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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!"


[image: ]






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."


Insatiable Ingrid's Second Shift
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The adventure continues with Insatiable Ingrid's Second Shift: Intensive Treatment; Dr. Tikelmeister has more in store for Ingrid as she uncovers the mysteries of Ward X
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Insatiable Ingrid's Third Shift: Special Prescription
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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
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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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Insatiable Ingrid's Fifth Shift
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Insatiable Ingrid's Fifth Shift

This is the moment Ingrid has been waiting for …

Ingrid Igelstöm’s introduction to Ward X has been eventful, to say the least. She’s learned so much about Dr. Tikelmeister’s patients, Dr. Lipintung’s research programs, and her own deepest desires. When Dr. Coxwell, the personal physician to the mysterious Max Manselmsson, approaches Dr. Tikelmeister’s team with an urgent and confidential request, there’s no doubt that Ingrid is the best equipped to administer the critical treatment the Swedish Wonder requires.

But when presented with a brand new setting, under the bright lights of a Wolfgang Zemper production, will Ingrid find the composure and resilience necessary to treat her most enticing patient? Or will her own nervous condition be her undoing?
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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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Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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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!


All For One and One For All
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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 …


Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings
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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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