moan of a woman's pleasure. She slowly pushed the door open so she could peer inside.

The source of the moan was the television mounted across from the patient's bed. On it, a dark-haired woman writhed on a pillow, her eyes closed and face twisted in pleasure, while a man buried his face between her thighs. Ingrid could only see the top of the man's blond head, moving slowly back and forth, but she could imagine his tongue, long and flexible, seeking the nectar welling between the woman's folds. Her belly tightened with sympathetic arousal as she slipped into the room.

Greg M. lay in the bed, propped up on a pillow with the thin white sheet stretched across his hips. His blue gown was open at the throat, revealing the tangle of light brown hair on his chest. In his hand, he held the remote control, pointed toward the television, and his thumb flicked across it from time to time, pausing, speeding, and reversing the action from time to time. Ingrid watched the woman on the screen freeze at the height of ecstasy, then climb back from the frenzy to which the unseen man's tongue was driving her, and then suddenly sprint toward climax again, only to freeze just at the moment of crisis. Frustration knotted in Ingrid's belly; she sympathized with the woman on the screen, thwarted in her desperate need for release.

After a few minutes of standing in the doorway, Ingrid made a little throat clearing noise and stepped toward the bed. Greg looked toward her, puzzlement flashing across his face, and froze the action on the screen again, trapping the poor woman in the twilight between excitement and satiety.

"Nurse Ingrid," Greg said, his voice low and a little breathy. "Have you come to check on my progress?"

"That I have," Ingrid said, positioning herself at the foot of the bed and blocking Greg's view of the television. "Has the video helped at all?"

Greg let out a sigh. His hand fell limply onto the bed, releasing the remote.

"It's all the same, Nurse Ingrid," Greg said. "Just sucking and fucking, sucking and fucking, over and over and over again. It's all so ... boring."

"You don't like sucking and fucking?" Ingrid asked. I like sucking and fucking, she thought as a shiver went through her.

Greg shrugged. "I used to, I suppose," he said, "but ... what's the point, really? It's all the same, every time, a little in and out, some slap and tickle, and in ten minutes it's all over. I mean, why bother?"

"Have you not tried introducing variety?" Ingrid asked. "There are so many toys and games available, costumes and scenarios to make intimacy more exciting." She bit her lip and ran her eyes over Greg's prone body, imagining him in a pirate's costume, a red sash at his waist and a ruffled shirt open at the chest.

"It's all just window dressing," said Greg. "At the end of the day, it's just tab A in slot B, a few minutes of grunting and sweating, and then it's all over. What's the point?"

The point is releasing this pleasure bursting inside me, Ingrid thought, fidgeting with her fingers against the little ribbons on her hips. The point is relief from this aching need ...

Greg sighed again and reached for the remote. In a flash, Ingrid snatched it away from him and pressed her thumb to the power button. In the corner of her eye, she saw the screen flicker and go black, and then reflect Greg's startled face.

"Let's try something different, then," Ingrid said. "The videos, the paperbacks, they are all passive, relieving you of the responsibility for your own arousal. They are someone else's fantasies. What about your own fantasies?"

"My own ..." Greg's brow furrowed. "I don't understand what ..."

"You have a healthy body," Ingrid said, "fully capable of arousal and pleasure, and yet you are unable to overcome your ennui. Perhaps you have been passive too long, Greg M., and need to take an active role."

"I'm not sure ..."

Ingrid straightened her shoulders, pushing her breasts forward, and rested her hands on her hips. A smile spread across her lips as she looked down at the man in the bed, taking pleasure in his puzzlement.

"I am at your disposal, Greg M.," Ingrid said, cocking her head to the side. "Tell me what to do."
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Chapter 9


"Pinch the other one," Greg said, a rasp in his voice. He was sitting up in bed, the sheet spread over his crossed legs, head craned forward with a hungry look in his eyes.

Ingrid did as she was told, bringing her trembling fingers to her left nipple. The firm pink flesh stiffened at her touch, and when she gave her nipple a twist, an electric jolt ran through her body.

At Greg's insistence, she had removed her brassiere, draping the lace over the end of the bed, and stood bare breasted before him, acting out his instructions. He was reticent at first, asking only that she turn from side to side so he could see them more clearly, but he quickly grew bolder, asking her to fondle herself, to squeeze the fleshy globes and stroke the stiffening nipples. Electric tingles coursed through Ingrid as she followed Greg's directions.

"Do you like my breasts?" Ingrid asked as she stretched her nipple between her thumb and forefinger, cradling the heavy globe in her other hand. All night she had longed to release them from the too-tight confines of the poorly fitting brassiere, and now that they were free, they tingled with sublime delight.

"Tits," Greg rasped, "I like your tits. Your big, bouncy titties ..."

Ingrid giggled and squeezed her breast, making it bulge toward Greg. She put her hands on either side of her breasts and pushed them together, forming a soft, dark valley between them.

"Would you like to put your penis between them?" Ingrid whispered, propping a knee on the mattress and leaning forward. Her breasts hovered above Greg's sheet covered knees. "It's so warm between my ... my tits ... I could cradle your lovely penis there, wrap it in my flesh ..."

"I want to lick them," Greg sighed. "I want to run my tongue all over your tits and make them shine."

A shiver ran through Ingrid's body. Her breasts suddenly ached for Greg's tongue, longed for his hot mouth and hard teeth. Her nipples stiffened as she brought her other knee onto the bed, making the frame groan, and knelt at Greg's feet.

"Then you should," Ingrid whispered, leaning forward with her breasts held in offering. "Lick me ... lick my tits ..."

The sensation of his lips on her breasts was almost unbearable. It was as if a burning wire ran from her nipples to her clit, and when Greg's mouth touched her flesh — hot and wet and hungry — she felt the nectar flow between her legs. He pressed his palms into her yielding flesh and ran his tongue over her skin, wetting every inch. Ingrid shivered and groaned.

"Take it out," Ingrid gasped, reaching for the sheet at Greg's waist. "I need to see if this is working."

"But I'm in charge," Greg protested, his voice muffled between Ingrid's breasts. He ran his tongue up the valley between her tits and then over her right nipple, making Ingrid shake and tangle her fingers in his hair. "And I want to lick your tits."

"This is for your treatment," Ingrid moaned, struggling to regain her composure. Greg's tongue ran a circle around her nipple, and when his teeth grazed the tip, she felt her belly clench. So close, so close ...

"What about your treatment?" Greg said with a laugh, then lapped broad-tongued against her skin. "I can taste your arousal, I can feel how you tremble ..."

Ingrid moaned and pulled his mouth closer to her breast. Over his shoulder, she could see the line on the monitor dance, and she heard the faint beeping of the machine grow louder and faster.

"You like being in charge, don't you?" Ingrid asked with a quaver in her voice.

Greg looked up from her breast, his cheeks damp from nuzzling against her spit-slick skin, and grinned.

"I guess I do," he said. "Maybe that's been my problem all along ..."

Ingrid groaned as he bit her breast, his teeth gentle but firm. Her too-tight panties rode uncomfortably high between the cheeks of her ass and scraped roughly against her engorged clit.

"Then tell me," Ingrid gasped, "tell me to check on the treatment's effects. I can see the monitor, but I can't see your penis ..."

"My cock, you mean," Greg growled. "My stiff, throbbing cock, which you need to take in your dainty little fingers and stroke. Stroke my cock, Ingrid, stroke it hard ..."

Ingrid's trembling fingers pulled at the sheet in Greg's lap, lifting the fabric away to reveal his erection. She blinked in astonishment — it seemed to have tripled in size from when she had spied it earlier, lying limp against his thigh, and now it rose from between his legs like a mighty pink pillar. The monitor beeped faster, and the line on the screen jumped in sharp spikes.

"It's working," Ingrid said as she wrapped her fingers around his warm, firm shaft and tugged the skin toward the velvet tip. "The treatment is working ..."

#

"Like that ... just like that ... oh god, Nurse Ingrid, exactly like that ..."

Greg's fingers were tangled in Ingrid's blonde curls, guiding her mouth up and down the length of his shaft. Each time the bulbous head knocked against the back of her throat, Ingrid let out a muffled grunt, feeling the shiver all the way to her cunt. She was bent double over his knees, lips wrapped around his shaft, with one hand sliding over the satin fabric of her sopping panties. So close ... so close ...

"More tongue," Greg gasped. "Run your tongue on the slit ... oh fuck, Ingrid, yes ..."

Ingrid followed his instructions as best she could, though the blood roaring in her ears made it hard to hear his words. She moaned around his shaft, her tongue capturing the pearly drops of pre-cum leaking from his tip, tasting the salt and musk that filled her mouth. Greg pulled her face tighter to his belly, lifting his hips from the bed to push his cock deeper.

"Oh god, Ingrid, I'm almost there," Greg groaned. She felt his shaft tremble between her teeth, pulsing along its entire length. She pushed herself to take him deeper, opening her throat to his thrusts. Her fingers pressed against her aching pussy, thwarted by the wet fabric of her panties.

When Greg reached the height of his arousal, he let out a roar and pulled at Ingrid's hair. Heat flooded her mouth and throat, making her splutter, and she felt the mingled semen and spittle flow down over her lips onto Greg's belly as she gasped and writhed against him. He held her head in place until the final jet of cum splashed against the back of her throat; tears stung her eyes, and when he finally loosened his grip, she lifted her face with a gasp, gulping at air while warm liquid streamed over her lips.

Ingrid heard a slow clapping sound behind her, and she stiffened. Her cheeks glowed red and her ears burned as she braced an elbow on the bed and turned to look over her shoulder to find Dr. Tikelmeister standing there, a wry grin on his lips.

"Quite an impressive treatment, Nurse Ingrid," the doctor said, taking a step toward the bed. He placed a hand on her bare back and leaned down to get a closer look at the results of her work; Greg's cock, slick with spit and cum, trembled against his belly. "Though not necessarily according to the prescribed regimen."

"I'm ... I'm sorry, Dr. Tikelmeister," Ingrid gasped, struggling to her feet. She ran the back of her hand across her lips, smearing the mess over her cheek. "The ... the patient was ..."

"In distress again?" the doctor said, a low chuckle in his voice. "It's curious that so many patients become distressed in your presence."

"I ... he was ..."

The doctor bent over Greg M., placing the bell of his stethoscope to the patient's heaving chest. He nodded and smiled, then took his pen light from his pocket and lifted Greg's eyelid to peer at his dilated pupils. Greg made a deep sighing sound, his face going slack with release.

"You seem to have addressed the patient's ennui, at least," Dr. Tikelmeister said. He stepped around Ingrid, running his hand over her hip as he reached for the chart at the end of the bed. Ingrid trembled at his touch.

"It's been over forty days since your last climax, Greg," the doctor said, peering over the chart at the prone man in the bed. "That must have been quite a relief."

Greg made a groaning sound and stirred, his eyes closed. His cock was in repose now, limp and soft, and his breathing was slow and steady.

"I ... I'm sorry if I was ..." Ingrid felt tears sting her eyes as she struggled to find words.

The doctor turned to Ingrid, his eyes running up and down her body, taking in her bare breasts, her cum-slick lips, her trembling belly. She brought her hands up to cover her chest, and then let them fall limply at her sides. He let out a sigh, then smiled.

"You take initiative, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Tikelmeister said. "I appreciate that on my team. I just wish you would review the treatment plan first, before you take matters into your own hands."

Then he ran a finger across Ingrid's cheek and over her lips, smearing the sticky mess.

"Or your mouth," the doctor said with a laugh, "as the case may be."
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Chapter 10


"What is the body's largest organ of erotic arousal, Nurse Ingrid?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked.

They were in one of the empty rooms of Ward X, across the hall from Greg M. The doctor had pulled her there, not giving her a moment to grab her discarded brassiere or wipe the mess from her lips, as soon as Nurse Nina had arrived. Nina had a sly grin on her lips and a sparkle in her eyes, and Ingrid caught her winking at her as she was dragged through the door.

Ingrid looked down her body, casting her eyes over her bare breasts and fluttering tummy. Her left breast was a few millimeters larger than her right, a fact that only Niklas Alfredsson of all her lovers had ever noticed, when he was assessing her body one afternoon with his busy hands. But at the moment, she could swear that it was her pulsing clit that was the largest part of her, its aching, swollen state crowding out every other sensation.

Dr. Tikelmeister saw the puzzlement on her face and let out a low laugh. He closed and locked the door behind them, then took Ingrid by the waist and guided her toward the empty bed at the center of the room. He ran his hands up her flanks, sending more thrilling jolts of delight through her body, then tangled his fingers in her blonde curls. His lips pressed against hers, heedless of the sticky spend still coating her mouth, and Ingrid collapsed against him.

"As full as these are," the doctor said, gripping one of her tits in his broad hand and squeezing, "they are nothing compared to the organ in here." He tapped a finger against her temple and grinned at her before kissing her again.

"Your brain, Nurse Ingrid," the doctor said, leaning over her until her legs hit the edge of the bed and she fell onto the mattress. "The wondrous machine that generates your thoughts and fantasies and imagination — that is the organ that causes you to feel desire and longing, that burns with need and sends its signals throughout your body."

Ingrid watched as Dr. Tikelmeister undid the tie around his neck and shrugged off his white coat, letting it fall to the floor unheeded. His fingers deftly plucked at the buttons on his pale blue shirt, opening it to reveal his broad chest, dark nipples surrounded by fine blond hair. She felt the nerves that carried signals from her brain to her body light up with electric sparks.

"If we can unlock the brain," the doctor continued as his hands went to his belt, "then we can liberate the body, and all states of bliss become available to us."

The doctor toed off his shoes, then tugged his slacks down over his hips. Ingrid shuddered at the sight of his tented briefs, imagining the thick, pulsing cock behind the white cotton fabric. She wasn't sure if her brain was unlocked, but her pussy certainly was, hungry and wet beneath her tight, sopping panties.

"Is ... is that my problem, Dr. Tikelmeister?" Ingrid asked, her voice a breathy gasp. "Is my brain locked up and unable to experience delight?"

"Hardly," the doctor said. He ran a hand up Ingrid's thigh, fingers brushing the leg of her panties, and she let out a little yelp when he slipped his thumb beneath the elastic to stroke the sensitive skin beside her pulsing mound. "If anything, your brain is too open to the possibility of pleasure, too active in its imagination. Close your eyes, Nurse Ingrid, and tell me what you see."

She did as she was told, but all she saw was darkness behind her eyelids. Before she could answer, though, she felt Dr. Tikelmeister's palm press against her pussy, cupping her tender folds through her panties, and she groaned. Images swam out of the darkness — footballers bending her over a locker room bench, pirates hoisting her naked body aloft with coarse ropes, Greg M.'s sated penis slipping from her mouth — and she parted her lips to speak. No words came out, though, and when the doctor's hand pressed harder, pushing against her clit through the satin fabric, she let out a shuddering cry.

"We need to align your imagination with your sensations," the doctor said. His fingers found and undid the clasps that held her stockings to the belt at her waist, and then he grasped her by the ass and lifted her from the mattress so he could tug her panties down and off. Ingrid groaned as he pressed her thighs apart with his hands, panting with anticipation.

"I'm ... out of alignment?" Ingrid gasped. She watched with parted lips and hungry eyes as Dr. Tikelmeister tugged his briefs down and kicked them away, causing his engorged erection to spring almost straight into the air.

"Dangerously out of alignment, Nurse Ingrid," the doctor said. He gripped his cock in his fist and gave it a long, slow pull; a sparkling droplet of pre-cum oozed from the tip, and Ingrid bit her lip when he smeared it over the violet-colored tip with his thumb. "Your mind is clearly racing far ahead of your body's ability to process sensation. I wish I had a window into that mind of yours so I could assess your filthy thoughts."

Ingrid groaned and squeezed her eyes shut. The filthy thoughts swirled through her fevered brain: she felt herself passed from hand to hand by lines of lovers, every orifice filled to overflowing with throbbing cocks and searing hot cum, hungry mouths sucking at her flesh. Every nerve sang with need, every inch of skin longed for a firm caress.

"What ... what are the risks, Dr. Tikelmeister?" Ingrid croaked. She felt his hands on her hips, and suddenly he dragged her to the edge of the bed, raising her feet to his shoulders.

"Terminal frustration," the doctor said as he dragged a finger down her belly and through the wet, tangled mat of hair on her mound. "Incurable arousal with elevated levels of longing." His fingers traced a line over her sopping slit, gently prying her open. "Ultimately, the inability ever to find satisfaction with the quotidian pleasures of ordinary lovemaking."

Ingrid felt the weight of his cock against her mound when he rested it on her belly and leaned forward to kiss her again, bending her nearly in two. She felt a powerful but delicious stretch in the backs of her thighs as her legs wrapped around his neck, ankles locked, and an almost unbearable heat that spread from her belly down to her thighs, combusting into a raging inferno where the doctor's fingers continued to push and pull at her sensitive, aching folds.

"I have formulated a treatment plan to bring you into alignment," Dr. Tikelmeister said, reaching for his cock and resting the bulbous head against her pulsing clit. Ingrid had to clench her jaw to keep from crying out in need and desire. "But first, you need immediate relief from your present condition."

When he entered her, the thick head of his cock easily blazing a burning path toward her womb, Ingrid felt herself swoon. Every image of debauchery and depravity that had troubled her mind all night, every word of the filthy stories, every frame of the dirty videos, burst like a bomb in her brain, and she felt herself thrown high on the crest of a fiery wave and then dragged under into a swirling storm of oblivion. Her ears rang with a high, clear cry that she slowly came to realize was issuing from her mouth as she shuddered and shook with mighty release.

Ingrid blinked , her vision swimming in tears of relief, and looked up into the doctor's sparkling green eyes. A broad smile stretched his lips, but she could see the strain in his neck as he struggled to control his own release. Ingrid's pussy pulsed around his shaft as he gripped her hips and began to fuck her with a slow, steady pace.

"You've been on the edge all night, Nurse Igelstöm," the doctor said, his voice low and gravelly. "If I had known of your condition, I would have arrived sooner, or had Nurse Nina provide you with relief."

"You'd ... you'd do that?" Ingrid gasped. Another wave of climax washed over her, and she gritted her teeth as she rode the sensation. "For me?"

"I would do anything for you, Ingrid," Dr. Tikelmeister said. "Yours is a case like nothing I've ever encountered before."

Ingrid let out a moan and shuddered through another orgasm. Was that three, or four, or a dozen? She had lost count already, each climax rolling into the next, her body finally finding the relief it craved as her mind sparkled with sensual images. She imagined receiving relief from Nina, the other nurse's nimble tongue and agile fingers plucking pleasure from her body, and she imagined reciprocating, savoring the musky release of Nina's warm nectar.

At last her breathing became regular, her pulse calming to a steady beat, and Ingrid was able to relax beneath the doctor's steady thrusts. He filled her completely, as she had never been filled before, his thick shaft caressing her depths and stretching her channel. He stroked her nipples with his thumbs, gazing into her eyes, as he increased the speed and depth of his fucking.

"I'll need you to come early for your next shift," Dr. Tikelmeister said, his words raspy. He squeezed his eyes shut, face straining. "To be fitted with a device."

"A ... a device?"

"Part of your treatment," the doctor said, grunting as he thrust forcefully against her, making the metal bedframe rattle. "To steady your arousal and keep your body and mind aligned."

Ingrid groaned, feeling Dr. Tikelmeister's cock pulse and throb as his hips pressed against her thighs. His hands seized her ass, lifting her from the mattress, and he let out a cry as he flooded her womb with his hot seed. The burning blast triggered the release of a flood from deep within Ingrid, and she writhed in the doctor's hands as she let the nectar burst from her core.

The doctor stumbled back, letting Ingrid fall back to the mattress. He was panting and gasping, brown hair sweat slick and plastered to his forehead, and Ingrid saw that his cock shone from her deluge of nectar and his own explosive release. He took his shaft in his hand and tugged, causing it to release a final trickle of pearly seed that cascaded down the length of his cock.

"It will be an intensive course of treatment," the doctor said, gently lowering her legs until they dangled over the edge of the bed. He reached a hand between her thighs and massaged her quivering folds. "And it will require your full cooperation."

"Anything, Dr. Tikelmeister," Ingrid sighed. The waves of climax were dissipating now, leaving her satiated but exhausted, every muscle limp. "Anything at all."
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Chapter 1


"Ihope you're not too tired for some breakfast before you go to bed," Elsa said as Ingrid stumbled into her cousin's apartment. The warm, rich smells of crisp bacon, pillowy pancakes, and sweet maple syrup filled the air and made Ingrid's stomach grumble despite her exhaustion.

"I suppose I could eat a little something," Ingrid said, stepping into the kitchen and untangling her cap from her frazzled hair. Elsa stood over the stove, flipping a perfectly browned pancake onto a plate, and grinned over her shoulder.

While Elsa stocked the cupboards with favorite foods from home — sockerbitar and lakridsfiskar candies, jars of lingonberry preserves, crisp rye knäckebröd — she had fully embraced American breakfasts. She had traded in the light, lacy pannkakor Elsa and Ingrid learned to make in Aunt Astrid's kitchen for dense lumberjack griddlecakes swimming in syrup and slathered with butter. And after the night she had experienced with the patients of Ward X, and the treatment she had received from Dr. Tikelmeister, Ingrid was in dire need of sustenance.

"Did the patients treat you well last night?" Elsa asked as she filled Ingrid's plate with a second helping of pancakes and bacon. "Any new experiments in the offing?"

Ingrid felt her cheeks flush and reached for the tall glass of cold orange juice beside her plate. She wasn't sure if the patients had treated her well, or if she had treated them to unexpectedly delightful therapies; certainly the doctor's experiments on her condition were noteworthy, though she was hardly going to let her cousin know about the nature of those regimens.

"They were a whole new set of patients," Ingrid said after swallowing a sweet and sticky forkful of pancakes. "I'm learning so much about treating various ... conditions. It's like nothing we ever learned in Mälarby."

"Will you be bringing these treatments back to Dr. Frykberg's practice when your time here is done?"

Ingrid mused as she took another bite of her breakfast. She supposed that there must be men in Mälarby who could benefit from the treatments she had witnessed so far, though she had never encountered any. None of the Mälarby men seemed to have the symptoms of hysterical nervous impotence, at least in her experience; if anything, they were far more prone to an opposite challenge, unable to control their arousal and firing off far too soon for her liking.

"Possibly," Ingrid said. "I still have a lot to learn, and I hope to be exposed to more of the challenging conditions Dr. Tikelmeister treats."

"And what's the nature of these conditions, Ingrid?"

Ingrid felt her cheeks flush again, and she said softly, "Nocturnal conditions, mostly."

"Surely nothing that a pot of välling wouldn't cure!"

Ingrid thought about the taste of Greg M.'s emission into her mouth just a few hours ago, hot and salty, and Johnny B.'s last night, with its musky aftertaste and viscous consistency as it flooded her mouth and coated her throat. Neither tasted anything like the bland välling oatmeal that Mälarby's hospital's patients received to help sooth them to sleep, though the texture might be similar.

"I think they're beyond the reach of välling," Ingrid said after careful consideration. "But perhaps symptoms are expressed more strongly here than in Sweden. I look forward to learning where my new training could be of use at home."

***

After Elsa left for work, Ingrid dragged herself to her bedroom, shucked off her uniform dress, and fell naked onto her bed. Her muscles ached from her long, busy shift, though a tingle of fire still smouldered in her belly when she recalled the way Dr. Tikelmeister had sought to restore "balance" to her system.

How, she wondered, did I get so out of balance?

Ingrid knew that her libido ran more than a little on the high side despite being a late bloomer in areas of sex, waiting until after high school before indulging her desires. After coming of age, she had been eager to make up for lost time, and had been perhaps less picky about her partners than other young women. But she wanted to sample as wide a cross section of Mälarby's men as she could — young or old, short or tall, slim or stout, Ingrid felt that a large sample size would help her discover the best fit from all the available lovers. She had launched into an enthusiastic experiment of sexual conquest with almost scientific exactitude, enjoying the decidedly different pleasures offered by Malte, Magnus, Niklas, Thorvald, Lars, Börje, and the rest. And, of course, Agneta, whose soft curves and dextrous tongue set her apart from her allotment of male lovers.

Now, in America, she had experienced very different encounters with Johnny B., Greg M., Reggie S., Trevor G., Phil T., and George B., in the context of the treatments offered to patients of Ward X. Not to mention her own treatments at the hands — and lips and tongue and delightful, delicious cock — of Dr. Tikelmeister himself. All were so different from the men back home, and yet in so many ways similar.

But so far, there had been no encounter with Nurse Nina to compare against her nights by the lake with Agneta Andersson.

"Nina," Ingrid moaned, rolling onto her back and letting her fingers trace delicate circles around her stiffening nipples. "Oh, Nina ..."

Auburn-haired, slim-figured, bright-eyed Nina excited Ingrid in ways that even Dr. Tikelmeister couldn't. It was in part, of course, due to Nina's physical appearance: the waves of reddish brown hair that fell over her shoulders, the sway of her hips, the turn of her calf. But it was also her commanding personality, her total confidence, and her competent ways with the patients that made Ingrid's skin tingle: she both wanted to be Nina, and wanted to fuck her.

Last night's shift, during which she and Nina had worn sexy little lingerie outfits so different from their usual staid uniforms, had nearly undone Ingrid's control. The hint of the auburn tuft of hair barely visible through the lace on Nina's panties had driven Ingrid to distraction, and the way Nina's ass rolled beneath the red lace of her garter belt while she walked toward Ward X made Ingrid's mouth water. How she wanted to bury her face between Nina's thighs, inhale the sweet, tangy musk of her, and devour her flesh with her hungry tongue!

Ingrid became suddenly aware that her fingers had drifted lower, nails dragging along her belly and approaching the tangled blonde thatch between her thighs. Though Dr. Tikelmeister's treatment had briefly realigned her libidinous fantasies with her body's desires, it had hardly been a permanent cure; and what Dr. Tikelmeister had to offer, with his powerful thrusts and thick, throbbing shaft, wasn't what her body most desired at the moment.

Balance, Ingrid thought as her thumb grazed the tip of her pulsing nub, drawing a gasping groan from her parted lips. What I really want is Nina balanced precariously on my tongue while I feast on her flowing honey ...

Ingrid arched her back, lifting her ass from the bed, and pressed her hand to her hungry pussy. Her tongue flicked across her lips as she imagined the taste of Nina's musky nectar, the texture of her delicate folds, the pressure of her thighs pressed against Ingrid's cheeks as she straddled Ingrid's mouth. She brought a hand to her breasts, twisting and tugging her stiff nipples, while her other hand drew quivering pleasure from between her legs.

Ingrid squeezed her eyes shut and imagined Nina's mouth in reciprocal exploration, the two of them lying head to toe, lips and tongues greedy for each other's delight. In her imagination, Ingrid could feel the soft auburn tuft of hair she had glimpsed beneath Nina's lace panties trembling against Ingrid's chin, could feel the warm flow of sweet and tangy juices dribbling over Ingrid's cheeks, could hear Nina's hitched breath and gasping cries as she approached the moment of crisis.

Orgasm swept suddenly through Ingrid's body, shaking her hard enough to make the bed frame rattle, and she let out a gasp as she collapsed in a trembling, satisfied heap. Sweet sleep pulled her into its embrace, bringing pleasant dreams and a welcome respite from her arousal.
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Chapter 2


"Will you leave me a little tuft?" Ingrid asked through the fingers pressed to her lips. "Like yours?"

Nina let out a laugh and sat back on her heels, looking up at Ingrid from between her thighs, then reached behind herself to swirl the razor's long, sharp blade in the bowl of murky water sitting on the floor.

"You noticed that, did you?" Nina said with a wink. Water dripped from the razor as she returned to the work of scraping the blonde tangles from Ingrid's mound. "Alas, Dr. Tikelmeister insists you must be completely smooth for the device to be attached, so all these pretty curls will have to go."

Ingrid gasped and tensed as the sharp blade dragged across her skin, taking another swath of hair with it. Her skin felt tingly and cold behind the razor's progress despite the warmth of the water and cream that Nina worked into her bush to soften the hair for this procedure.

Last night, after her treatment, Dr. Tikelmeister had ordered Ingrid to arrive early for her shift so she could be fitted with a device as part of the treatment for her nervous clitoral tumescence, the condition the doctor had diagnosed at the end of her first shift at Tender Mercy Hospital. Her belly was tight with anxiety all the way to the hospital, which meant that her breasts and vulva were also in a heightened state of sensitivity, which made her squirm uncomfortably on the hard bench of the bus. She felt every bump in the road, every rattle of the brakes, all the way to her core, and by the time she reached the doctor's office, down the hall from Ward X, Ingrid was ready to jump out of her skin. Or at least out of her starched white uniform dress.

Which is exactly what Nina, who greeted her with a grin at the doctor's door, had ordered, replacing the dress with a thin blue gown that barely reached the tops of her thighs and relieving Ingrid of her soft cotton panties. No sooner had Ingrid taken a seat in the chair beside the doctor's desk than Nina was pushing her thighs apart, her fingers coated with thick white foam, and preparing Ingrid to be fully denuded.

