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         She was incredibly horny. The need for cock had turned into insatiable hunger, and now she was sitting in the dull waiting room. Her stomach was in knots — the persistent pain.

         To occupy her mind with something else, she was paying close attention to all the details around the room. Her eyes came to rest on a middle-aged man, a father sitting opposite her on a different couch and slowly pushing the pram back and forth. Horn-rimmed, black glasses and a neat, perhaps slightly too neatly trimmed, haircut. He was not her type at all, but a fantasy slowly started to materialise in her head anyway. She pictured how he took his wife in the missionary position with soft, yet controlled hip moves. Still with his glasses on. How they both moaned in rhythm. Was that how he shagged someone? She looked away to find something else to focus on, but she hated the waiting room, and the dull ache in her tummy reared its ugly head again.

         She crossed her legs the other way, a swift, discreet move and she held the skirt down at the same time too. No knickers. Nothing to write home about, she had just not bothered with them that morning. The weather was too hot, the laundry would not be done until Thursday and besides, why not?

         Nevertheless, she had forgotten about the doctor's appointment. She thought she would have an excellent time on her own in the office until a reminder had suddenly popped up on her mobile, and she had been forced to run for the bus, which was not all that easy with a short skirt that preferred to be billowing in the wind. However, what's done is done, and the world would fall to pieces over this either.

          
      

         Her name was called out and the nurse guided her around the corner, down the corridor and into the last room on the right. To be honest, she knew the way off by heart.

         When she stepped inside, he got up from his seat and shook her hand. His smile was warm, and they made good eye contact. Firm handshake. Not too hard but with firm pressure, which felt reassuring. She liked him. She liked being in that room with him. The unease she generally felt in hospitals or GP surgeries disappeared when he was around.

         Lucas. His name is Lucas, she reminded herself. He went over to the desk and took a seat on the office chair. He picked up a little notepad that fitted comfortably into his palm and crossed his legs.

         "Would you please seat yourself on the couch?"

         She did as he had asked her to do. Yes, this will be exciting too.

         The disposable paper cover rustled beneath her. It was challenging to get comfortable when she could not really do much else, but to keep her legs crossed and the skirt, as it rode up her thighs, made slightly too warm. She tugged at the hem.

         "So, Sofia, you're back. How are you doing? "

         "Not very good."

         "Is it still the same dull ache?"

         "Yes… not all the time, mind you. But often."

         "But no stabs of sharp pain or sudden attacks or such like?"

         "Err, no."

         "Any nausea?"

         "Well. Errr, no. None."

         "And the toilet visits, have you noticed any changes with that?"

         "Nope, cannot say I have."

         "Everything is normal?"

         "Yes, I think so, but I am exhausted."

         "Are you forgetful? Or struggle with any of your normal tasks at work?"

         She smiled. "No more than average."

         He returned her smile. "No, no." Then he looked away, tipped his chair back and seemed to crawl inside his mind. Looked like he was pondering over something.

         "I have a headache some nights too now,” she said.

         "Mmhmm, a few times a week or more not as often than that?" He made a quick note of something on his pad.

         "Probably two to three times a week and only in the evenings."

         "Are you very busy at work?"

         "No, not really."

         He nodded an tapped the pen against the side of the pad. "If I were to ask you this: would you be able to rate the pain on a scale of one to ten, where one is a slight, dull ache and ten is horrific migraine?"

         "Five, or perhaps four. Sometimes less. Dull, persistent pain."

         "I understand." He made another quick note. "Well, our tests do not show there is anything wrong. Nothing is surprising or unusual at all. The X-ray plates looked good too, but of course, one cannot be totally, one hundred percent sure. If it came to it, we would have to proceed with keyhole surgery.

         She nodded and he looked at her. "You might already be aware of how all that works."

         She nodded again.

         He took a deep breath and looked down at his pad. "And apart from that, do you eat healthily and heartily?"

         She nodded.

         "Have you tried avoiding dairy products? And gluten?"

         "Yes."

         "And you eat lots of veggies, a diverse range, every day?

