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Chapter 1


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

Nina let out a laugh and shook her head.

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Excuse me?" Nina asked, puzzled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Football," Ingrid and Connor said in unison.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

"Who, Connor?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And maybe Nina was right ...

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

Ingrid sighed, making an effort not to rise to Connor's obvious bait.

"And what would you think," Ingrid said, "if Matty McDonald passed an obvious opportunity for scoring a goal because he thought a more dramatic point was coming later in the match?"

"What, Matty McDonald, pass a scoring chance? Preposterous! We'd have his feckin' head on a pike we would, and parade him to the shipyards in shame!"

"Even for a really dramatic point? One that would have everyone in the stands on their feet cheering? Would have his photo splashed across the front page of every paper?"

"He should still take the shot, obviously," Connor growled. "Every goal counts, and you miss every shot you don't take."

Ingrid grinned and leaned closer.

"I think you see my point," she said softly as her hand joined Connor's at the base of his cock.

***

"Oh, please, Nurse Ingrid!" Connor groaned, sweat dappling his brow and lips trembling. "Please, no more!"

"One more, Connor," Ingrid whispered. "At least one more ... you still have a lot of shots to take ..."

Ingrid straddled Connor's knees, her dress hitched up to her thighs and open at the top to let her breasts spill out, and she leaned over him, resting one hand against his heaving chest while the other ran up and down his still stiff cock, though she wasn't sure how much longer it would maintain its rigid state. Warm semen coated Ingrid's hand, slickening her fingers' progress up and down his shaft, and the wreckage of three previous climaxes glistened in cooling pools on Connor's cheek, chest, and belly.

The first climax Ingrid coaxed from Connor had arrived quickly after she had drawn a comparison between his efforts to reserve his pleasure to a footballer passing scoring opportunities. The expression on his face — a mixture of bliss and surprise — had urged a shivering flood of nectar from between Ingrid's legs, and when he shouted "GOOOOAL!" while white jets arced through the air like a fireworks display, Ingrid let out a shout of her own.

The second required more effort, and that was when Ingrid climbed onto the bed to gain more leverage. She took Connor's shaft in both hands and leaned over him, the tip of his cock grazing the fabric of her dress as she stroked. She gazed into Connor's sparkling blue eyes as she worked her hands over him, watching them darken as his arousal grew.

"I ... I can't, Nurse Ingrid," Connor had gasped despite his rigid state. "I've only the one shot in me ..."

"Nonsense, Connor," Ingrid had said, her trembling fingers finding the buttons up the front of her dress. "I know you have more in you, and we will not allow unnecessary accumulation this time."

Connor nuzzled Ingrid's breasts, his tongue circling her stiff nipples, and he let out a surprised gasp as his second ejaculation spilled onto his belly: less dramatic than the first, but still releasing an impressive discharge that sent shivers through his body.

The third was a struggle, certainly, but Ingrid knew that Connor was more than capable of it. His protestations ceased quickly when Ingrid cradled his still-heavy balls in her palm and ran dancing fingers around the slippery crown of his cock, smearing his spend over his sensitive skin. She was lost in the sensations of her fingers on his flesh, and of the heat between her thighs, while the device still strapped precariously to her mound made sad little clicking sounds, all of its power to correct her arousal long since drained away. His body tensed beneath her, and he threw back his head to emit a low, rumbling moan as pearly streams trickled from his trembling shaft.

"Three times, Nurse Ingrid," Conor gasped, his eyes wide and wild. "Three times is enough, surely? Three times ..."

"But you're still hard, Connor," Ingrid said, gripping his cock more firmly now, feeling the spongy head shiver between her fingers. "You've held back far too long, and we need to fully evacuate your system or we'll be right back where we were."

"We won't," Connor gasped. "Surely we won't — surely you've drained the life out of me for good this time, you vampire vixen ..."

A wicked thought sparked in Ingrid's fevered brain, and she leaned back to better survey the mess she had made with her treatment. The warm, musky scent of Connor's release and arousal tickled her nose, and she flicked her tongue across her lips. A feral growl rose in her throat as she looked hungrily at the sumptuous feast before her.

"If I'm a vampire," Ingrid whispered as she bent to Connor's trembling throat, her voice husky with desire, "then I think it's time for me to feed ..."

***

"Nurse Ingrid, what are you doing?"

Nina's familiar voice from behind her pulled Ingrid out of her delighted reverie, and she reluctantly raised her head, letting Connor's softening cock fall from her lips. His tangy, salty taste filled her mouth, and she raised a finger to capture the trickle of saliva and semen that dribbled down her chin.

