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Chapter 1


Ingrid got off the bus a few stops before Elsa's apartment. She had noticed the dingy little video rental shop when she first came to the city, tucked between a dry cleaner and a real estate agent, but she had never imagined going inside it: Elsa already had a collection of "Passionssjukhuset " episodes in her library, as well as favorite movies like "Ronja rövardotter" and "Vi hade i alla fall tur med vädret," so there was no need to go into the disreputable little place in search of entertainment.

But Elsa certainly had no films starring Max Manselmsson in her collection, and Ingrid desperately needed to explore his oeuvre.

Ingrid's body ached from all the excitement of her last shift, and her mind still buzzed from the whiplash between pain and pleasure delivered by Dr. Lipintung's device. And then by Dr. Lipintung herself, while she assisted Dr. Tikelmeister in his third round of her special treatment. It was his most intensive round of treatment so far, perhaps raised to new heights by Dr. Lipintung's presence and encouragement, and left Ingrid deliciously sore and nearly satisfied, at least for a while.

She caught a glimpse of her reflection in the shop's glass as she approached the door and shuddered despite the warm breeze of an early autumn morning. She looked as tattered and used as she felt: her lipstick smeared across her cheek, her blonde hair a rat's nest tangle with her nurse's cap rumpled and askew, her cheeks still flushed with excitement. Her steps were unsteady, knees shaky and calves quivering, and Ingrid could still feel the warm seed Dr. Tikelmeister had emptied into her. Last night, while getting ready for her shift, she had decided to leave her panties behind, and now she felt naked and exposed despite the covering of her white dress and long tan coat.

A bell above the door announced her entrance with a cheery jingle, and the man behind the counter looked up from a magazine and studied her with hooded eyes. He was a short, sallow-skinned man of about forty, his lank black hair hanging nearly to his shirt collar, and his face was expressionless as he turned his head to follow Ingrid's movements. Ingrid could feel his eyes running up and down her back as she stood at the first wooden shelf beside the door, taking in the unfamiliar films on display in their garish covers full of exploding cars and evil-looking guns. Nowhere did she see Max Manselmsson.

"Anything in particular you're looking for, miss?" the man asked. His voice was rough, as though it was dragged over a gravel path before leaving his parched, gray lips.

"Not ... not really, no," Ingrid said, shuffling down the aisle and keeping her back to the counter. The action movie video covers transitioned to more frightening images of vampires and werewolves and masked men wielding machetes and chainsaws. She certainly didn't expect to find any Max Manselmsson films among them.

"Well, if you need help finding something, let me know," the man said. Ingrid breathed a sigh of relief when she sensed his gaze moving from her and back to his magazine.

She continued to work her way around the store's perimeter, eyes roaming over faded cardboard covers and smudged plastic cases. None of the films were familiar, and none seemed at all like a vehicle for Max Manselmsson. Perhaps this was a pointless undertaking; maybe Max Manselmsson existed only in the context of Ward X and Dr. Tikelmeister's unorthodox therapies. But she needed to see the mysterious doppelgänger of Erik Johanssen again, and not just in the brief glimpses she'd had in the patients' rooms.

Ingrid's palms felt clammy with frustration and uncertainty, and despite Dr. Tikelmeister's vigorous treatments, she felt her condition — her nervous clitoral tumescence — begin to flair. She bit down on her lip, willing her arousal to quell, wishing suddenly that she was fitted again with Dr. Lipintung's nefarious little device that detected her excitement and gave her a corrective jolt of electricity.

Except that toward the end of her shift, when she was tending to Connor O.'s anxious priapism with unabashed gusto, she had come to crave those painful zaps almost as much as she enjoyed the heights of pleasure Dr. Tikelmeister's treatments provided.

"You look a little ... distressed, miss," the man behind the counter said, snapping Ingrid out of her reverie. She was startled to find that in her circuit of the video store, she was almost standing at the counter, her eyes scanning the videotapes that filled the shelves along the walls, none of them starring Max Manselmsson. "If there's something in particular you're looking for ..."

Ingrid's chin quivered, and her knees shook. She pressed her hands to the countertop, wincing a little at its somewhat sticky surface.

"Max," she gasped, her voice catching in her throat. "I'm looking for ... for ..." Ingrid felt tears sting her eyes as her shame and agitation tangled in her belly and sent the searing heat of arousal to her core. With great effort, she stammered, "Max Manselmsson."

The man laughed, an unpleasant sound like a broken coffee grinder, and raised a hand to point somewhere behind Ingrid.

"You'll find all the Max Manselmsson you need, and then some," he said with a leering wink of his rheumy brown eye, "behind that pink curtain."

#

"Oh, my," Ingrid gasped, pressing her fingers to her lips.

Behind the pink plastic shower curtain, Ingrid found a wall of video tapes that promised more varieties of carnal delight than she had ever imagined possible. The tattered cardboard covers, festooned in bright shades of pink and purple and blue, boasted photos of women with large, pillowy breasts, and men with monstrous penises far larger than Ingrid had ever seen, some hanging nearly to their knees.

Surely this was where Ingrid would finally find Max Manselmsson, but now she faced the opposite problem she had encountered in the store's main room: there were so many films here that could offer a glimpse of Erik Johanssen's mysterious doppelgänger, it would take her hours to locate the one she needed!

Ingrid ran a trembling finger along the wooden shelf, her eyes flitting over all the garish and vulgar delights on offer: "Fifteen Filthy Inches," "The Seduction of Sissy," "Backdoor Bimbos 3," "Delilah's Dirty Daliances" ... She lifted the boxes and scanned the descriptions on the back, her eyes blurring over the words: "... watch cum-guzzling sluts take these monster loads ... ," "... she moans with pleasure and pain on his IRON ROD ...," "... watch these hung studs take it BOTH WAYS in non-stop action ..."

I may need extra treatment from Dr. Tikelmeister tonight, Ingrid thought as she returned "Sissy Sluts and Bareback Bulls" to the shelf, nearly dropping it from her shaking hands.

Ingrid's eyes finally landed on a box cover with the familiar blue and yellow of her homeland's flag in the background, and a smiling, square-jawed man with a familiar face staring so intently at her that her stomach lurched. He was shirtless, his bare shoulders and chest glistening as if coated with a thin layer of oil, and with his thumbs hooked in the belt loops of black trousers that hung daringly low on his hips. Ingrid had to stand on her toes to reach the box, and she felt her dress rise up her thighs beneath her long coat, giving her a thrilling sensation of secret exhibition; if the nasty little man behind the counter were here to see her calves flexing as she stretched for the box, he would surely experience an odious little rush.

Yes, Ingrid thought, turning the box over in her fingers and looking closely at the man on the cover, yes, this is the man, this is Max Manselmsson, the Swedish Wonder ...

"'This naughty Nordic rake is just the stud you're looking for,'" the text on the back promised, and Ingrid couldn't help but nod in agreement. "'He's got ice-blue eyes but raging hot blood, and a cock as long and bold as any fjord; his iron sword is ready to strike fear and delight in the hearts — and cunts — of any maiden he takes a fancy to!'"

Ingrid clutched the box to her chest and let out a long, satisfied sigh.

#

"What do you mean, you need my name and address?"

Ingrid stood with her fists on her hips, staring down at the greasy little man behind the counter, who was pushing a piece of paper at her with a form that had been photocopied so many times that the letters and lines were gray blurs. She set her jaw in defiance, and felt a satisfied thrill when she saw him flinch under her gaze.

"It's for the rental card," the man said. "We can't let the movies go out without being sure they'll come back again."

"And if I don't bring it back, you will track me down? You will come to my home and pry it from my hands?"

"If I have to," the man said, pulling himself to his full height; the top of his head was barely level with Ingrid's chin, and his eyes were far too close to her breasts for her comfort. "I've done it before. These tapes — especially a tape like this one —" he tapped Max Manselmsson's face with his finger — "are expensive. This is an import, lady, all the way from Norway or someplace. And it's in mighty high demand."

"And if I refuse to give my name and address?" Ingrid demanded. "You will then refuse to take my money? The state of your sad little store suggests you could use all the money that comes your way."

The man laughed — a thin, reedy, and unpleasant sound — and said, "Well, we could come to some other ... arrangement. If you know what I mean."

Ingrid blinked, wrinkling her brow. "I do not know what you mean."

"We could ... make some other exchange. A trade, you could say ... Like, if you were to come around on this side of the counter ..."

Ingrid cocked her head in confusion. "On that side? And for what purpose?"

"Oh, you know ..." The man lifted a pudgy finger to his lips and then flicked a pale pink tongue across it before popping it into his mouth and sucking the tip, waggling his eyebrows lasciviously at Ingrid.

"Oh!" Ingrid gasped, taking a step back. "Oh, oh no! What kind of woman do you suppose I am?"

"The kind of woman who wants to watch Max Manselmsson 'plow their willing fields with his iron rod and churn his sweet cream into frothy butter ...'," the man said, squinting at the back of the box.