Ingrid had never once considered removing all of her golden thatch, though she did take scissors to it from time to time to keep the curls under control, and kept her legs smooth with a razor, at least in the summer. Indeed, she had always been inordinately proud of her soft, curly bush: she liked the way water droplets shone like jewels among the ringlets when she emerged from the bath, and the way it felt silky and smooth against her fingers; none of her lovers had ever complained about her golden nether locks, and many had delighted in tangling their fingers in the rich pelt both before and after lovemaking.

Now, as Ingrid watched her thatch disappear under Nina's sharp blade and nimble fingers, she felt a twinge of regret, but also a thrill of curiosity. What mysteries, Ingrid wondered as she trembled under Nina's attention, will be revealed?

"Be very still, Ingrid," Nina said as she urged her ass toward the edge of the chair. "I don't want to nick anything important."

Ingrid nodded silently, fingertips pressed to her mouth, and watched with wide and wary eyes as Nina deftly flicked the razor's tip against her coral folds. She put a thumb against Ingrid's clit, drawing a stifled groan from Ingrid's lips, and pushed the sensitive bulb to the side so she could reach the short, dewy hairs that sat above it. Then Nina pushed her clit the other way, leaning close enough that Ingrid could feel her warm breath on her now-bare mound, and she almost melted into a quaking puddle.

"Almost done," Nina whispered, her words sending puffs of air against Ingrid's aching clit. Ingrid bit the side of her hand to stifle a groan and locked her ankles around the chair's legs to still her shaking thighs. A hot itching sensation prickled across her clean-shaven mound.

"Incredible work as always, Nurse Nina," said Dr. Tikelmeister's voice, and it was all Ingrid could do to keep from crying out in surprise. She looked up to see the doctor standing in the doorway, his white coat open to show his pale lilac shirt and narrow black necktie, a slight smile playing across his lips.

Ingrid's face grew hot when she saw that the doctor was not alone, and she struggled to control the urge to throw her hands down between her thighs to conceal her nakedness. More naked than I've ever been, Ingrid thought, shaved clean and trembling with excitement.

At the doctor's elbow stood a woman Ingrid had never seen before, nearly as tall as the doctor and also wearing a long white coat. Her black hair, threaded with a few strands of silver, was wound about her head in intricate braids, and a pair of gold-framed glasses perched on her patrician nose. No smile graced her lips: her look was stern and austere, bright blue eyes magnified by the glasses, and she seemed to be peeling back every layer of flesh from Nina's exposed body with her gaze.

"Let's give the patient a good wipe down," the woman said, stepping behind Nina with her hands on her hips, "so we can be sure the device will engage correctly."

"This is my colleague, Dr. Lipintung," Dr. Tikelmeister explained as the strange woman knelt beside Nina. "She designed the device we'll be installing today."

Nina ran a soft, wet cloth over Ingrid's mound. She trembled when the warm water dripped over her pulsing clit, and sighed as Nina wiped the cream and stray hairs from her delicate folds. So close, Ingrid thought, straining against the trembling of her thighs, I could go off in an instant if she moved her fingers just right ...

Alas, Nina pulled the warm cloth away from Ingrid's flesh and slid over to make room for Dr. Lipintung. The doctor's eyes ran across Ingrid's vulva with such intensity that she could almost feel them scraping across her tingling skin. She reached out with her hand and grasped Ingrid's throbbing bud, squeezing firmly as if she were testing the ripeness of a fruit, and it was all Ingrid could do to hold back the wave of pleasure she felt building in her belly.

"You were right, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung said over her shoulder, still palpating Ingrid's swollen clit. "This is one of the most extraordinary cases of nervous clitoral tumescence I've ever seen. Does the patient respond well to treatment?"

"Oh, delightfully well, Dr. Lipintung," Dr. Tikelmeister said. Ingrid could hear a hungry undertone in his voice that made her thighs shake.

"I should like to observe the next session," Dr. Lipintung said, giving Ingrid's mound a gentle tap as she stood. "After the device has done its work."
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Chapter 3


"No, fix the red wire there, just to the left," Dr. Lipintung said, tapping a spot beside Ingrid's aching bud. Ingrid gritted her teeth, knuckles white on the arms of the chair, while Nina followed the doctor's instructions and then carefully affixed the wire to Ingrid's sensitive skin.

The wire was attached to a white plastic box that Dr. Lipintung held in her hand, and from which a pair of red and a pair of blue wires extended. Nina had already affixed one blue wire to Ingrid's shaved mound and the other to a spot near the crease of her thigh, and was preparing to affix the remaining red wire to a spot on the opposite side of Ingrid's rigid clitoris.

"The red wires will send a stimulating signal should the subject's arousal flag," Dr. Lipintung explained to Dr. Tikelmeister, who knelt beside Nina and watched with great interest as the red-haired nurse set the wires in place.

"And the blue?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked without drawing his eyes away from Ingrid's clean-shaved vulva.

"The device will send a shock to counteract excessive arousal," Dr. Lipintung said. "There will be the briefest moment of discomfort — hardly describable as pain, Ingrid, there's no reason to worry — and then a steady pulse that will calm the libidinous turgidity. Ideally, the patient is kept in a steady state of muted stimulation, neither fully aroused nor fully dormant, in an effort to realign the mind and body."

"Interesting," Dr. Tikelmeister said, pressing his finger against the sticky tape with which Nina was attaching the red wire beside Ingrid's clit.

Please move your finger just the tiniest bit toward my throbbing need, Ingrid thought, eyes squeezed shut, hoping to convey a psychic message to the doctor via the connection they had forged during previous treatments. Alas, Dr. Tikelmeister's finger slid away down her thigh without grazing the bundle of burning nerves. Ingrid let out an involuntary sigh and trembled slightly in frustration.

"And how does the device determine which system it should activate?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked.

"These sensors," Dr. Lipintung said, carefully turning the white plastic casing over. She indicated with her finger a series of black plastic squares that sparkled slightly in the office's light. "They determine the temperature and moisture profile of the subject's organs, and respond according to the parameters programmed into the device's microprocessor."

"Fascinating," Dr. Tikelmeister said, shaking his head in wonder. "Truly a marvel of diagnostic engineering, Dr. Lipintung."

"It's been years in the making," Dr. Lipintung said, beaming with pride. "Many hours of prototyping and testing have gone into getting the system to its current state of function. Of course, many more hours of field testing remain before it can be used in a typical clinical setting."

"It's good that we have an atypical setting here, then," Dr. Tikelmeister said with a wink. "Show me how this rig attaches to the subject, please."

***

Ingrid sat nervously in the chair, looking over her blue gown toward Nina's fingers, adjusting the black elastic strap that held the device against her mound. There was a slight curve to the white plastic case, which allowed it to cup her folds, if not comfortably, then at least not painfully. Dr. Lipintung reached down to flip a switch hidden on the device's side, and Ingrid let out a surprised gasp when she felt a series of jolts and caresses flow through her body while the object strapped to her began to buzz.

"It takes a moment to warm up," Dr. Lipintung explained, standing with her hands on her hips and looking down at the pulsing box resting between Ingrid's thighs. "It will go through a warm-up sequence before settling into its active mode, so you may experience some confusing sensations."

Confusing indeed, Ingrid mused. She was already in a state of extreme befuddlement: sitting exposed in the chair, like an object of medical curiosity, had fully engaged her nervous arousal, making her ache for touch, any touch, while at the same time engaging her desire to flee Dr. Tikelmeister's office. But she was also curious about the device she wore, and even more so about the mysterious Dr. Lipintung standing before her.

Ingrid had trouble placing the doctor's age: the strands of silver woven through her raven-colored braids suggested she was forty, perhaps even fifty, but her smooth cheeks and sparkling blue eyes gave her an air of youthfulness. Her gaze was direct and unflinching, her face a mask of dispassionate inquisitiveness; Ingrid felt she might as well be a rare butterfly pinned to a corkboard, or a paper thin sample of tissue beneath a microscope, rather than a woman, naked and aroused and spread wide before Dr. Lipintung.

But there was something in the tilt of the doctor's hip, and the way the corner of her lip turned up when her eyes raked over Ingrid's body, that suggested a roaring passion could be unleashed from Dr. Lipintung given the right conditions. Her white coat hung open now, revealing a simple green blouse hiding the ample curve of her breasts and a black skirt that ended just below her knees, exposing the curve of her calves. Ingrid knew that it was the strange state of her arousal that clouded her judgment, but she couldn't help imagining herself subjected to the doctor's thorough inspection, her body revealing her every secret beneath knowing and insistent fingers.

A sudden stab of pain shot through Ingrid, hot and sharp, originating where her bare thigh creased beneath her naked mound, and she let out a cry. The pain quickly dulled and faded, taking with it the salacious thoughts of Dr. Lipintung that had been racing through Ingrid's mind. Then a soothing warmth flooded her, gently erasing the pain, and Ingrid felt herself melt into the chair with a deep sigh, closing her eyes.

"It appears to be calibrated correctly," Dr. Lipintung said.

Ingrid thought she could hear a smirk in her voice, though she didn't want to open her eyes to confirm the shape of the doctor's lips. She wanted to enjoy the quiet bliss of sensation that enveloped her, the gentle tingle that rose from between her legs and washed through her nerves.

"Nina, please help Ingrid stand," Dr. Lipintung said.

Ingrid felt hands at her shoulders, lifting her away from the back of the chair, and though she resisted at first, she allowed Nina to guide her to her feet. Her legs trembled, and she had to lean against the red-headed nurse for stability. When she opened her eyes, both Dr. Lipintung and Dr. Tikelmeister were white-coated blurs hovering before her.

The blissful sensation began to recede, much as the sharp pain had, and Ingrid's eyes focused slowly as her breathing steadied. She blinked and saw that Dr. Tikelmeister was holding her uniform dress out to her, and she felt Nina's hands at her back, untying the flimsy blue robe. In an instant, she was standing naked before the pair of doctors, except for the device strapped between her legs, and she instinctively wrapped her arms across her heaving breasts.

"The field trial begins, then," Dr. Tikelmeister said as Nina took the starched white dress from his hands and pulled it over Ingrid's head. She reluctantly unfolded her arms and let Nina guide them through the sleeves, and gave a twitch of her hips as the fabric slid down her haunches. The device was concealed now, except for a slight bulge below her mound when she took a deep breath.

"I can't wait to see the data we collect tonight," Dr. Lipintung said, reaching down to tap a finger gently against the hidden device. Ingrid felt a pinch of pain and sucked in a deep breath, releasing it when the gentle warmth between her legs returned again.
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Chapter 4


"What patients are on the ward tonight?" Ingrid asked, a little breathlessly, as she hurried down the hall after Nina. She kept her gaze fixed on the back of Nina's head, refusing to let it stray to the gentle sway of her ass or curve of her thighs, for fear that the device hidden beneath Ingrid's dress would detect her arousal and zap her again with a jolt of counteracting pain.

"A couple of cases of anxious priapism," Nina said, consulting the clipboard in her hands as she turned toward the nurses' station. "David R. and Connor O. The doctor has prescribed rest and positive visualization, with hourly checks to see if the patients are making progress."

"Do you think," Ingrid asked, settling into a chair behind the station's desk, "that there will be a ... a code red situation?"

Nina let out a laugh and shook her head.

"Are you sure you could even address a code red, Ingrid, with that thing strapped to you?" Nina asked, then gave Ingrid a playful wink. "You should probably leave that particular treatment to me."

Ingrid bit her lip and looked away before the device could tell that Nina's wink sent a shiver down her spine and balance it with a jolt of pain. She pressed her fingers against the box resting at her mound, sensing the wires that connected it to her most sensitive flesh, and let out a sigh. A code red treatment would certainly pose challenges, given the device's intrusive nature, but Ingrid was willing to do her best to provide her patients with the care they required. And the data Dr. Lipintung desires, she thought, then let out a little gasp when one of the wires sparked between her legs.

"That thing's definitely going to make the night interesting," Nina said in response to Ingrid's outburst; Ingrid felt her cheeks redden. "I suppose you'll get used to the little zaps, though — maybe you'll even start to enjoy them ..."

"I very much doubt that," Ingrid murmured, pressing her thighs together and fixing her gaze on her white shoes.

***

"'While physical causes of priapism have many tested and widely accepted therapeutic treatments, the instances of anxious priapism discussed in this study are grounded in a psychological or emotional response and successful treatments can vary widely from patient to patient ...'"

Ingrid found that if she let her eyes go soft and her mind drift a bit while reading Dr. Tikelmeister's paper on anxious priapism, the device she wore failed to detect any arousal at all and so supplied her with a low, steady dose of pleasurable sensation. So long as she kept her focus away from the gentle buzz between her legs, letting the feeling lurk just below her conscious attention, the device offered no countervailing dose of pain. Had she managed to find a way to subvert Dr. Lipintung's little toy, and possibly bend it to her pleasure? Or was it intended all along to put its wearer into a state of quiet bliss?

Ingrid's musings were interrupted by a buzzing alarm, and when she looked up from the journal containing Dr. Tikelmeister's paper, the gentle arousal faded. She blinked in surprise and felt her belly tighten with apprehension, which triggered her anxious clitoral tumescence, which prompted Dr. Lipintung's device to deliver an unpleasant jolt that made Ingrid cry out at the abrupt sensation.

Which made Nina laugh out loud as she pushed her own chair back from the station desk so she could stand.

"You looked like you were a million miles away just now, Ingrid," Nina said, "riding a gentle current of joy. Sorry to wake you up!"

"It's alright," Ingrid said, dabbing with her finger at a tear that sprang from the corner of her eye at the sudden electric shock. "I was just ... reading up on tonight's condition."

"They're some of the more challenging cases under the doctor's care," Nina said. She stretched her arms above her head, and Ingrid had to look away from the way Nina's uniform dress clung to her curves as the other nurse worked the kinks out of her spine with a long, supple stretch. "I can't imagine the frustration they must feel, always right on the edge of release ..."

I think I can imagine it, Ingrid thought, bracing herself for the quick spark of electricity that shot from the device to balance her arousal. She gave a tight smile and shivered as the pain receded.

"It's time to check on the ward," Nina said, making her way toward the hall, "but you can stay here and finish your reading if you like, I'll only be a minute." She winked again.

She must know what that does to me, Ingrid thought as she tightened her fists and pushed her own chair back. Her knees felt a little weak when she took to her feet.

"I think I should join you," Ingrid said. "I want to learn as much as I can about these conditions, and experiential lessons teach so much better than dry words."
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Chapter 5


Nina knocked lightly on the door of the first room on the ward, then pushed her way inside, Ingrid close behind. Based on her reading so far, Ingrid had some idea of what she would see in the spartan metal-framed bed: the patient sat up with his back against the pillows, a dour look on his face, with the sheets loose across his belly and legs; from between his thighs stood the unmistakable bulge of his erection, lifting the sheets with a gentle pulse. The patient turned to give the nurses a wan smile, then returned his gaze to the television screen mounted on the opposite side of the room.

The image on the television screen was what shocked Ingrid into a sudden gasp. She brought her fingers to her lips to stifle a cry of surprise, and then of pain, when the device detected her excitement. On the screen was Erik Johannsen, Ingrid's beloved footballer and Mälarby's favorite son, but he wasn't wearing the Göteborg Djävlar's green and white kit. Indeed, he wore nothing at all, as one broad hand ran up and down the length of his veiny cock and the other cradled his semen-heavy balls, apparently approaching the point of no return.

"How are you feeling, Connor?" Nina asked as she approached the bed. She tapped a button on the remote control sitting on the narrow table next to the patient, and the image on the screen froze, holding Erik Johannsen in stasis on the verge of his impending explosion.

Ingrid bit her lip, unsure whether looking at the television screen or the man in the bed would draw the most attention from her tormenting device. Connor O. was one of the handsomest of Dr. Tikelmeister's patients so far, square jawed and blue-eyed with a mop of curly red hair at the top of his head. His smile was sad and pensive, but Ingrid could easily imagine it in a happier state, perhaps a hungrier state, eyes dancing with a desire that matched the turgid condition of the penis hidden beneath the sheet. The buzz beneath her dress warned Ingrid that letting her eyes and thoughts linger on Connor O. would certainly lead to a painful correction, so she turned her attention back to the television screen instead.

Erik Johanssen's member was just as Ingrid had imagined it would be: thick and broad, crowned with a purple head that shone with a smear of pre-cum, and rising above a pair of the most delightfully full and heavy testicles Ingrid had ever seen. The electric shock her device delivered was almost welcome, considering how uncomfortably aroused she felt gazing at last upon an image of the penis that had thrust and shuddered through so many of her favorite fantasies.

There was something unusual, though, about the twist of Erik Johanssen's lip, and the set of his jaw. Ingrid has stared lovingly at so many photographs of Erik — his dimpled chin and determined jaw, his golden hair swept back as he scored a goal or falling casually over his sparkling blue eyes when he smiled for fans, his lips turned up in an assured grin. It was a face Ingrid knew almost as well as she knew her own.

And the face on the screen, so like Erik Johanssen's, was not Erik Johanssen's. Ingrid blinked in confusion and looked closer, noting subtle differences in the cleft of his chin and the shape of his eyes. Though she had never seen the real Erik Johanssen wearing quite this expression, a mask of ecstasy upon his face as he approached climax, Ingrid was suddenly sure that this was not her favorite footballer engaged in an act of ribald self-pleasure.

"Who is this?" Ingrid asked, reaching up to tap a finger against the television screen.

Nina looked away from her patient, startled; she was just reaching for the bedclothes that covered Connor O. so she could make her inspections, and her fingers grazed the sheet-shrouded shaft, making the patient wince.

"Excuse me?" Nina asked, puzzled.

"On the screen," Ingrid said. "This man. He looks like Erik Johanssen, but he most certainly is not Erik Johanssen."

The man in the bed laughed, and answered in a lilting, mellifluous voice, "You don't know Max Manselmsson, the Swedish Wonder? Surely you've not been working for the good doctor very long, then."

"He looks exactly like Erik Johanssen," Ingrid said, turning back to the screen. She ran her finger along the line of the man's jaw. "Well, almost exactly. The star winger of the Göteborg Djävlar?"

"I wouldn't know," Connor O. said. "I follow the Belfast Bucklers."

Ingrid gave a little shiver; this patient may be handsome, and clearly well-endowed, but his taste in football teams left much to be desired. Perhaps rooting for the wrong team was at the source of his malady?

"Enough soccer talk," Nina said with a sigh, "and let's get back to the business at hand."

"Football," Ingrid and Connor said in unison.

"Whatever," Nina mumbled, and with a flourish she whipped the sheet aside. Ingrid let out a surprised gasp when Connor's erection was revealed, magnificently rising from between his muscular thighs as if in proud greeting.

Nina, apparently unmoved by the massive shaft that Connor sported, reached into the front pocket of her dress and took out a pair of blue latex gloves. With a snap, she pulled them over her fingers, and then reached in again for a small plastic bottle.

"Have the visualization exercises brought any progress, Connor?" Nina asked. She tipped the bottle over a palm, squeezing out an ample stream of viscous liquid, then rubbed her gloved hands together before reaching for his engorged member.

"Not a bit," Connor said with a sigh, the slight smile that his lips wore when he was talking about his football team fading into a frown. "As much as I admire Mr. Manselmsson's demonstrations, and envy his copious releases, I find myself trapped on the wrong side of delight."

"Remember that you need to be engaged in positive visualizations, Connor," Nina said. She grasped his shaft in one hand and lifted his testicles with the other, rolling them gently between her fingers. "Concepts of 'right' and 'wrong' have no place in these exercises."

"Aye," Connor sighed, letting his eyes fall shut. "Just be in the moment, the doctor says, experience the sensations without judgment. But it's hard, Nurse Nina, and it's not just my langer I'm talking about. The frustration is ... quite intense."

"I'm sure it's just awful," said Nina as she continued to gently massage the patient's erection, coating it with a generous smear of lubricant. "But there's nothing physically wrong with any of your parts, if that's any comfort."

"It should be, I suppose," Connor sighed. "And just a few months ago, I'd have been blasting a gallon of jizz at the mere thought of a pretty lass tugging my willy."

"Positivity, Connor," Nina chided him again. She circled the spongy purple tip of his cock with her thumb and ran her fingers down the sensitive underside of his shaft. Connor let out his breath and sank into the mattress, but seemed no closer to release.

"I'd positively love to come, Nurse Nina," Connor said. "There's nothing I'd like better than to make a sticky mess all over your lovely hands."

"And that would please me as well," Nina said. "All in due course."

Nina released Connor's penis, which continued to stand at rigid attention, and carefully removed her slippery gloves, tossing them into the bin beside the bed. She tapped the remote control again, and the image on the screen — the mysterious Max Manselmsson, who looked for all the world like Erik Johanssen's doppelgänger — sprang to life again, giving his girthy shaft one final stroke before exploding in a creamy geyser of cum. Ingrid looked away from the screen, but not before her device gave her a painful zap to counteract the delight that tingled between her legs at the masturbating man's display.
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Chapter 6


"He looks so much like Erik Johansson," Ingrid said as Nina gently closed Connor's door behind them, "it's absolutely uncanny."

"Who, Connor?"

"No, the man on the television. Max ...?"

"Oh, Max Manselmsson," Nina said, turning on her heel and walking down the hall while Ingrid hurried after her. "I keep forgetting you've only been on the team a couple of days and haven't encountered all of the wrinkles in Dr. Tikelmeister's treatments."

She stopped at the next door on Ward X, and looked over her shoulder at Nina.

"If you're very good," Nina said with a wink, "you might get to meet Mr. Manselmsson yourself someday. You certainly won't forget that experience!"

Ingrid braced her hand against the doorjamb when a searing bolt of electricity corrected her sudden and involuntary response to Nina's wink and tentative promise. The pain quickly receded, leaving a quiet ache in its place; Ingrid wondered if Connor felt the same sort of ache as he balanced on the precipice of release.

"Good evening, David!" Nina said cheerily as she marched into the room. Ingrid heard the bedframe rattle and saw a flurry of movement out of the corner of her eye as she followed Nina.

The ward's second patient, David R., was a little older than Connor, his dark hair streaked with gray and faint wrinkles at the corners of his eyes. He was lying on his side, facing toward the door with the blankets pulled up to his chin, apparently feigning sleep.

"You're fooling no one, David," Nina said when she reached the side of the bed. She quickly yanked the bedclothes down, causing the patient to gasp and roll over to put his back to the nurses, but not before Ingrid caught a glimpse of his erect penis as he pulled his knees up toward his chin.

"The doctor said I should rest," David said, his voice muffled by his pillow. "If I sleep, maybe the dreams will help ..."

"I'm sure the doctor has covered this with you already, David," Nina said. "Your nocturnal emissions disorder is in remission following a successful treatment, and now a very different concern is preventing you from enjoying a healthy sexual system."

She walked around the foot of the bed to the other side, but David rolled over again, putting his back to her. His erection — equally strong and pulsing as Connor's had been — pointed directly toward Ingrid, and for a moment she felt as though a loaded gun were aimed at her.

"I'm not sure that's true, Nurse Nina," David protested. "I was having the most delightful dream just now, and I'm sure if you'd just let it resume ..."

Nina sighed and tugged the sheets down past the patient's feet. He tucked his knees, causing his erection to point toward his chin. While Nina reached over his flank, fingers trying to pry his thighs apart, the man in the bed quivered.

"You've made so much progress, David," Nina grunted as she struggled to turn the patient onto his back again. David groaned, clutching his pillow against his face, but finally relented and rolled toward Nina, his erection bouncing against his belly as he landed on the mattress.

Ingrid stepped closer to the bed, hands held against her belly. She gritted her teeth, willing her body not to respond to the sight of the patient's rigid member. You are a medical professional, she reminded herself, and you must approach these situations with detached curiosity and an analytical framework.

Her initial analysis was that David had a strong and healthy erection. The supple peach-colored skin was pulled tight under the strain of his shaft's turgid state, and his testicles were high and tight, indicating readiness for ejaculation. Indeed, a sticky droplet of liquid shimmered at the lavender tip of his penis, slowly making its way over the curve of the crown. Under other circumstances, Ingrid would expect this penis to release its burden imminently, with quite an impressive amount of seminal discharge. She bit her lip and tried not to picture the fountain of cum erupting from David's penis, so as not to draw her device's attention to her arousal.

"Everything certainly looks in order here," Nina said as she inspected David's penis with her hands, turning it from side to side so she could see it from every angle. It twitched in her hands, and Ingrid had to bite back a warning to Nina to point it away from herself. "I consider myself quite an expert in these things, and I'm certain that you're primed for quite a nice climax."

"But I don't want a nice climax!" David insisted, looking at Nina with pleading eyes. "The shaking, the shivering, the ... the ... the mess! You don't know what a burden a climax can be!"

"Oh, I think I know quite well," Nina said, giving him a wink. "I've cleaned up more than my fair share of ejaculatory messes, David, and witnessed some quite intense orgasmic spasms. It's no burden at all; indeed, it's one of the greatest pleasures in life, and you should be happy you can experience it."

"I'd rather experience it asleep," David grumbled, pursing his lips. "Like I used to. It might have required some extra laundry now and again, but at least I didn't have to suffer the ... the loss of control."

Nina sighed and looked across the patient at Ingrid with a little frown on her lips.

"David is a very accomplished corporate accountant," Nina explained.

"Comptroller, actually," David corrected her, throwing an arm across his eyes. Ingrid noticed that his cheeks were glowing red now.

"He hates messes," Nina said, reaching into her pocket for a fresh pair of gloves, "and he hates losing control. Dr. Tikelmeister helped him to overcome the nocturnal emissions that plagued him because he refused to reach climax while awake, but now we're faced with the risk of backsliding."

"Could the patient wear a prophylactic device?" Ingrid asked, stepping closer to watch Nina take David's erection between her palms and work her hands, gently but firmly, up and down its length with a slight twisting motion. Ingrid found Nina's manual technique to be quite intriguing and complex, her dextrous hands approaching each penis as if it were a new and unique puzzle; she had always thought her own approach was very deft, and she had never received any complaints from her lovers, but Nina demonstrated methods far beyond Ingrid's wildest imagination.

"The doctor recommends against it in these cases," Nina said, running her thumb around the crown of David's cock, "as it dulls the sensation and can delay the desired release. Our goal in the treatment of anxious priapism is to maximize the patient's arousal to train the body to respond quickly and completely."

"I see," Ingrid said. And see she did: David's penis was showing signs of extreme arousal, having grown even stiffer and thicker than when they first entered his room. It swelled between Nina's fingers and glistened wetly from both the thick lubricant Nina spread down its length and the thin trickle of pre-ejaculate that dribbled from its tip.

"But doesn't that lead to issues later?" Ingrid asked, blinking away her own arousal and struggling to approach the situation in as clinical a tone as possible. "When the patient is unable to control the ... um ... undesired timing of his release?"

Nina winked at Ingrid, which was a gesture that Ingrid could never see with clinical detachment. She braced herself for the correcting jolt from the device mounted to her body, gripping the railing on the side of the bed as she shuddered through the shock.

"I suppose you've encountered that malady a time or two yourself," Nina said, "outside a clinical setting. There's nothing worse than a cock that shoots off too soon. At least from my perspective; I suppose one that doesn't shoot off at all is more troubling for the fella."

Nina winked at David, who was watching her hands on his shaft as if mesmerized, and he gave a little nod.

"That's another of Dr. Tikelmeister's specialties," Nina said. "I suppose the good doctor keeps himself busy, as each cure holds the risk of another barrier to sexual health and happiness. We certainly don't want that to happen in your case, David, do we? Surely you're getting tired of all the attention from the doctor and his staff."

"I ... am quite fond of the doctor and his staff, actually," David said, his voice ragged and breathy. "The care I receive at your hands is ... quite exquisite."

"We're only too happy to provide it, David," Nina said. "Though, speaking of hands, mine are getting a little tired."

Nina reached into her pocket and tossed a pair of blue latex gloves toward Ingrid. Ingrid caught them, nearly fumbling them onto the bed in her surprise.

"If you wouldn't mind taking over for a few moments," Nina said, tipping David's shaft in Ingrid's direction as if in offering, "I'd like to review more of the doctor's treatment plan."
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Chapter 7


Ingrid shook her hands, sighing as the stiffness in her wrists began to loosen, and leaned back in her chair. The "few moments" Nina requested turned into nearly thirty minutes, requiring frequent application of lubricant and occasional corrections of Ingrid's technique.

"Give it a little twist at the end," Nina had said, demonstrating the movement herself while Ingrid held the patient's erection at the base. David's shaft trembled as Nina dragged her palm up his length and gave a firm turn to her hand when she reached the tip. She heard the patient groan and sigh, and Ingrid had to bite her lip and close her eyes to tamp down her own excitement.

Over the course of the treatment, Ingrid became more confident in her approach, and even improvised a few variations on the grip and stroke method based on the patient's responses. David sighed and moaned and occasionally groaned under her attentions, his entire body trembling as Ingrid's hand worked slowly up and down, up and down the length of his shaft. She found that if she could detach herself from the process, imagining that the patient's erection was merely another organ in need of a nurse's succor and not a signal of sensuous arousal, Ingrid could bask in the pleasant glow of a job well done without drawing the device's attention and its correcting jolts.