"Oh ... oh my," Ingrid whispered when she turned her head to see Nina standing in the doorway of Connor's room, flanked by Doctors Tikelmeister and Lipintung.

Her cheeks flushed hot at the sight of the three of them staring at her in wide-eyed surprise, which caused her belly to tighten in her characteristic mixture of nervousness and arousal. The little device still strapped to her had long since given up the ghost, and one of its wires had come loose, dangling against her thigh as she sat up.

"This is certainly unexpected," Dr. Tikelmeister said, pushing past Nina and striding purposefully toward Connor's bed. Connor lay trembling in the sweat-and-cum soaked sheets, his head lolling on his pillow, a beatific smile stretched over his handsome face.

"I ... I'm so sorry, Dr. Tikelmeister," Ingrid gasped as Nina helped her dismount the prone patient. She had to lean against the auburn-haired nurse to keep from toppling to the floor. "We were just talking about football, and then ..."

Dr. Tikelmeister bent over Connor and pulled a stethoscope from his coat pocket. After listening to Connor's chest for a moment, then peering into his glazed and vacant eyes, he straightened and turned his attention to Ingrid.

"This was certainly not the protocol that I prescribed for this patient, Nurse Ingrid," he said sternly. "His chart clearly indicated a more measured course of rest and visualization."

"I ... I know, Dr. Tikelmeister ..."

"Do you know, Nurse Ingrid?" He glared at Ingrid and stepped toward her. "Did you even glance at the patient's chart before embarking on this ... this ... highly unorthodox treatment?"

"I'm so sorry, Dr. Tikelmeister ..."

Ingrid felt hot tears welling in her eyes even as her bare nipples stiffened. Dr. Tikelmeister's deep, chastising voice made her tremble and ache, and she felt a shiver of fear and delight run through her body.

"Oh, don't be so hard on the girl, Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung said, stepping behind Dr. Tikelmeister and resting an elegant hand on his shoulder. She looked at Ingrid with a playful smile on her lips; her blue eyes sparkled behind her gold-framed glasses.

"Your patient certainly looks none the worse for the treatment," Dr. Lipintung said as she stepped beside Dr. Tikelmeister and ran her eyes over Ingrid's sloppy, disheveled appearance with a calculating gaze, "and considering Nurse Ingrid's condition, I expect to find some truly astounding data locked away in the device she's wearing. You are still wearing the device, aren't you? It didn't get knocked loose in all the ... activity?"

Ingrid clasped her fingers together against her belly and nodded as a tear trickled down her cheek.

"Yes, Dr. Lipintung," she said, struggling to keep her chin from trembling, "the device is still in place, though I fear the battery may have run out."
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Chapter 10


"This is incredible data, Ingrid," Dr. Lipintung gasped, looking at a set of charts displayed on one of the monitors beside the bed in the room across the hall from Connor's. Her finger traced a jagged line that must somehow represent her arousal throughout the night. "Just ... amazing ..."

Minutes before, the doctors had bundled Ingrid across the hall while Nina tended to Connor, who lay moaning in his bed, with a warm sponge and tender whispers. While Dr. Tikelmeister tugged down Ingrid's white uniform dress, letting it pool around her ankles, leaving her naked except for her white shoes, Dr. Lipintung knelt before her and pulled the remaining wires free of Ingrid's skin — none too gently, Ingrid noted with a grimace — and yanked off the plastic box. While Ingrid's fingers pressed the spot on her mound where the device had adhered, Dr. Lipintung hurried to the bank of monitors behind the bed and untangled the cables that dangled from them, looking for the one that would unlock the mysteries the device recorded.

"I've never seen such a rapid rise in excitement as I see here," Dr. Lipintung said, peering over her glasses at the graphs and tapping a series of buttons on the side of the monitor to scroll through the image displayed on the screen. "And even with the dynamic voltaic response correction pushed to the device's limits — that's why the battery drained so quickly, Nurse Ingrid — the upward trend throughout the monitoring period is undeniable."

"What ... what does it mean?" Ingrid asked.

Dr. Tikelmeister stood behind her, his hands gently caressing her shoulders, and he pressed his lips close to her ear.

"It means you're a naughty, naughty girl, Ingrid," he hissed, "with a sex drive that puts you in a league of your own."