Ingrid felt her cheeks burn, which sent a jolt of unwelcome desire to her core. Would I take this nasty troll's rancid penis between my lips just to leave with a Max Manselmsson film? Ingrid thought, and she was disgusted, and not a little excited, that a part of her mind whispered, Yes, yes I would ...

"Or," Ingrid said, reaching a trembling hand into her coat pocket to pull out her pocketbook, "I could simply pay you the full replacement cost now."

She pulled a stack of crisp green bills from inside, not bothering to count them, and threw them onto the counter. When the little man reached down to gather them, Ingrid snatched the videotape from his hand and spun on her heel, head held high as she marched out of the shop.
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Chapter 2


The tape began to play the moment Ingrid popped it into the machine in Elsa's living room, showing Max Manselmsson in the final stages of a tremulous climax. He held his quivering cock in his white-knuckled fist, aiming the final spurts of semen across the smiling lips of a blonde woman who knelt at his feet, her face turned up to Max in delighted surrender. Ingrid let out a surprised gasp and fell back onto the floor, her feet stretched out before her, then scrambled toward the couch in search of the remote control.

"Be kind, rewind," indeed, Ingrid thought as she tapped the pause button on the remote, freezing the woman on the screen just as she extended her tongue to the slippery tip of Max's cock. She imagined that the last person to rent this copy of "Nordiska nöjen" had reached their own climax at the same time as Max, as if they were on some Olympic synchronized orgasm team, and stopped the tape at their moment of climax. Ingrid felt a voyeuristic thrill tingle over her skin at the thought, and she wondered if she had ever passed this other secret Max Manselmsson fan on the street, both of them unaware of each other's hidden desires.

While the machine rumbled and buzzed, its gears rewinding the tape to the beginning, Ingrid shucked off her white uniform dress, leaving it in a wrinkled pile on the floor. Her nipples tingled at the touch of the air, and she pressed her palms to her breasts, sighing at the delicious sensation.

The machine made a heavy clunking sound when it finished its task, and Ingrid tapped the play button. A blue and yellow Swedish flag appeared on the screen, and the title swam into focus in blocky white letters: "Nordiska nöjen" med Max Manselmsson i huvudrollen, and in smaller letters, "en onda spänningar produktion." Ingrid looked down her body — trembling slightly in anticipation, still showing the faint bruises and delicate marks of her most recent treatment from Dr. Tikelmeister — and hurried to the hall closet for a towel.

While Ingrid spread the towel on the couch and settled on the cushion, feet propped on the edge and knees high, the movie began, showing Max Manselmsson slowly unbuttoning a white shirt and slipping it off his broad shoulders. The camera made love to him, lingering longingly on the swell of his biceps and the firm surface of his abdomen, capturing the faint sheen of sweat on his bronze skin and the shadows that pooled in the dimples of his hip points. Ingrid sighed, her eyes tracking the camera's progress across the contours of his body, her fingers hovering above her sex.

The camera drew back, revealing a pair of naked women — one blonde, one brunette — kneeling before Max. Their fingers played across the top of his black trousers, tugging at his belt, and their lips traced damp lines over his belly. Their mouths met above the buckle of his belt, and the camera lingered on their twining tongues. Ingrid groaned, recalling nights by Lake Åkesson with her lover Agneta, lost in the softness of her lips and the aching swell of her curves.

The women tugged at Max's belt and pulled at his zipper, and soon were dragging his trousers down past his hips and over his muscular thighs. His penis, already half hard, swelled against their hands, and soon against their lips, as they paid loving tribute to his cock. Ingrid's thumb pressed gently against the pulsing bud of her clit as she watched Max's erection grow, rising slowly into a tower of trembling flesh while the women at his feet gently stroked and kissed its engorged girth.

When the brunette took the lavender head of his cock into her mouth, Max let out a groan, tangling his fingers in her hair and guiding her lips further down his length. Ingrid echoed his groan, running her tongue around her lips as she imagined the sensation of the pulsing shaft pushing past her teeth toward her throat. Her fingers roamed over her smooth, hairless mound, shaved clean last night for Dr. Lipintung's device to be mounted to her, and she felt her nectar flow.

Ingrid's mind was abuzz with a medley of images drawn from the figures on the screen, her memories of her nights on Ward X, and her filthiest imagined fantasies. She pictured herself joining the women at Max's feet, taking turns worshipping his swollen shaft; she recalled Dr. Tikelmeister thrusting into her from behind, forcing her face between Dr. Lipintung's thighs until she was nearly drowning in the tangy juices flowing from the researcher's cunt; she could feel Connor O.'s cock bucking between her fingers as she urged him to climax after climax, coating his belly and her hands in his hot, sticky seed. Her nectar poured over her fingers, and Ingrid could feel Dr. Tikelmeister's seed dribbling out with her own musky essence.

Her muscles clenched, thighs trapping her hands against her pulsing sex, as her first climax suddenly erupted. On the screen, Max was holding the blonde's legs against his chest as his cock drove mercilessly into her. The brunette straddled the blonde's face, drowning the other woman's gasps between her thighs, and dragged her lips over Max's sweat-slick throat. Ingrid shuddered and groaned, lost in the sensations flooding her body and the images filling her mind.

If you're very good, Nina had promised, you might get to meet Mr. Manselmsson yourself someday.

I'll be good, Ingrid thought, staring in wonder as the brunette took her place astride Max's firm, slick member. I'll be so, so very good, Nina, the best girl you've ever known, for just a taste of Max Manselmsson ...

#

"Ingrid Igelstöm?"

The muffled voice on the other side of the apartment door pulled Ingrid from her lethargic trance. She had been drowsing on the couch, exhausted after her second viewing of "Nordiska nöjen" and more climaxes than she could count. She wasn't sure if she was satisfied, exactly, but she was certainly happy; happy and exhausted.

"Nurse Ingrid Igelstöm?"

A fist firmly striking the door punctuated the voice — a man's voice, unfamiliar and deep — and with a groan, Ingrid dragged herself from the couch. She looked at her rumpled dress on the floor, wrinkling her nose when she noticed what was surely a semen stain — whether Connor O.'s or Dr. Tikelmeister's, she couldn't say — spread along the hem. Then she glanced back at the towel stretched across the couch cushions, soaked through with her musky issue.

"Ingrid Igelstöm!"

"Coming!" Ingrid croaked, suddenly aware of the toll her repeated climaxes had taken on her body's hydration. "Give me just a moment!"

She stumbled to the bathroom, where she found a thin robe hanging from a hook on the door, and wrapped the threadbare fabric around herself before hurrying to the apartment door. The voice called her name again as she reached for the knob and pulled.

A tall, dark-haired man stood in the hallway, wearing loose white slacks and a white, high-collared smock. Over his breast was the logo of Tender Mercy Hospital, a winged blue caduceus topped with a green cross. He had a narrow, handsome face with dark eyes and thin red lips, which rose into a smile when he saw Ingrid.

"Nurse Ingrid Igelstöm?" the man asked.

"Yes," Ingrid said, peering cautiously around the edge of the door.

"I'm Victor Nomikos," he said. "From Tender Mercy, a nurse on Dr. Lipintung's staff. I've been sent to collect you."

Ingrid blinked, her brain still fuzzy.

"Surely my shift isn't for several hours," she said, blinking, wondering if she had lost the entire day lying in a quivering heap of arousal.

"It's not for your shift," the man said. "I've been sent by Dr. Lipintung. "For your joint research project."

"Our joint ... but ... I haven't slept at all, Mr. ..."

"Nomikos. That's understood, and Dr. Lipintung says you needn't worry — sleep is precisely what this is about."

"But I ..."

"Please, Nurse Ingrid," the man said, his eyes sparkling as his smile widened. "If you come with me, I'll explain on the way."
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Chapter 3


"You'll have to let me bathe first," Ingrid said as she opened the door and invited Victor Nomikos into the apartment. She caught a glimpse of the shambles in the living room — the sopping the towel, the stained and rumpled dress, the image of the blonde woman's smiling lips coated with Max Manselmsson's glistening seed — and guided her guest toward the kitchen with her hand on his elbow.

"As long as you're quick about it, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said, taking a seat at the kitchen table. "I have very clear instructions to deliver you to Dr. Lipintung as quickly as possible."

"I won't be a minute," Ingrid said. She took a bottle of orange juice from the refrigerator and a glass from the cupboard, setting them on the table before Victor, then hurried to tidy the living room and make her ablutions in the bathroom.

Ingrid slipped out of her robe, tossing it on the floor, and stepped to the little clawfoot bathtub. She didn't want to take the time to fill the tub with her guest waiting, but since the faucet had a hose-like attachment, she decided she could take a quick shower to rinse the musky funk from her skin. Ingrid wrinkled her nose at the smell — sweat and semen and her tangy nectar mingled as steam filled the tiny bathroom.

What could Dr. Lipintung possibly need me for now? Ingrid wondered as she tested the temperature of the shower spray against her hand. Hasn't she done enough to me already?