But then a buzzer alarm interrupted Ingrid's reverie, and Nina turned from the charts she was reviewing to say, "That's enough treatment, Nurse Ingrid. David, are you approaching release?"

Ingrid looked down at David's face, which had been placid and serene while she was applying her hands to his erection, but now wore a frown. His lips trembled when he shook his head, and she thought she saw a tear welling at the corner of his eye.

"Not quite," he choked with a weak voice. "So close ... so close ... but ... I just can't."

Nina sighed and motioned for Ingrid to step aside. She set a finger against the head of David's cock, running a gentle circle around its weeping eye, then shook her head and pulled the sheet back up to the patient's chin.

"You should rest a bit, David," Nina said, her voice soothing and sweet, "and do your visualization exercises. I'll check on you later tonight."

Back at the nurse's station, Ingrid fidgeted in her seat. The tingling sensation in the tips of her fingers echoed the dull ache between her legs, and she quickly turned her attention to the stack of journals on the desk. Perhaps more reading would distract her from memories of David's pulsing erection, and of his grief-stricken expression when Nina ordered her to cease her treatment.

"It seems cruel," Ingrid said, her voice barely above a whisper. "To just ... stop like that ..."

"It's a cruel condition," Nina said. "I can't imagine how frustrating it must be for the patient, to have all of that tension built up and no way to release, blocked by his own mind from experiencing the heights of pleasure. All we can do is follow Dr. Tikelmeister's treatment plan, and hope that the barriers to relief eventually fall away."

"But I'm sure he was close," Ingrid said. "I could feel it in the way he ... shivered." She pressed her knees together beneath her dress, feeling the device beginning to tremble as it readied a zap; Ingrid sighed when the device stilled without delivering a shock. "Only a few minutes more ..."

Nina shook her head. "David's body was certainly enjoying the treatment," she said, "but his mind was still overly concerned with losing control and making a mess. Until his body and mind are in alignment, release will be impossible for him."

Ingrid sighed and bit her lip. She thought of Magnus Lindström, the worker on Nils Lindahl's farm who had come to the Mälarby hospital with broken wrists. His body and mind certainly had been in alignment, Ingrid supposed, when she addressed his uncomfortable arousal and sent him to dreamland after only a few minutes of rapid manipulation. Magnus was, perhaps, a less psychologically complex case than David, less concerned with the consequences of release than with the urgency of his desires. And he had lost control most delightfully, shivering from head to toe and muffling a cry of ecstasy by biting his pillow between strong jaws while he let fly a geyser of thick, searing liquid that splashed against his chest and dribbled down Ingrid's wrist. The device strapped to her mound was awakened by this vivid memory, and Ingrid's fists tightened against her thighs as a jolt of pain balanced her excited daydream.

***

It was a dangerous game to play, and Ingrid knew it, but she couldn't help herself. While pretending to look over the journals laid out on the desk at the nurses' station, with Nina sitting beside her flipping through forms and documents, Ingrid let her mind wander over memories of all the erections she had ever brought to release with her hands: Magnus Lindström lying in the hospital bed with his bandaged wrists, Niklas Alfredsson on the couch while they watched football and snacked on sticky pink sockerbitar, Maxi Klasson while they watched the sunset over Lake Åkesson. She could feel the device wake up at the hint of arousal these memories invoked, humming softly as it readied to strike, but before the machine could release its charge, Ingrid turned her attention back to the dry and dusty reading material before her, foiling it at the last possible instant.

Part of her felt a little sorry for the device; maybe she was teasing it with her daydreams, bringing it to a strange inverse of her excitement and then denying it the release it desired. She imagined it as a sort of robot lover, clumsy in its inability to match her arousal but desperate to interact with her most sensitive flesh, attuned to every twitch and shiver of her body. Maybe Dr. Lipintung could use the data the device was gathering to fashion a true robot lover for her, a hulking silver machine with a pair of grasping claws for hands and a cock made of burning lightning, its algorithms and routines finely tuned to her most subtle responses, its electronic brain overflowing with intimate knowledge of Ingrid's aches and desires. With a perfect robot lover, perhaps she would find perfect satisfaction, and live out her days in a state of satisfied bliss.

The station alarm sounded just as Ingrid let her mind wander to thoughts of her android lover's caress, and the jolt between her legs, long delayed by Ingrid's careful control of her imagination, made her cry out in surprise. She slammed a fist against the desk, making the stack of journals bounce, and felt a single hot tear burn a track down her cheek.

"Connor O. needs his treatment," Nina said with a sigh, pushing herself back from the desk. "I'll only be a minute, then back to the paperwork ..."

"Wait," Ingrid said, reaching a hand out to take Nina's elbow; she hoped the other nurse didn't notice how her fingers trembled. "I ... I can attend to the patient while you work."

"Are you sure?" Nina looked down at Ingrid with a furrowed brow, a doubtful expression on her face. "You look a little ... flushed."

"Oh, no, I'm quite fine," Ingrid said, rising to unsteady feet. "I ... I think I need to stretch my legs a bit anyway, I'm getting a little cramped with all this sitting."

"Well, fine, I suppose ... but you need to review the patient's chart carefully before you begin the treatment."

"Oh, of course," Ingrid said. Her fingers already tingled at the thought of the treatment she was going to apply. "Yes, it's important to follow the doctor's course of treatment precisely as it's laid out."
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Chapter 8


Ingrid pushed the door to Connor's room open just a crack and leaned forward so she could peek inside. She saw the television across from the bed, displaying the image of Erik Johannsen — no, she reminded herself, not Erik, but Max Manselmsson, his doppelgänger — with his hand on his engorged shaft, frozen mid-stroke.

Ingrid quickly averted her eyes, successfully heading off the device's correcting zap, and opened the door a little wider. Now she could see Connor O.'s bare feet pointing toward the ceiling with the sheet pulled past his ankles. She took a deep breath and gave her knuckles a firm rap against the door before swinging it open and stepping inside.

She wasn't fast enough to avoid the device's jolt when she saw all of Connor's naked body stretched out on the sheets. His hand was wrapped around the base of his fully engorged penis, pointing its purple head back toward his chin, and his body trembled slightly with arousal. A faint sheen of sweat glistened on his chest and belly, making him glow in the room's faint light. His eyes were closed tightly, his jaw was set as if in concentration, and short, gasping breaths escaped his parted lips in little bursts. It was an expression Ingrid knew well — the face of a man about to surrender to pleasure — and she stared in delighted apprehension, certain she was about to witness the patient overcome his cruel condition.

The device gave another jolt, stronger than the first, and Ingrid let out a gasp. She stumbled a few steps into the room, hands clutching the hem of her dress, and caught her balance beside Connor's bed.

"Nurse Ingrid," Connor said, opening his eyes and turning his face toward her. His lips turned up in a sad little smile. "It's a pleasure to see you again; I do apologize for the state you find me in, but I suppose it's nothing new for a medical professional like yourself."

Ingrid pressed a hand to her chest and took a deep, heaving breath; she felt her breasts press against the stiff fabric of her dress, nipples engorged and sensitive, and winced at a third jolt from the device strapped to her body. The jolts seemed less potent now than at the beginning, as if the battery that powered them were draining down from over-exertion, or maybe she was just getting used to them.

"I suppose you'll get used to the little zaps, though," Nina had said at the start of the night, "maybe you'll even start to enjoy them ..."

And maybe Nina was right ...

"I'm ... I'm very sorry to ... to interrupt," Ingrid said when she had caught her breath, gripping the bed's railing to steady herself. "I ... I didn't think ... it looks as if ... are you going to ...?"

The naked man in the bed chuckled and shook his head, then let out a sigh. He released his grip on his pulsing shaft, but it continued to point back toward his chin as if suspended by a wire from the ceiling. There was a gentle curve to the shaft that Ingrid had not noticed before, a graceful bend, and Ingrid imagined it to be a piece of exquisite sculpture carved from the smoothest marble by loving hands. The device's fourth jolt only served to drive her desirous longing to greater heights.

"I'm nowhere near the crisis point, Nurse Ingrid," Connor said, "no matter how my langer throbs. Don't get me wrong, I want to empty my aching bollocks and fairly drench myself with spunky goo. But I don't think it's happening tonight."

"Is it because you don't want to make a mess?" Ingrid asked, trying to keep her eyes on Connor's face but unable to resist the magnetic allure of his erection. "Because ... because I don't mind ... if it's ... messy ..."

Connor laughed again, then reached down to give his throbbing member a long, languid pull. His hand slid silkily over the skin — Ingrid noticed that a small plastic bottle of lubricant lay tipped on its side at Connor's thigh, and a glistening sheen coated his shaft — and the device's next jolt did nothing to dissuade Ingrid's fierce arousal. She balled her hands into fists and tugged at the hem of her dress, pulling it tight against her heaving breasts.

"If I could coax a flood of jism out of my johnson," Connor said, "I'd be happy to roll about in it like a fat, jolly pig. I'd soak my sheets and coat the ceiling, and smear the sticky spunk all over myself and anyone in range — even you, Nurse Ingrid!"

He winked at her then, and Ingrid was unable to disentangle the electric arc of sensuous need coursing through her cunt from the painful correcting jolt sent out by her device. She felt her knees shake and her arms tremble, and had to cling to the bedframe to keep from collapsing on the floor.

"I ... I thought," Ingrid began when she could find her voice again. "Sometimes it's because ... because the patient fears the mess ... the lack of control ..."

"For some, perhaps," Connor said with a laugh, "but not for me. The mess ... I love the mess, lass, I love spilling my hot, sticky seed, whether it's on my own belly, or across a hungry mouth, or deep in a lass's willing fanny until it's fairly gushing out around my balls and soaking us both in our mingled, musky juices."

Ingrid let out a gasp as her knees buckled, and it was only by locking her elbows on the bed's silver rail that she kept herself from slumping to the floor. Her arousal fought mightily against the device, which was humming against her mound now in its efforts to quell her desires; and she was almost certain that arousal was going to win at any cost.

"I'm all about the mess, Nurse Ingrid," Connor said, propping himself on one elbow while giving his shaft another long stroke. "But I'm also all about the ... volume of the mess. And therein lies my struggle."

***

"The scar is right here," Connor said, indicating a pale, raised line beside his naval, running down to his right hip.

He was propped up in the bed now, sheets bunched at his knees, with his erection still stiff but not pulsing like before. Ingrid had pulled the wheeled stool from the corner of the room and sat, trembling, her hands still gripping the bed's railing. Her vision was blurry, the heady mix of arousal and pain dulling her senses, but she recognized immediately the telltale shape of an appendectomy incision.

"May I ... may I touch it?" Ingrid asked. When Connor nodded, she leaned across the bed to trace the scar tissue with the tip of her finger; her bare elbow brushed Connor's penis, sending another shivering jolt through her body.

"I was out of commission for about a week after that," Connor continued, "and the next time I went to polish the banister, well ... " his eyes lit up like blue diamonds ... "that was a flood for the ages, let me tell you, Nurse Ingrid."

"I ... can imagine," Ingrid whispered, walking her fingers across his hips as she settled back on the stool. And she could imagine it: Connor's face twisted in ecstasy, his cock trembling in his spunk-slick hand, pools of cum splattered on his rippling chest. It made her ache from her belly to her toes.

"But when I went to it again the next day," Connor continued, "the results were ... disappointing. I reached climax, of course, and emptied my load, but the volume was far less."

"I suppose that's only to be expected ..."

"Well, yes, of course, only natural," Connor said. "But having once set off an atomic bomb, can a mere firecracker ever satisfy again?"

"Firecrackers can be nice, too," Ingrid whispered, shifting on her stool. The device hummed weakly, but the jolt it delivered was barely a tingle now.

"So I set out to match or exceed that epic explosion," Connor said, "denying myself climax for days, then weeks, then months. I became an expert at holding it back, whether on my own or in a team setting, if you catch my drift ..." he winked at Ingrid again, and her exhausted device buzzed like a dying bee, "and I'll tell you I got no complaints for my displays of stamina. Why, I could go all night and the next morning, my shillelagh slick and stiff, and not a drop of juice coming out of me. Each time I'd relent and let the floodgates open, I felt as if I'd been transported to another plane of existence, and I left such a puddle of spend that you'd think a giant had emptied his sack.

"But every time," Connor continued, staring wistfully at the ceiling as he gave his erection another stroke, "I thought, the next time could be bigger ... could be better ... if I just held off a little longer ..."

"Those climaxes sound ... wonderful," Ingrid sighed, struggling against the urge to slip her hands beneath her dress to inspect the effects Connor's story was having on her. "But ... I don't think it's healthy to deny yourself small pleasures as well ..."

"Oh, I know that now, Nurse Ingrid," Connor said. "I'm well aware of the bind I've put myself into. But what can I do now? My mind is trained to want each eruption to be bigger, to be better, to dwarf the last in its magnificence, and I fear I've made my standards impossibly high."

Ingrid bit her lip and shivered. As he told his story, Connor's cock seemed to have grown even firmer than before, rising until it stood nearly perpendicular to his groin. The device made a desultory effort to correct her, its battery clearly almost dead, but it was enough to make her glance away for just a moment and cast her eyes on the image of Erik Johanssen — no, Max Manselmsson — and she suddenly felt a spark of inspiration.

"Connor," she asked, leaning toward him and pressing a hand firmly against his thigh, "who is your favorite footballer?"
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Chapter 9


"My favorite footballer?" Connor asked, his brow furrowed in puzzlement.

"Yes," Ingrid said, gently kneading his thigh with her fingers. "Your favorite footballer. Mine is Erik Johanssen, the winger for the Göteborg Djävlar — who is the spitting image of that man." Ingrid nodded toward Max Manselmsson, who still stood on the screen with his hand wrapped around his turgid shaft, eyes half-lidded and fingers slightly blurred. "Surely you have a favorite player for the ... was it the Belfast Muckers?"

"Belfast Bucklers," Connor growled, though a smile spread across his lips and his cock twitched when he spoke. "The Northern League's finest team, I'll have you know."

"So, who is your favorite player?" Ingrid's fingers lightly grazed Connor's warm, smooth flesh, dancing toward his hip.

"Matty McDonald, obviously," Connor said. "He's their star striker, and to watch him is to see pure poetry on the pitch. Fast as lightning and graceful as a hummingbird; ah, lass, you don't know what you're missing, watching those Swedish oafs slogging about on a frozen field." He winked at her, which caused his erection to twitch as if in salute.

Ingrid sighed, making an effort not to rise to Connor's obvious bait.

"And what would you think," Ingrid said, "if Matty McDonald passed an obvious opportunity for scoring a goal because he thought a more dramatic point was coming later in the match?"

"What, Matty McDonald, pass a scoring chance? Preposterous! We'd have his feckin' head on a pike we would, and parade him to the shipyards in shame!"

"Even for a really dramatic point? One that would have everyone in the stands on their feet cheering? Would have his photo splashed across the front page of every paper?"

"He should still take the shot, obviously," Connor growled. "Every goal counts, and you miss every shot you don't take."

Ingrid grinned and leaned closer.

"I think you see my point," she said softly as her hand joined Connor's at the base of his cock.

***

"Oh, please, Nurse Ingrid!" Connor groaned, sweat dappling his brow and lips trembling. "Please, no more!"

"One more, Connor," Ingrid whispered. "At least one more ... you still have a lot of shots to take ..."

Ingrid straddled Connor's knees, her dress hitched up to her thighs and open at the top to let her breasts spill out, and she leaned over him, resting one hand against his heaving chest while the other ran up and down his still stiff cock, though she wasn't sure how much longer it would maintain its rigid state. Warm semen coated Ingrid's hand, slickening her fingers' progress up and down his shaft, and the wreckage of three previous climaxes glistened in cooling pools on Connor's cheek, chest, and belly.

The first climax Ingrid coaxed from Connor had arrived quickly after she had drawn a comparison between his efforts to reserve his pleasure to a footballer passing scoring opportunities. The expression on his face — a mixture of bliss and surprise — had urged a shivering flood of nectar from between Ingrid's legs, and when he shouted "GOOOOAL!" while white jets arced through the air like a fireworks display, Ingrid let out a shout of her own.

The second required more effort, and that was when Ingrid climbed onto the bed to gain more leverage. She took Connor's shaft in both hands and leaned over him, the tip of his cock grazing the fabric of her dress as she stroked. She gazed into Connor's sparkling blue eyes as she worked her hands over him, watching them darken as his arousal grew.

"I ... I can't, Nurse Ingrid," Connor had gasped despite his rigid state. "I've only the one shot in me ..."

"Nonsense, Connor," Ingrid had said, her trembling fingers finding the buttons up the front of her dress. "I know you have more in you, and we will not allow unnecessary accumulation this time."

Connor nuzzled Ingrid's breasts, his tongue circling her stiff nipples, and he let out a surprised gasp as his second ejaculation spilled onto his belly: less dramatic than the first, but still releasing an impressive discharge that sent shivers through his body.

The third was a struggle, certainly, but Ingrid knew that Connor was more than capable of it. His protestations ceased quickly when Ingrid cradled his still-heavy balls in her palm and ran dancing fingers around the slippery crown of his cock, smearing his spend over his sensitive skin. She was lost in the sensations of her fingers on his flesh, and of the heat between her thighs, while the device still strapped precariously to her mound made sad little clicking sounds, all of its power to correct her arousal long since drained away. His body tensed beneath her, and he threw back his head to emit a low, rumbling moan as pearly streams trickled from his trembling shaft.

"Three times, Nurse Ingrid," Conor gasped, his eyes wide and wild. "Three times is enough, surely? Three times ..."

"But you're still hard, Connor," Ingrid said, gripping his cock more firmly now, feeling the spongy head shiver between her fingers. "You've held back far too long, and we need to fully evacuate your system or we'll be right back where we were."

"We won't," Connor gasped. "Surely we won't — surely you've drained the life out of me for good this time, you vampire vixen ..."

A wicked thought sparked in Ingrid's fevered brain, and she leaned back to better survey the mess she had made with her treatment. The warm, musky scent of Connor's release and arousal tickled her nose, and she flicked her tongue across her lips. A feral growl rose in her throat as she looked hungrily at the sumptuous feast before her.

"If I'm a vampire," Ingrid whispered as she bent to Connor's trembling throat, her voice husky with desire, "then I think it's time for me to feed ..."

***

"Nurse Ingrid, what are you doing?"

Nina's familiar voice from behind her pulled Ingrid out of her delighted reverie, and she reluctantly raised her head, letting Connor's softening cock fall from her lips. His tangy, salty taste filled her mouth, and she raised a finger to capture the trickle of saliva and semen that dribbled down her chin.

"Oh ... oh my," Ingrid whispered when she turned her head to see Nina standing in the doorway of Connor's room, flanked by Doctors Tikelmeister and Lipintung.

Her cheeks flushed hot at the sight of the three of them staring at her in wide-eyed surprise, which caused her belly to tighten in her characteristic mixture of nervousness and arousal. The little device still strapped to her had long since given up the ghost, and one of its wires had come loose, dangling against her thigh as she sat up.

"This is certainly unexpected," Dr. Tikelmeister said, pushing past Nina and striding purposefully toward Connor's bed. Connor lay trembling in the sweat-and-cum soaked sheets, his head lolling on his pillow, a beatific smile stretched over his handsome face.

"I ... I'm so sorry, Dr. Tikelmeister," Ingrid gasped as Nina helped her dismount the prone patient. She had to lean against the auburn-haired nurse to keep from toppling to the floor. "We were just talking about football, and then ..."

Dr. Tikelmeister bent over Connor and pulled a stethoscope from his coat pocket. After listening to Connor's chest for a moment, then peering into his glazed and vacant eyes, he straightened and turned his attention to Ingrid.

"This was certainly not the protocol that I prescribed for this patient, Nurse Ingrid," he said sternly. "His chart clearly indicated a more measured course of rest and visualization."

"I ... I know, Dr. Tikelmeister ..."

"Do you know, Nurse Ingrid?" He glared at Ingrid and stepped toward her. "Did you even glance at the patient's chart before embarking on this ... this ... highly unorthodox treatment?"

"I'm so sorry, Dr. Tikelmeister ..."

Ingrid felt hot tears welling in her eyes even as her bare nipples stiffened. Dr. Tikelmeister's deep, chastising voice made her tremble and ache, and she felt a shiver of fear and delight run through her body.

"Oh, don't be so hard on the girl, Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung said, stepping behind Dr. Tikelmeister and resting an elegant hand on his shoulder. She looked at Ingrid with a playful smile on her lips; her blue eyes sparkled behind her gold-framed glasses.

"Your patient certainly looks none the worse for the treatment," Dr. Lipintung said as she stepped beside Dr. Tikelmeister and ran her eyes over Ingrid's sloppy, disheveled appearance with a calculating gaze, "and considering Nurse Ingrid's condition, I expect to find some truly astounding data locked away in the device she's wearing. You are still wearing the device, aren't you? It didn't get knocked loose in all the ... activity?"

Ingrid clasped her fingers together against her belly and nodded as a tear trickled down her cheek.

"Yes, Dr. Lipintung," she said, struggling to keep her chin from trembling, "the device is still in place, though I fear the battery may have run out."


[image: ]






Chapter 10


"This is incredible data, Ingrid," Dr. Lipintung gasped, looking at a set of charts displayed on one of the monitors beside the bed in the room across the hall from Connor's. Her finger traced a jagged line that must somehow represent her arousal throughout the night. "Just ... amazing ..."

Minutes before, the doctors had bundled Ingrid across the hall while Nina tended to Connor, who lay moaning in his bed, with a warm sponge and tender whispers. While Dr. Tikelmeister tugged down Ingrid's white uniform dress, letting it pool around her ankles, leaving her naked except for her white shoes, Dr. Lipintung knelt before her and pulled the remaining wires free of Ingrid's skin — none too gently, Ingrid noted with a grimace — and yanked off the plastic box. While Ingrid's fingers pressed the spot on her mound where the device had adhered, Dr. Lipintung hurried to the bank of monitors behind the bed and untangled the cables that dangled from them, looking for the one that would unlock the mysteries the device recorded.

"I've never seen such a rapid rise in excitement as I see here," Dr. Lipintung said, peering over her glasses at the graphs and tapping a series of buttons on the side of the monitor to scroll through the image displayed on the screen. "And even with the dynamic voltaic response correction pushed to the device's limits — that's why the battery drained so quickly, Nurse Ingrid — the upward trend throughout the monitoring period is undeniable."

"What ... what does it mean?" Ingrid asked.

Dr. Tikelmeister stood behind her, his hands gently caressing her shoulders, and he pressed his lips close to her ear.

"It means you're a naughty, naughty girl, Ingrid," he hissed, "with a sex drive that puts you in a league of your own."

Dr. Lipintung turned away from the monitors and took her glasses off; her blue eyes sparkled when she looked into Ingrid's face, and Ingrid felt her pulse quicken. With no device to give her shocks — no "dynamic voltaic response correction" to counteract her arousal — she feared that she would explode from the hunger in the older woman's expression. And when Dr. Lipintung reached back to undo the clip holding her black braids on her head, letting her silver-streaked raven hair fall in a tangled cascade to her shoulders, Ingrid sighed and fell back against Dr. Tikelmeister, nearly swooning.

"You are certainly in the top two or three percentiles of measured arousal response," Dr. Lipintung said. She took another step toward Ingrid, shaking her head to loosen her braids, and then brought her fingers to the buttons of her green blouse. Ingrid stared as the doctor slowly opened her shirt to reveal a simple black brassiere that strained against her large, round breasts. "It's difficult to compare with historic measurements across various populations, as this is hardly as controlled an environment as I would like, but yes, Ingrid, I believe Dr. Tikelmeister is correct."

Dr. Lipintung suddenly took Ingrid's face between her hands and pressed her lips to Ingrid's mouth, drawing her breath away with a hard, ravenous kiss. Then she pushed Ingrid's face back and ran her eyes up and down the nurse's trembling naked body, letting her tongue play across her full lips.

"It means you're a naughty, naughty girl, Ingrid," Dr. Lipintung said, echoing Dr. Tikelmeister's words, "and you will require quite exacting observation and intense treatment."

***

Dr. Tikelmeister's tongue on her bare flesh gave Ingrid the most intense sensations she could remember experiencing, even more so than during his previous treatments. Scraped clean by Nina's razor and now slick with Dr. Tikelmeister's saliva and her own arousal, her pussy quivered and tingled as if every nerve in her body had migrated to her tumescent clitoris and swollen lips.

But not every nerve had moved to intercept Dr. Tikelmeister's searching, searing tongue, because her breasts, cradled in Dr. Lipintung's dextrous hands, also sang out their arousal. She leaned back against Dr. Lipintung, who held Ingrid between her wide-spread, naked thighs as they sat on the hospital bed, and groaned. Her head lolled against Dr. Lipintung's bare breasts, pillowed as if on a satin cloud, and she could feel the heat rising from the doctor's skin. Dr. Lipintung had disrobed before taking her place on the bed and guiding Ingrid into her embrace, neatly folding her blouse, skirt, and undergarments while Ingrid watched with a longing ache in her chest.

"Her pulse is racing, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung said. "We should connect the monitors so we can record her responses."

"Damn the monitors," Dr. Tikelmeister said, looking up from between Ingrid's thighs. His face was shiny with Ingrid's nectar, and his hair wild where she had tangled her fingers in it while trying to guide him, to no avail, to the place with the deepest ache. The doctor's tongue studiously avoided the swollen tip of her clit and his lips barely grazed the pulsing length of her bud, as though he were punishing her for the unprescribed and possibly too-intense treatment she had given Connor. "I can taste her response, and it's everything I need to determine exactly the treatment she needs."

"But I want objective data," Dr. Lipintung whined. She tweaked Ingrid's nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, drawing a sharp cry from Ingrid's lips. "I can't rely on subjective observation if I'm to build a scientific profile of this case."

"Ingrid is a population with a sample size of exactly one," Dr. Tikelmeister said, grasping Ingrid's thighs and pushing himself to his feet. He locked eyes with the nurse in Dr. Lipintung's arms and began to undress himself, letting his white coat fall to the floor as his fingers reached for the buttons of his shirt. "Her erotic arousal is so extreme, her responses so sui generis, that we can draw no useful conclusions. We can only treat her symptoms as thoroughly — and intensively — as possible."

"But that's precisely why we need objective observational data," Dr. Lipintung countered. "Only by understanding the extremity of her response, and placing her in the context of human possibility, can we fashion the ideal treatment for her and, potentially, for others."

"That's folly, Dr. Lipintung, and you know it," Dr. Tikelmeister said, narrowing his eyes. He shucked off his shirt and brought his hands to his belt. Ingrid's eyes followed his fingers' every move, the anticipation building inside her like a chamber of magma readying itself to burst from a volcano's throat. "It's like studying an Olympic sprinter's peak performance and trying to apply it to the average person shuffling down the street. Nurse Ingrid's arousal is of such a degree that we cannot hope to understand it; we can only respond to it. And, dare I say, enjoy it."

With that, the doctor pushed his slacks and shorts down, causing his erection to spring free. Ingrid gasped at the sight, as did Dr. Lipintung: the purple crown glistened with slick moisture, the shaft stood at attention like a brave soldier reporting for dangerous duty, and his heavy balls rose high and tight.

"In that case," Dr. Lipintung said, pulling Ingrid closer to her, "your subjective observations will have to be very thorough, and open to later independent verification."

"I can guarantee they will meet both of those exacting standards," Dr. Tikelmeister said. He took Ingrid's chin between his fingers, tilted her face up to his, and captured her breath with his lips.

***

"Tell me again what you're experiencing, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung sighed. Her lips were close to Ingrid's ear, close enough that Ingrid could feel her warm breath, and Ingrid shivered in her embrace.

"Tight," Dr. Tikelmeister gasped, "so tight, incredibly tight, but elastic as well ... she opens to me with each thrust, drawing me deeper into her heat, her wetness, her aching womb ..."

Ingrid quivered at Dr. Tikelmeister's words, and strove to rise to their description. His cock was deep inside her, deeper than she had ever felt him before, and filled her every crevice with its pulsing girth. She groaned when he pushed against her and felt a sobbing cry on her lips when he drew back.

"Has she reached the point of crisis?"

"Oh, yes, more than once ... I can feel her contract around me, gripping me with every muscle, and when she climaxes, I feel the convulsions along the entire length of her channel."

"How many times, Doctor?" Dr. Lipintung asked, pinching Ingrid's nipples until Ingrid thought she might pass out. "How many climaxes has the subject experienced?"

Dr. Tikelmeister seemed lost in thought, his gaze soft as his hips pounded steadily against Ingrid. She opened her mouth to answer, but he pressed a finger against her lips to silence her.

"I have felt three ... no, four ... four trembling releases since I began fucking her," Dr. Tikelmeister said.

Ingrid bit her lip to keep herself from shouting, Six, Dr. Tikelmeister! You've made me come six times, and a seventh is building right now!

