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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."


[image: ]






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 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 shield 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 feel 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, imaging 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 sung 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, who 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, who 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 withdrew 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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Insatiable Ingrid's First Shift: Up All Night
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Insatiable Ingrid's First ShiftI

ntroduces Ingrid, Nina, and Dr. Tikelmeister, setting the scene for sensuous adventures on Ward X!
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Insatiable Ingrid's Second Shift: Intensive Treatment

Ingrid Igelstöm returns to Tender Mercy Hospital for her second night working with Nurse Nina and the controversial (and delicious …) Dr. Tikelmeister. She thinks she knows what to expect after her first shift, and hopes that there may be call for her to assist in a Code Red situation.

Surprises await, though, as soon as she reaches the nurse’s station on Ward X, beginning with a shocking change in uniform, followed by a set of patients suffering from a very different malady than she has ever encountered before.

Can she bring relief to these new patients? And what further treatments await her at the hands of the unorthodox doctor?
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Insatiable Ingrid's Third Shift: Special Prescription

Dr. Lipintung has an experimental therapy for Ingrid's condition ...


Ingrid Igelstöm is back for her third night on Ward X, tending to Dr. Tikelmeister's patients with Nurse Nina while receiving special treatment for her own condition. And Dr. Tikelmeister's colleague, Dr. Lipintung, has a prescription of her own for Ingrid: a device intended to balance Ingrid's responses to the situations she encounters on Ward X, while also gathering critical data that will surely prove essential for the doctor's continued treatments.


Ingrid has to balance her own needs and desires with those of her patients, while continuing to perfect the techniques and treatments Nina demonstrates throughout the night. Working on Ward X brings special challenges and rewards, and Ingrid is eager to absorb all of the lessons on offer.
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Insatiable Ingrid's Fourth Shift: What Dreams May Come

Can Ingrid’s body — and her mind — withstand the treatments Dr. Lipintung and Dr. Tikelmeister have prepared for her?


Ingrid’s third shift on Ward X left her questioning everything about the path that had led her from her bucolic home in Mälarby. She is no longer the naive if willing young nurse she was when she first came to Tender Mercy Hospital; she has seen and experienced delights and debaucheries she could never have imagined.


She expects to have a quiet day before her next shift, recovering from the strenuous events of the previous night, when a mysterious visitor arrives at her door: Victor Nomikos, a man with his own dark secrets, has come to bring her back to Ward X for a special study designed by Dr. Lipintung.

What will this study reveal about Ward X, about Dr. Lipintung, and about Ingrid’s own most secret desires?
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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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