Ingrid stepped into the tub as she recalled the little device Dr. Lipintung had strapped to her bare sex, and wires that gave her jolts of pain and pleasure in an effort to balance her arousal. The poor little box had been unable to keep up with Ingrid's powerful responses to the many stimulations on Ward X, and by the time she had cured Connor O. (at least temporarily) of his anxious priapism, it was able only to sputter and whine as it struggled to counteract her excitement.

The little device had collected data, though, which seemed to delight Dr. Lipintung almost as much as Ingrid's mouth did. She had caught a glimpse of a chart of her arousal on a monitor in a Ward X shortly before Dr. Tikelmeister's third treatment began. Did Dr. Lipintung want to gather more data? What else could she possibly learn from Ingrid's condition that a night on Ward X hadn't already made clear?

"Nurse Ingrid, are you almost finished?"

Ingrid glanced over her shoulder and saw that the bathroom door was open just a crack. Is he watching me shower? Ingrid wondered, holding the spray against her belly. The hot water trickled over her bare mound and down her thigh, and despite the climaxes that had put her in a blissful torpor just a little while ago, she felt herself becoming aroused again.

"Almost," Ingrid called, directing the spray toward the ticklish bud nestled between her lower lips. She stifled a gasp against her fist. "Can ... can you ... can you help me with something?"

"Help you?"

The door's hinges squeaked as Victor pushed it open, and he paused in the entryway, his expression changing slowly from surprise to hunger when he saw Ingrid standing naked in the bathtub.

"My back," Ingrid said, letting the spray tickle her most sensitive flesh. "Can ... can you wash my back?"

#

Ingrid struggled to keep her knees from shaking as she watched Victor slowly peel off his white smock and hang it on the hook, revealing a lean, darkly tanned body decorated with the brightest, most intricate tattoos she had ever seen. Leaves and flowers tangled and twined up his arms and across his back; bright blocks of color — red, green, cerulean blue — ran in checkerboard patterns over his chest and down his belly, disappearing beneath the waistband of his loose white slacks.

"Dr. Lipintung warned me about you," Victor said as he toed off his shoes, kicking them toward the door, and then hooked his thumbs and tugged. His loose white cotton pants slid noiselessly down his thighs, revealing more bright shapes inked on his olive skin, and his cock sprang into view, making Ingrid gasp. It, too, was decorated with colorful ink, with rainbow rings spiraling from his clean-shaven groin to the glossy purple tip; Ingrid felt her mouth water at the thought of taking it between her lips, imagining her mouth wrapped around it like she was devouring a sweet, sugary sucker. She had to press her hand against the tiled wall to hold her balance.

"Warned you?" Ingrid asked, her voice quavering. "About me? Why?"

Victor turned to hang his trousers by his smock, revealing coiled blue and green snakes that writhed across his narrow buttocks and down his slender thighs, then stepped toward the tub. His dark eyes ran up and down Ingrid's naked body, and she nearly dropped the shower handle.

"She said you're easily distracted," Victor said, climbing into the tub and taking her waist in his hands so he could turn her face to the wall. "That you interpret instructions to your own favor, and are willful when confronted."

"Me?" Ingrid said. Victor ran his hands up her flanks and over her back, then reached around to take the sprayer from her hand. "Willful?"

"That's what Dr. Lipintung says," said Victor. He let the water run across her shoulder, sluicing in warm rivulets down her back, then pressed his body against hers. She could feel his rainbow-striped cock nestled against the swell of her ass and his breath hot and sharp against her neck. "Willful and disobedient."

"I ... I most certainly ..."

Victor lifted Ingrid's hair from the nape of her neck and sprayed water over the exposed skin, then pressed his lips to her flesh. His teeth scraped across her neck and up to her ear, and he whispered, "I like a willful girl. They're more fun to train."

"That's ... that's not my back," Ingrid gasped. Victor was running his long-fingered hands over her breasts, pinching her nipples almost painfully, while he pressed her to the tiled wall.

"Indeed, it's not," Victor said as his hands slid lower, pressingly firmly against her belly. "But it looks like you're filthy everywhere, Nurse Ingrid, and I feel the need to give you a thorough scrub."

He reached for the loofah sponge hanging from the faucet handle and then dragged it over her skin. Ingrid gasped at the delightfully rough texture, and at Victor's firm pressure against her body. She arched her back as he scrubbed her belly and thighs, and felt his cock pulse against the small of her back.

"I ... I am filthy," Ingrid groaned. "So exceptionally filthy. Please, make me clean ..."

Victor laughed, hooking an arm around her waist and lifting her until her toes barely touched the bottom of the tub. His cock slid lower, wedged between the cheeks of her ass, and he dragged the loofah between her legs. The sensation against her sensitive clit was almost too good, and Ingrid nearly climaxed against the stiff sponge.

"I'm going to scrub every inch of you, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said with a chuckle. He dropped the sprayer into the tub and reached his hand down to lift her thigh, pressing her knee against the wall and opening her channel to his searching fingers. She groaned under his touch, palms pressed flat to the tiles, cheek trembling against the wall.

"Yes," Ingrid gasped, "yes, make me ... make me shine, Victor ..."

"Oh, I will, Nurse Ingrid." Victor adjusted his hips behind her, tightening his grip across her belly, and she felt the spongy tip of his cock probing her slick, bare lips. "I'm going to make you glow."
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Chapter 4


Ingrid was still glowing when she and Victor arrived on Ward X, where Dr. Lipingtung was waiting impatiently, tapping her foot against the floor while she sat on a low wheeled stool. She scowled over her glasses as the two of them stepped into one of the patient rooms, where the bed sat surrounded by beeping, luminous monitors.

"It certainly took you two long enough," Dr. Lipintung said. She rose gracefully from the stool and strode across the room, a clipboard in her manicured fingers. "Did you stop for brunch?"

Brunch? thought Ingrid. That wouldn't have been a bad idea ... She realized suddenly that she'd had nothing to eat since grabbing a donut from the nurses' station counter on her way out of the hospital after her shift and her treatment, and her stomach rumbled its unhappiness with this state of affairs.

"I'm sorry, Dr. Lipintung," Victor said. "Nurse Ingrid needed a little ... persuading. I had to make her early return to the hospital seem worthwhile."

"And continuing our important work here isn't worthwhile enough for you, Nurse Ingrid?" Dr. Lipintung said, grasping Ingrid's chin in her fingers. "We're making critical progress that will bring relief and pleasure to so many people. Do you not understand that, Nurse Ingrid?"

"I ... I do, Dr. Lipintung," Ingrid said, struggling to keep her lips from quivering. "It is crucial work, and I am proud to be a part of it."

"Good," Dr. Lipintung said, releasing Ingrid's chin and then gently caressing her cheek with her fingertips. "That's very good, Nurse Ingrid."

Dr. Lipintung stepped away from Ingrid, running her eyes up and down Ingrid's body, her expression pensive. Then she said, "Strip, Nurse Ingrid. Now."

#

Ingrid shivered under the thin blue gown that barely concealed her nakedness while Dr. Lipintung affixed a band from which sprouted a tangle of colorful wires to Ingrid's head. Victor, meanwhile, strapped leather bands around her ankles, binding her to the bed.

"I will be taking measurements while you sleep," Dr. Lipintung had explained while urging Ingrid onto the bed. "I'm looking for the patterns of arousal that coincide with your circadian rhythms and assessing your subconscious and unconscious responsiveness to external stimuli. We will also assess the state of your dream life and its relation to the statistics we gather."

Ingrid sat up on her elbows, looking at Dr. Lipintung with wide-eyed distress. Her body tingled all over from the nervous arousal that always accompanied alarm and anxiety, and she feared she would come apart from the mere touch of Victor's hands on her ankles.

"You ... you will be able to see my dreams?" Ingrid asked, both astonished by the promise of the doctor's technology and ashamed of the depths of depravity that might be revealed.

"No, child," Dr. Lipintung said with a laugh, placing a gentle hand on Ingrid's shoulder. "Victor will wake you from time to time, depending on the readings provided by the monitors, and record your responses. He will also be providing external stimulation, in the form of prepared texts that he will read to you while you sleep."

"Oh, I see." Ingrid allowed the doctor to ease her back onto her pillow. She felt at once relieved and disappointed that she would not come away from Dr. Lipintung's experiment with a recording of her dreams that she could place side by side with her tape of Max Manselmsson's prodigious feats. Surely she could dream up passionate acts to rival the Swedish Wonder's ...

"And why ... why are you tying me down?" Ingrid asked, her voice nearly a whimper. She pulled her legs against the straps Victor had used to secure her to the bed, and they held fast. Her heart began to race, sending waves of nervous excitement through her body.

"We don't want you to injure yourself," Dr. Lipintung said. She ran a hand from Ingrid's knee to her ankle, then slipped a finger between the leather cuff and her skin. "It's not unusual for dreamers, when in a heightened state of excitement, to act out the visions in their minds. We want you to be secure here while the night progresses."