But Dr. Lipintung had asked for Dr. Tikelmeister's subjective observations, not Ingrid's, and she knew better than to pollute the study with extraneous data. It was enough that she had been brought quickly and expertly to the release she had longed for all night, and that she could shamelessly ride the waves of pleasure in her doctors' embraces.

"I would like to make some observations of my own, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung said, "if you would be so good as to turn the subject over for me."

"Oh, nothing would please me more, Dr. Lipintung," said Dr. Tikelmeister, winking at his colleague as he withdrew his cock.

Ingrid let out a groan of dismay, which became a squeal of surprise when Dr. Tikelmeister roughly grasped her hips and flipped her over so her ass rose into the air and her face pressed against Dr. Lipintung's belly. And then she let out a cry of delight as Dr. Tikelmeister entered her again, deeper now, his hands holding her waist and lifting her feet off the floor so he could pound himself harder and faster against her.

Dr. Lipintung, meanwhile, had moved herself back, nearly to the far edge of the bed, and was guiding Ingrid's head lower, lower, lower, with her fingers tangled in the nurse's hair. The intoxicating scent of arousal rose from between Dr. Lipintung's legs, beckoning Ingrid to extend her tongue and open her mouth and partake of the bounty spread out before her.

"Oh, yes," Dr. Lipintung groaned, guiding Ingrid's movements with firm and demanding hands. "Yes, Nurse Ingrid, that's perfect ... just perfect ..."

The climax that had been interrupted by Dr. Tikelmeister's maneuver broke across Ingrid's body, her cry of delight absorbed between Dr. Lipintung's tremulous thighs.
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Chapter 1


Ingrid got off the bus a few stops before Elsa's apartment. She had noticed the dingy little video rental shop when she first came to the city, tucked between a dry cleaner and a real estate agent, but she had never imagined going inside it: Elsa already had a collection of "Passionssjukhuset " episodes in her library, as well as favorite movies like "Ronja rövardotter" and "Vi hade i alla fall tur med vädret," so there was no need to go into the disreputable little place in search of entertainment.

But Elsa certainly had no films starring Max Manselmsson in her collection, and Ingrid desperately needed to explore his oeuvre.

Ingrid's body ached from all the excitement of her last shift, and her mind still buzzed from the whiplash between pain and pleasure delivered by Dr. Lipintung's device. And then by Dr. Lipintung herself, while she assisted Dr. Tikelmeister in his third round of her special treatment. It was his most intensive round of treatment so far, perhaps raised to new heights by Dr. Lipintung's presence and encouragement, and left Ingrid deliciously sore and nearly satisfied, at least for a while.

She caught a glimpse of her reflection in the shop's glass as she approached the door and shuddered despite the warm breeze of an early autumn morning. She looked as tattered and used as she felt: her lipstick smeared across her cheek, her blonde hair a rat's nest tangle with her nurse's cap rumpled and askew, her cheeks still flushed with excitement. Her steps were unsteady, knees shaky and calves quivering, and Ingrid could still feel the warm seed Dr. Tikelmeister had emptied into her. Last night, while getting ready for her shift, she had decided to leave her panties behind, and now she felt naked and exposed despite the covering of her white dress and long tan coat.

A bell above the door announced her entrance with a cheery jingle, and the man behind the counter looked up from a magazine and studied her with hooded eyes. He was a short, sallow-skinned man of about forty, his lank black hair hanging nearly to his shirt collar, and his face was expressionless as he turned his head to follow Ingrid's movements. Ingrid could feel his eyes running up and down her back as she stood at the first wooden shelf beside the door, taking in the unfamiliar films on display in their garish covers full of exploding cars and evil-looking guns. Nowhere did she see Max Manselmsson.

"Anything in particular you're looking for, miss?" the man asked. His voice was rough, as though it was dragged over a gravel path before leaving his parched, gray lips.

"Not ... not really, no," Ingrid said, shuffling down the aisle and keeping her back to the counter. The action movie video covers transitioned to more frightening images of vampires and werewolves and masked men wielding machetes and chainsaws. She certainly didn't expect to find any Max Manselmsson films among them.

"Well, if you need help finding something, let me know," the man said. Ingrid breathed a sigh of relief when she sensed his gaze moving from her and back to his magazine.

She continued to work her way around the store's perimeter, eyes roaming over faded cardboard covers and smudged plastic cases. None of the films were familiar, and none seemed at all like a vehicle for Max Manselmsson. Perhaps this was a pointless undertaking; maybe Max Manselmsson existed only in the context of Ward X and Dr. Tikelmeister's unorthodox therapies. But she needed to see the mysterious doppelgänger of Erik Johanssen again, and not just in the brief glimpses she'd had in the patients' rooms.

Ingrid's palms felt clammy with frustration and uncertainty, and despite Dr. Tikelmeister's vigorous treatments, she felt her condition — her nervous clitoral tumescence — begin to flair. She bit down on her lip, willing her arousal to quell, wishing suddenly that she was fitted again with Dr. Lipintung's nefarious little device that detected her excitement and gave her a corrective jolt of electricity.

Except that toward the end of her shift, when she was tending to Connor O.'s anxious priapism with unabashed gusto, she had come to crave those painful zaps almost as much as she enjoyed the heights of pleasure Dr. Tikelmeister's treatments provided.

"You look a little ... distressed, miss," the man behind the counter said, snapping Ingrid out of her reverie. She was startled to find that in her circuit of the video store, she was almost standing at the counter, her eyes scanning the videotapes that filled the shelves along the walls, none of them starring Max Manselmsson. "If there's something in particular you're looking for ..."

Ingrid's chin quivered, and her knees shook. She pressed her hands to the countertop, wincing a little at its somewhat sticky surface.

"Max," she gasped, her voice catching in her throat. "I'm looking for ... for ..." Ingrid felt tears sting her eyes as her shame and agitation tangled in her belly and sent the searing heat of arousal to her core. With great effort, she stammered, "Max Manselmsson."

The man laughed, an unpleasant sound like a broken coffee grinder, and raised a hand to point somewhere behind Ingrid.

"You'll find all the Max Manselmsson you need, and then some," he said with a leering wink of his rheumy brown eye, "behind that pink curtain."

#

"Oh, my," Ingrid gasped, pressing her fingers to her lips.

Behind the pink plastic shower curtain, Ingrid found a wall of video tapes that promised more varieties of carnal delight than she had ever imagined possible. The tattered cardboard covers, festooned in bright shades of pink and purple and blue, boasted photos of women with large, pillowy breasts, and men with monstrous penises far larger than Ingrid had ever seen, some hanging nearly to their knees.

Surely this was where Ingrid would finally find Max Manselmsson, but now she faced the opposite problem she had encountered in the store's main room: there were so many films here that could offer a glimpse of Erik Johanssen's mysterious doppelgänger, it would take her hours to locate the one she needed!

Ingrid ran a trembling finger along the wooden shelf, her eyes flitting over all the garish and vulgar delights on offer: "Fifteen Filthy Inches," "The Seduction of Sissy," "Backdoor Bimbos 3," "Delilah's Dirty Daliances" ... She lifted the boxes and scanned the descriptions on the back, her eyes blurring over the words: "... watch cum-guzzling sluts take these monster loads ... ," "... she moans with pleasure and pain on his IRON ROD ...," "... watch these hung studs take it BOTH WAYS in non-stop action ..."

I may need extra treatment from Dr. Tikelmeister tonight, Ingrid thought as she returned "Sissy Sluts and Bareback Bulls" to the shelf, nearly dropping it from her shaking hands.

Ingrid's eyes finally landed on a box cover with the familiar blue and yellow of her homeland's flag in the background, and a smiling, square-jawed man with a familiar face staring so intently at her that her stomach lurched. He was shirtless, his bare shoulders and chest glistening as if coated with a thin layer of oil, and with his thumbs hooked in the belt loops of black trousers that hung daringly low on his hips. Ingrid had to stand on her toes to reach the box, and she felt her dress rise up her thighs beneath her long coat, giving her a thrilling sensation of secret exhibition; if the nasty little man behind the counter were here to see her calves flexing as she stretched for the box, he would surely experience an odious little rush.

Yes, Ingrid thought, turning the box over in her fingers and looking closely at the man on the cover, yes, this is the man, this is Max Manselmsson, the Swedish Wonder ...

"'This naughty Nordic rake is just the stud you're looking for,'" the text on the back promised, and Ingrid couldn't help but nod in agreement. "'He's got ice-blue eyes but raging hot blood, and a cock as long and bold as any fjord; his iron sword is ready to strike fear and delight in the hearts — and cunts — of any maiden he takes a fancy to!'"

Ingrid clutched the box to her chest and let out a long, satisfied sigh.

#

"What do you mean, you need my name and address?"

Ingrid stood with her fists on her hips, staring down at the greasy little man behind the counter, who was pushing a piece of paper at her with a form that had been photocopied so many times that the letters and lines were gray blurs. She set her jaw in defiance, and felt a satisfied thrill when she saw him flinch under her gaze.

"It's for the rental card," the man said. "We can't let the movies go out without being sure they'll come back again."

"And if I don't bring it back, you will track me down? You will come to my home and pry it from my hands?"

"If I have to," the man said, pulling himself to his full height; the top of his head was barely level with Ingrid's chin, and his eyes were far too close to her breasts for her comfort. "I've done it before. These tapes — especially a tape like this one —" he tapped Max Manselmsson's face with his finger — "are expensive. This is an import, lady, all the way from Norway or someplace. And it's in mighty high demand."

"And if I refuse to give my name and address?" Ingrid demanded. "You will then refuse to take my money? The state of your sad little store suggests you could use all the money that comes your way."

The man laughed — a thin, reedy, and unpleasant sound — and said, "Well, we could come to some other ... arrangement. If you know what I mean."

Ingrid blinked, wrinkling her brow. "I do not know what you mean."

"We could ... make some other exchange. A trade, you could say ... Like, if you were to come around on this side of the counter ..."

Ingrid cocked her head in confusion. "On that side? And for what purpose?"

"Oh, you know ..." The man lifted a pudgy finger to his lips and then flicked a pale pink tongue across it before popping it into his mouth and sucking the tip, waggling his eyebrows lasciviously at Ingrid.

"Oh!" Ingrid gasped, taking a step back. "Oh, oh no! What kind of woman do you suppose I am?"

"The kind of woman who wants to watch Max Manselmsson 'plow their willing fields with his iron rod and churn his sweet cream into frothy butter ...'," the man said, squinting at the back of the box.

Ingrid felt her cheeks burn, which sent a jolt of unwelcome desire to her core. Would I take this nasty troll's rancid penis between my lips just to leave with a Max Manselmsson film? Ingrid thought, and she was disgusted, and not a little excited, that a part of her mind whispered, Yes, yes I would ...

"Or," Ingrid said, reaching a trembling hand into her coat pocket to pull out her pocketbook, "I could simply pay you the full replacement cost now."

She pulled a stack of crisp green bills from inside, not bothering to count them, and threw them onto the counter. When the little man reached down to gather them, Ingrid snatched the videotape from his hand and spun on her heel, head held high as she marched out of the shop.
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Chapter 2


The tape began to play the moment Ingrid popped it into the machine in Elsa's living room, showing Max Manselmsson in the final stages of a tremulous climax. He held his quivering cock in his white-knuckled fist, aiming the final spurts of semen across the smiling lips of a blonde woman who knelt at his feet, her face turned up to Max in delighted surrender. Ingrid let out a surprised gasp and fell back onto the floor, her feet stretched out before her, then scrambled toward the couch in search of the remote control.

"Be kind, rewind," indeed, Ingrid thought as she tapped the pause button on the remote, freezing the woman on the screen just as she extended her tongue to the slippery tip of Max's cock. She imagined that the last person to rent this copy of "Nordiska nöjen" had reached their own climax at the same time as Max, as if they were on some Olympic synchronized orgasm team, and stopped the tape at their moment of climax. Ingrid felt a voyeuristic thrill tingle over her skin at the thought, and she wondered if she had ever passed this other secret Max Manselmsson fan on the street, both of them unaware of each other's hidden desires.

While the machine rumbled and buzzed, its gears rewinding the tape to the beginning, Ingrid shucked off her white uniform dress, leaving it in a wrinkled pile on the floor. Her nipples tingled at the touch of the air, and she pressed her palms to her breasts, sighing at the delicious sensation.

The machine made a heavy clunking sound when it finished its task, and Ingrid tapped the play button. A blue and yellow Swedish flag appeared on the screen, and the title swam into focus in blocky white letters: "Nordiska nöjen" med Max Manselmsson i huvudrollen, and in smaller letters, "en onda spänningar produktion." Ingrid looked down her body — trembling slightly in anticipation, still showing the faint bruises and delicate marks of her most recent treatment from Dr. Tikelmeister — and hurried to the hall closet for a towel.

While Ingrid spread the towel on the couch and settled on the cushion, feet propped on the edge and knees high, the movie began, showing Max Manselmsson slowly unbuttoning a white shirt and slipping it off his broad shoulders. The camera made love to him, lingering longingly on the swell of his biceps and the firm surface of his abdomen, capturing the faint sheen of sweat on his bronze skin and the shadows that pooled in the dimples of his hip points. Ingrid sighed, her eyes tracking the camera's progress across the contours of his body, her fingers hovering above her sex.

The camera drew back, revealing a pair of naked women — one blonde, one brunette — kneeling before Max. Their fingers played across the top of his black trousers, tugging at his belt, and their lips traced damp lines over his belly. Their mouths met above the buckle of his belt, and the camera lingered on their twining tongues. Ingrid groaned, recalling nights by Lake Åkesson with her lover Agneta, lost in the softness of her lips and the aching swell of her curves.

The women tugged at Max's belt and pulled at his zipper, and soon were dragging his trousers down past his hips and over his muscular thighs. His penis, already half hard, swelled against their hands, and soon against their lips, as they paid loving tribute to his cock. Ingrid's thumb pressed gently against the pulsing bud of her clit as she watched Max's erection grow, rising slowly into a tower of trembling flesh while the women at his feet gently stroked and kissed its engorged girth.

When the brunette took the lavender head of his cock into her mouth, Max let out a groan, tangling his fingers in her hair and guiding her lips further down his length. Ingrid echoed his groan, running her tongue around her lips as she imagined the sensation of the pulsing shaft pushing past her teeth toward her throat. Her fingers roamed over her smooth, hairless mound, shaved clean last night for Dr. Lipintung's device to be mounted to her, and she felt her nectar flow.

Ingrid's mind was abuzz with a medley of images drawn from the figures on the screen, her memories of her nights on Ward X, and her filthiest imagined fantasies. She pictured herself joining the women at Max's feet, taking turns worshipping his swollen shaft; she recalled Dr. Tikelmeister thrusting into her from behind, forcing her face between Dr. Lipintung's thighs until she was nearly drowning in the tangy juices flowing from the researcher's cunt; she could feel Connor O.'s cock bucking between her fingers as she urged him to climax after climax, coating his belly and her hands in his hot, sticky seed. Her nectar poured over her fingers, and Ingrid could feel Dr. Tikelmeister's seed dribbling out with her own musky essence.

Her muscles clenched, thighs trapping her hands against her pulsing sex, as her first climax suddenly erupted. On the screen, Max was holding the blonde's legs against his chest as his cock drove mercilessly into her. The brunette straddled the blonde's face, drowning the other woman's gasps between her thighs, and dragged her lips over Max's sweat-slick throat. Ingrid shuddered and groaned, lost in the sensations flooding her body and the images filling her mind.

If you're very good, Nina had promised, you might get to meet Mr. Manselmsson yourself someday.

I'll be good, Ingrid thought, staring in wonder as the brunette took her place astride Max's firm, slick member. I'll be so, so very good, Nina, the best girl you've ever known, for just a taste of Max Manselmsson ...

#

"Ingrid Igelstöm?"

The muffled voice on the other side of the apartment door pulled Ingrid from her lethargic trance. She had been drowsing on the couch, exhausted after her second viewing of "Nordiska nöjen" and more climaxes than she could count. She wasn't sure if she was satisfied, exactly, but she was certainly happy; happy and exhausted.

"Nurse Ingrid Igelstöm?"

A fist firmly striking the door punctuated the voice — a man's voice, unfamiliar and deep — and with a groan, Ingrid dragged herself from the couch. She looked at her rumpled dress on the floor, wrinkling her nose when she noticed what was surely a semen stain — whether Connor O.'s or Dr. Tikelmeister's, she couldn't say — spread along the hem. Then she glanced back at the towel stretched across the couch cushions, soaked through with her musky issue.

"Ingrid Igelstöm!"

"Coming!" Ingrid croaked, suddenly aware of the toll her repeated climaxes had taken on her body's hydration. "Give me just a moment!"

She stumbled to the bathroom, where she found a thin robe hanging from a hook on the door, and wrapped the threadbare fabric around herself before hurrying to the apartment door. The voice called her name again as she reached for the knob and pulled.

A tall, dark-haired man stood in the hallway, wearing loose white slacks and a white, high-collared smock. Over his breast was the logo of Tender Mercy Hospital, a winged blue caduceus topped with a green cross. He had a narrow, handsome face with dark eyes and thin red lips, which rose into a smile when he saw Ingrid.

"Nurse Ingrid Igelstöm?" the man asked.

"Yes," Ingrid said, peering cautiously around the edge of the door.

"I'm Victor Nomikos," he said. "From Tender Mercy, a nurse on Dr. Lipintung's staff. I've been sent to collect you."

Ingrid blinked, her brain still fuzzy.

"Surely my shift isn't for several hours," she said, blinking, wondering if she had lost the entire day lying in a quivering heap of arousal.

"It's not for your shift," the man said. "I've been sent by Dr. Lipintung. "For your joint research project."

"Our joint ... but ... I haven't slept at all, Mr. ..."

"Nomikos. That's understood, and Dr. Lipintung says you needn't worry — sleep is precisely what this is about."

"But I ..."

"Please, Nurse Ingrid," the man said, his eyes sparkling as his smile widened. "If you come with me, I'll explain on the way."
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Chapter 3


"You'll have to let me bathe first," Ingrid said as she opened the door and invited Victor Nomikos into the apartment. She caught a glimpse of the shambles in the living room — the sopping the towel, the stained and rumpled dress, the image of the blonde woman's smiling lips coated with Max Manselmsson's glistening seed — and guided her guest toward the kitchen with her hand on his elbow.

"As long as you're quick about it, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said, taking a seat at the kitchen table. "I have very clear instructions to deliver you to Dr. Lipintung as quickly as possible."

"I won't be a minute," Ingrid said. She took a bottle of orange juice from the refrigerator and a glass from the cupboard, setting them on the table before Victor, then hurried to tidy the living room and make her ablutions in the bathroom.

Ingrid slipped out of her robe, tossing it on the floor, and stepped to the little clawfoot bathtub. She didn't want to take the time to fill the tub with her guest waiting, but since the faucet had a hose-like attachment, she decided she could take a quick shower to rinse the musky funk from her skin. Ingrid wrinkled her nose at the smell — sweat and semen and her tangy nectar mingled as steam filled the tiny bathroom.

What could Dr. Lipintung possibly need me for now? Ingrid wondered as she tested the temperature of the shower spray against her hand. Hasn't she done enough to me already?

Ingrid stepped into the tub as she recalled the little device Dr. Lipintung had strapped to her bare sex, and wires that gave her jolts of pain and pleasure in an effort to balance her arousal. The poor little box had been unable to keep up with Ingrid's powerful responses to the many stimulations on Ward X, and by the time she had cured Connor O. (at least temporarily) of his anxious priapism, it was able only to sputter and whine as it struggled to counteract her excitement.

The little device had collected data, though, which seemed to delight Dr. Lipintung almost as much as Ingrid's mouth did. She had caught a glimpse of a chart of her arousal on a monitor in a Ward X shortly before Dr. Tikelmeister's third treatment began. Did Dr. Lipintung want to gather more data? What else could she possibly learn from Ingrid's condition that a night on Ward X hadn't already made clear?

"Nurse Ingrid, are you almost finished?"

Ingrid glanced over her shoulder and saw that the bathroom door was open just a crack. Is he watching me shower? Ingrid wondered, holding the spray against her belly. The hot water trickled over her bare mound and down her thigh, and despite the climaxes that had put her in a blissful torpor just a little while ago, she felt herself becoming aroused again.

"Almost," Ingrid called, directing the spray toward the ticklish bud nestled between her lower lips. She stifled a gasp against her fist. "Can ... can you ... can you help me with something?"

"Help you?"

The door's hinges squeaked as Victor pushed it open, and he paused in the entryway, his expression changing slowly from surprise to hunger when he saw Ingrid standing naked in the bathtub.

"My back," Ingrid said, letting the spray tickle her most sensitive flesh. "Can ... can you wash my back?"

#

Ingrid struggled to keep her knees from shaking as she watched Victor slowly peel off his white smock and hang it on the hook, revealing a lean, darkly tanned body decorated with the brightest, most intricate tattoos she had ever seen. Leaves and flowers tangled and twined up his arms and across his back; bright blocks of color — red, green, cerulean blue — ran in checkerboard patterns over his chest and down his belly, disappearing beneath the waistband of his loose white slacks.

"Dr. Lipintung warned me about you," Victor said as he toed off his shoes, kicking them toward the door, and then hooked his thumbs and tugged. His loose white cotton pants slid noiselessly down his thighs, revealing more bright shapes inked on his olive skin, and his cock sprang into view, making Ingrid gasp. It, too, was decorated with colorful ink, with rainbow rings spiraling from his clean-shaven groin to the glossy purple tip; Ingrid felt her mouth water at the thought of taking it between her lips, imagining her mouth wrapped around it like she was devouring a sweet, sugary sucker. She had to press her hand against the tiled wall to hold her balance.

"Warned you?" Ingrid asked, her voice quavering. "About me? Why?"

Victor turned to hang his trousers by his smock, revealing coiled blue and green snakes that writhed across his narrow buttocks and down his slender thighs, then stepped toward the tub. His dark eyes ran up and down Ingrid's naked body, and she nearly dropped the shower handle.

"She said you're easily distracted," Victor said, climbing into the tub and taking her waist in his hands so he could turn her face to the wall. "That you interpret instructions to your own favor, and are willful when confronted."

"Me?" Ingrid said. Victor ran his hands up her flanks and over her back, then reached around to take the sprayer from her hand. "Willful?"

"That's what Dr. Lipintung says," said Victor. He let the water run across her shoulder, sluicing in warm rivulets down her back, then pressed his body against hers. She could feel his rainbow-striped cock nestled against the swell of her ass and his breath hot and sharp against her neck. "Willful and disobedient."

"I ... I most certainly ..."

Victor lifted Ingrid's hair from the nape of her neck and sprayed water over the exposed skin, then pressed his lips to her flesh. His teeth scraped across her neck and up to her ear, and he whispered, "I like a willful girl. They're more fun to train."

"That's ... that's not my back," Ingrid gasped. Victor was running his long-fingered hands over her breasts, pinching her nipples almost painfully, while he pressed her to the tiled wall.

"Indeed, it's not," Victor said as his hands slid lower, pressingly firmly against her belly. "But it looks like you're filthy everywhere, Nurse Ingrid, and I feel the need to give you a thorough scrub."

He reached for the loofah sponge hanging from the faucet handle and then dragged it over her skin. Ingrid gasped at the delightfully rough texture, and at Victor's firm pressure against her body. She arched her back as he scrubbed her belly and thighs, and felt his cock pulse against the small of her back.

"I ... I am filthy," Ingrid groaned. "So exceptionally filthy. Please, make me clean ..."

Victor laughed, hooking an arm around her waist and lifting her until her toes barely touched the bottom of the tub. His cock slid lower, wedged between the cheeks of her ass, and he dragged the loofah between her legs. The sensation against her sensitive clit was almost too good, and Ingrid nearly climaxed against the stiff sponge.

"I'm going to scrub every inch of you, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said with a chuckle. He dropped the sprayer into the tub and reached his hand down to lift her thigh, pressing her knee against the wall and opening her channel to his searching fingers. She groaned under his touch, palms pressed flat to the tiles, cheek trembling against the wall.

"Yes," Ingrid gasped, "yes, make me ... make me shine, Victor ..."

"Oh, I will, Nurse Ingrid." Victor adjusted his hips behind her, tightening his grip across her belly, and she felt the spongy tip of his cock probing her slick, bare lips. "I'm going to make you glow."
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Chapter 4


Ingrid was still glowing when she and Victor arrived on Ward X, where Dr. Lipingtung was waiting impatiently, tapping her foot against the floor while she sat on a low wheeled stool. She scowled over her glasses as the two of them stepped into one of the patient rooms, where the bed sat surrounded by beeping, luminous monitors.

"It certainly took you two long enough," Dr. Lipintung said. She rose gracefully from the stool and strode across the room, a clipboard in her manicured fingers. "Did you stop for brunch?"

Brunch? thought Ingrid. That wouldn't have been a bad idea ... She realized suddenly that she'd had nothing to eat since grabbing a donut from the nurses' station counter on her way out of the hospital after her shift and her treatment, and her stomach rumbled its unhappiness with this state of affairs.

"I'm sorry, Dr. Lipintung," Victor said. "Nurse Ingrid needed a little ... persuading. I had to make her early return to the hospital seem worthwhile."

"And continuing our important work here isn't worthwhile enough for you, Nurse Ingrid?" Dr. Lipintung said, grasping Ingrid's chin in her fingers. "We're making critical progress that will bring relief and pleasure to so many people. Do you not understand that, Nurse Ingrid?"

"I ... I do, Dr. Lipintung," Ingrid said, struggling to keep her lips from quivering. "It is crucial work, and I am proud to be a part of it."

"Good," Dr. Lipintung said, releasing Ingrid's chin and then gently caressing her cheek with her fingertips. "That's very good, Nurse Ingrid."

Dr. Lipintung stepped away from Ingrid, running her eyes up and down Ingrid's body, her expression pensive. Then she said, "Strip, Nurse Ingrid. Now."

#

Ingrid shivered under the thin blue gown that barely concealed her nakedness while Dr. Lipintung affixed a band from which sprouted a tangle of colorful wires to Ingrid's head. Victor, meanwhile, strapped leather bands around her ankles, binding her to the bed.

"I will be taking measurements while you sleep," Dr. Lipintung had explained while urging Ingrid onto the bed. "I'm looking for the patterns of arousal that coincide with your circadian rhythms and assessing your subconscious and unconscious responsiveness to external stimuli. We will also assess the state of your dream life and its relation to the statistics we gather."

Ingrid sat up on her elbows, looking at Dr. Lipintung with wide-eyed distress. Her body tingled all over from the nervous arousal that always accompanied alarm and anxiety, and she feared she would come apart from the mere touch of Victor's hands on her ankles.

"You ... you will be able to see my dreams?" Ingrid asked, both astonished by the promise of the doctor's technology and ashamed of the depths of depravity that might be revealed.

"No, child," Dr. Lipintung said with a laugh, placing a gentle hand on Ingrid's shoulder. "Victor will wake you from time to time, depending on the readings provided by the monitors, and record your responses. He will also be providing external stimulation, in the form of prepared texts that he will read to you while you sleep."

"Oh, I see." Ingrid allowed the doctor to ease her back onto her pillow. She felt at once relieved and disappointed that she would not come away from Dr. Lipintung's experiment with a recording of her dreams that she could place side by side with her tape of Max Manselmsson's prodigious feats. Surely she could dream up passionate acts to rival the Swedish Wonder's ...

"And why ... why are you tying me down?" Ingrid asked, her voice nearly a whimper. She pulled her legs against the straps Victor had used to secure her to the bed, and they held fast. Her heart began to race, sending waves of nervous excitement through her body.

"We don't want you to injure yourself," Dr. Lipintung said. She ran a hand from Ingrid's knee to her ankle, then slipped a finger between the leather cuff and her skin. "It's not unusual for dreamers, when in a heightened state of excitement, to act out the visions in their minds. We want you to be secure here while the night progresses."

"Oh," Ingrid said, looking down at her prone body as the doctor adjusted the sheet across her legs and lap. She pulled at the straps again, testing their range and strength, and relaxed back against the pillow. Her pulse was still quick, and her arousal high, and she tried to steady herself with slow, deep breaths that quickly turned ragged. Victor took her hand gently in his and slipped a supple leather strap around her wrist.

"Now, all you need to do, my dear, is sleep," Dr. Lipintung said, carefully adjusting the contraption strapped across Ingrid's forehead.

"Sleep?" said Ingrid, suppressing a bitter laugh. "How do you expect me to sleep like this? In this state?"

"You aren't tired?"

"I'm exhausted, Dr. Lipintung," Ingrid gasped, fighting back the tears that stung the corners of her eyes. "But I'm ... agitated as well. And when I'm agitated ..."

"I see. And when you are in an agitated state, Nurse Ingrid, do you have calming strategies that help you to relax?"

"Well," said Ingrid, chewing her lip, "I sometimes make myself a warm bowl of välling, perhaps with a bit of honey ..."

"We certainly don't have any välling," Dr. Lipintung said with a laugh. She brushed a finger across Ingrid's cheek, catching a tear that was tracing a jagged line toward her chin. "What else, Nurse Ingrid? How else might you relax?"