Dr. Lipintung turned away from the monitors and took her glasses off; her blue eyes sparkled when she looked into Ingrid's face, and Ingrid felt her pulse quicken. With no device to give her shocks — no "dynamic voltaic response correction" to counteract her arousal — she feared that she would explode from the hunger in the older woman's expression. And when Dr. Lipintung reached back to undo the clip holding her black braids on her head, letting her silver-streaked raven hair fall in a tangled cascade to her shoulders, Ingrid sighed and fell back against Dr. Tikelmeister, nearly swooning.

"You are certainly in the top two or three percentiles of measured arousal response," Dr. Lipintung said. She took another step toward Ingrid, shaking her head to loosen her braids, and then brought her fingers to the buttons of her green blouse. Ingrid stared as the doctor slowly opened her shirt to reveal a simple black brassiere that strained against her large, round breasts. "It's difficult to compare with historic measurements across various populations, as this is hardly as controlled an environment as I would like, but yes, Ingrid, I believe Dr. Tikelmeister is correct."

Dr. Lipintung suddenly took Ingrid's face between her hands and pressed her lips to Ingrid's mouth, drawing her breath away with a hard, ravenous kiss. Then she pushed Ingrid's face back and ran her eyes up and down the nurse's trembling naked body, letting her tongue play across her full lips.

"It means you're a naughty, naughty girl, Ingrid," Dr. Lipintung said, echoing Dr. Tikelmeister's words, "and you will require quite exacting observation and intense treatment."

***

Dr. Tikelmeister's tongue on her bare flesh gave Ingrid the most intense sensations she could remember experiencing, even more so than during his previous treatments. Scraped clean by Nina's razor and now slick with Dr. Tikelmeister's saliva and her own arousal, her pussy quivered and tingled as if every nerve in her body had migrated to her tumescent clitoris and swollen lips.

But not every nerve had moved to intercept Dr. Tikelmeister's searching, searing tongue, because her breasts, cradled in Dr. Lipintung's dextrous hands, also sang out their arousal. She leaned back against Dr. Lipintung, who held Ingrid between her wide-spread, naked thighs as they sat on the hospital bed, and groaned. Her head lolled against Dr. Lipintung's bare breasts, pillowed as if on a satin cloud, and she could feel the heat rising from the doctor's skin. Dr. Lipintung had disrobed before taking her place on the bed and guiding Ingrid into her embrace, neatly folding her blouse, skirt, and undergarments while Ingrid watched with a longing ache in her chest.

"Her pulse is racing, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung said. "We should connect the monitors so we can record her responses."

"Damn the monitors," Dr. Tikelmeister said, looking up from between Ingrid's thighs. His face was shiny with Ingrid's nectar, and his hair wild where she had tangled her fingers in it while trying to guide him, to no avail, to the place with the deepest ache. The doctor's tongue studiously avoided the swollen tip of her clit and his lips barely grazed the pulsing length of her bud, as though he were punishing her for the unprescribed and possibly too-intense treatment she had given Connor. "I can taste her response, and it's everything I need to determine exactly the treatment she needs."

"But I want objective data," Dr. Lipintung whined. She tweaked Ingrid's nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, drawing a sharp cry from Ingrid's lips. "I can't rely on subjective observation if I'm to build a scientific profile of this case."

"Ingrid is a population with a sample size of exactly one," Dr. Tikelmeister said, grasping Ingrid's thighs and pushing himself to his feet. He locked eyes with the nurse in Dr. Lipintung's arms and began to undress himself, letting his white coat fall to the floor as his fingers reached for the buttons of his shirt. "Her erotic arousal is so extreme, her responses so sui generis, that we can draw no useful conclusions. We can only treat her symptoms as thoroughly — and intensively — as possible."

"But that's precisely why we need objective observational data," Dr. Lipintung countered. "Only by understanding the extremity of her response, and placing her in the context of human possibility, can we fashion the ideal treatment for her and, potentially, for others."

"That's folly, Dr. Lipintung, and you know it," Dr. Tikelmeister said, narrowing his eyes. He shucked off his shirt and brought his hands to his belt. Ingrid's eyes followed his fingers' every move, the anticipation building inside her like a chamber of magma readying itself to burst from a volcano's throat. "It's like studying an Olympic sprinter's peak performance and trying to apply it to the average person shuffling down the street. Nurse Ingrid's arousal is of such a degree that we cannot hope to understand it; we can only respond to it. And, dare I say, enjoy it."