"Oh," Ingrid said, looking down at her prone body as the doctor adjusted the sheet across her legs and lap. She pulled at the straps again, testing their range and strength, and relaxed back against the pillow. Her pulse was still quick, and her arousal high, and she tried to steady herself with slow, deep breaths that quickly turned ragged. Victor took her hand gently in his and slipped a supple leather strap around her wrist.

"Now, all you need to do, my dear, is sleep," Dr. Lipintung said, carefully adjusting the contraption strapped across Ingrid's forehead.

"Sleep?" said Ingrid, suppressing a bitter laugh. "How do you expect me to sleep like this? In this state?"

"You aren't tired?"

"I'm exhausted, Dr. Lipintung," Ingrid gasped, fighting back the tears that stung the corners of her eyes. "But I'm ... agitated as well. And when I'm agitated ..."

"I see. And when you are in an agitated state, Nurse Ingrid, do you have calming strategies that help you to relax?"

"Well," said Ingrid, chewing her lip, "I sometimes make myself a warm bowl of välling, perhaps with a bit of honey ..."

"We certainly don't have any välling," Dr. Lipintung said with a laugh. She brushed a finger across Ingrid's cheek, catching a tear that was tracing a jagged line toward her chin. "What else, Nurse Ingrid? How else might you relax?"

"Well, sometimes, I ..." Ingrid felt her cheeks flare with heat, and she tried to tilt her head away from Dr. Lipintung's gaze, though the band attached to her prevented much movement. She took a deep breath. "If I feel especially aroused, and cannot sleep, I ... I help myself to ... I touch my ..."

Ingrid's voice trailed off in a shameful murmur.

"Then do that now, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Lipintung said. She lowered herself onto the stool beside the bed and rested her hand below Ingrid's belly, warm and soothing through the thin blue gown. "Touch yourself and relieve your arousal. It will help to calibrate the sensors to record the effects of a documented climax."

Ingrid squirmed, flitting her eyes toward her feet. Victor stood at the end of the bed, smiling down at her with dark eyes. The pink tip of his tongue darted across his lips, and Ingrid shivered.

"Nurse Victor is highly professional," Dr. Lipintung said, "just as you are. He will observe, and will not judge." Then she leaned close to Ingrid's ear and whispered, "Though I'm sure his judgment would be highly positive if he were to make one."

Ingrid's blush extended to her entire body, making her fingers and toes tingle. Dr. Lipintung took Ingrid's hand in hers and guided it gently between Ingrid's thighs. While Ingrid explored, tentatively, her tumescent arousal, the doctor's fingers ran lightly up and down her thighs. Ingrid's delicate bud stiffened, and she felt the petals of her sex bloom despite her embarrassment. She closed her eyes so she couldn't see the smile on Victor's lips, though the image of his hungry expression floated in her mind as the doctor urged her fingers lower.

"Good, Nurse Ingrid, very good," the doctor whispered, almost cooed, and Ingrid felt herself opening to Victor's gaze and Dr. Lipintung's gentle touch. The doctor's fingers joined her own at the entrance to her channel, and she felt the excitement swell and warm in the depths of her womb. "Give us a nice, big spasm for our records, and then surrender to sleep ..."
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Chapter 5


"There you are, little one," a voice whispered in Ingrid's ear. But the words were in Swedish — " lilla älskling," the voice called her — and startled Ingrid out of her sleep.

She turned her head, eyes shooting open, and saw a familiar, square-jawed face beside her pillow. She let out a gasp and asked, "Erik? Max? Who ... why ..."

In the room's dim light, she could see his bare chest and powerful arms. Shadows concealed his shape below his tapered waist, but Ingrid was certain that he was naked, and she could sense the electric charge of his arousal even in the darkness.

"Don't fret, darling," the man said, running a finger gently down her cheek and moving his mouth closer. Ingrid smelled his sweet scent and felt his warm breath on her skin. "I am whoever you want me to be."

Ingrid stared in wonder as his features shifted, oh so subtly, the dimple in his chin growing deeper like Erik's, then his eyes growing rounder like Max's. Only the smile — playful, inviting, hungry — stayed unchanged.

I must be dreaming, Ingrid thought, though the sheets around her legs and the man's hand stroking her cheek certainly felt real enough. She tried to reach out a hand to the stranger beside her bed, and found that her wrists were constrained as well, with straps like those that held down her legs.

The man leaned closer, his breath hot on Ingrid's ear, and she shuddered, making the bedframe rattle. His lips grazed Ingrid's throat, and she nearly shrieked.

A dream, or a nightmare. Ingrid squeezed her eyes shut and willed the dream to end, for darkness to wipe away the sensations coursing over her skin. The man's lips traced a hot line across her clavicle, and she felt his body's weight and heat against her shoulder.

"Are you feigning sleep, illa älskling?" the man asked. His voice was a low, rich rumble that Ingrid felt all the way to her toes. "Because we can tell by the way your heart pounds that you are very much awake."

Ingrid's eyes fluttered open, and she found herself staring into Erik's — or Max's? — sparkling blue eyes. She felt as if she was floating in their cold, deep wells as he leaned forward and brushed his lips gently against hers. Ingrid parted her lips, and he deepened the kiss, his mouth growing hot and hungry as he stole her breath and bit her lips and probed her teeth with his powerful tongue. Ingrid pulled at her restraints, arching her back off the mattress, and she felt the thin sheet slipping from her bare legs.

The man pulled back suddenly, leaving Ingrid gasping for air, and she watched with a mixture of horror and excitement as his subtly shifting features began to shake and shudder and split, one mouth becoming two, two eyes becoming four, until both Max and Erik hovered above her, nearly identical with their greedy, wicked smiles. She felt one man — the one with Max's face — climb onto the bed, knees on either side of her hips, while the other moved behind her, cradling her head against his bare belly, his fingers gently stroking her cheek.

"I'm so hungry," Max said, bending down to kiss her lips as Erik tilted her face to meet his lips. "And I think you're hungry, too, sötnos. I can feel your belly rumbling."

Max pressed his hand to Ingrid's quivering stomach, and she felt heat spreading through her core. She pulled against the restraints holding her to the bed, wishing she could wrap her limbs around his body and pull him to her. His hand ran a lazy circle over her body, grazing her bare mound before sliding up her flank and teasing the side of her breast. Ingrid's nipples stiffened.

"You should feed her, Erik," Max said as he lowered himself against Ingrid, his broad chest pressed to her tingling breasts. "Feed her a sweet little treat."

"But I don't have anything little to feed her," Erik said with a laugh that Ingrid could feel against the top of her head. "Or particularly sweet. I only have a large and savory delight for our sötnos."

"Then that will have to do," Max said. He slid his body along Ingrid's, his mouth moving across her breasts as his skin dragged hot against hers.

Max flicked his tongue against one stiff nipple, and then the other, but when Ingrid opened her mouth to cry out in delight, she felt something hot and spongy press against her lips. She blinked her eyes and saw Erik grinning down at her, a lecherous, leering expression on his face as he guided his hard cock into her mouth. Max's mouth had reached her quaking thighs, and Ingrid took Erik eagerly between her lips while Max's fingers toyed across her wet, supple lips, parting them so his lips could wrap gently around her aching, throbbing bud.

#

Ingrid let out a cry, arching her back and raising her hips, desperate for the touch of Max's mouth and the throb of Erik's cock between her lips, but she found only air. The bed rattled and shook under her, and Ingrid could feel the thin blue gown sticking to her breasts, slick with sweat.

"Relax," a soothing voice whispered, and Ingrid felt a hand gently touch her shoulder. She shuddered and fell back against the mattress, letting out a groan.

Another hand ran across her sweat-streaked brow, and Ingrid opened her eyes. It took a moment for her unfocused gaze to make sense of the face looking down at her: it was neither Max nor Erik, though the expression on the red lips and in the dark eyes seemed equally hungry as those her dream lovers wore.

"Victor," Ingrid whispered. Her throat felt tight and her lips were dry. "I ... they ..."

"Relax," Victor repeated. He reached across her to adjust the sheet that had slipped down her body, and his arm grazed her breasts. Her nipples tented the thin, nearly transparent gown, and Ingrid let out a gasp.

"I ... I was ... they both ..."

"You were dreaming, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said. He reached toward a table that Ingrid could barely see out of the corner of her eye, retrieving a clipboard and a pen before settling onto the stool beside the bed. "And you need to tell me about it."

"About my dream?"

Ingrid felt her cheeks flush, recalling the sensation of Erik's cock pulsing against her tongue, of Max's lips tugging at her stiff clit, of their bodies warm and hard above her as she lay helpless and needy in the bed.

"Everything, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said, smiling at her over the clipboard as he held his pen poised above it. "Spare me no detail."
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Chapter 6


"What ... what does it mean?" Ingrid asked when she finished telling Victor about the dream. It had seemed so real, vivid and visceral, and she expected Max and Erik to return at any moment to finish the delightful ménage à trois they had started.

Victor shrugged, setting the clipboard and pen back on the table and then wheeling the stool closer to the bed. He leaned over Ingrid and put his cool, dry hand against her ruddy cheek.