"Well, sometimes, I ..." Ingrid felt her cheeks flare with heat, and she tried to tilt her head away from Dr. Lipintung's gaze, though the band attached to her prevented much movement. She took a deep breath. "If I feel especially aroused, and cannot sleep, I ... I help myself to ... I touch my ..."

Ingrid's voice trailed off in a shameful murmur.

"Then do that now, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Lipintung said. She lowered herself onto the stool beside the bed and rested her hand below Ingrid's belly, warm and soothing through the thin blue gown. "Touch yourself and relieve your arousal. It will help to calibrate the sensors to record the effects of a documented climax."

Ingrid squirmed, flitting her eyes toward her feet. Victor stood at the end of the bed, smiling down at her with dark eyes. The pink tip of his tongue darted across his lips, and Ingrid shivered.

"Nurse Victor is highly professional," Dr. Lipintung said, "just as you are. He will observe, and will not judge." Then she leaned close to Ingrid's ear and whispered, "Though I'm sure his judgment would be highly positive if he were to make one."

Ingrid's blush extended to her entire body, making her fingers and toes tingle. Dr. Lipintung took Ingrid's hand in hers and guided it gently between Ingrid's thighs. While Ingrid explored, tentatively, her tumescent arousal, the doctor's fingers ran lightly up and down her thighs. Ingrid's delicate bud stiffened, and she felt the petals of her sex bloom despite her embarrassment. She closed her eyes so she couldn't see the smile on Victor's lips, though the image of his hungry expression floated in her mind as the doctor urged her fingers lower.

"Good, Nurse Ingrid, very good," the doctor whispered, almost cooed, and Ingrid felt herself opening to Victor's gaze and Dr. Lipintung's gentle touch. The doctor's fingers joined her own at the entrance to her channel, and she felt the excitement swell and warm in the depths of her womb. "Give us a nice, big spasm for our records, and then surrender to sleep ..."
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Chapter 5


"There you are, little one," a voice whispered in Ingrid's ear. But the words were in Swedish — " lilla älskling," the voice called her — and startled Ingrid out of her sleep.

She turned her head, eyes shooting open, and saw a familiar, square-jawed face beside her pillow. She let out a gasp and asked, "Erik? Max? Who ... why ..."

In the room's dim light, she could see his bare chest and powerful arms. Shadows concealed his shape below his tapered waist, but Ingrid was certain that he was naked, and she could sense the electric charge of his arousal even in the darkness.

"Don't fret, darling," the man said, running a finger gently down her cheek and moving his mouth closer. Ingrid smelled his sweet scent and felt his warm breath on her skin. "I am whoever you want me to be."

Ingrid stared in wonder as his features shifted, oh so subtly, the dimple in his chin growing deeper like Erik's, then his eyes growing rounder like Max's. Only the smile — playful, inviting, hungry — stayed unchanged.

I must be dreaming, Ingrid thought, though the sheets around her legs and the man's hand stroking her cheek certainly felt real enough. She tried to reach out a hand to the stranger beside her bed, and found that her wrists were constrained as well, with straps like those that held down her legs.

The man leaned closer, his breath hot on Ingrid's ear, and she shuddered, making the bedframe rattle. His lips grazed Ingrid's throat, and she nearly shrieked.

A dream, or a nightmare. Ingrid squeezed her eyes shut and willed the dream to end, for darkness to wipe away the sensations coursing over her skin. The man's lips traced a hot line across her clavicle, and she felt his body's weight and heat against her shoulder.

"Are you feigning sleep, illa älskling?" the man asked. His voice was a low, rich rumble that Ingrid felt all the way to her toes. "Because we can tell by the way your heart pounds that you are very much awake."

Ingrid's eyes fluttered open, and she found herself staring into Erik's — or Max's? — sparkling blue eyes. She felt as if she was floating in their cold, deep wells as he leaned forward and brushed his lips gently against hers. Ingrid parted her lips, and he deepened the kiss, his mouth growing hot and hungry as he stole her breath and bit her lips and probed her teeth with his powerful tongue. Ingrid pulled at her restraints, arching her back off the mattress, and she felt the thin sheet slipping from her bare legs.

The man pulled back suddenly, leaving Ingrid gasping for air, and she watched with a mixture of horror and excitement as his subtly shifting features began to shake and shudder and split, one mouth becoming two, two eyes becoming four, until both Max and Erik hovered above her, nearly identical with their greedy, wicked smiles. She felt one man — the one with Max's face — climb onto the bed, knees on either side of her hips, while the other moved behind her, cradling her head against his bare belly, his fingers gently stroking her cheek.

"I'm so hungry," Max said, bending down to kiss her lips as Erik tilted her face to meet his lips. "And I think you're hungry, too, sötnos. I can feel your belly rumbling."

Max pressed his hand to Ingrid's quivering stomach, and she felt heat spreading through her core. She pulled against the restraints holding her to the bed, wishing she could wrap her limbs around his body and pull him to her. His hand ran a lazy circle over her body, grazing her bare mound before sliding up her flank and teasing the side of her breast. Ingrid's nipples stiffened.

"You should feed her, Erik," Max said as he lowered himself against Ingrid, his broad chest pressed to her tingling breasts. "Feed her a sweet little treat."

"But I don't have anything little to feed her," Erik said with a laugh that Ingrid could feel against the top of her head. "Or particularly sweet. I only have a large and savory delight for our sötnos."

"Then that will have to do," Max said. He slid his body along Ingrid's, his mouth moving across her breasts as his skin dragged hot against hers.

Max flicked his tongue against one stiff nipple, and then the other, but when Ingrid opened her mouth to cry out in delight, she felt something hot and spongy press against her lips. She blinked her eyes and saw Erik grinning down at her, a lecherous, leering expression on his face as he guided his hard cock into her mouth. Max's mouth had reached her quaking thighs, and Ingrid took Erik eagerly between her lips while Max's fingers toyed across her wet, supple lips, parting them so his lips could wrap gently around her aching, throbbing bud.

#

Ingrid let out a cry, arching her back and raising her hips, desperate for the touch of Max's mouth and the throb of Erik's cock between her lips, but she found only air. The bed rattled and shook under her, and Ingrid could feel the thin blue gown sticking to her breasts, slick with sweat.

"Relax," a soothing voice whispered, and Ingrid felt a hand gently touch her shoulder. She shuddered and fell back against the mattress, letting out a groan.

Another hand ran across her sweat-streaked brow, and Ingrid opened her eyes. It took a moment for her unfocused gaze to make sense of the face looking down at her: it was neither Max nor Erik, though the expression on the red lips and in the dark eyes seemed equally hungry as those her dream lovers wore.

"Victor," Ingrid whispered. Her throat felt tight and her lips were dry. "I ... they ..."

"Relax," Victor repeated. He reached across her to adjust the sheet that had slipped down her body, and his arm grazed her breasts. Her nipples tented the thin, nearly transparent gown, and Ingrid let out a gasp.

"I ... I was ... they both ..."

"You were dreaming, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said. He reached toward a table that Ingrid could barely see out of the corner of her eye, retrieving a clipboard and a pen before settling onto the stool beside the bed. "And you need to tell me about it."

"About my dream?"

Ingrid felt her cheeks flush, recalling the sensation of Erik's cock pulsing against her tongue, of Max's lips tugging at her stiff clit, of their bodies warm and hard above her as she lay helpless and needy in the bed.

"Everything, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said, smiling at her over the clipboard as he held his pen poised above it. "Spare me no detail."
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Chapter 6


"What ... what does it mean?" Ingrid asked when she finished telling Victor about the dream. It had seemed so real, vivid and visceral, and she expected Max and Erik to return at any moment to finish the delightful ménage à trois they had started.

Victor shrugged, setting the clipboard and pen back on the table and then wheeling the stool closer to the bed. He leaned over Ingrid and put his cool, dry hand against her ruddy cheek.

"I have no idea," Victor said. "I'm not the doctor — Lipintung and Tikelmeister will have to interpret it, along with the readings from the devices." He reached up to adjust the strap across Ingrid's forehead, and she could feel the weight of the crown bristling with wires on her head. "But I can say that the monitors were beeping and flashing pretty wildly for a few minutes there."

Ingrid sighed and squirmed. The damp fabric of the thin blue gown itched against her skin — she wanted to be naked, to feel the cool air on her breasts, to feel Victor's fingers soothing her flushed, sweat-slick skin ...

"Have ... have you worked long for Dr. Lipintung?" Ingrid asked. "You don't seem like a typical nurse ..."

Victor chuckled and ran his hand over his dark hair, which glistened in the green glow of the monitors arrayed behind him.

"I'm not typical at all, Nurse Ingrid," he said. "Nor am I really a nurse, to be honest. I just provide the doctors with some ... insights ... that they find useful."

"What kinds of insights?"

"Experiential insights," Victor said. He reached toward the table again, retrieving a cloth which he pressed against Ingrid's brow; it was cool and smooth and a little damp, and she let out a sigh. "I'm a ... field practitioner, I suppose you could say. They find my more colorful stories are helpful in grounding their clinical observations."

"Stories?" Ingrid asked, turning her cheek into the cloth as Victor pulled it gently down the side of her face. She smiled and closed her eyes. "What kinds of stories? Will you ... tell me one?"

"Well," Victor said as he dragged the cool cloth over Ingrid's neck, "Dr. Lipintung provided me with some prepared texts that I'm supposed to read to you ..."

Ingrid shook her head.

"No, I don't want that," she said, lifting her shoulder from the mattress to urge Victor's cloth to move lower. She shivered when it brushed her clavicle, and she felt a trickle of moisture between her breasts. "I want your story, Victor ... tell me a story that Dr. Lipintung would like."

"Well, I suppose," Victor said. She heard the stool squeak as he shifted his weight and felt him move closer to her. "I could tell you a little about Max Manselmsson if you'd like, from a time we worked together on a little movie ..."

#

"Any normal man would have been done for," Victor said, "but Max is no normal man — he's got the stamina of a bull."

Ingrid bit her lip, struggling not to let the groan she was holding back escape her lips for fear that it would distract Victor from the story he was telling. And from the tortuously light and sensual dance his fingers were making against her bare breasts.

"Just picture it," Victor said with a far-off tone to his voice, as if he were imagining some great vista laid out before him. "There's Max, pounding away behind Vikki Viper, the gangbang queen herself, who's bent over Gunnar Hawk, swallowing his massive rod, when Sally Skwirtz slides between his legs and starts sucking his balls. I'd have shot my load into Vikki the second Sally's tongue hit my sack, but not Max ... no ma'am, not Max Manselmsson ..."

Ingrid shivered when Victor's thumb ran a circle around her stiff, aching nipple. He had opened her gown and slid the sheet down to her knees while telling his story, and the cool air on her blushing skin felt almost as delightful as his fingers skittering lightly across her breasts.

She closed her eyes and tried to picture the scene Victor described. Most of the participants were strangers to her — Gunnar, Sally, Vikki — but she could certainly imagine Max Manselmsson, his neck corded with strain and his hips smacking against a rounded, upturned ass. She recalled the video she had purchased that morning, in which two women made sensuous love to Max and his rigid cock, and she wondered if either of them were Sally or Vikki — Ingrid hadn't bothered to read the credits that flashed up on the screen as she settled onto the couch, her eyes cared only to feast on Max Manselmsson's beautiful form.

"The two of them, Max and Gunnar, were locked in a sort of competition," Victor continued, "staring at each other as Vikki knelt between them, her pussy pulsing around Max's shaft while she took Gunnar deep in her throat. Every thrust sent her mouth further down Gunnar's rod, and the spit pouring out of Vikki's mouth glistened in the lights shining down on the bed."

Ingrid let the groan escape, unable to hold back, and she heard Victor chuckle. The hand at her breasts slid lower, pressing against her belly, while with his other hand he dragged a finger over her lips. Ingrid let her mouth fall open, and he slipped a finger past her teeth. She took it between her lips and sucked, recalling the too vivid sensation of Erik Johanssen's cock in her dream, as Victor's other hand slid lower, lower, lower ...

"Sally was lying on her back," Victor continued, his voice growing husky, "her head up between Max's thighs and her feet dangling off the edge of the bed. She was flicking her nub with her fingers, and her pussy was glowing with slick nectar — god, I wanted to slide my cock in there, but I needed to save my load for the next scene ..."

Ingrid sucked hungrily at Victor's finger. She pictured the cock he had revealed to her at Elsa's apartment, with its rainbow spiral of ink running up its length, and recalled how it had felt pushing into her as he pressed her against the tiles in the shower, hot water streaming over her skin. His fingers had found the source of her heat now, and were gently probing the aching petals that bloomed beneath his touch. She had not known then that Victor was in fact a comrade of Max Mandelsson, a star of erotic cinema in his own right, but now she felt doubly grateful to be enjoying his talents and skills.

"Gunnar was the first to blow," Victor said as he pushed one finger deeper into Ingrid's mouth and another into her slick channel. Ingrid moaned around Victor's probing digit and raised her hips to meet his hand. "And Vikki took it like a champ, barely blinked when he emptied that thick, steaming load into her mouth. Max grabbed onto her ass and pounded her even harder; I could hear his skin slapping against hers, and it made me hard as a rock."

Ingrid strained against the cuffs binding her wrists and ankles to the bed; she could hear the frame rattle and creak. A second finger joined the first inside her channel, pushing deeper, stroking the sensitive bundle of nerves that throbbed in her core. She sucked at Victor's finger, feeling spittle dribble down her chin.

"Then Max let out a roar and pulled himself out of Vikki," Victor said. His fingers were fucking Ingrid now, moving rapidly in and out, and she could feel her climax building in her belly. Ingrid strained and pushed, trying to force Victor's fingers to move deeper, harder, faster ...

"And that's enough of that," Victor said, suddenly taking his hands from their intimate explorations of Ingrid's body. She gasped and moaned, arching off the mattress, body shuddering on the very edge of climax. She brought her teeth together hard, snapping at nothing but air, but wishing she could catch his hand in a vicious snap.

"Oh please," Ingrid groaned, moving her hips from side to side, her gown hanging loose and open. "Please, Victor ..."

"Hush, now, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said, though his voice, too, was ragged with want. His hand pressed against her brow, no longer cool and soothing; Ingrid could feel the heat of his arousal pulsing beneath his skin. "If Dr. Lipintung had seen us, she would have been quite annoyed — that was not part of her protocol."

"Fuck the protocol," Ingrid hissed, straining hard against the straps. She writhed against the sheets, damp with her arousal, need gnawing at her brain. "I am so close ..."

"Oh, I know," Victor said, glancing back at the monitors behind him. Ingrid watched through tear-blurred eyes as jagged lines danced across the screens and a single red light pulsed in time with the aching throb of her clit. "And if we'd tipped these devices over the edge, it would have ruined the doctor's study. You need to sleep again, Nurse Ingrid, sleep and dream ..."

Ingrid gritted her teeth, fury blazing in her cheeks. She could hear nothing but the blood raging in her ears and the rattle of the bedframe as she struggled against her restraints.
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Chapter 7


"All of the readings are well within the desired range," a voice hummed in Ingrid's ears. "Not too high, not too low ..."

She fluttered her eyes, still stinging with tears, and looked frantically around the room. The shadows were longer and deeper now, and the bank of monitors glowed softly. Victor was nowhere to be seen.

"Precise application of stimulation will ensure the subject's balance," said the voice. It seemed to be coming from the foot of the bed, though Ingrid could see no one else in the room.

The voice had a mechanical tone, almost like the quiet buzz of the monitors. It carried no emotional inflection, no variation in volume or pitch; it was perfectly modulated, a low and steady drone that filled Ingrid's ears, nearly lulling her back to sleep.

"Who ... who is there?" Ingrid asked. She tried to sit up, but found that the straps on her wrists and ankles still held her fast. Her heart began to race with apprehension, and she felt the frustrated arousal welling again in her belly.

"The subject's readings have increased with her growing anxiety," the voice said, still steady and low. "Application of countervailing stimulation will commence in three ... two ... one ..."

A painful pinch sent a jolt up from Ingrid's thighs, drawing a cry from her lips, and she was suddenly aware of a weight against her belly. She strained to look down, and saw a smooth, white shape rising up from between her legs. It looked almost like a billiard ball, perfectly round and featureless, borne on a narrow metallic stalk that moved supplely into the air.

"The readings are in balance again," the voice said, clearer now — it seemed to emanate from the globe that was stretching toward Ingrid's face on the end of its flexible neck. "Stasis will be maintained now by the alternating feedback routine."

Another stalk rose up from between Ingrid's legs and snaked along her belly and over her left breast. At its tip was a soft, fluffy ball — she could feel it tickling over her skin — and it began to circle her stiff nipple. Ingrid sighed at its soothing touch and felt warmth flooding her core again.

Until an arcing blue spark shot out from the fluffy ball, stinging Ingrid's flesh with a crackling hiss. She suddenly recalled the device Dr. Lipintung had strapped to her before last night's shift, the diabolical machine that hummed and buzzed between her legs, sending alternating shocks and caresses all night until her heightened arousal had finally defeated its circuitry and worn it down to a mere lump of plastic and steel.

"What are you?" Ingrid demanded when she could catch her breath again. "What are you doing to me?"

"The subject's agitation is triggering her arousal response again," the voice said. The white ball moved higher, nestling between her breasts, and she felt another electric shock sting her nipple. "Previous interactions with the subject suggest that moving through this state may best be accomplished through a counterintuitive application of significantly increased pleasure."

Ingrid let out a sharp cry and arched her back, making the metal bedframe groan, as the most intense surge of physical pleasure wracked her body. Hidden from her view, nestled between her thighs, the — thing, the device, the robot lover — applied the most perfect suction to her aching clitoris while simultaneously filling her channel with a throbbing sensation as if she were being penetrated by the hardest tempered steel encased in the smoothest, softest silk. Her vision blurred and her body shuddered as Ingrid came completely, inexorably, perhaps indelibly undone.

When the blazing swirls of color finally subsided from her mind, and the klaxon-loud ringing in her ears dissipated to a dull, mindless roar, Ingrid collapsed bonelessly onto the bed. She blinked, rolling her eyes wildly in their sockets as she struggled to make sense of the shadows and lights flashing across her vision. When she was able at last to focus, she found the white, glowing globe was poised just centimeters from the tip of her nose, swaying slowly back and forth as if it were the eyeball of some deep ocean fish mounted on a slender stalk, surveying the state of some prey it had subdued with a powerful dose of its wicked venom. Ingrid opened her mouth and tried to speak, but could only croak drily as spittle trickled from her lips.

"In assessing the subject's state," the disembodied voice intoned, "we determine that achieving an intense release of orgasmic energy has had the desired effect of temporarily stilling her anxious condition, achieving a perfect condition of balance."

And Ingrid had to admit that the voice was correct; she was in a perfect condition of balance, or at least a state of such complete exhaustion that her racing mind was at last at rest. She knew that she should feel anxiety, if not outright terror, with the device's unblinking eye hovering above her face and its many unseen and apparently quite powerful appendages poised to inflict even more intense sensations upon her; but all she truly felt was peace.

Is this what I've truly craved all along? Ingrid wondered as her robot lover gently caressed her cheek with its long, flexible appendage. She could feel it withdrawing slowly from her still quivering channel, a thousand tiny prickles dancing over her most sensitive flesh, drawing forth the last shivers of her arousal. To be known, to be touched, to be brought beyond the limits of pleasure, and then to be left an empty, satiated shell?

The device hummed, a sound that made Ingrid imagine a lover satisfied with the satisfaction he has delivered, and lowered its radiant globe to her breast. Ingrid longed to stroke its smooth surface, soothing the thing that had soothed her, but with her wrists still bound to the bedframe, all she could do was sigh and let oblivion pull her into its tender embrace.

#

"Fascinating," said the familiar voice that drew Ingrid back to the void with a start.

Her eyes flew open, and for a moment she thought she was staring once again into her robot lover's radiant globe, but the light was far too bright and far too harsh. Ingrid blinked and tried to turn her head to the side, but a hand at her cheek gently but firmly turned her face toward the blinding circle of light.

Then she heard a quiet click, and the light disappeared, leaving her in a darkness broken by flashes of red and yellow as her eyes recovered from the bright assault.

"Your readings, as ever, are far beyond the limits of my crude devices' abilities to measure," the voice — Dr. Lipintung's — said. "Even after the calibration session before the study began in earnest, you've pushed every measurement into ranges I never dreamed possible. You are a wonder, Ingrid Igelstöm, a wonder and a bit of a terror."

Ingrid tried to sit up, but found that she was still bound to the bedframe. She grunted as she pulled at the restraints, suddenly furious at the bonds that held her fast. She blinked rapidly, still blinded by the light that Dr. Lipintung had shone in her eyes, and swore under her breath as she struggled.

"Nurse Ingrid, please," Dr. Lipintung said, her voice low and soothing. Though Ingrid certainly did not feel soothed at all. "You must try to relax, or you'll certainly injure yourself."

"Let me go!" Ingrid spat, rattling the bedframe again with her exertions. "What have you done to me? Why are you still keeping me here? Let me go!"

"Victor," Dr. Lipintung said with a sigh, can you please undo Nurse Ingrid's wrists? But please be careful to stay clear of her hands, I fear she may lash out."

Ingrid felt strong hands grasp her arm, and then heard a clicking sound. Feeling her hand suddenly free, she did lash out, swinging a wild fist out toward the side of the bed, but she felt only empty air. Then a hand grasped her other arm, and the leather strap around that wrist fell away as well. With a roar, Ingrid sat up, first swinging her arms in frenzied fervor, and then wrapping them across her bare breasts, grasping her elbows in her hands and trembling as her fingers tingled with the sudden rush of blood back into her veins.

A hand gently stroked her cheek, and Ingrid turned her head, teeth gnashing fiercely, trying to catch a finger between them. But when that brave hand brushed across her lips and held her quivering chin, Ingrid suddenly felt the urge to kiss the unseen fingers that caressed her mouth instead of snapping them off. A sob shuddered through her, and Ingrid let her head fall against a firm, warm chest as arms gently cradled her.
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Chapter 8


"Ican certainly see the reactions triggered by the first dream in the data," Dr. Lipintung said, peering over her glasses at a stack of fanfold paper that one of the monitors had noisily produced. "Remarkable measurements, truly remarkable, and in such a short time ..."

Ingrid's vision had nearly recovered, marred only by occasional blurred red and yellow splotches. Dr. Lipintung sat on the stool beside the bed, her eyes scanning the numbers and lines that represented Ingrid's restless, dream-filled sleep. Victor stood behind Ingrid, still cradling her head against his chest, his hands gently kneading her stiff, aching shoulders. She sighed and tried to relax, recalling the sensation of bliss she had felt after the robot lover in her dream had brought her to climax. Even if it was only a dream, even if there was no robot but the one that hummed and buzzed in her imagination, the sensation still seemed very real.

"Tell me about that first dream, please, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Lipintung said. She raised her face to look at Ingrid and pushed her glasses up the bridge of her long, narrow nose.

Ingrid felt her cheeks flush, and she was glad that Victor had removed the crown of wires from her head, so it wasn't feeding more of her responses to the bank of murmuring monitors beside the bed. She could still picture the faces of Erik and Max as they separated from the disquieting composite visage — she would surely see that moment in many nightmares to come — and feel the touch of their hands on her willing body. Not to mention the vividly imagined taste of Erik's cock sliding over her tongue as Max knelt between her quivering thighs ...

"It ... it was just a dream, Dr. Lipintung," Ingrid said. "Just some passing fancy my mind conjured. I can barely recall ..."

"Mere passing fancies," Dr. Lipintung said, jabbing a graceful finger against the papers folded on her lap, "don't result in numbers like these, Nurse Ingrid. I've almost never seen such a rapid and sustained increase in all of the indicators of arousal: your pulse rate, your respiration, your vaginal lubrication ..."

The tips of Ingrid's ears burned. The numbers reveal how wet the dream made me?

"I recorded the subject's ... Nurse Ingrid's ... initial reports of the dream, Dr. Lipintung," Victor said. He squeezed Ingrid's shoulder reassuringly, and she sighed as she leaned against him.

"I'm aware," Dr. Lipintung said, removing her glasses with a flourish and waving them in the air. "And I'm sure your notes on her initial report are perfectly adequate. But I would like to hear the account in the subject's own words."

Ingrid stammered, "I ... I barely recall, Dr. Lipintung, the images are a blur ..."

"I doubt that very much," said the doctor. "The intensity of these responses suggest that this dream is embedded deeply in your conscious mind. I'd be surprised if it doesn't leave a permanent mark on your psyche, Nurse Ingrid."

"But ... but truly, I ..."

"You are stalling, Nurse Ingrid. Which tells me that you almost certainly have total recall of this dream. So, from the beginning, please — who came to you in this dream?"

#

" ... and that was when Victor woke me," Ingrid said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Over the course of recounting her dream to Dr. Lipintung — the way the Erik/Max figure had split in two, the fondling and caressing, the delicious sensation of taking Erik's cock into her mouth while Max's tongue lapped her flowing nectar — Victor's hands had moved from her shoulders to her breasts to her belly. Now he held one breast in a large, strong hand, gently twisting her nipple between finger and thumb, while his other hand slipped beneath the sheet to graze tantalizingly across her smooth, hairless mound. Her nectar was flowing again, drawn down by the arousing images dancing through her mind, and by Victor's sure and skillful touch.

"Fascinating," Dr. Lipintung said, her eyes flitting between Ingrid's breasts and the papers on her lap. Her fidgeting fingers had unbuttoned the top of her blue silk blouse while Ingrid spoke and now tugged distractedly at the black lace brassiere just visible through her open shirt. "Oh, I wish we could visualize and externalize your dream experiences for closer scrutiny; the beautiful, filthy images that play through your mind are most tantalizing."

"Does ... does the dream mean anything?" Ingrid asked.

Dr. Lipintung shrugged, which caused her shirt to open a little further. Ingrid bit her lip at the sight of her soft, full breasts, barely contained behind black lace.

"I'll have to consult Dr. Tikelmeister on that," Dr. Lipintung said. "He's the Freudian when it comes to dreams, always searching for 'meaning' and 'significance.' My approach is far more behavioral — I want to know how the dream makes you feel, and how it affects your physical response."

The doctor spun on her stool and wheeled herself closer to Ingrid, resting a hand on her still-cuffed ankle. Ingrid shivered and leaned against Victor, whose fingers were moving lower now, teasing the spot just above her stiff, pulsing bud.

"How did the dream make you feel, Ingrid?" the doctor asked, giving Ingrid's calf a squeeze. Her hand slipped higher, brushing her thigh.

"I ... I was aroused, certainly," Ingrid said. "But also ... frustrated."

"Frustrated?"

"Victor woke me before ... before the dream was consummated." Ingrid felt her cheeks grow warm and looked down to see her blush extending over her chest. Victor gave her nipple a firm tug, and she let out a little gasp. "I would have liked for it to continue."

"Do you think it would have continued? To consummation?"

Dr. Lipintung's hand rose higher on Ingrid's thigh, resting lightly on her trembling flesh, while Victor's fingers moved lower, gently touching the blooming flower of her coral lips. She sighed and closed her eyes.

"I think so," Ingrid said at last. "It certainly seemed to be moving in that direction ... it felt so real, Dr. Lipintung ..."

"And were you aware that you were dreaming?"

Ingrid bit her lip and nodded. Victor's fingers dancing over her slick lips, his thumb teasing the very tip of her clit, had stolen her voice.

"Both lucid and vivid," the doctor said. Her eyes were locked on Ingrid's, but her fingers had joined Victor's in their gentle, tantalizing exploration of her arousal. "You are certainly a wonder, Nurse Ingrid. Oh, if I could have just a moment inside your mind to explore all its delightful crannies ..."

Victor and the doctor were exploring the delightful crannies between Ingrid's legs now, and she felt herself approaching the release that had seemed so unattainable throughout this strange session. She held her breath and squeezed her eyes shut, hoping to keep the impending climax a secret until it was unavoidable and her tormenters had no choice but to let her climb to the zenith of delight.

"And did Victor read you the prepared text?" Dr. Lipintung asked.

"About that, doctor," Victor said, an apologetic tone in his voice. "We ... may have broken protocol, just a little bit."
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Chapter 9


"Victor," Dr. Lipintung said, a scolding tone in her voice, "those texts were very carefully selected and curated for this study."

"With all due respect, Dr. Lipintung," Victor said, giving Ingrid's stiff nipple a firm squeeze while his other hand jostled with the doctor's between Ingrid's legs, "those texts are just pages from Dr. Tikelmeister's collection of smutty paperbacks."

"Carefully selected and curated collection of smutty paperbacks," said Dr. Lipintung. She rolled her stool closer to the bed and braced a foot on the floor to provide more leverage for her questing fingers. Ingrid felt sweat on her brow, and her chin began to tremble at the delightful sensations Victor and Dr. Lipintung were drawing from her core.

"In the moment," Victor said, "I determined that hearing a personal anecdote that paralleled her reported dream would have a beneficial effect on the subject."

Dr. Lipintung let out a sigh and stood, looming over Ingrid. Her full breasts, straining against her blue silk shirt and black lace brassiere, brushed Ingrid's cheek as her fingers slipped past the entrance of Ingrid's hungry channel. Ingrid groaned and let her head rest against the pillowy softness Dr. Lipintung offered.

