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Author's Note


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

"What sorts of cases are you working with?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Oh? What are we ..."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"And our uniforms tonight ...?"

Nina winked and gave her breasts a shake.

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

The man sighed and returned his gaze to the ceiling.

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

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

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

The man sighed again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ridiculous?"

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

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

Trevor G. sighed and collapsed on his pillow.

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

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

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

"So what happened?" Ingrid asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Mr. Merriment?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"But my ..."

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

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

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

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

"Lovely?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Well, yes ..."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"And the others ..."

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

"And not with the others?"

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I'm not sure ..."

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I ... he was ..."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"A ... a device?"

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

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

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

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

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


Insatiable Ingrid's First Shift: Up All Night
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Insatiable Ingrid's First Shiftintroduces Ingrid, Nina, and Dr. Tikelmeister, setting the scene for sensuous adventures on Ward X!
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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

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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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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When one just isn't enough …

Check out my "All For One and One For All" series of spicy tales about ladies at the center of attention and passion …
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Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings

Dorothy Warren and her husband Cal move from the big city to the small town of Milhawket to try to get Dorothy’s insatiable erotic appetite under control. But it turns out that the small town offers more temptations than either had imagined possible …
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