"I have no idea," Victor said. "I'm not the doctor — Lipintung and Tikelmeister will have to interpret it, along with the readings from the devices." He reached up to adjust the strap across Ingrid's forehead, and she could feel the weight of the crown bristling with wires on her head. "But I can say that the monitors were beeping and flashing pretty wildly for a few minutes there."

Ingrid sighed and squirmed. The damp fabric of the thin blue gown itched against her skin — she wanted to be naked, to feel the cool air on her breasts, to feel Victor's fingers soothing her flushed, sweat-slick skin ...

"Have ... have you worked long for Dr. Lipintung?" Ingrid asked. "You don't seem like a typical nurse ..."

Victor chuckled and ran his hand over his dark hair, which glistened in the green glow of the monitors arrayed behind him.

"I'm not typical at all, Nurse Ingrid," he said. "Nor am I really a nurse, to be honest. I just provide the doctors with some ... insights ... that they find useful."

"What kinds of insights?"

"Experiential insights," Victor said. He reached toward the table again, retrieving a cloth which he pressed against Ingrid's brow; it was cool and smooth and a little damp, and she let out a sigh. "I'm a ... field practitioner, I suppose you could say. They find my more colorful stories are helpful in grounding their clinical observations."

"Stories?" Ingrid asked, turning her cheek into the cloth as Victor pulled it gently down the side of her face. She smiled and closed her eyes. "What kinds of stories? Will you ... tell me one?"

"Well," Victor said as he dragged the cool cloth over Ingrid's neck, "Dr. Lipintung provided me with some prepared texts that I'm supposed to read to you ..."

Ingrid shook her head.

"No, I don't want that," she said, lifting her shoulder from the mattress to urge Victor's cloth to move lower. She shivered when it brushed her clavicle, and she felt a trickle of moisture between her breasts. "I want your story, Victor ... tell me a story that Dr. Lipintung would like."

"Well, I suppose," Victor said. She heard the stool squeak as he shifted his weight and felt him move closer to her. "I could tell you a little about Max Manselmsson if you'd like, from a time we worked together on a little movie ..."

#

"Any normal man would have been done for," Victor said, "but Max is no normal man — he's got the stamina of a bull."

Ingrid bit her lip, struggling not to let the groan she was holding back escape her lips for fear that it would distract Victor from the story he was telling. And from the tortuously light and sensual dance his fingers were making against her bare breasts.

"Just picture it," Victor said with a far-off tone to his voice, as if he were imagining some great vista laid out before him. "There's Max, pounding away behind Vikki Viper, the gangbang queen herself, who's bent over Gunnar Hawk, swallowing his massive rod, when Sally Skwirtz slides between his legs and starts sucking his balls. I'd have shot my load into Vikki the second Sally's tongue hit my sack, but not Max ... no ma'am, not Max Manselmsson ..."

Ingrid shivered when Victor's thumb ran a circle around her stiff, aching nipple. He had opened her gown and slid the sheet down to her knees while telling his story, and the cool air on her blushing skin felt almost as delightful as his fingers skittering lightly across her breasts.

She closed her eyes and tried to picture the scene Victor described. Most of the participants were strangers to her — Gunnar, Sally, Vikki — but she could certainly imagine Max Manselmsson, his neck corded with strain and his hips smacking against a rounded, upturned ass. She recalled the video she had purchased that morning, in which two women made sensuous love to Max and his rigid cock, and she wondered if either of them were Sally or Vikki — Ingrid hadn't bothered to read the credits that flashed up on the screen as she settled onto the couch, her eyes cared only to feast on Max Manselmsson's beautiful form.

"The two of them, Max and Gunnar, were locked in a sort of competition," Victor continued, "staring at each other as Vikki knelt between them, her pussy pulsing around Max's shaft while she took Gunnar deep in her throat. Every thrust sent her mouth further down Gunnar's rod, and the spit pouring out of Vikki's mouth glistened in the lights shining down on the bed."

Ingrid let the groan escape, unable to hold back, and she heard Victor chuckle. The hand at her breasts slid lower, pressing against her belly, while with his other hand he dragged a finger over her lips. Ingrid let her mouth fall open, and he slipped a finger past her teeth. She took it between her lips and sucked, recalling the too vivid sensation of Erik Johanssen's cock in her dream, as Victor's other hand slid lower, lower, lower ...

"Sally was lying on her back," Victor continued, his voice growing husky, "her head up between Max's thighs and her feet dangling off the edge of the bed. She was flicking her nub with her fingers, and her pussy was glowing with slick nectar — god, I wanted to slide my cock in there, but I needed to save my load for the next scene ..."

Ingrid sucked hungrily at Victor's finger. She pictured the cock he had revealed to her at Elsa's apartment, with its rainbow spiral of ink running up its length, and recalled how it had felt pushing into her as he pressed her against the tiles in the shower, hot water streaming over her skin. His fingers had found the source of her heat now, and were gently probing the aching petals that bloomed beneath his touch. She had not known then that Victor was in fact a comrade of Max Mandelsson, a star of erotic cinema in his own right, but now she felt doubly grateful to be enjoying his talents and skills.

"Gunnar was the first to blow," Victor said as he pushed one finger deeper into Ingrid's mouth and another into her slick channel. Ingrid moaned around Victor's probing digit and raised her hips to meet his hand. "And Vikki took it like a champ, barely blinked when he emptied that thick, steaming load into her mouth. Max grabbed onto her ass and pounded her even harder; I could hear his skin slapping against hers, and it made me hard as a rock."

Ingrid strained against the cuffs binding her wrists and ankles to the bed; she could hear the frame rattle and creak. A second finger joined the first inside her channel, pushing deeper, stroking the sensitive bundle of nerves that throbbed in her core. She sucked at Victor's finger, feeling spittle dribble down her chin.

"Then Max let out a roar and pulled himself out of Vikki," Victor said. His fingers were fucking Ingrid now, moving rapidly in and out, and she could feel her climax building in her belly. Ingrid strained and pushed, trying to force Victor's fingers to move deeper, harder, faster ...

"And that's enough of that," Victor said, suddenly taking his hands from their intimate explorations of Ingrid's body. She gasped and moaned, arching off the mattress, body shuddering on the very edge of climax. She brought her teeth together hard, snapping at nothing but air, but wishing she could catch his hand in a vicious snap.

"Oh please," Ingrid groaned, moving her hips from side to side, her gown hanging loose and open. "Please, Victor ..."

"Hush, now, Nurse Ingrid," Victor said, though his voice, too, was ragged with want. His hand pressed against her brow, no longer cool and soothing; Ingrid could feel the heat of his arousal pulsing beneath his skin. "If Dr. Lipintung had seen us, she would have been quite annoyed — that was not part of her protocol."

"Fuck the protocol," Ingrid hissed, straining hard against the straps. She writhed against the sheets, damp with her arousal, need gnawing at her brain. "I am so close ..."

"Oh, I know," Victor said, glancing back at the monitors behind him. Ingrid watched through tear-blurred eyes as jagged lines danced across the screens and a single red light pulsed in time with the aching throb of her clit. "And if we'd tipped these devices over the edge, it would have ruined the doctor's study. You need to sleep again, Nurse Ingrid, sleep and dream ..."

Ingrid gritted her teeth, fury blazing in her cheeks. She could hear nothing but the blood raging in her ears and the rattle of the bedframe as she struggled against her restraints.
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Chapter 7


"All of the readings are well within the desired range," a voice hummed in Ingrid's ears. "Not too high, not too low ..."

She fluttered her eyes, still stinging with tears, and looked frantically around the room. The shadows were longer and deeper now, and the bank of monitors glowed softly. Victor was nowhere to be seen.

"Precise application of stimulation will ensure the subject's balance," said the voice. It seemed to be coming from the foot of the bed, though Ingrid could see no one else in the room.

The voice had a mechanical tone, almost like the quiet buzz of the monitors. It carried no emotional inflection, no variation in volume or pitch; it was perfectly modulated, a low and steady drone that filled Ingrid's ears, nearly lulling her back to sleep.

"Who ... who is there?" Ingrid asked. She tried to sit up, but found that the straps on her wrists and ankles still held her fast. Her heart began to race with apprehension, and she felt the frustrated arousal welling again in her belly.

"The subject's readings have increased with her growing anxiety," the voice said, still steady and low. "Application of countervailing stimulation will commence in three ... two ... one ..."

A painful pinch sent a jolt up from Ingrid's thighs, drawing a cry from her lips, and she was suddenly aware of a weight against her belly. She strained to look down, and saw a smooth, white shape rising up from between her legs. It looked almost like a billiard ball, perfectly round and featureless, borne on a narrow metallic stalk that moved supplely into the air.

"The readings are in balance again," the voice said, clearer now — it seemed to emanate from the globe that was stretching toward Ingrid's face on the end of its flexible neck. "Stasis will be maintained now by the alternating feedback routine."

Another stalk rose up from between Ingrid's legs and snaked along her belly and over her left breast. At its tip was a soft, fluffy ball — she could feel it tickling over her skin — and it began to circle her stiff nipple. Ingrid sighed at its soothing touch and felt warmth flooding her core again.