"And what 'personal anecdote' did you offer the subject?" Dr. Lipintung asked. She was leaning into Ingrid now, pressing Ingrid into Victor's chest, trapping the trembling nurse between their bodies.

"Just a little story about Max Manselmsson," Victor said, his voice low and husky, "and Vikki Viper."

Dr. Lipintung sighed, a sound that hovered between exasperation and arousal. Ingrid nudged her face into the doctor's open shirt and pressed her nose between the doctor's breasts, inhaling the sweetness and tang of her warm flesh.

"Sometimes," Dr. Lipintung said, "I regret that Max Manselmsson ever came into Dr. Tikelmeister's orbit."

"But without Max," said Victor, "you wouldn't have met me. And haven't I been a useful assistant in your research, Dr. Lipintung?"

"Useful, maybe," Dr. Lipintung said with a laugh. Her fingers danced inside Ingrid, making it difficult for the young nurse to pay attention to the conversation going on around her. "But often confounding. I take it the story had an arousing effect on our subject?"

"Oh, I should say so," said Victor. "Keeping her on the brink without letting her tip over required all my willpower. She was a taut string on the verge of snapping by the time I reluctantly stepped away."

"She seems still to be vibrating at quite a high frequency," said Dr. Lipintung. Ingrid panted against the doctor's chest, nuzzling against the lace of her bra; blood pounded in her ears and her legs trembled, making the straps around her ankles rattle the bedframe.

"I think we can increase that frequency, Dr. Lipintung," Victor said. Ingrid felt a sharp jolt of pleasurable pain when he pinched her stiff nipple, and she gasped into Dr. Lipintung's bosom. "I don't think any of your devices can measure the limits of this one's potential excitement ..."

"Just ... just let me make sure the sensors are connected," Dr. Lipintung said, her voice unsteady when Ingrid's tongue grazed the swell of her breast. "I don't want to go to all the work of stimulating the subject and miss the opportunity to collect critical data."

The doctor pushed away from Ingrid, her face flushed, and reached an unsteady hand toward Ingrid's wrist. Out of the corner of her eye, Ingrid saw Victor reaching for a cable dangling from one of the monitors beside the bed. She shivered as Victor and the doctor conspired to slip a rubber sleeve over her finger. Ingrid was ready to surrender to whatever cruel experiment and nefarious monitoring Dr. Lipintung and Victor had in store for her, if it meant at last reaching a release she had so far experienced only in a strange and troubled dream.

"And what exactly are you doing to my patient and colleague, Dr. Lipintung?"

A voice sounded from the doorway behind Dr. Lipintung and Victor, and through blurry eyes no longer able to focus, Ingrid saw Dr. Tikelmeister, a stern look on his handsome face, striding into the room.

#

"Her vitals are extremely elevated," Dr. Tikelmeister said, looping his stethoscope behind his neck as he straightened, "perhaps dangerously so, Dr. Lipintung."

"She was never in the slightest danger, Dr. Tikelmeister, and you know it," Dr. Lipintung snapped, crossing her arms over her still-open blouse.

After storming into the room, Dr. Tikelmeister had placed a soothing hand on Ingrid's forehead and then bent to press the cool bell of his stethoscope to her flushed chest. Now she sat trembling, her blue gown open and twisted around her torso, breasts bare, arousal still coursing through her veins. If anything, she was even more aroused now, as the tension crackled between the two doctors hovering over her bed.

"Ingrid is hardly a delicate hothouse flower, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung continued. "Indeed, she's a specimen of incredible resilience and fortitude — we need to learn all we can from her body's responses to stimulation so we can bring that knowledge to bear for the good of all our patients."

"We still don't know the limits her body can handle, Dr. Lipintung. You're recklessly pushing the margins of arousal here, all in your foolhardy quest for knowledge. Why, I should bring you up before the board ..."

There was something bitter in the tone of Dr. Lipintung's laugh, Ingrid thought, though her thinking was definitely cloudy at the moment. Though Victor and Dr. Lipintung had both stopped their stimulating explorations of her body, she still tingled with excitement.

"You'd never dare, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung said. "You don't want to invite the board's scrutiny onto your work, either — you and your naughty little fiefdom of 'Ward X' ..."

"As though you weren't piggybacking on my breakthroughs," Dr. Tikelmeister hissed, "while also poaching from my staff."

"Victor is much more fulfilled working with me," said Dr. Lipintung, reaching out a hand to brush Victor's shoulder while he stood beside Ingrid's bed. "Aren't you, Victor?"

Before Victor could answer, Ingrid let out a low moan and sank against the pillows, her legs trembling and her head spinning. The monitor to which her finger was tethered let out a shriek, followed by a series of shrill beeps. Dr. Tikelmeister leapt backward, his stethoscope clattering to the floor, and gripped the metal railing of the bed.

"Confound it, Lipintung," Dr. Tikelmeister said, pointing an accusing finger at the monitor. Ingrid struggled to turn her head, and through blurry eyes saw the jagged green lines on the black screen leap up and the fall back more sharply than the peaks of Kebnekaise rising from the Tjäktjavagge valley. "I told you that you were placing Nurse Ingrid in peril with this reckless vexation. I've never seen such intense erotic amplitude!"

"If only I'd had the opportunity to improve my devices to measure this range of response in all its subtlety," Dr. Lipintung whispered under her breath, barely noticing Ingrid's body twitching on the sweat-soaked sheets.

"There's nothing to do but bring her to a sustained peak of arousal," Dr. Tikelmeister said, his hands leaping to the buttons of his shirt, "so she can be brought safely to post-coital repose."

"And you think you can do that?" said Dr. Lipintung, turning a mocking leer at her colleague.

"I've done it before," Dr. Tikelmeister said, throwing his shirt aside and reaching for the buckle of his belt, "and I'll do it again. It's Ingrid's only hope for a return to any state of normalcy."

Ingrid sighed and twisted on the bed, her flimsy gown sticking to her sweat-slick skin. Dr. Tikelmeister stepped out of his black slacks, grasped the waistband of his briefs, and tugged down sharply to reveal an erection already primed to relieve Ingrid's most urgent symptoms. She lay back in a swoon as the doctor climbed onto the bed and knelt between her thighs, prepared to administer his vital therapy.
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Chapter 10


"Oh, Dr. Tikelmeister!" Ingrid gasped as the first stroke of his treatment hit the mark. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the jagged lines on the monitor suddenly leap and become a single, steady pulse along the top of the black screen.

Dr. Lipintung stood beside the bed, her eyes darting between the monitor and the scene being played out on the sweat-soaked sheets. Ingrid moaned, wordless sounds pouring from her mouth, while Dr. Tikelmeister worked at a steady, unhurried pace, his eyes locked on Ingrid's face.

"The convulsive force of the subject's response is ... quite intense," Dr. Tikelmeister sighed, taking his weight on his hands on either side of Ingrid's hips as he shifted the angle and depth of his penetration. "She's ... oh, my, she's ... responding very powerfully ..."

"It's that clenching action, isn't it?" Victor said. He was standing on the other side of the bed, eyes from Ingrid's eyes to her toes and back, a sly smile on his face. "I could barely keep myself from finishing the first time she squeezed me."

"You ... you provided a ... treatment to the subject?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked, his voice quavering with the effort to maintain control of his own response.

"Oh, yes, indeed," answered Victor. "When I went to collect her for the study, we banged in the shower."

"That ... was not ... an authorized therapy ..."

"Maybe not, but it was the only way I could convince her to come with me."

"You are ... incorrigible, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Tikelmeister grunted, smiling down at her in spite of himself. Ingrid opened her mouth to answer him, perhaps in defense of her willful modification of her own treatment plan, but another wave of climax rushed suddenly through her body and all she could do was wail with delight.

"This sustained arousal is ... incredible," Dr. Lipintung said, her voice husky and low. She traced a finger along the monitor, following the pulsing green line that shivered across the black screen. "I've never seen anything like this duration of peak agitation."

"Yes, incredible," Dr. Tikelmeister gasped, "incorrigible ... insatiable ..."

He closed his eyes, the cords of his neck standing in sharp relief as he lifted his chin toward the ceiling. Ingrid could feel his cock throb within her, quivering against her trembling flesh, as she contracted around him again, and again, and again. With a roar, Dr. Tikelmeister released a flood of steaming spunk into Ingrid's womb and then collapsed, twitching, against her heaving, flushed, and shimmering body.

#

"Dr. Tikelmeister, thank goodness I've found you!"

A stranger's voice jolted Ingrid from her blissful doze, and she lifted her head from the pillow to look over Dr. Tikelmeister's shoulder toward the door. A dark-haired man stood in the doorway, dressed in a lavender shirt and black tie. He wore a white coat like the one Dr. Tikelmeister had discarded before administering Ingrid's treatment, but without the Tender Mercy Hospital logo on the front pocket.

"Dr. Coxwell, we're in the midst of a critical treatment and analyzing proprietary data," Dr. Lipintung said, looking up from the fanfold stack of paper piled on the bed beside Dr. Tikelmeister's bare foot. "Surely this can wait until Dr. Tikelmeister's normal office hours."

Dr. Tikelmeister made a sighing sound against Ingrid's neck, a trickle of drool escaping from his trembling lips. Ingrid ran her fingers through the doctor's hair, worried that somehow she had caused him injury during their treatment. Her final contractions had been particularly powerful — her abdominal muscles still burned, as if she had engaged in an especially vigorous svensk rörelse session — and her first three nights on Ward X had demonstrated to her how fragile the male system could be.

Dr. Tikelmeister groaned and slowly rolled off of Ingrid, then struggled to sit up on the bed beside her. His skin was warm and flushed, and he was blinking rapidly as he looked toward the stranger who was now approaching the bed. Ingrid was relieved to see that his penis, though rapidly losing its tumescence, appeared undamaged by the animated treatment he had provided and Ingrid's powerful response.

"I apologize for my current state, Dr. Coxwell," Dr. Tikelmeister said, shaking his head as if to clear his mind. "As Dr. Lipintung explained, we were engaged in a treatment session ..."

"So it would seem," Dr. Coxwell said, arching an eyebrow as his eyes ran up and down Ingrid's and Dr. Tikelmeister's naked bodies. "I should hope the treatment was successful."

"Oh, yes!" Ingrid said, smiling enthusiastically. "Oh, very successful, indeed!" Then she glanced over at Dr. Tikelmeister, who was looking at her with a furrowed brow. "At least, I believe it to have been successful, but I suppose that Dr. Tikelmeister will need to assess me further ..."

"Nothing would please me more than to observe your ... assessment techniques, Dr. Tikelmeister," said Dr. Coxwell, "but I have a matter of some urgency that requires your consultation and, quite possibly, your assistance."

Dr. Tikelmeister nodded and swung his legs off the side of the bed. His knees were unsteady when he placed his feet on the floor, and he had to steady himself with a hand on Ingrid's shoulder. Ingrid bit her lip, trembling slightly at his touch; while she felt quite content in the aftermath of her treatment, the therapy seemed to have sapped the doctor's energy.

"What seems to be so urgent, Coxwell, that it can't wait for me to finish with my patient?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked. He appeared to be regaining his composure, and drew himself up to his full height while addressing Dr. Coxwell.

"It's Max," Dr. Coxwell said. "Max Manselmsson ..."

"Oh!" said Ingrid, pushing herself up to sit with the pillow against her back. "Oh, I know Max Manselmsson! I mean ... I don't really know him personally, but I know of him ..."

Dr. Tikelmeister turned to shoot a silencing glare at Ingrid, then turned again to face Dr. Coxwell. Ingrid put her fingers to her lips, suppressing a giggle at the absurd image before her of the fully-clothed Dr. Coxwell facing the naked Dr. Tikelmeister, though neither seemed to find the situation at all strange.

"Dr. Coxwell is Max's personal physician," Victor whispered, leaning down until his lips were almost against Ingrid's ear. "He was a colleague of Tikelmeister and Lipintung before going into private practice."

"I see," Ingrid said, nodding gravely. She could see now in the men's stances, both with arms crossed over their chests and jaws set firmly, that there was an air of rivalry between them.

"And what is the problem with Max Manselmsson that you're unable to address without my help?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked.

"I didn't say that I'm not able to address the situation," said Dr. Coxwell, a note of annoyance in his voice. "It's just ... it's an unusual situation, Dr. Tikelmeister, and I want a second expert to review the circumstances."

"If Dr. Tikelmeister won't assist," Dr. Lipintung said, rising to her feet and slipping her glasses off, "I would certainly be willing to consider your case."

"Thank you, Dr. Lipintung," said Dr. Coxwell, turning to her with a smile. "I may want both of your assessments, actually."

"And where is Mr. Manselmsson?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked. "Did you bring him with you?"

Dr. Coxwell shook his head. "He's at Wolfgang Zemper's property — on set. He refuses to leave, even though in his current condition he's of no use there at all."

"And what condition is that?" Dr. Lipintung asked.

"It looks for all the world like a case of impotentia nervosa," Dr. Coxwell said, "though with some unique presentations."

"And I assume you tried the usual interventions?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked.

Dr. Coxwell sighed. "All of them, and none of them have worked. He's quite distraught, as you can imagine, and Wolfie isn't making it any better."

"I don't typically do house calls, Dr. Coxwell," Dr. Tikelmeister said, reaching down for the white coat that he had tossed on the floor while preparing for Ingrid's treatment.

"And I wouldn't ask you to, Dr. Tikelmeister, if this situation weren't so dire."

Dr. Tikelmeister sighed and pulled the coat on over his naked torso. Then he turned to Ingrid.

"I'll finish your assessment later, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Tikelmeister said. "But right now, let's find you a uniform so you can assist me with whatever foolishness Dr. Coxwell has stumbled into."
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Chapter 1


The uniform Dr. Tikelmeister found for Ingrid was ill-fitting, to say the least. It pinched at her hips when she slid herself into the stiff cotton fabric, and she was barely able to pull the buttons closed against the swell of her breasts. When she bent over to pick up the white cap the doctor had set on the chair in the Ward X room where she had been receiving her treatment, she felt the hem rise up the backs of her thighs, threatening to reveal her round, firm bum. She felt her cheeks grow warm at the sudden exposure, even though the only other people in the room — Dr. Lipintung and her assistant Victor Nomikos — were too busy packing up the monitoring equipment that only moments before had been connected to Ingrid's body.

"Whose uniform is this?" Ingrid asked, half to herself, as she pinned the cap to her tousled blonde hair. She felt a strange mixture of exhaustion and elation following the strange events of the day: the videotape she had viewed of Max Manselmsson, Victor's sudden appearance at her door (and in her shower ...), and the dreams coaxed from her sleeping mind by Dr. Lipintung's investigations all blurred into a disorienting jumble of mystery and arousal.

Victor looked up from the black box into which he was packing Dr. Lipintung's equipment and shrugged.

"There's always a lot of turnover on Dr. Tikelmeister's staff," Victor said. "Probably four new nurses in the last two months — I've given up learning their names. Nina's the only one who sticks around."

"Oh," Ingrid said, eyes widening. "Why — why so many?"

"The work's not for everyone, I guess," Victor said. He snapped the silver latches closed on the box with a click that made Ingrid startle. "One gal ran off into the night halfway through her shift, and didn't even bother to grab her coat." Victor chuckled and stood, running his hands over his black slacks. "But some seem to take to the work like a fish to water — like you, Nurse Ingrid."

Ingrid felt a blush rise from her throat to her cheeks, and she glanced down at her feet; making eye contact with Victor seemed like a dangerous thing at the moment, with her nervous condition suddenly making itself known with an aching buzz in her belly that spread quickly down her thighs.

"I imagine you'll be on Dr. Tikelmeister's team a good long while, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said. He had stepped closer to Ingrid, and now stood just behind her, his mouth inches from her ear. She could feel his body behind her, lean and strong, and she trembled as she recalled the way he had taken her in the shower that morning, gently but firmly, his hands and mouth hot on her skin.

"I ... I enjoy the work with the doctor and his patients," Ingrid stammered. "It's ... fulfilling to see the success we can have with their treatments."

"I'm sure it is," Victor said, his voice a rumbling whisper in her ear, his breath warm on her skin. "It must be so rewarding when you make a breakthrough with the patients' conditions."

Ingrid shivered when Victor rested his hands on her hips. Images of her three nights so far on Ward X flashed through her mind — the relief in Johnny B.'s eyes when she relieved him of his sleepless arousal, the joy on Trevor G.'s face when she praised his truly handsome erection, the whimpers of pleasure she coaxed from Connor O.'s lips again and again and again ... When Victor's fingers dragged up the front of her white cotton dress, brushing the buttons that barely contained her stiff-nippled breasts, she gasped and nearly collapsed into his arms. She could feel him stiffen within his slacks, the rigid length of his erection pressed against her lower back, and she heard a sharp intake of breath when she pushed back against him.

"Enough of that, you two."

Dr. Lipintung's sharp voice was like cold water on Ingrid's burning nerves. She stepped away from Victor, trembling as his hands slid down her breasts and fell to his sides, and took a deep breath.

"We'll discuss your breakthroughs later," Victor whispered. "I guarantee it."

#

Ingrid hurried after Dr. Lipintung and Victor as they strode swiftly through the hallways out of Ward X and past the nurses' station. Her borrowed uniform dress was tight around her thighs, almost hobbling her and forcing her to take small, shuffling steps. Every few steps she had to pause to pull the hem down as it crept up the backs of her legs, and soon Dr. Lipintung and Victor were far ahead of her and entering the elevator lobby.

"Wait!" she gasped, trying to hurry after them and almost tripping in her haste. The elevator door closed before she could reach them, and she threw herself onto the red vinyl chaise in the lobby, panting with the exertion of trying to run in her ill-fitting dress. Her face felt flushed and her breasts strained the dress's red buttons nearly to the breaking point. Ingrid brought a trembling finger to the top button, popping it open, and let out a sigh of relief as cool air blew against her clavicle, damp with perspiration.

"What are you doing sitting down, Nurse Ingrid? We have a car to catch!"

Ingrid snapped to attention at the sound of Dr. Tikelmeister's voice. She looked around, trying to locate him, but didn't see him standing by the elevator.

"Hurry up, will you?" Dr. Tikelmeister snapped. Ingrid turned and saw him standing by the gray metal fire exit door, his hip propping the door open. He had his arms crossed over his chest, and wore an impatient scowl on his handsome face. Dr. Tikelmeister was dressed again, a white coat over his periwinkle shirt and black slacks, looking sharp and collected despite the vigorous treatment he had provided Ingrid earlier.

"Oh! Oh, I didn't see you, doctor," Ingrid said, rising unsteadily to her feet. She shuffled toward him as quickly as her tight dress would allow, swaying unsteadily when she tried to increase her pace and nearly falling against the doctor's body.

"We've got a drive ahead of us," Dr. Tikelmeister said, pushing the heavy door open and motioning Ingrid through, "and I want to be on the road before rush hour. Come on, snap to it!"

"Of course, Dr. Tikelmeister," said Ingrid.

She blinked, her eyes adjusting slowly to the dim light of the stairwell. Before her were steep concrete steps with a metal handrail bolted to the cinderblock wall; dim yellow lights sat in recessed cages descending the stairs, casting disorienting shadows. Ingrid's heart raced as she grasped the railing with both hands and began to follow the doctor down, hopping carefully from step to step.

Soon the doctor was far ahead of her, disappearing behind a turn in the stairwell, and Ingrid's heart pounded even more insistently. Her fear of being left behind in the dark stairwell, and her embarrassment at her slow pace in her too-tight borrowed uniform, set off her nervous condition despite the quite intensive treatment Dr. Tikelmeister had provided not long before. She wished that she had thought to wear panties when she left her apartment with Victor after their shower, because now she felt the material of her dress slide across her smooth-shaven mound with every step, driving her arousal to an uncomfortable height.

"Nurse Ingrid!" Dr. Tikelmeister shouted, his voice echoing off the bare walls. "What is keeping you now?"

"I ... I'm so ... so sorry, doctor," Ingrid gasped, her voice constricted in her throat. The heat between her legs was almost unbearable now, and she felt rivulets of sweat trickling from between her breasts and over her belly. A damp stain was taking shape on the front of her uniform, testament to her arousal and exertion. "My ... my dress is ... it's a little too tight, doctor ..."

She heard the doctor's footsteps echoing sharply up the stairs, and Ingrid closed her eyes and gripped the handrail tightly. With each step that brought the doctor closer, her nervous tumescence increased, until she was quivering with an electric tangle of fear, shame, and agitated excitement. It was all she could do to keep her balance and not tumble down the stairs.

"That it is, Nurse Ingrid, that it certainly is," said Dr. Tikelmeister, the agitation in his voice suddenly giving way to amusement. Ingrid slowly opened one eye and found herself face to face with the doctor, who stood a few steps below her, a broad grin spreading across his face.

"It ... makes it hard to ... move quickly," Ingrid whispered, barely able to get enough breath into her lungs to speak.

Dr. Tikelmeister's eyes roamed up and down her body, and his grin broadened.

"I suppose it would, Nurse Ingrid," he said, climbing up the steps until he was just two below her.

He reached out with one hand to run a finger down the line of red buttons on the front of her dress, deftly popping two more open. Ingrid sighed, feeling her breasts fall toward the gap the doctor had opened, and tried to take an unsteady step forward. The doctor caught her by the waist before she stumbled, steadying her with his strong arms and letting her lean into his chest.

"We'll have to see about getting you out of that uniform at the first opportunity," he whispered into her ear with a low, gravelly growl. "Until then, I'll just have to help you out to the car."

Ingrid let out a shout as Dr. Tikelmeister lifted her off her feet and tossed her over his shoulder the way she had seen Nils Lindahl heave sacks of potatoes on his farm back in Mälarby. He spun on his heel, making Ingrid cry out again and reach her hand up for the cap pinned precariously to her hair.

"No squirming, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Tikelmeister grunted, "I don't want us both tumbling to our demise."

He shifted her on his shoulder, his arm wrapped behind her knees, and began to make his way down the stairs. Ingrid felt the heat prickling her skin beneath her dress and she couldn't help but shiver at the deliciously dizzy sensation of being carried down the dim stairwell. Her view of Dr. Tikelmeister's backside was unobstructed, and the way his black slacks stretched across his muscular ass filled Ingrid's mind with a rush of scintillating images. She wished she could reach her hands down to grasp a fistful of those firm gluteal muscles ...

"I said, no squirming," the doctor said, a hint of a chuckle in his voice.

Ingrid felt the sharp sting of his palm smacking against her ass, and then the warm caress of his fingers pushing up the hem of her dress so they could gently stroke her smooth skin. Her eyes lost focus and she let out a low moan; she felt Dr. Tikelmeister's laughter shake her body.

"Out of this uniform at the first opportunity, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Tikelmeister said, taking the steps more quickly now. "That's a promise."
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Chapter 2


The cool breeze on her exposed bum told Ingrid that they had exited the stairwell. She shivered at the sensation, prompting another slap and soothing stroke from Dr. Tikelmeister's hand.

"Here we are, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Tikelmeister said, sliding her from his shoulder and lowering her gently to the ground. He reached out a hand to steady her, and she let herself lean into him on wobbly legs.

The sky was brighter than she had expected — from inside the windowless Ward X, after her strange session of dreams and arousals with Dr. Lipintung, Ingrid had imagined that night would have fallen by now. But the first rays of sunset were just coloring the clouds above her a rosy hue, and she had to blink as her eyes adjusted to the change in lighting from the dim stairwell.

It must be almost time for the next shift to start, she thought. Victor had collected her from her apartment when she was supposed to be resting in preparation for another night on Ward X, and now she struggled with a sensation not unlike the jetlag that had made her first days in America a hazy blur.

When her legs felt steady again, Ingrid turned and saw that they were standing on the edge of a parking lot behind Tender Mercy Hospital. An odd-looking car idled by the curb: it was shaped a bit like an old hearse, but painted bright white like an antique ambulance. On the door, where she would have expected a red cross, was a red letter "T" painted in an ornate script.

The car's rear hatch was open, and Ingrid saw Victor and Dr. Lipintung loading the black boxes that contained their experimental equipment. Victor looked at Ingrid and winked, a lecherous grin spreading over his lips that made Ingrid's belly tighten.

"We'll discuss your breakthroughs later," Victor had promised, and Ingrid couldn't wait for an in-depth conversation with him about everything she had learned so far on Ward X.

"Oh, you're coming, too?" said a voice behind Ingrid. Ingrid spun around to see red-haired Nurse Ingrid standing behind her, bright and cheerful in her starched white uniform dress, her cap pinned neatly to her thick auburn curls. The tingle in her belly grew into an emphatic buzz when Nina, too, gave Ingrid a wink and a grin.

My dance card is getting full, Ingrid thought to herself. Maybe my condition is contagious? She would have to ask Dr. Tikelmeister if her nervous clitoral tumescence could jump to another person, and possibly even cross sexes. Ideally after receiving another vigorous treatment, even if the treatments so far had failed to provide any lasting relief ...

"I ... I am, I suppose," said Ingrid. "I was called in for a study with Dr. Lipintung, and then ..."

"No time for chitchat!" Dr. Tikelmeister shouted from the curb. He had pulled open one of the rear doors of the white car and was waving irritably toward it, urging Ingrid and Nina to climb inside. "You can talk on the way to Wolfgang Zemper's estate."

#

"You look exhausted, Ingrid!" Nina said when they had settled into the back seat of the car. Nina and Ingrid sat in the furthest back seats, just in front of the cargo space containing Dr. Lipintung's equipment; Dr. Tikelmeister and Dr. Coxwell sat in the center, bent over a dossier of what Ingrid presumed to be Max Manselmsson's treatment history; and Victor drove, with Dr. Lipintung sitting beside him reviewing the reports from Ingrid's study session.

"I ... slept poorly," Ingrid said, bringing her hand to her cap and finding it askew on her tangled hair. "If at all ..."

She recounted her day in Dr. Lipintung's lab as best she could, though already her memory was fading, with her bizarre and sexually charged dreams blurring into the arousing experiences offered by Victor and, later, Dr. Tikelmeister. As her story went on, Nina slid closer on the smooth leather seat, pressing her thigh to Ingrid's and reaching a hand down to caress her knee below the hem of her dress. Ingrid felt the electric buzz of arousal coursing through her skin, and the prickle of sweat beneath her uniform. If there was air conditioning in this car, it was certainly not reaching the back seat with enough power to match the warmth enfolding Ingrid.

"I've always wondered what Dr. Lipintung does with all that equipment of hers," Nina said. Her fingers slid up along Ingrid's thigh, then danced lightly back down to her knee. "It must be fascinating to see all the things she's able to measure."

"Yes, it ... it was quite fascinating," Ingrid said, her voice catching. She closed her eyes, trying to concentrate on her words and not on Nina's fingers, which were climbing delicately up her thigh again, daring to move just a little higher than their last sortie.

"All those monitors ... the flashing lights ..."

"Buzzers, too," Ingrid said. The blood rushing in her veins was buzzing in her ears now, dulling the sound of the car's tires on the highway but not the sensation of Nina's teasing touch.

"It must have been hard to sleep hooked up to all of her machines."

"Yes, terribly," said Ingrid. "Perhaps that is why I had such ... vivid dreams ..."

"I like the sound of your dream about Max and the soccer player," Nina said. She was leaning into Ingrid's shoulder now, the hand not tantalizingly stroking Ingrid's thigh moving now toward the buttons down the front of her dress.

"Football," Ingrid gasped. Nina's deft fingers popped open one button, then another, then slipped beneath the stiff cotton fabric to trace a circle across the swell of Ingrid's breast. "Erik ... Johanssen ..."

"And you say he looks just like Max Manselmsson?"

Ingrid squeezed her eyes shut, and visions of Max and Erik danced in the darkness. In her dream, she had been with Max — or Erik? — but his features were unstable, shifting, drifting from one to the other before suddenly splitting into two men who made assertive, desperate love to her, overwhelming her senses with their desire.

Much as Nina was overwhelming Ingrid's senses now. She had unbuttoned Ingrid's dress completely now, letting it fall open to reveal her stiffening nipples, her taut belly, and the burning heat at her core. Nina's lips were close to Ingrid's cheek now, her breath warm and sweet, and the hand on her thigh was creeping higher, higher, higher ...

"Y - yes," Ingrid wheezed, squirming under Nina's touch. "Yes, he ... they ... so much alike ..."

"That's fascinating," Nina whispered, her voice low and husky, her lips brushing Ingrid's cheek. "I can't wait for you to meet Max in person ..."

"Have — have you ... have you met him?" Ingrid gasped. Nina's fingers brushed the sensitive flesh of her labia, so very close to her pulsing clit, and Ingrid was barely able to catch her breath.

"Just once," said Nina. She had shifted her hips now so she was leaning against Ingrid's thigh, giving her more leverage to pry open the wet, aching channel between Ingrid's legs. Nina's fingers teased playfully, dipping shallowly into the pooling nectar before retreating again, smearing Ingrid's wetness over her bare, burning skin. "It was quite memorable ..."