With that, the doctor pushed his slacks and shorts down, causing his erection to spring free. Ingrid gasped at the sight, as did Dr. Lipintung: the purple crown glistened with slick moisture, the shaft stood at attention like a brave soldier reporting for dangerous duty, and his heavy balls rose high and tight.

"In that case," Dr. Lipintung said, pulling Ingrid closer to her, "your subjective observations will have to be very thorough, and open to later independent verification."

"I can guarantee they will meet both of those exacting standards," Dr. Tikelmeister said. He took Ingrid's chin between his fingers, tilted her face up to his, and captured her breath with his lips.

***

"Tell me again what you're experiencing, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung sighed. Her lips were close to Ingrid's ear, close enough that Ingrid could feel her warm breath, and Ingrid shivered in her embrace.

"Tight," Dr. Tikelmeister gasped, "so tight, incredibly tight, but elastic as well ... she opens to me with each thrust, drawing me deeper into her heat, her wetness, her aching womb ..."

Ingrid quivered at Dr. Tikelmeister's words, and strove to rise to their description. His cock was deep inside her, deeper than she had ever felt him before, and filled her every crevice with its pulsing girth. She groaned when he pushed against her and felt a sobbing cry on her lips when he drew back.

"Has she reached the point of crisis?"

"Oh, yes, more than once ... I can feel her contract around me, gripping me with every muscle, and when she climaxes, I feel the convulsions along the entire length of her channel."

"How many times, Doctor?" Dr. Lipintung asked, pinching Ingrid's nipples until Ingrid thought she might pass out. "How many climaxes has the subject experienced?"

Dr. Tikelmeister seemed lost in thought, his gaze soft as his hips pounded steadily against Ingrid. She opened her mouth to answer, but he pressed a finger against her lips to silence her.

"I have felt three ... no, four ... four trembling releases since I began fucking her," Dr. Tikelmeister said.

Ingrid bit her lip to keep herself from shouting, Six, Dr. Tikelmeister! You've made me come six times, and a seventh is building right now!

But Dr. Lipintung had asked for Dr. Tikelmeister's subjective observations, not Ingrid's, and she knew better than to pollute the study with extraneous data. It was enough that she had been brought quickly and expertly to the release she had longed for all night, and that she could shamelessly ride the waves of pleasure in her doctors' embraces.

"I would like to make some observations of my own, Dr. Tikelmeister," Dr. Lipintung said, "if you would be so good as to turn the subject over for me."

"Oh, nothing would please me more, Dr. Lipintung," said Dr. Tikelmeister, winking at his colleague as he withdrew his cock.

Ingrid let out a groan of dismay, which became a squeal of surprise when Dr. Tikelmeister roughly grasped her hips and flipped her over so her ass rose into the air and her face pressed against Dr. Lipintung's belly. And then she let out a cry of delight as Dr. Tikelmeister entered her again, deeper now, his hands holding her waist and lifting her feet off the floor so he could pound himself harder and faster against her.

Dr. Lipintung, meanwhile, had moved herself back, nearly to the far edge of the bed, and was guiding Ingrid's head lower, lower, lower, with her fingers tangled in the nurse's hair. The intoxicating scent of arousal rose from between Dr. Lipintung's legs, beckoning Ingrid to extend her tongue and open her mouth and partake of the bounty spread out before her.

"Oh, yes," Dr. Lipintung groaned, guiding Ingrid's movements with firm and demanding hands. "Yes, Nurse Ingrid, that's perfect ... just perfect ..."

The climax that had been interrupted by Dr. Tikelmeister's maneuver broke across Ingrid's body, her cry of delight absorbed between Dr. Lipintung's tremulous thighs.
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Insatiable Ingrid's First Shift: Up All Night
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Insatiable Ingrid's First ShiftI

ntroduces Ingrid, Nina, and Dr. Tikelmeister, setting the scene for sensuous adventures on Ward X!


Insatiable Ingrid's Second Shift: Intensive Treatment
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Insatiable Ingrid's Second Shift: Intensive Treatment

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

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

Can she bring relief to these new patients? And what further treatments await her at the hands of the unorthodox doctor?
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Insatiable Ingrid's Fourth Shift
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Insatiable Ingrid's Fourth Shift: What Dreams May Come

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


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


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

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

This is the moment Ingrid has been waiting for …

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

But when presented with a brand new setting, under the bright lights of a Wolfgang Zemper production, will Ingrid find the composure and resilience necessary to treat her most enticing patient? Or will her own nervous condition be her undoing?
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


[image: ]
Cornelia Quick Starter Pack


[image: ]


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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