Until an arcing blue spark shot out from the fluffy ball, stinging Ingrid's flesh with a crackling hiss. She suddenly recalled the device Dr. Lipintung had strapped to her before last night's shift, the diabolical machine that hummed and buzzed between her legs, sending alternating shocks and caresses all night until her heightened arousal had finally defeated its circuitry and worn it down to a mere lump of plastic and steel.

"What are you?" Ingrid demanded when she could catch her breath again. "What are you doing to me?"

"The subject's agitation is triggering her arousal response again," the voice said. The white ball moved higher, nestling between her breasts, and she felt another electric shock sting her nipple. "Previous interactions with the subject suggest that moving through this state may best be accomplished through a counterintuitive application of significantly increased pleasure."

Ingrid let out a sharp cry and arched her back, making the metal bedframe groan, as the most intense surge of physical pleasure wracked her body. Hidden from her view, nestled between her thighs, the — thing, the device, the robot lover — applied the most perfect suction to her aching clitoris while simultaneously filling her channel with a throbbing sensation as if she were being penetrated by the hardest tempered steel encased in the smoothest, softest silk. Her vision blurred and her body shuddered as Ingrid came completely, inexorably, perhaps indelibly undone.

When the blazing swirls of color finally subsided from her mind, and the klaxon-loud ringing in her ears dissipated to a dull, mindless roar, Ingrid collapsed bonelessly onto the bed. She blinked, rolling her eyes wildly in their sockets as she struggled to make sense of the shadows and lights flashing across her vision. When she was able at last to focus, she found the white, glowing globe was poised just centimeters from the tip of her nose, swaying slowly back and forth as if it were the eyeball of some deep ocean fish mounted on a slender stalk, surveying the state of some prey it had subdued with a powerful dose of its wicked venom. Ingrid opened her mouth and tried to speak, but could only croak drily as spittle trickled from her lips.

"In assessing the subject's state," the disembodied voice intoned, "we determine that achieving an intense release of orgasmic energy has had the desired effect of temporarily stilling her anxious condition, achieving a perfect condition of balance."

And Ingrid had to admit that the voice was correct; she was in a perfect condition of balance, or at least a state of such complete exhaustion that her racing mind was at last at rest. She knew that she should feel anxiety, if not outright terror, with the device's unblinking eye hovering above her face and its many unseen and apparently quite powerful appendages poised to inflict even more intense sensations upon her; but all she truly felt was peace.

Is this what I've truly craved all along? Ingrid wondered as her robot lover gently caressed her cheek with its long, flexible appendage. She could feel it withdrawing slowly from her still quivering channel, a thousand tiny prickles dancing over her most sensitive flesh, drawing forth the last shivers of her arousal. To be known, to be touched, to be brought beyond the limits of pleasure, and then to be left an empty, satiated shell?

The device hummed, a sound that made Ingrid imagine a lover satisfied with the satisfaction he has delivered, and lowered its radiant globe to her breast. Ingrid longed to stroke its smooth surface, soothing the thing that had soothed her, but with her wrists still bound to the bedframe, all she could do was sigh and let oblivion pull her into its tender embrace.

#

"Fascinating," said the familiar voice that drew Ingrid back to the void with a start.

Her eyes flew open, and for a moment she thought she was staring once again into her robot lover's radiant globe, but the light was far too bright and far too harsh. Ingrid blinked and tried to turn her head to the side, but a hand at her cheek gently but firmly turned her face toward the blinding circle of light.

Then she heard a quiet click, and the light disappeared, leaving her in a darkness broken by flashes of red and yellow as her eyes recovered from the bright assault.

"Your readings, as ever, are far beyond the limits of my crude devices' abilities to measure," the voice — Dr. Lipintung's — said. "Even after the calibration session before the study began in earnest, you've pushed every measurement into ranges I never dreamed possible. You are a wonder, Ingrid Igelstöm, a wonder and a bit of a terror."

Ingrid tried to sit up, but found that she was still bound to the bedframe. She grunted as she pulled at the restraints, suddenly furious at the bonds that held her fast. She blinked rapidly, still blinded by the light that Dr. Lipintung had shone in her eyes, and swore under her breath as she struggled.

"Nurse Ingrid, please," Dr. Lipintung said, her voice low and soothing. Though Ingrid certainly did not feel soothed at all. "You must try to relax, or you'll certainly injure yourself."

"Let me go!" Ingrid spat, rattling the bedframe again with her exertions. "What have you done to me? Why are you still keeping me here? Let me go!"

"Victor," Dr. Lipintung said with a sigh, can you please undo Nurse Ingrid's wrists? But please be careful to stay clear of her hands, I fear she may lash out."

Ingrid felt strong hands grasp her arm, and then heard a clicking sound. Feeling her hand suddenly free, she did lash out, swinging a wild fist out toward the side of the bed, but she felt only empty air. Then a hand grasped her other arm, and the leather strap around that wrist fell away as well. With a roar, Ingrid sat up, first swinging her arms in frenzied fervor, and then wrapping them across her bare breasts, grasping her elbows in her hands and trembling as her fingers tingled with the sudden rush of blood back into her veins.

A hand gently stroked her cheek, and Ingrid turned her head, teeth gnashing fiercely, trying to catch a finger between them. But when that brave hand brushed across her lips and held her quivering chin, Ingrid suddenly felt the urge to kiss the unseen fingers that caressed her mouth instead of snapping them off. A sob shuddered through her, and Ingrid let her head fall against a firm, warm chest as arms gently cradled her.
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Chapter 8


"Ican certainly see the reactions triggered by the first dream in the data," Dr. Lipintung said, peering over her glasses at a stack of fanfold paper that one of the monitors had noisily produced. "Remarkable measurements, truly remarkable, and in such a short time ..."

Ingrid's vision had nearly recovered, marred only by occasional blurred red and yellow splotches. Dr. Lipintung sat on the stool beside the bed, her eyes scanning the numbers and lines that represented Ingrid's restless, dream-filled sleep. Victor stood behind Ingrid, still cradling her head against his chest, his hands gently kneading her stiff, aching shoulders. She sighed and tried to relax, recalling the sensation of bliss she had felt after the robot lover in her dream had brought her to climax. Even if it was only a dream, even if there was no robot but the one that hummed and buzzed in her imagination, the sensation still seemed very real.

"Tell me about that first dream, please, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Lipintung said. She raised her face to look at Ingrid and pushed her glasses up the bridge of her long, narrow nose.

Ingrid felt her cheeks flush, and she was glad that Victor had removed the crown of wires from her head, so it wasn't feeding more of her responses to the bank of murmuring monitors beside the bed. She could still picture the faces of Erik and Max as they separated from the disquieting composite visage — she would surely see that moment in many nightmares to come — and feel the touch of their hands on her willing body. Not to mention the vividly imagined taste of Erik's cock sliding over her tongue as Max knelt between her quivering thighs ...

"It ... it was just a dream, Dr. Lipintung," Ingrid said. "Just some passing fancy my mind conjured. I can barely recall ..."

"Mere passing fancies," Dr. Lipintung said, jabbing a graceful finger against the papers folded on her lap, "don't result in numbers like these, Nurse Ingrid. I've almost never seen such a rapid and sustained increase in all of the indicators of arousal: your pulse rate, your respiration, your vaginal lubrication ..."

The tips of Ingrid's ears burned. The numbers reveal how wet the dream made me?

"I recorded the subject's ... Nurse Ingrid's ... initial reports of the dream, Dr. Lipintung," Victor said. He squeezed Ingrid's shoulder reassuringly, and she sighed as she leaned against him.

"I'm aware," Dr. Lipintung said, removing her glasses with a flourish and waving them in the air. "And I'm sure your notes on her initial report are perfectly adequate. But I would like to hear the account in the subject's own words."

Ingrid stammered, "I ... I barely recall, Dr. Lipintung, the images are a blur ..."

"I doubt that very much," said the doctor. "The intensity of these responses suggest that this dream is embedded deeply in your conscious mind. I'd be surprised if it doesn't leave a permanent mark on your psyche, Nurse Ingrid."

"But ... but truly, I ..."

"You are stalling, Nurse Ingrid. Which tells me that you almost certainly have total recall of this dream. So, from the beginning, please — who came to you in this dream?"

#

" ... and that was when Victor woke me," Ingrid said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Over the course of recounting her dream to Dr. Lipintung — the way the Erik/Max figure had split in two, the fondling and caressing, the delicious sensation of taking Erik's cock into her mouth while Max's tongue lapped her flowing nectar — Victor's hands had moved from her shoulders to her breasts to her belly. Now he held one breast in a large, strong hand, gently twisting her nipple between finger and thumb, while his other hand slipped beneath the sheet to graze tantalizingly across her smooth, hairless mound. Her nectar was flowing again, drawn down by the arousing images dancing through her mind, and by Victor's sure and skillful touch.