"Oh," Ingrid gasped, biting her lip to stifle a cry when Nina's thumb ran down the length of her throbbing button. "Oh, that's ... oh, oh, oooooh ..."

Nina's lips pressed against Ingrid's, soft and hot and wet, and their tongues tangled as Nina's fingers worked bewitching magic between Ingrid's thighs. Ingrid let her voice echo into Nina's mouth, and Nina responded with a deep, rumbling growl of her own, as if Ingrid's cry of climax were the most delicious, ambrosial indulgence. Colors swirled in Ingrid's mind, undulating waves of light, before fading into velvety darkness.
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Chapter 3


Ingrid woke with a start when the car came to a stop. She could see the moonless night sky through the window, scattered stars twinkling dimly in the darkness, and for a moment, she felt as if she was emerging into a new and alien world after a journey of a thousand years. Her sleep had been deep and dreamless, and she luxuriated for a few moments in the restorative tingle tickling her skin.

She felt a stirring beside her and looked over to see Nina rising from her own slumber. The other nurse's auburn curls draped across Ingrid's shoulders, and her knee rested against Ingrid's thigh. The hem of her white dress had slid up her leg, revealing lace-topped stockings, the sight of which sent a little shiver of delight through Ingrid.

"We're here," Dr. Tikelmeister said from the seat in front of her. Ingrid looked up to see him throw a glance toward the back seat before opening the door and climbing out. She heard his feet crunch on gravel outside the car before he pulled open the farthest back door, letting a chilly breeze blow across Ingrid's bare breasts.

"Oh!" Ingrid gasped, shivering, as she tried to pull her open dress closed over her naked body. She must have spent the entire drive to Wolfgang Zemper's estate sprawled nearly nude across the back seat, her exhausted, sated body on display for anyone who might glance through the car's window. Her cheeks burned with surprised embarrassment, which ignited once again the spark of desire at her core.

I think my condition is getting worse, despite all the treatments I'm receiving, she thought as she climbed out of the car, clutching the too-tight dress closed.

With trembling fingers, Ingrid struggled with the buttons, managing to secure just enough of them to cover most of her skin. Then she looked up at the white pillars and massive doors of the building beside the car and let out a little gasp of surprise.

Ingrid had once visited the Kungliga slottet, the King of Sweden's residence, in Stockholm, a massive structure of red brick and creamy sandstone capped with green copper roofs. This building was imposing in much the same way, looming above her and illuminated by gold-hued spotlights, but it had at the same time an airy, almost insubstantial feel, as if its tall white pillars were made of spun sugar and its broad marble steps leading to the huge black doors were cut from angel food cake. A marble fountain, graced by a golden statue of figures locked in a passionate embrace, burbled beside the white gravel drive, and more statues — classical nudes, male and female, their smooth bodies and generous curves glowing in the golden light — lined a pathway that led along the front of the building.

"It's gorgeous," Ingrid whispered, wiping at a tear that suddenly welled in her eye at the sight.

"Isn't it?" said Dr. Tikelmeister, who stood beside Ingrid with his hands on his hips, eyes moving up and down the marble façade before them. "Wolfie doesn't do anything halfway, as you're about to find out."

He looked at Ingrid, and she saw that lecherous grin playing across his lips again, accompanied by a wicked sparkle in his eyes.

"Looks like you got a little time to recover on the drive," he said, his eyes flitting over her disarrayed dress and tangled hair. Ingrid crossed her arms over her breasts, barely contained behind the straining red buttons of her dress, and glanced away. "I hope you're well-rested; we may have a busy night ahead of us."

Then Dr. Tikelmeister turned back to the entrance to Wolfgang Zemper's mansion, mounting the steps with a confident stride. Ingrid hurried after him, her dress a little less hindering in its unbuttoned state, though she wished that she were riding the doctor's broad shoulder again.

#

The rest of the crew — Victor and Dr. Lipintung, Nina and Dr. Coxwell — followed Ingrid and Dr. Tikelmeister up the steps. The tall black doors, ornately carved with winding tendrils of roses and myrtle, opened to reveal a slender, elegant man dressed in a long black coat with a top hat perched on his head. He beckoned them inside, and Ingrid stepped into a long, high-ceilinged hallway paneled in dark wood and lined with glamorous photographs of beautiful people. She recognized one of the women from the video she had watched of Max Manselmsson, the brunette who had so lovingly worshipped the lavender tip of Max's erection, and felt a tingle of delight at the memory.

"Mr. Zemper is in the east wing," the man who was leading them said over his shoulder. "His production assistant will guide you into the shooting area."

They turned a corner past a marble statue of a much more voluptuous Aphrodite than had ever been in Ingrid's art history textbook, down another corridor toward a heavy black curtain that hung from ceiling to floor. A harried-looking woman in jeans and a t-shirt, wearing headphones over her close-cropped blonde hair, stood before the curtain, a clipboard in her hand.

"Dr. Tikelmeister, Dr. Coxwell," she said in a low voice, stepping toward the team. Ingrid heard a faint crackle of static from the woman's headphones, which made her grimace and roll her eyes. "Mr. Zemper is expecting you, please come this way."

The woman parted the black curtain, holding it back so Dr. Tikelmeister could pass through; Ingrid hurried after him, her heart racing, glancing back to be sure the others were following.

The blonde assistant let the curtain fall closed again after Dr. Lipintung had passed through, plunging the crew into darkness. Ingrid's pulse quickened, and she leaned against Dr. Tikelmeister, her fingers seeking his strong arms and broad shoulders. A steady, calming hand gripped her hip and drew her closer.

A door suddenly opened before them, flooding the vestibule behind the curtain with bright white light, and Dr. Tikelmeister pulled Ingrid forward into a large room bustling with activity.

#

Floodlights mounted on high tripods sat in the room's corners, illuminating a space filled with people scurrying to and fro. Some dragged snaking black cables across the floor, or hurried by with clipboards and binders in their hands; some pushed large cameras mounted on wheeled dollies, or carried boom mikes mounted on long poles.

And a few, Ingrid saw with startled alarm, wandered about completely naked, as if they were the classical statues from the carriageway come to life. There was a handsome, dark-skinned man, his head and body completely hairless, shining like an obsidian shard; a blonde woman with heavy breasts and wide hips, casually sipping from a plastic cup held in her carefully manicured, red-nailed fingers; a tall, dark-haired woman whose high breasts and narrow hips were dusted with a shimmering silver coating that reflected rainbows when she walked. Ingrid's jaw came unhinged, and she found herself fidgeting distractedly with the few remaining buttons of her uniform dress.

The cameras and microphones were moving toward a raised platform at the far end of the room, and as Ingrid and the doctor stepped forward, she saw that it was the set of a regal throne room: a red carpet trimmed with gold ran up the steps of the dais, rich velvet curtains of crimson and violet hung above and around the space, and an ornate, high-backed throne of gold and silver sat at the top of the riser.

And on the throne, leaning casually on one arm with his feet dangling over the other, sat Max Manselmsson himself.

A gold crown set with green and red gems sat on his blonde curls at a rakish angle, and a red velvet robe trimmed with ermine was draped over his shoulders. Otherwise, though, Max Manselmsson was naked, his chest and legs bare, and his hand wrapped around the most gorgeous erection Ingrid had ever seen, casually slipping the creamy foreskin across its plump, periwinkle head. He gave off an air of bored confidence, casual carnality, and wicked prurience.

A jolt of desire ran straight down Ingrid's body and set her cunt buzzing with need.

"That certainly doesn't look like a case of impotentia nervosa to me," Dr. Tikelmeister whispered in Ingrid's ear. "I hope we haven't come all this way on a false alarm."

"Oh," Ingrid gasped, unable to draw her eyes from Max's pulsing cock, imagining her own hand wrapped around its girth. "Oh, yes ... I mean, no ... I ... I hope we've come ... will come ... oh, my ..."

Dr. Tikelmeister gave Ingrid's ass a playful slap and then stepped forward, parting the busy film crew before him as he approached a silver-haired, narrow-featured, bespectacled man who was bent over an open binder held in his long, elegant fingers.

"Wolfgang Zemper," Dr. Tikelmeister said, "I've come to examine your patient, but from this distance, everything looks in order."

The silver-haired man looked up and fixed Dr. Tikelmeister with a piercing gaze.

"Looks can be deceiving, Dr. Tikelmeister, as you certainly know," he said, a faint accent shaping his words. "But please, observe what happens when the cameras start to roll, and I think you will see your services are very much required."
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Chapter 4


The blonde assistant ushered Dr. Tikelmeister, Ingrid, and the rest of the Ward X crew back behind the cameras and microphones while the stage was set for the filming. Victor and Dr. Lipintung stacked her black cases in a corner while Ingrid and Nina approached as close to the cameras as they dared. Dr. Tikelmeister and Dr. Coxwell conferred with Wolfgang Zemper, looking over notes that Dr. Coxwell produced from the inside pocket of his white coat.

"We're filming a feature for Zemper Productions," the assistant explained to Ingrid and Nina, "called 'Lords of Lust and Damsels of Desire' — sort of a fantasy story with, you know, fucking." She winked at the nurses, and Ingrid glanced away, blushing.

"It's quite a production indeed," Nina said. "When I met Max a couple of years ago, he was on a set in a rented warehouse with just one camera."

"Max wasn't quite the Swedish Wonder then," the assistant said. "And he hadn't caught Wolfie's eye. Wolfie has a good instinct for talent, and more than a little flair for the dramatic."

"I should say," said Nina. "When does this one come out? I'll have to get myself a copy — I like a good fantasy yarn!"

The assistant sighed and shook her head.

"That all depends on Max," she said. "He's been a little ... temperamental the last two weeks. We were supposed to wrap last week, but we still have two more of his scenes to shoot, plus some stills for the promo packages. His wonky cock has thrown the whole schedule off."

The assistant glanced at her watch and said, "We're about to start; fingers crossed that Max keeps it up until the end this time!"

#

There was a last-minute flurry of activity as the filming crew scrambled to take their places, and then the assistant stepped onto the dais with a black clapperboard in her hands. A hush fell over the set as she raised it in front of herself and announced, "'Lords of Lust and Damsels of Desire,' scene six, take one; roll!"

With the sharp crack of the board still echoing in her ears, Ingrid watched in wonder as the scene came into focus on the dais. Max Manselmsson sat on the throne, elbows on his knees and chin resting on his hands, as the silver-dusted woman mounted the steps before him and began a slow, sensuous, undulating dance. Ingrid shivered as she watched her writhing before Max, stretching her long, elegant arms and legs, twisting herself into impossible shapes as she sought to arouse his attention. For his part, Max remained impassive, an expression of boredom on his handsome face. In the shadows cast between his thighs, though, Ingrid could see the shape of his cock, still half hard, his full and heavy balls resting on the velvet seat.

"She's lovely, isn't she?"

Ingrid shivered when she heard Dr. Tikelmeister's voice whisper in her ear. His lips hovered behind her throat, and he brushed her hair aside as leaned down to press a soft but searing kiss against her shoulder.

"Yes," Ingrid whispered, in response both to Dr. Tikelmeister's question and to the movement of his hands down the front of her dress toward the three red buttons that still struggled to keep her skin somewhat covered. His fingers expertly popped one open, and then slid beneath the stiff cotton fabric to cup her breast, rolling his palm against her painfully stiff nipple.

Ingrid's eyes were fixed on the dancer's movements, so graceful and supple; she swayed her hips in time with the motion, and felt Dr. Tikelmeister's erection straining his slacks against the curve of her ass. He let out a hot breath against her throat and sent a hand sliding over her belly, popping another button open so that only one, positioned above her bare mound, remained closed.

Max seemed to be enjoying the dance, too, because now his tongue was tracing a circle around his lips and he was shifting in his seat, letting his growing erection stretch along his thigh. That doesn't look like a case of impotentia nervosa to me, either, Ingrid thought, wetting her own lips at the thought of running her tongue along his cock's length and tasting the salty liquid that was certainly weeping from its tip.

Dr. Tikelmeister popped the third button open, drawing a startled gasp from Ingrid, followed by an admonishing shush from the assistant who stood behind the camera beside Ingrid. Ingrid shivered and bit her lip, willing herself to silence, as Dr. Tikelmeister's fingers danced down the curve of her belly and over her shaved mound, grazing tantalizingly close to her stiffening bud.

The dancer was incorporating touch into her performance now, running her hands over Max's shoulders and chest, dragging her fingers through his hair and tipping his golden crown back, tracing a hot, wet line from his belly to his knee with her long, limber tongue. Max let out a groan and leaned back in his seat, legs spread wide; his cock, fully erect now, pointed toward his broad chin. Ingrid pressed her hands to her mouth to silence a groan of her own as Dr. Tikelmeister's strong fingers explored her quivering labia, spreading her copious nectar across her burning skin.

The dancer lifted herself onto the throne, her knees on either side of Max's hips, and held his face between her hands before pressing her lips to his. Some of the silver powder that made her glow had come off onto Max's skin, and now he shone in the bright stage lights, too. Ingrid heard the whir of the camera beside her as its lens stretched toward the dais, and she saw a man balancing a smaller camera on his shoulder creeping toward the throne, crouching low and pointing his lens up at the dancer's toned and shapely ass.

Dr. Tikelmeister wrapped an arm across Ingrid's belly, pulling her hard against his body, and then slipped a finger easily into her slick, tingling channel. Ingrid bit her lip so hard she was afraid she would draw blood. His teeth grazed her throat, and she trembled in his grasp, rising up on her toes as his finger slid deeper inside her.

The dancer reached back and slid her hand below her ass to grasp Max's erection, then flexed her muscular thighs as she prepared to lower herself onto him. Max's hands slid down her back and squeezed her ass, and he shifted himself on the throne to aid her aim. But just as the dancer began to descend, holding her back straight as she guided herself onto Max's cock, Max let out a choking gasp and his erection began to deflate.

A tense silence fell over the already quiet set; it seemed that everyone — the dancer, the crew, Ingrid, Dr. Tikelmeister — was holding their breath. The dancer paused in her descent and grasped Max's disappearing erection, tugging it in her elegant fingers. Max let out another wheezing sound, his hand reaching down to join the dancer's. She swung her leg over his waist and lowered herself before the throne, kneeling at his feet, bending forward with her open mouth to catch the purple tip before it disappeared into Max's fist.

"Fan!" Max cried, doubling over and wrapping his now-limp cock in both hands. "Fan också!"

The dancer fell back and let out a sigh, while the blonde assistant mounted the dais with the clapperboard and an angry scowl.

"Cut!" she yelled, bringing the hinged stick down with a sharp crack like a gunshot. "Cut, cut, cut, goddammit!"

Ingrid, who had been hovering on the edge of climax under Dr. Tikelmeister's fingers, let out a gasp and stumbled toward the dais, nearly tripping over a tangle of cables snaking across the floor. She fell on her knees on the first step and looked up at Max just as his lips began to tremble and a heavy tear dripped from his eye onto his flaccid cock. Ingrid felt as though she would cry, too, her heart broken by Max's grief-stricken expression.
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Chapter 5


Dr. Tikelmeister and Dr. Coxwell leapt up the steps to the throne, passing Ingrid without a glance as she lay looking up at Max in his sorrow. While Dr. Coxwell pressed the silver bell of his stethoscope to Max's chest, Dr. Tikelmeister palpated his taut belly with his fingers, then gently pried Max's fingers away from his shriveled penis. Ingrid heard Max choke back a sob, and the sound wrenched her heart.

Åj, stackars Max, Ingrid thought, feeling tears sting her eyes. She had seen the sadness in the eyes of Dr. Tikelmeister's other patients, when they were confronted with psychological hurdles that prevented them from achieving the pleasure they deserved, but there was something about seeing Max — King Max, the Swedish Wonder — reduced to such a sad and pendulous state that felt particularly tragic. Not only was Max robbed of pleasure — just at the moment when his desire was at its peak! — but now his audience, too, was being robbed of their vicarious pleasure. The world would be a poorer place without Max's prodigious talents on display.

"Nurse Nina!" Dr. Tikelmeister called, looking up from Max and his dangling cock. "Nurse Ingrid! I need your assistance!"

Ingrid saw Nina step smartly past her without a glance and stop on the platform beside Dr. Tikelmeister. With a groan, Ingrid dragged herself to her knees and crawled up the red carpet to kneel at Max and Nina's feet.

"As we observed," Dr. Tikelmeister said, glancing down at Ingrid and giving her a wink that reminded her how close she had been to climax under his proficient caresses, "Max's physical condition is not the challenge in this case. He responded quite well to his colleague's stimulations, and a visual assessment, at least, suggested an unusually robust penile response. It was only at the moment of penetration that his response flagged, indicating a psychological impediment to his sustained performance."

"Could it be a penile expression of claustrophobia?" Nina asked. "Suddenly being engulfed in a warm, dark space might cause his subconscious to recoil from the impending ensnarement."

"Perhaps," Dr. Tikelmeister said, scratching his chin thoughtfully. "That's a possible direction of inquiry."

"Are you sure it's not a physical condition?" asked Dr. Coxwell, stepping back from Max and looping his stethoscope around his neck. "His heart rate was not nearly as elevated as I would expect; why, my pulse was absolutely pounding watching that performance, but Max has the heart rate of a man perfectly at rest."

"You've been his physician long enough to know his peak arousal indicators, Dr. Coxwell," said Dr. Tikelmeister, narrowing his eyes at his colleague. "Surely you're aware that he's like an athlete at the top of his form, with a body perfectly tuned to sexual performance. What would cause a lesser specimen like ourselves near-fatal levels of agitation is merely a day's work for Max Manselmsson."

"Well, whatever the case," said an accented voice behind Ingrid, "I need to see that pecker at full mast before this day is over. We're burning cash every hour that our shooting is delayed."

Ingrid looked over her shoulder at Wolfgang Zemper, who stood behind her with his arms crossed over his chest and his dark eyes blazing. She shivered at his piercing gaze, even though it was intended for Max; this elegant, graceful gentleman seemed like he would be a fearsome fury if his demands weren't met, and Ingrid could feel the vibrations of rage emanating from him.

"Very well," Dr. Tikelmeister said with a sigh. Then he looked at Max and said, "We're going to do some breathing exercises and visualizations together, Max, while Nina and Ingrid assist with the physical aspects of your current state. Once we get you through this crisis, though, I would like you to spend a night or two on Ward X so we can get to the bottom of your malady."

"This is going to be fun," Nina whispered as she knelt across from Ingrid, Max's knees between them. She placed her hands on Max's thighs and leaned forward. "I always thought I'd be a good fluffer."

"A fluffer?" said Ingrid, furrowing her brow in puzzlement. "I ... do not know this word."

"It's a movie thing," Nina said. "A kind of ... special assistant. Maybe we'll get a credit in the final movie."

Nina suddenly grasped Max's cock, giving it a gentle but firm stroke. He let out a surprised gasp, then relaxed against the back of the throne, his cock slowly growing under Nina's confident stimulation.

#

It didn't take long for Nina to bring Max's erection back to its full rigidity. Ingrid watched, mesmerized, as Nina's hands caressed Max, touching and teasing, stroking and squeezing. She produced a small plastic bottle from the pocket of her dress and smeared her palms with a thick, pearly liquid that smelled of lavender and vanilla and made Max's cock glow when she spread it over his length.

She has such talented hands, Ingrid thought, watching her colleague apply her expert touch to their patient with impressive results. Ingrid recalled how those hands had known exactly the touches that would relieve her own distress on the ride to Wolfgang Zemper's estate. I can only wish to be half as skillful someday ...

"Come on, Ingrid," Nina said, smiling at her across the bulbous tip of Max's cock. "Lend a hand. Or a tongue ..."

Nina winked at Ingrid, that expression that always sent Ingrid's belly tumbling with desire, and Ingrid shivered. She watched Nina's fingers walk up the length of Max's shaft and then dance delicately over the crown, drawing a pearly drop from its weeping eye that she spread over the tip, mixing it with the fragrant lubricant that glistened on his creamy skin.

Ingrid bit her lip and shifted her shoulders. That buzzing sensation that had fired her cunt on first seeing Max's erection was back, and it was all she could do to resist the urge to part her open dress and plunge her fingers between her legs. She wished that Dr. Tikelmeister was behind her again, fondling her, teasing her, bringing her the relief her body craved; her pulse raced as sensual need set her skin ablaze.

Above her, she could hear Dr. Tikelmeister's voice, low and soothing, as he coached Max. His breathing grew steadier, the balled fists that had rested on his thighs relaxed, and his body softened. Well, some of his body softened; his erection remained firm and strong under Nina's touch. Firm, and powerfully tempting ...

Slowly, tentatively, Ingrid leaned forward with her tongue extended. She grazed the tip of Max's cock with the tip of her tongue, tasting the mingled flavors of his warm musk and Nina's sweet, slippery balm. It tasted good, and Ingrid couldn't help but smack her lips at the flavor. She leaned forward and licked again, closing her eyes so she could savor the succulent taste.

"I think he likes that," Nina whispered. "Feel how his balls tighten."

Ingrid let Nina guide her fingers between Max's legs and touch the heavy testicles resting on the seat of the throne. They were tight, just as Nina had promised, the wrinkled skin grown taut and smooth across the firm globes. Ingrid imagined them filled with rich, hot cream that churned like the lava in a volcano's cone, yearning to erupt. She imagined that warm, salty spunk bursting from Max's cock and flooding her mouth, too plentiful for her to swallow it all. Ingrid could almost feel the spend trickling down her chin, coating her lips, filling her senses.

She opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the tip of Max's cock, sucking and licking, urging Max to let loose, to empty himself into her as a willing vessel for his desires. Max groaned and trembled Ingrid's ministrations, his fingers tangled in her hair as he guided her mouth to take even more of his aching cock into its warm and welcoming embrace.

"Enough!" Ingrid heard Wolfgang Zemper shout. "Enough, enough! Don't you dare bring him off now!"

Ingrid released her mouth from Max's cock and tumbled backward, panting breathlessly. She ran the back of her hand across her lips, smearing the mingled musk and saliva and fragrant gel over her cheek. The buzzing in her cunt was like an earthquake now, threatening to shake her apart into a million aching, yearning pieces. She wanted to climb onto Max's lap, seize his glistening cock in her hands, and ride him into oblivion.

"Places, please!" the blonde assistant shouted, mounting the dais again with her clapperboard. Ingrid dragged herself reluctantly away from Max, crawling clumsily down the steps with her eyes fixed on his erection.

"'Lords of Lust and Damsels of Desire,' scene six, take two," the assistant called before the crack of the clapper while Ingrid huddled behind the cameras in Nina's arms, struggling to hold back a sob as she watched the silver-dusted dancer climb onto the throne and straddle Max.

That should be me, Ingrid thought, watching the dancer grasp Max's cock and shift her hips above him. That should be me ...
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Chapter 6


"Cut!" Wolfgang Zemper shouted, his voice pitched high with frustration. He hopped onto the dais, face red and incandescent with rage, and stomped his foot. "Cut, cut, cut, god damn it!"

Max hung his head, shoulders hunched, hands once again cradling a penis that had betrayed him. Ingrid ached for Max and his frustrated talents — he looked so different now than the confident, swaggering Lothario from the "Nordiska nöjen" video she had found in the dingy little shop around the corner from Elsa's apartment. His gold crown lay on the floor by his feet where it had fallen when the dancer had slid off his lap again as his erection faltered and shrank.

"I'm sorry," Max whispered, his shoulders shaking as he held back a sob. "I ... I don't understand ..."

Dr. Tikelmeister, who had been watching the latest scene from the other side of the room, made his way to dais, followed by Dr. Coxwell.

"Let's take a break, Wolfie," Dr. Tikelmeister said, laying a hand on the director's shaking shoulder. "Dr. Coxwell and I will spend a little time alone with Max. I'm sure we can have him back up and ready to go in no time."

"We are burning money," Zemper hissed, glaring at Max. "Every hour we delay the wrap is cash flushed down the drain."

Dr. Tikelmeister let out a heavy sigh, and then he and Dr. Coxwell coaxed Max to his feet and led him off the dais, his steps shuffling and unsteady.

#

Ingrid felt unsteady, too, her knees shaking with a mixture of arousal and sorrow. She decided that she would go in search of a washroom; perhaps splashing some cold water on her face would help clear her mind.

She exited the big room with the throne and stepped into the vestibule behind the black curtain again. A sliver of light shone in the darkness, illuminating a closed door on the other side of the shadowy space. When Ingrid tried the knob, it turned easily, and she pushed the door open as quietly as she could.

On the other side of the door, she found another room, smaller than the one she had just left, illuminated with more bright floodlights. Ingrid shielded her eyes from the glare with the edge of her hand and gently closed the door behind her.

A man and woman stood at the center of the room, still as statues and completely naked. They held each other in a sensuous embrace, the man's hands grasping the woman's ass, the woman's leg raised to hook around the man's hip. Ingrid heard a clicking sound, then saw a flash of light even brighter than the floodlights cast; that was when she noticed a man in black jeans and a white shirt holding a camera and moving slowly around the standing couple.

"Well, look who's here," said a voice behind her, making Ingrid startle. She turned to see Victor leaning against the wall beside the door, his arms crossed over his chest. A smirk lifted the corners of his lips and Ingrid felt his eyes on her body; she realized then that her dress was still unbuttoned, and she blushed as she tried to pull it closed.

"I ... I was looking for a washroom," Ingrid said, looking down at her feet because looking directly at Victor was making her skin prickle with heat. "I'm feeling ... somewhat flushed ..."

"You're looking somewhat flushed," said Victor, pushing away from the wall and stepping toward her. The camera flashed again, making Ingrid startle. "And I'm not surprised. That was quite a performance you and Nina gave."

"Oh! Oh, did you see ... oh ..."

Ingrid's nipples stiffened, and her dress felt scratchy against them when she pulled the fabric tight. While she and Nina had been helping Max with his condition, Ingrid had been oblivious to all the eyes on her — all that mattered at the moment was her patient's relief. And, of course, her own arousal as Max's cock filled her senses. She supposed that she shouldn't feel embarrassed — after all, she was merely doing her job, and it wasn't as if that kind of activity was at all out of the norm in a place like this — but that didn't stop her pulse from quickening and her cheeks from burning.

"I had a front-row seat," Victor said. He stood so close to Ingrid that she could feel the heat of his body on her skin, and when he lifted his hand so he could drag his thumb across her lips, still sticky from Nina's balm, she shivered and groaned. "I'm surprised Max didn't fill your pretty mouth with his seed."

His thumb tugged at her lip and dragged along her teeth. Ingrid opened her mouth to sigh and let his fingers slip inside, where her tongue swirled against his warm, salty skin. She closed her eyes, recalling the sensation of Max's cock sliding over her tongue, pushing toward her open throat, and she let out a moan. The camera clicked again, and she let her teeth nip at Victor's fingers.

"Poor Max," Ingrid whispered when Victor withdrew his fingers and began to twist them in her hair. "I wish I knew how I could help him. He looked so sad when he ... when his performance flagged."

"It's sad," said Victor. His hand slid over her cheek and down her throat, then rested on her shoulder. His fingers worked their way under the open collar of her dress and began to push the fabric back, slipping it gently down her arm. "This should be his moment of triumph, starring in a Wolfgang Zemper film."

The camera's flash startled Ingrid again, and she glanced over to see that the couple had shifted their position. Now the woman knelt before the man, her hand holding his erection, while his hands rested on the top of her shiny black hair.

"What ... what are they doing?" Ingrid asked, her voice a husky rasp. Victor was pushing the dress down her other shoulder now, sliding it slowly down her back; she let her arms hang limply at her sides as the fabric slipped over her skin.

"Still shots," Victor said, his gaze fixed on Ingrid's face. "For the promotion campaign. They're absolutely dreadful to do for the performers."

"Why is that?"

Ingrid watched as the photographer knelt behind the woman, his camera angled up toward the man's face, then slipped around beside her until the lens was nearly resting against her chin. The man's cock hovered an inch or so from her parted lips.

"No friction," Victor said.

He pushed Ingrid's dress the rest of the way down, letting it pool at her feet, and she stood wearing nothing but her white shoes. She made no effort to cover herself, standing still and proud and naked before Victor.

"And it takes forever," Victor continued. His hands slid over Ingrid's body, lifting her breasts and brushing her nipples. She trembled at his touch, lips quivering. "Imagine having to stand perfectly still for hours, a beautiful naked person in your arms, and you can't properly fuck."

"That ... sounds dreadful," Ingrid whispered. She squeezed her hands into tight fists, imagining the frustration the performers must be feeling, the tantalizing arousal that must surely be driving them mad. Ingrid could certainly identify with sensuous frustration.

"But when you finally do get fuck," Victor said, his hands resting on Ingrid's hips as he guided her back toward the wall where he had been standing, "the relief is amazing. So maybe it makes the suspense worthwhile."

#

Ingrid clung to Victor's shoulders, her thighs pressed against his hips, as he slammed himself against her. His hands gripped her ass, lifting her feet off the floor and bracing her back against the wall. With his trousers pooled around his ankles and his shirt unbuttoned to his waist, he fucked Ingrid with a steady, hungry ferocity, filling her completely.

Over his shoulder, Ingrid could see the couple being photographed, either oblivious to what she and Victor were doing, or studiously ignoring them. They had shifted positions again, with the woman now lying on her belly and the man squatting behind her, his cock hovering above her upturned ass. The photographer lay beside the woman, capturing the expression of faux delight that curled her lips.

There was nothing false about the delight that coursed through Ingrid's body. Her nerves sang every time Victor pushed deep into her channel, and her muscles gripped him when he pulled back, trying to hold him fast. The arousal triggered by Max's erection was finding its fulfillment with Victor's, and Ingrid was happy to seize whatever relief was offered.

"There you are!" a voice called from the doorway, and it took Ingrid's buzzing, baffled brain a moment to recognize it as Dr. Lipintung's. She pulled her eyes from the couple in the center of the room to see the doctor striding toward Victor and Ingrid, seemingly unaware of the scenes unfolding around her.

"Doctor ... Lipintung," Victor grunted, his pace remaining steady as he pressed Ingrid against the wall. "I was ... on break ..."

"So it would seem," the doctor said. She glanced at Ingrid as she stepped closer and placed a hand on Victor's hip. "Well, your break is about done now — I need some help setting up the passive monitoring array."

"Give ... us ... five ... minutes," Victor rumbled, each word punctuated by a thrust of his hips. Ingrid dug her fingers into his back and bit back a cry of pleasure.

"Four minutes," Dr. Lipintung said, giving Victor's ass a slap with the flat of her hand. "And bring Ingrid with you, Dr. Tikelmeister wants a word with her."
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Chapter 7


Ingrid tiptoed across the vestibule, her dress draped over one arm. When his four minutes were up — well, three and a half, but Ingrid couldn't fault him for punctuality — Victor had pulled his cock free and splashed his seed across her belly in a searing stream, letting out a guttural cry as his climax shook him. Then he lowered Ingrid gently to the floor and bent to kiss the top of her head.

"I'll see you across the hall," he whispered, "where I'm sure we'll have ample opportunity for a more leisurely encounter."

Ingrid had sighed as she slid her back down the wall and sat on the floor, Victor's spend cooling on her skin. She wasn't sure that she particularly wanted a more leisurely encounter with him — fast and furious, with minimal prelude or epilogue, suited his nature, and had worked perfectly fine for Ingrid as well. Once she had caught her breath, she crawled across the floor, careful not to disturb the models' tableau — she now straddled his hips while he lay on his back, his erect cock held in both of her hands — and used her discarded dress the daub at the mess Victor had left. There seemed little point in putting the stained, wrinkled, and ill-fitting garment on again, when she no longer had anything to hide.

On the other side of the door, Ingrid was surprised to find the film crew clustered around a completely different couple than Max and the silver-dusted dancer. The dark-skinned, hairless man lay between the open thighs of the heavy-breasted, wide-hipped blonde woman, his face glistening with her nectar while she moaned and writhed. Dr. Tikelmeister, Dr. Coxwell, and Wolfgang Zemper huddled in the farthest corner, heads bent, whispering animatedly among themselves. Victor, true to his word, was helping Dr. Lipintung affix several black and red boxes to the back wall with a roll of heavy plastic tape. And Nina stood behind one of the cameramen, apparently captivated by the view of the action through his monitor.

She didn't see Max anywhere.

Ingrid tiptoed around the perimeter of the room, searching for Max, until she came to a set of French doors shaded with heavy red velvet curtains. She pulled back the curtains and peered outside, and was surprised to see Max, once again wearing his gold crown with the velvet and ermine robe draped over his shoulders. He appeared to be gazing up into the dark, moonless sky, watching the stars in their slow and timeless dance across the cosmos.

Ingrid carefully pushed on the doorhandle, and found it moved easily in her hand; she pushed the door open as quietly as she could and stepped out into the cool night air.

#

Max didn't notice that Ingrid had stepped onto the patio outside Wolfgang Zemper's mansion. Ingrid's pulse raced, suddenly at a loss for how to approach him or what she could say. Did she dare broach the subject of his failure to perform? Could she inquire as to any subsequent treatment he received from Dr. Tikelmeister and Dr. Coxwell? Or Nina? An unexpected jolt of jealousy shook Ingrid at the thought of Nina being enlisted into further therapy for Max while she was away, though Ingrid had been engaged quite delightfully with Victor.

But then she realized that what she really wanted to know about Max Manselmsson had nothing to do with his impotentia nervosa, nor any of his condition's repercussions.

"Känner du Erik Johanssen?" Ingrid asked, striding directly toward the Swedish Wonder.

Max startled, turning toward Ingrid with a look of surprise on his handsome face. His velvet robe was open down the front, and Ingrid looked quickly away from his taut belly and the tangle of blonde hair that sat above his resting cock. Then he laughed and answered Ingrid in Swedish:

"Erik Johanssen? He's my cousin! Do you know Erik Johanssen?"

Ingrid smiled and said, "Not personally, but I'm a huge fan. I follow the Göteborg Djävlar, and I grew up in Mälarby. I'm Ingrid Igelstöm." She extended her hand to Max, when took it in both of his.

"Ingrid Igelstöm? Do you know Elsa Igelstöm?"

"Elsa is my cousin!" Ingrid said with a laugh. "How do you know Elsa?"

"I babysat for her a few times, years and years ago. God, what a brat ..."

Ingrid laughed again. "Not much has changed. But why would the future Swedish Wonder be babysitting my cousin?"

"I spent the summers in Mälarby when I was in high school," said Max. "On the Johanssen's farm. Erik's mom and mine were identical twins, which I guess makes us genetically half brothers — everyone thought we looked a lot alike."

Ingrid recalled her vivid dream in Dr. Lipintung's lab, where a man whose features were a perfect blend of Max's and Erik's had suddenly split into two men, when then conspired to bring her the most delicious of sensuous pleasures. Her cheeks burned at the memory, as if Max could peer inside her mind and see her filthiest fantasies. Though given their earlier interactions, she supposed he didn't have to look too deeply to surmise the nasty thoughts that swirled in Ingrid's brain.

"A ... great lot alike, indeed," Ingrid said. "It is a little disconcerting, actually ..."

"Ingrid Igelstöm," Max said, letting Ingrid's name roll around on his tongue. "Ingrid ... Igelstöm ... from Mälarby, of all places! Why didn't you say so before, Ingrid Igelstöm? I mean, in my line of work, it's not unusual to have a beautiful stranger suck my cock —" Ingrid blushed and looked down at her feet, still clad in her white shoes — "but not a beautiful stranger who is also a neighbor, or nearly so."

Ingrid shrugged, then looked up at him, letting herself swim for a moment in his dazzlingly blue eyes.

"I've been thinking about home a lot lately," Max said, "which makes me sad and happy at the same time. I love my life here, of course, but ... I miss home, Ingrid. Do you miss home?"

"Sometimes ..."

All the time, Ingrid thought, wrapping her arms around her waist. I miss the fields outside town, the beach at Lake Åkesson, the little shop in town that sells sockerbitar and lakridsfiskar by the kilo ...

Max suddenly reached inside his robe and withdraw a crumpled white bag. He shook it open and held it out to Ingrid. The sweet scent of chewy candy immediately reached Ingrid's nose.

"Sockerbitar?" he asked.

#

"You did svensk rörelse with Fru Olsson, too?" Ingrid asked around a mouthful of sticky sockerbitar. They were sitting with their backs against a low wall, looking out over the dark grounds of the estate as the stars wheeled above them, legs stretched out. So far they had covered Lake Åkesson, Nils Lindahl's market stand, and the magazine store on the high street that sometimes sold American comic books, and were on to more esoteric Mälarby topics.

"Well, just for one summer," Max admitted. "My parents and Erik's thought it would be good discipline for us. It was fun, and maybe I learned a thing or two, but I really spent most of my time staring at Fru Olsson's bum in her purple leotard."

Ingrid hid a snorting guffaw behind her hand; she had done svensk rörelse exercises at Fru Olsson's studio in Mälarby all through her teen years, and she recalled her purple leotard quite clearly. And though Fru Olsson was ten years older when Ingrid trained with her than when Max did, her bum was certainly distracting even in those later years: high and firm and almost comically round.

"Do you remember this routine?" Ingrid asked, hopping to her feet. "It was one of my favorites, and I still do it sometimes when I wake up if the coffee isn't enough to get me moving."

Ingrid lifted one knee, then the other, in a sort of marching motion, then raised her hands above her head and hopped in a quick circle. She placed her hands on her hips and swayed from side to side, then repeated the marching steps before dropping to the ground and stretching out flat on her belly and doing several rapid pushups. Max laughed and leapt to his feet, repeating her movements almost exactly, finishing by rolling onto his back and kicking his feet into the air.

"I think Fru Olsson had a limited repertoire," Max panted, "or perhaps she found a few routines that worked really well and stuck to them."

Ingrid slid herself next to Max and draped an arm across his chest. He reached over and drew her closer to him, nuzzling his cheek against her tangled hair.

"There's a routine Fru Olsson never taught, though," Max said, "that I think would be perfect for us to practice together. Only if you're interested, of course ..."

Ingrid glanced down the length of Max's body and saw that his cock, which had been lazily huddled in its nest of blonde curls during their conversation about Mälarby, had stretched itself to its full and quite impressive length. The buzz that had troubled her cunt on first seeing Max's erection in person returned in even greater force.

"I ... I'm quite interested, Max Manselmsson," Ingrid said, her voice quivering. "I would like you to teach it to me."

"Then I will," Max said, pulling Ingrid on top of him and nibbling at her tender throat with his lips. "I will teach all of this routine's most delectable motions ..."
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Chapter 8


"Ingrid!" Dr. Tikelmeister shouted. "What are you doing?"

Ingrid snapped suddenly out of the delightful reverie of riding Max, her head thrown back so she could watch the stars turn from faint white lights to swirls of iridescent color as she approached her climax.

"Oh!" Ingrid gasped, looking back over her shoulder to see Dr. Tikelmeister, Dr. Coxwell, and Wolfgang Zemper standing by the French doors, their eyes wide and jaws slack. "Oh, Dr. Tikelmeister, we're just ..."

"Vi jävlas," Max said with a laugh, lifting his head from the patio floor as he raised his buttocks to buck Ingrid higher into the night air.

Max had indeed shown Ingrid many delectable motions, just as he had promised, many of which were new to her; his approach to the "Swedish drill" routine was certainly different from, and much preferred to, Fru Olsson's more traditional methods. Over the course of minutes or hours or days — Ingrid's mind had lost all concept of time — Max had turned and twisted and folded Ingrid into more shapes than she could imagine, with his pulsing cock driving into her aching cunt the constant through line of the routine. Whatever barrier had stood between Max and a strong, healthy erection capable of penetrating a willing vagina had been completely obliterated.

"I ... I don't understand," Wolfgang said, pushing past Dr. Tikelmeister to stand stupefied behind Ingrid. "How ... how did ..."

"Sockerbitar," Ingrid said with a giggle, grinding her hips against Max and letting out a groan. "That was the secret all along."

"Soccer ... what?" asked Dr. Coxwell, his brow furrowed.

"It's a Swedish thing," Max said, grasping Ingrid by the hips and rolling her over onto her back. She let out a surprised gasp, then clasped his waist with her thighs and pulled him close. "You probably wouldn't understand."

"Ingrid," Dr. Tikelmeister said, kneeling beside the fucking couple, "how did you accomplish this?"

Ingrid could only groan in response — Max had reached a bundle of nerves deep inside her that she could not recall ever having been tickled in so delightful a manner before — and dig her fingers into Max's back.

"Can't ... you ... see ... we're ... fucking?" Max grunted, driving into Ingrid with each syllable. "Just ... let ... us ... finish ..."

"Absolutely not!" Wolfgang howled. He reached down to grasp Max's earlobe, giving it a firm twist until Max let out a cry and stumbled to his feet. Ingrid gasped in protest as Max's cock left the cozy confines of her cunt.

"If you're going to fuck on my clock," Wolfgang hissed, standing on his toes so his face was level with Max's, "you're going to fuck according to my script."

Wolfgang dragged Max toward the French doors, Max cringing in pain as Wolfgang mercilessly twisted his ear. Ingrid scrambled to her feet and hurried after them.

#

"Lords of Lust and Damsels of Desire,' scene six," the blonde assistant announced, holding her clapperboard high, "take ... three?"

She brought the clapper down with a crack, the signal for the silver-dusted dancer to mount the throne on which Max sat one more time. Ingrid, standing behind the cameras with her arms crossed over his breasts, seething with rage, was happy to see that she did so with much less enthusiasm than the last two times.

"Sockerbitar?" Dr. Tikelmeister whispered in Ingrid's ear. He stood behind her again, pressing himself against her back, and ran a hand toward her breasts.

Ingrid shrugged him away and used her hip to push him back a step.

"Max is very lonely here, I think," Ingrid said, turning her head to glare at Dr. Tikelmeister. "Too many people are expecting too much of him and his talents, and paying too little concerns to his needs."

The blonde assistant hushed Ingrid with a harsh shoosh; Ingrid stuck out her tongue at her, then turned to face Dr. Tikelmeister.

"And I do not think that my needs are of sufficient concern here either, Dr. Tikelmeister," she said, looking up at him with her jaw clenched and her eyes narrowed. "I think you and Dr. Lipintung are treating me as a curiosity, as a means to some end I cannot quite grasp, and I am declaring an end to my treatments until you can explain what benefit they will have for me."

Before Dr. Tikelmeister could protest, there was a sound of commotion on the dais. Ingrid spun back toward the throne where Max sat beneath the silver-dusted dancer (though honestly, much of the silver had been rubbed away after repeated fondlings) and saw with alarm that his erection, which had maintained its proud turgidity even after Wolfgang had dragged him off the patio, was abruptly flagging before it could be brought to service.

"Oh, no!" Ingrid shouted, and sprinted toward the throne.

Ingrid shoved the dancer aside, never even glancing down as she tumbled to Max's feet, and grasped Max's fading erection in both hands. She could feel it losing its firmness between her fingers, shrinking back into itself despite her firm strokes and gentle squeezes. Max let out a sobbing gasp and turned his face away from her.

"Max, no!" Ingrid said, reaching out her hand to turn his face back toward her. "No, don't give up! Think of ... think of ... of Fru Olsson's big round bum! Of the sunrise over Lake Åkesson! Of sweet and chewy sockerbitar — the good strawberry kind, not that nasty vanilla crap!"

Max moaned, and Ingrid saw a tear quivering in the corner of his eye. She gripped his cock even more firmly, afraid she might damage it with her enthusiasm, but unable to control herself.

"Think of me, Max," she whispered, climbing up onto the throne and straddling his hips. "Think of me fucking you, the Swedish Wonder, while the whole world watches."

Max's cock stirred in her hands, and stiffened; Ingrid grinned, a feeling of pride swelling in her chest, and slowly lowered herself onto his shaft.
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Chapter 9


"Cut!" the blonde assistant shouted. She bounded up the steps to the throne where Ingrid was riding Max with wild abandon, waving her clapperboard overhead. "Cut, cut, cut!"

"No," said Wolfgang Zemper from among the camera crew. He stepped toward the dais and stopped just before the first step, stroking his chin thoughtfully. "No, please, keep the cameras rolling ..."

"But we don't have a release form for this — for her!" the assistant protested, motioning toward Ingrid. Ingrid ground her hips against Max, oblivious to all the eyes fixed on her shapely back as she drove herself and her partner to the edge of ecstasy.

"We'll take care of all that when we wrap. For now, keep shooting — I like what I'm seeing ..."

And Wolfgang, it seemed, was not the only one who liked what they saw. Ingrid heard a surprised but happy gasp behind her, and turned her head to see Nina's face illuminated with delight while Victor knelt before her. He had her dress lifted to her waist and his head pressed between her thighs, and though she couldn't see clearly what Victor was doing, Ingrid could well imagine the movements of his clever tongue that were bringing that rapturous smile to Nina's lips.

Ingrid heard a crash on the other side of the room, and turned in time to see one of the floodlights toppling over. On the floor beside them, no longer frozen in a carnal tableau, were the couple from the still photo shoot she had watched when she went looking for a washroom. They were fucking with wild abandon, the man driving his hips with the fury of a jackhammer while the woman threw her thighs wide and writhed in pleasure.

I am contagious, Ingrid thought. A shiver of pleasure ran through her body as her clit ground against Max, and she heard him groan in response to her shudder. My wonderful, terrible, beautiful condition is spreading ...

Ingrid lifted herself until just the spongy tip of Max's cock nestled between her labia, and then carefully swung her legs around so she could face the rest of the room. She leaned back into Max's arms and sighed. His hands roamed up and down her body — fondling her breasts, stroking her tummy, flicking his thumb across her pulsing bud — while she watched the chaos slowly consume the room.

Across the film set, cast and crew were peeling off in twos and threes and fours, shedding clothes and sharing caresses. The cameras still appeared to be rolling — she could barely hear their quiet buzz above the gasps and moans that were now filling the air — but were running almost entirely autonomously, as their operators had either abandoned their posts or were surely distracted by the sudden amorous attention they were receiving.

And through it all waded the blonde assistant, a clipboard on her arm and a pen in her hand, interrupting the participants of the impromptu orgy to scribble a hasty signature on her release forms.

#

We join now a brief interlude with Dr. Lipintung ...

"Damn it, Victor," Dr. Lipintung muttered under her breath. She was standing on her toes to reach one of the sensors mounted on the wall — an infrared thermometer capable of isolating temperature fluctuations in distant bodies, a sensor she had proudly designed herself — but it was just out of her reach.

She looked around for Victor and sighed when she spotted him: he was kneeling behind Nurse Nina, who knelt on all fours with her ass raised, his hips slapping rhythmically against her flesh. Clearly, he wasn't going to be of much help in adjusting the sensor's position.

The spontaneous orgy triggered by Ingrid mounting Max Manselmsson was an unexpected windfall of data. Or would be if she could just get all of the sensors properly calibrated. When they set them up earlier in the evening, Dr. Lipintung had anticipated a much more organized affair: "It will be a simple threesome," Wolfgang Zemper had promised, "Max with two of his co-stars — a standard arrangement if you're familiar with my productions."

Well, there was absolutely nothing simple or standard about the current arrangement!

Dr. Lipintung spied a chair tipped over in the far corner of the room — one of the few pieces of furniture not currently being used to support a fucking couple — and stepped over a tangle of writhing bodies on the floor to go retrieve it. She could see Nurse Ingrid astride Max on the throne, looking out over the chaos enveloping the film set, smiling like a wicked queen. The air crackled with sexual energy, and hummed with the sounds of pleasure. She hoped that the audio monitors and seismic sensors were properly synchronized to provide a full record of this event in all possible dimensions: the data would be simply astounding to review!

Once she had the chair, Dr. Lipintung was able to reach the sensor and turn it the few millimeters required to extend its sensory field. She noted the time on her wristwatch so she could account for the device's adjustment when assembling the digital portrait of the phenomenon.

"Do you need a hand with that, Dr. Lipintung?"

She looked down to see Dr. Tikelmeister standing behind her, his arms crossed over his chest. A satisfied smile played across his lips.

"Not at all, Dr. Tikelmeister," she said, giving the nut holding the sensor to the wall a final tightening turn. "I've got everything here completely under control."

"Well, it's nice to see someone in control, I suppose."

"For science, Dr. Tikelmeister," said Dr. Lipintung. "All for science — this event is as rare as an imploding black hole, and its nuances will surely reveal much of value to our studies."

"And you don't think you'll be pulled into this black hole's gravity well, never to emerge?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked, cocking his head playfully. "Are you immune to the crackle of sensuous energy all around us, a distant observer of this extraordinary convergence of fleshly delight?"

Dr. Lipintung drew in a sharp breath. From her perch on the chair, she had an unobstructed view of the coupling, throupling, quadrupling taking place all around her. Dr. Coxwell had joined Victor and Nina, offering his cock — I had not imagined it to be so thick! Dr. Lipintung mused — to her mouth while Victor took her from behind. An impressive tangle of bodies rose up the steps of the dais, with the silver-dusted dancer at the apex of a fleshy pyramid. Even Wolfgang Zemper's assistant had been pulled down into the chaos, her clipboard and release forms scattered about while a pair of cameramen took turns between her trembling thighs.

The only person who seemed immune to the contagion of carnality spreading through the room was Wolfgang Zemper himself, who strode gracefully through the carnage, a wistful smile on his face. He had a small notebook in his hand, and appeared to be jotting notes — perhaps for his next production, or perhaps editing prompts for how to splice together tonight's chaos into something with some narrative structure.

Dr. Lipintung herself felt more than a tingle of excitement as she watched the bodies writhing all around, though she was successfully controlling — so far — the urge to throw herself into the maelstrom. And Dr. Tikelmeister? Dr. Tikelmeister, indeed ...

"Have your clinical observations held up, Dr. Tikelmeister?" Dr. Lipintung asked, gesturing toward Ingrid and Max on the throne. "Do you believe you've successfully diagnosed your charges, and prepared a viable course of treatment?"

Dr. Tikelmeister sighed and shook his head.

"I didn't quite know what to expect when Ingrid landed in my lap, so to speak — and I think my treatments may have intensified rather than alleviated her symptoms."

"You don't say." Dr. Lipintung hopped down from the chair, the energy coursing through the room making her feel a bit more spry than usual, and took a step toward Dr. Tikelmeister. "And your assessment of Max Manselmsson?"

"He remains an enigma." Dr. Tikelmeister reached for Dr. Lipintung's glasses, plucking them from her nose in a graceful gesture, then folded them into his pocket. "I'm going to have to compare notes with Ingrid when this is all done so I can understand why her treatment was so much more successful than mine."

"Oh, I think I can answer that one for you, Dr. Tikelmeister." She shrugged off her white coat, draping it over the chair, and began unbuttoning her blouse. "Ingrid has qualities that I'm afraid you lack, and which our friend Max finds especially appealing."

Dr. Tikelmeister laid his own coat on the floor, spreading it out like a blanket, and knelt on it. He reached for Dr. Lipintung's skirt, finding the zipper in back, and pulled it gently down over her thighs, revealing a pair of red panties with delicate lace panels that gave a tantalizing hint of the charms hidden behind them. He let out a whistle and helped steady Dr. Lipintung as she slipped off her shoes and let the skirt fall past her ankles.

"So if you had offered him a treatment plan," Dr. Tikelmeister said, drawing Dr. Lipintung closer with his hands on her hips, "do you think Max would have responded more positively?"

Dr. Lipintung chuckled, then grasped Dr. Tikelmeister's curly brown hair and pulled his face against her thighs. She let out a sigh as he kissed his way across the lace that hid her charms.

"We'll have to engage a study on that, Dr. Tikelmeister," she said, "anything less would be unscientific speculation."
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Chapter 10


Ingrid felt as if she was emerging from a strange and disorienting, but still beautiful and bewitching, dream. She had ridden Max to more climaxes than she could count (and, judging from the noises he made behind her and the sticky seed dribbling down her thigh, at least two climaxes of his own), and though she felt sated at the moment, she knew now that there was nothing that would finally satisfy her for long.

This condition is certainly chronic, she thought to herself, stretching her arms above her head and letting out a contented yawn, but I don't think it will be terminal, so long as I manage it with regular treatments.

She must have drifted into a fugue at some point after her last climax, because she was alone on the throne now, lying sideways across it with her feet dangling over one arm. The first rays of golden sunlight were streaming through the French windows to the patio, illuminating the wreckage that the bacchanal had left behind when its waves of arousal finally subsided. Men and women lay scattered about the room in a tangle of limbs and furniture and discarded clothing; some seemed to be dozing, others embraced in a satiated stupor, and she could hear a few sturdy and indomitable souls still grunting and moaning in pursuit of one last dose of pleasure.

She saw Nina cradled against Victor's belly, with Dr. Coxwell curled at her feet; Dr. Tikelmeister sat against the far wall, his head lolling in a daze, while Dr. Lipintung snored in his lap. And seated in a high-backed chair beside the door, scribbling in a spiral notebook, was Wolfgang Zemper, still impeccable and unruffled in his crisp blue shirt and gray slacks. He looked up when he heard Ingrid stir and smiled toward her before returning to his work.

Max was nowhere to be seen, though he had left behind his velvet cape and golden crown. Ingrid slipped down from the throne to retrieve the crown, then pulled the cape across her shoulders. The velvet and ermine trailed along the dais as she stepped down toward the floor, feeling a wobble in her knees.

The curtains over the French doors were open, and one door was slightly ajar. When Ingrid approached, she saw Max standing outside, his back to the doors, the sunlight making his naked skin glow like burnished bronze. The tingle that she thought had subsided came roaring back as a flame that warmed her from head to toe, and she pushed the door open and quietly stepped outside.

"Max Manselmsson," Ingrid said as she stepped toward him.

Max turned and smiled at her; the sunlight caught in his curly golden hair and his blue eyes sparkled.

"Ingrid Igelstöm," Max said. He reached for her and pulled her to him, placing a kiss on her tousled hair. "You were asleep when I left you."

"I think I earned that sleep," she said, reaching up to set the recovered crown back on the top of his head, where it sat at a rakish angle. Ingrid stood on her toes so she could kiss his lips. They were warm and soft, and she fell into his embrace. As delicious as his cock had been, it was nowhere near as delightful as the sweetness of Max Manselmsson's lips.

"Yes, I think you did," said Max. His hands slid down her back and gripped her ass. "You worked wonders for me, Nurse Ingrid; I don't know how I can ever thank you."

"I have a few ideas," said Ingrid. She pressed her palms to his chest and kissed him even more deeply, letting him steal all of her breath until she was dizzy with desire.

"Then I would like to hear all about them," said Max.

He lifted the velvet robe from her shoulders and lowered himself onto his knees in front of her, spreading the rich fabric out around them. Ingrid followed him to the patio floor and sighed as he guided her onto her back, cradling her head in the crook of his elbow as he stretched himself above her.

"Well," said Ingrid, running her fingers through his hair, "one idea I have is —"

He pressed a finger to her lips, then dragged that finger over her chin, down her throat, and in playful circles to her breasts. When he brushed her nipple, Ingrid arched her back and sighed.

"Why don't you listen to my ideas first," Max said. "I've been contemplating them while watching the sunrise, and I think you'll find them quite delightful."

His hand slid over her belly, warm and firm, then slipped between her legs. When he found her already soft and wet, blooming like a sun-kissed rose, he made a growling sound deep in his throat. Ingrid slipped her hands between them, finding his cock growing stiff against her thigh, and guided him toward her trembling core.

"I ... I like this idea ... very much," Ingrid gasped as he entered her slowly, parting her like the prow of a ship pulling into a still harbor. "It ... demonstrates your ... gratitude ... very effectively."

Max made that growling sound again and pressed himself deeper. Ingrid groaned and arched her back, welcoming him home again.

#

The sun was higher when Ingrid stirred again. She blinked against the bright light, and looked across Max's chest, rising and falling gently in sleep, at the French doors. There was some movement on the other side of the glass, but all she saw were faint shadows; no one had come to disturb them yet, no doubt because there was more than enough carnage in the throne room to hold everyone's attention.

She smiled at the thought of the orgy's participants shaking themselves from their stupor, the fog of desire lifting slowly as they surveyed the shambles all around them. Would they be wracked with shame, or exhilarated by the still vibrant memories of a night of passion? How many would regret their surrender to the impulses of lust, and how many would rise with a new inspiration to embrace carnality in all its wicked deviations?

Ingrid, for her part, knew at last her own mind on the matter: she would let her nervous arousal play out at every opportunity, following her urges to as many delightful conclusions as they would lead. So far, it had led her to this happy place, curled in the morning sunlight against Max Manselmsson's exquisite body.

She felt something pressing into her hip, and she reached down to find Max's crumpled bag of sockerbitar in the folds of the velvet robe. The little candies had fused together into a sticky lump under Max and Ingrid's passionate grappling, and she had to struggle to break off a piece of pink candy from the sugary mass. It softened against her lips and yielded to her teeth, and Ingrid lay back and sighed as the treat dissolved against her tongue.

"Läcker," she sighed. "So, so sweet ..."
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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When one just isn't enough …

Check out my "All For One and One For All" series of spicy tales about ladies at the center of attention and passion …
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Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings

Dorothy Warren and her husband Cal move from the big city to the small town of Milhawket to try to get Dorothy’s insatiable erotic appetite under control. But it turns out that the small town offers more temptations than either had imagined possible …
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Passions run high when Petra, Phil, Jessie, Madeline, and Casey explore the limits of desire in these five stories of erotic romance: A Dip in the Lake, Off the Leash, Madeline’s Awakening, Casey’s Story, and The Contours of Desire, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited

Are you a binge reader? Get all five novellas in a single collection, Mapping the Boundaries of Love, also available in paperback!


[image: ]
Mia's Patio Playtime


[image: ]


Mia's Patio Playtime

A bad potato salad leads to a good time at the cookout.

What was supposed to be a run of the mill swap for members of the Fox Run Swingers' Club turns into an exciting new challenge for Mia when Gabbie has to take a rain check and Ron invites some extra guests. Is she up to this ambitious undertaking? And are they?
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