"Fascinating," Dr. Lipintung said, her eyes flitting between Ingrid's breasts and the papers on her lap. Her fidgeting fingers had unbuttoned the top of her blue silk blouse while Ingrid spoke and now tugged distractedly at the black lace brassiere just visible through her open shirt. "Oh, I wish we could visualize and externalize your dream experiences for closer scrutiny; the beautiful, filthy images that play through your mind are most tantalizing."

"Does ... does the dream mean anything?" Ingrid asked.

Dr. Lipintung shrugged, which caused her shirt to open a little further. Ingrid bit her lip at the sight of her soft, full breasts, barely contained behind black lace.

"I'll have to consult Dr. Tikelmeister on that," Dr. Lipintung said. "He's the Freudian when it comes to dreams, always searching for 'meaning' and 'significance.' My approach is far more behavioral — I want to know how the dream makes you feel, and how it affects your physical response."

The doctor spun on her stool and wheeled herself closer to Ingrid, resting a hand on her still-cuffed ankle. Ingrid shivered and leaned against Victor, whose fingers were moving lower now, teasing the spot just above her stiff, pulsing bud.

"How did the dream make you feel, Ingrid?" the doctor asked, giving Ingrid's calf a squeeze. Her hand slipped higher, brushing her thigh.

"I ... I was aroused, certainly," Ingrid said. "But also ... frustrated."

"Frustrated?"

"Victor woke me before ... before the dream was consummated." Ingrid felt her cheeks grow warm and looked down to see her blush extending over her chest. Victor gave her nipple a firm tug, and she let out a little gasp. "I would have liked for it to continue."

"Do you think it would have continued? To consummation?"

Dr. Lipintung's hand rose higher on Ingrid's thigh, resting lightly on her trembling flesh, while Victor's fingers moved lower, gently touching the blooming flower of her coral lips. She sighed and closed her eyes.

"I think so," Ingrid said at last. "It certainly seemed to be moving in that direction ... it felt so real, Dr. Lipintung ..."

"And were you aware that you were dreaming?"

Ingrid bit her lip and nodded. Victor's fingers dancing over her slick lips, his thumb teasing the very tip of her clit, had stolen her voice.

"Both lucid and vivid," the doctor said. Her eyes were locked on Ingrid's, but her fingers had joined Victor's in their gentle, tantalizing exploration of her arousal. "You are certainly a wonder, Nurse Ingrid. Oh, if I could have just a moment inside your mind to explore all its delightful crannies ..."

Victor and the doctor were exploring the delightful crannies between Ingrid's legs now, and she felt herself approaching the release that had seemed so unattainable throughout this strange session. She held her breath and squeezed her eyes shut, hoping to keep the impending climax a secret until it was unavoidable and her tormenters had no choice but to let her climb to the zenith of delight.

"And did Victor read you the prepared text?" Dr. Lipintung asked.

"About that, doctor," Victor said, an apologetic tone in his voice. "We ... may have broken protocol, just a little bit."
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Chapter 9


"Victor," Dr. Lipintung said, a scolding tone in her voice, "those texts were very carefully selected and curated for this study."

"With all due respect, Dr. Lipintung," Victor said, giving Ingrid's stiff nipple a firm squeeze while his other hand jostled with the doctor's between Ingrid's legs, "those texts are just pages from Dr. Tikelmeister's collection of smutty paperbacks."

"Carefully selected and curated collection of smutty paperbacks," said Dr. Lipintung. She rolled her stool closer to the bed and braced a foot on the floor to provide more leverage for her questing fingers. Ingrid felt sweat on her brow, and her chin began to tremble at the delightful sensations Victor and Dr. Lipintung were drawing from her core.

"In the moment," Victor said, "I determined that hearing a personal anecdote that paralleled her reported dream would have a beneficial effect on the subject."

Dr. Lipintung let out a sigh and stood, looming over Ingrid. Her full breasts, straining against her blue silk shirt and black lace brassiere, brushed Ingrid's cheek as her fingers slipped past the entrance of Ingrid's hungry channel. Ingrid groaned and let her head rest against the pillowy softness Dr. Lipintung offered.

"And what 'personal anecdote' did you offer the subject?" Dr. Lipintung asked. She was leaning into Ingrid now, pressing Ingrid into Victor's chest, trapping the trembling nurse between their bodies.

"Just a little story about Max Manselmsson," Victor said, his voice low and husky, "and Vikki Viper."

Dr. Lipintung sighed, a sound that hovered between exasperation and arousal. Ingrid nudged her face into the doctor's open shirt and pressed her nose between the doctor's breasts, inhaling the sweetness and tang of her warm flesh.

"Sometimes," Dr. Lipintung said, "I regret that Max Manselmsson ever came into Dr. Tikelmeister's orbit."

"But without Max," said Victor, "you wouldn't have met me. And haven't I been a useful assistant in your research, Dr. Lipintung?"

"Useful, maybe," Dr. Lipintung said with a laugh. Her fingers danced inside Ingrid, making it difficult for the young nurse to pay attention to the conversation going on around her. "But often confounding. I take it the story had an arousing effect on our subject?"

"Oh, I should say so," said Victor. "Keeping her on the brink without letting her tip over required all my willpower. She was a taut string on the verge of snapping by the time I reluctantly stepped away."

"She seems still to be vibrating at quite a high frequency," said Dr. Lipintung. Ingrid panted against the doctor's chest, nuzzling against the lace of her bra; blood pounded in her ears and her legs trembled, making the straps around her ankles rattle the bedframe.

"I think we can increase that frequency, Dr. Lipintung," Victor said. Ingrid felt a sharp jolt of pleasurable pain when he pinched her stiff nipple, and she gasped into Dr. Lipintung's bosom. "I don't think any of your devices can measure the limits of this one's potential excitement ..."

"Just ... just let me make sure the sensors are connected," Dr. Lipintung said, her voice unsteady when Ingrid's tongue grazed the swell of her breast. "I don't want to go to all the work of stimulating the subject and miss the opportunity to collect critical data."

The doctor pushed away from Ingrid, her face flushed, and reached an unsteady hand toward Ingrid's wrist. Out of the corner of her eye, Ingrid saw Victor reaching for a cable dangling from one of the monitors beside the bed. She shivered as Victor and the doctor conspired to slip a rubber sleeve over her finger. Ingrid was ready to surrender to whatever cruel experiment and nefarious monitoring Dr. Lipintung and Victor had in store for her, if it meant at last reaching a release she had so far experienced only in a strange and troubled dream.

"And what exactly are you doing to my patient and colleague, Dr. Lipintung?"

A voice sounded from the doorway behind Dr. Lipintung and Victor, and through blurry eyes no longer able to focus, Ingrid saw Dr. Tikelmeister, a stern look on his handsome face, striding into the room.

#

"Her vitals are extremely elevated," Dr. Tikelmeister said, looping his stethoscope behind his neck as he straightened, "perhaps dangerously so, Dr. Lipintung."

"She was never in the slightest danger, Dr. Tikelmeister, and you know it," Dr. Lipintung snapped, crossing her arms over her still-open blouse.

After storming into the room, Dr. Tikelmeister had placed a soothing hand on Ingrid's forehead and then bent to press the cool bell of his stethoscope to her flushed chest. Now she sat trembling, her blue gown open and twisted around her torso, breasts bare, arousal still coursing through her veins. If anything, she was even more aroused now, as the tension crackled between the two doctors hovering over her bed.

"Ingrid is hardly a delicate hothouse flower, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung continued. "Indeed, she's a specimen of incredible resilience and fortitude — we need to learn all we can from her body's responses to stimulation so we can bring that knowledge to bear for the good of all our patients."

"We still don't know the limits her body can handle, Dr. Lipintung. You're recklessly pushing the margins of arousal here, all in your foolhardy quest for knowledge. Why, I should bring you up before the board ..."

There was something bitter in the tone of Dr. Lipintung's laugh, Ingrid thought, though her thinking was definitely cloudy at the moment. Though Victor and Dr. Lipintung had both stopped their stimulating explorations of her body, she still tingled with excitement.

"You'd never dare, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung said. "You don't want to invite the board's scrutiny onto your work, either — you and your naughty little fiefdom of 'Ward X' ..."

"As though you weren't piggybacking on my breakthroughs," Dr. Tikelmeister hissed, "while also poaching from my staff."

"Victor is much more fulfilled working with me," said Dr. Lipintung, reaching out a hand to brush Victor's shoulder while he stood beside Ingrid's bed. "Aren't you, Victor?"

Before Victor could answer, Ingrid let out a low moan and sank against the pillows, her legs trembling and her head spinning. The monitor to which her finger was tethered let out a shriek, followed by a series of shrill beeps. Dr. Tikelmeister leapt backward, his stethoscope clattering to the floor, and gripped the metal railing of the bed.

"Confound it, Lipintung," Dr. Tikelmeister said, pointing an accusing finger at the monitor. Ingrid struggled to turn her head, and through blurry eyes saw the jagged green lines on the black screen leap up and the fall back more sharply than the peaks of Kebnekaise rising from the Tjäktjavagge valley. "I told you that you were placing Nurse Ingrid in peril with this reckless vexation. I've never seen such intense erotic amplitude!"

"If only I'd had the opportunity to improve my devices to measure this range of response in all its subtlety," Dr. Lipintung whispered under her breath, barely noticing Ingrid's body twitching on the sweat-soaked sheets.

"There's nothing to do but bring her to a sustained peak of arousal," Dr. Tikelmeister said, his hands leaping to the buttons of his shirt, "so she can be brought safely to post-coital repose."

"And you think you can do that?" said Dr. Lipintung, turning a mocking leer at her colleague.

"I've done it before," Dr. Tikelmeister said, throwing his shirt aside and reaching for the buckle of his belt, "and I'll do it again. It's Ingrid's only hope for a return to any state of normalcy."

Ingrid sighed and twisted on the bed, her flimsy gown sticking to her sweat-slick skin. Dr. Tikelmeister stepped out of his black slacks, grasped the waistband of his briefs, and tugged down sharply to reveal an erection already primed to relieve Ingrid's most urgent symptoms. She lay back in a swoon as the doctor climbed onto the bed and knelt between her thighs, prepared to administer his vital therapy.
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Chapter 10


"Oh, Dr. Tikelmeister!" Ingrid gasped as the first stroke of his treatment hit the mark. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the jagged lines on the monitor suddenly leap and become a single, steady pulse along the top of the black screen.

Dr. Lipintung stood beside the bed, her eyes darting between the monitor and the scene being played out on the sweat-soaked sheets. Ingrid moaned, wordless sounds pouring from her mouth, while Dr. Tikelmeister worked at a steady, unhurried pace, his eyes locked on Ingrid's face.

"The convulsive force of the subject's response is ... quite intense," Dr. Tikelmeister sighed, taking his weight on his hands on either side of Ingrid's hips as he shifted the angle and depth of his penetration. "She's ... oh, my, she's ... responding very powerfully ..."

"It's that clenching action, isn't it?" Victor said. He was standing on the other side of the bed, eyes from Ingrid's eyes to her toes and back, a sly smile on his face. "I could barely keep myself from finishing the first time she squeezed me."

"You ... you provided a ... treatment to the subject?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked, his voice quavering with the effort to maintain control of his own response.

"Oh, yes, indeed," answered Victor. "When I went to collect her for the study, we banged in the shower."

"That ... was not ... an authorized therapy ..."

"Maybe not, but it was the only way I could convince her to come with me."

"You are ... incorrigible, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Tikelmeister grunted, smiling down at her in spite of himself. Ingrid opened her mouth to answer him, perhaps in defense of her willful modification of her own treatment plan, but another wave of climax rushed suddenly through her body and all she could do was wail with delight.

"This sustained arousal is ... incredible," Dr. Lipintung said, her voice husky and low. She traced a finger along the monitor, following the pulsing green line that shivered across the black screen. "I've never seen anything like this duration of peak agitation."

"Yes, incredible," Dr. Tikelmeister gasped, "incorrigible ... insatiable ..."

He closed his eyes, the cords of his neck standing in sharp relief as he lifted his chin toward the ceiling. Ingrid could feel his cock throb within her, quivering against her trembling flesh, as she contracted around him again, and again, and again. With a roar, Dr. Tikelmeister released a flood of steaming spunk into Ingrid's womb and then collapsed, twitching, against her heaving, flushed, and shimmering body.

#

"Dr. Tikelmeister, thank goodness I've found you!"

A stranger's voice jolted Ingrid from her blissful doze, and she lifted her head from the pillow to look over Dr. Tikelmeister's shoulder toward the door. A dark-haired man stood in the doorway, dressed in a lavender shirt and black tie. He wore a white coat like the one Dr. Tikelmeister had discarded before administering Ingrid's treatment, but without the Tender Mercy Hospital logo on the front pocket.

"Dr. Coxwell, we're in the midst of a critical treatment and analyzing proprietary data," Dr. Lipintung said, looking up from the fanfold stack of paper piled on the bed beside Dr. Tikelmeister's bare foot. "Surely this can wait until Dr. Tikelmeister's normal office hours."

Dr. Tikelmeister made a sighing sound against Ingrid's neck, a trickle of drool escaping from his trembling lips. Ingrid ran her fingers through the doctor's hair, worried that somehow she had caused him injury during their treatment. Her final contractions had been particularly powerful — her abdominal muscles still burned, as if she had engaged in an especially vigorous svensk rörelse session — and her first three nights on Ward X had demonstrated to her how fragile the male system could be.

Dr. Tikelmeister groaned and slowly rolled off of Ingrid, then struggled to sit up on the bed beside her. His skin was warm and flushed, and he was blinking rapidly as he looked toward the stranger who was now approaching the bed. Ingrid was relieved to see that his penis, though rapidly losing its tumescence, appeared undamaged by the animated treatment he had provided and Ingrid's powerful response.

"I apologize for my current state, Dr. Coxwell," Dr. Tikelmeister said, shaking his head as if to clear his mind. "As Dr. Lipintung explained, we were engaged in a treatment session ..."

"So it would seem," Dr. Coxwell said, arching an eyebrow as his eyes ran up and down Ingrid's and Dr. Tikelmeister's naked bodies. "I should hope the treatment was successful."

"Oh, yes!" Ingrid said, smiling enthusiastically. "Oh, very successful, indeed!" Then she glanced over at Dr. Tikelmeister, who was looking at her with a furrowed brow. "At least, I believe it to have been successful, but I suppose that Dr. Tikelmeister will need to assess me further ..."

"Nothing would please me more than to observe your ... assessment techniques, Dr. Tikelmeister," said Dr. Coxwell, "but I have a matter of some urgency that requires your consultation and, quite possibly, your assistance."

Dr. Tikelmeister nodded and swung his legs off the side of the bed. His knees were unsteady when he placed his feet on the floor, and he had to steady himself with a hand on Ingrid's shoulder. Ingrid bit her lip, trembling slightly at his touch; while she felt quite content in the aftermath of her treatment, the therapy seemed to have sapped the doctor's energy.

"What seems to be so urgent, Coxwell, that it can't wait for me to finish with my patient?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked. He appeared to be regaining his composure, and drew himself up to his full height while addressing Dr. Coxwell.

"It's Max," Dr. Coxwell said. "Max Manselmsson ..."

"Oh!" said Ingrid, pushing herself up to sit with the pillow against her back. "Oh, I know Max Manselmsson! I mean ... I don't really know him personally, but I know of him ..."

Dr. Tikelmeister turned to shoot a silencing glare at Ingrid, then turned again to face Dr. Coxwell. Ingrid put her fingers to her lips, suppressing a giggle at the absurd image before her of the fully-clothed Dr. Coxwell facing the naked Dr. Tikelmeister, though neither seemed to find the situation at all strange.

"Dr. Coxwell is Max's personal physician," Victor whispered, leaning down until his lips were almost against Ingrid's ear. "He was a colleague of Tikelmeister and Lipintung before going into private practice."

"I see," Ingrid said, nodding gravely. She could see now in the men's stances, both with arms crossed over their chests and jaws set firmly, that there was an air of rivalry between them.

"And what is the problem with Max Manselmsson that you're unable to address without my help?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked.

"I didn't say that I'm not able to address the situation," said Dr. Coxwell, a note of annoyance in his voice. "It's just ... it's an unusual situation, Dr. Tikelmeister, and I want a second expert to review the circumstances."

"If Dr. Tikelmeister won't assist," Dr. Lipintung said, rising to her feet and slipping her glasses off, "I would certainly be willing to consider your case."

"Thank you, Dr. Lipintung," said Dr. Coxwell, turning to her with a smile. "I may want both of your assessments, actually."

"And where is Mr. Manselmsson?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked. "Did you bring him with you?"

Dr. Coxwell shook his head. "He's at Wolfgang Zemper's property — on set. He refuses to leave, even though in his current condition he's of no use there at all."

"And what condition is that?" Dr. Lipintung asked.

"It looks for all the world like a case of impotentia nervosa," Dr. Coxwell said, "though with some unique presentations."

"And I assume you tried the usual interventions?" Dr. Tikelmeister asked.

Dr. Coxwell sighed. "All of them, and none of them have worked. He's quite distraught, as you can imagine, and Wolfie isn't making it any better."

"I don't typically do house calls, Dr. Coxwell," Dr. Tikelmeister said, reaching down for the white coat that he had tossed on the floor while preparing for Ingrid's treatment.

"And I wouldn't ask you to, Dr. Tikelmeister, if this situation weren't so dire."

Dr. Tikelmeister sighed and pulled the coat on over his naked torso. Then he turned to Ingrid.

"I'll finish your assessment later, Nurse Ingrid," Dr. Tikelmeister said. "But right now, let's find you a uniform so you can assist me with whatever foolishness Dr. Coxwell has stumbled into."


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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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
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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?


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.


[image: ]
About Cornelia Quick


[image: ]

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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