         "Yes."

         "A small amount of fibre might need to be added. Vegetables nowadays do not contain as much goodness as we think they do."

         "I already do that; I pour lots of different stuff into my morning muesli."

         "And alcohol?"

         "I hardly ever drink now. A couple of glasses of wine on a Friday evening perhaps, but that's about it."

         "Ah, right. There is not any evidence in our test data either that points towards that sort of issues. No vitamin or mineral deficiency apart from slightly low vitamin D levels the first time we met."

         "Yes, but I take the pills daily."

         "Good. Right." He tipped the chair backwards again. "And the test for allergic reactions didn't highlight anything."

         "Okay."

         "So, according to all the test results and examinations, you are a perfectly healthy, young woman."

         She didn't answer, because she was not quite sure what to say. She just smiled.

         He took another deep breath. "Well, Sofia. I have really tried to apply the process of elimination, and I can only put this down to stress. You are sure there is nothing wrong at work?"

         "No, nothing. I think my life is pretty good."

         "Okay, and may I ask what is happening on the relationship front? Something niggling in that department?"

         She involuntarily cast her eyes down towards the floor. Almost started blushing, but not quite.

         "Please forgive me if you think I am getting too personal."

         "Not at all." She shook her head, looked up at him again and immediately realised how attractive she found him. How can you even be allowed to be so good-looking? So disgustingly handsome. Not a fashion model, not like a GAP model, better up. He's oozing sex appeal. Those eyes and those lips. Like a stripper? No, his eyes are too intelligent. Lucas, you little rascal, what are you like in bed? What would it feel like to have you between my legs?

         "I…" She struggled to get her words out. He is so naturally handsome; he probably doesn't even have to try to be. Just so damn rough and ready gorgeous. He would look great with a tousled just-out-bed look and with all that self-confidence, he's probably got a big dick too. Cock. I want cock. I just want…

         "I'm just not feeling too good. To be honest, I am not in a relationship right now, but I am not lonely."

         "No, no, I understand, but we all have human needs."

         Her ears pricked up. It was as though he had read her thoughts, and now, she blushed.

         He spun his chair around so that he ended up facing the keyboard and the computer screen. Opened a new tab and tapped in a few short commands. Without looking over at her, he uttered: "You shouldn't think you are strange. In today's society, there is a very skewed view of how one should be or act. As a woman. Or as a man. Where men, on the one hand, are portrayed to be hypersexed creatures, which doesn't make it easy for the men, and women on the other hand … are expected to be there and responsive to his needs. Without having how to put it, her own sex drive. Well, it is obviously absurd, but…A young woman of your age can hardly say out loud that she's horny. Without feeling embarrassed and ashamed, I mean."

         She just stared at him.

         "You are only 27 years old, Sofia, is that right?" He looked at her again. His legs slightly apart. Contemplative creases around his eyes.

         She nodded.

         "I'm not trying to say that what I'm about to say applies to you in any way, but many young people are suffering from stress nowadays. I see this phenomenon at work every day, and I hear what my colleagues and friends are talking about too. The youngsters seem to struggle more than the older population. They have more to live up to, to handle, than just work, career and studies—not to mention all the demands and expectations on top of that how they should act and be. He suddenly flung his arms out. "Or you could quite simply be hit by an existential crisis. That sort of thing is not uncommon and what the hell should you do with such a thing in this day and age?"

         He raised his eyebrows. She nodded.

         With a sigh, he exclaimed: "What I recommend is probably not new to you. Relax as much as you can. No matter what that relaxing looks like for you. It might be physical exercise, mindfulness or yoga, or well, it might even be enough to get a dog. Animals have incredible healing powers, quite mind-boggling to be honest. They have a way of showing us… happiness. They are so natural in their way of being that we humans often forget. I personally love cats and have two Norwegian forest cats at home." A pensive look spread across his face, and he gave her a warm smile. “Believe it or not, but they give me all the love I need. What do you like? Cats or dogs?"

         "Cats,” she answered without as much as a moment's hesitation.

         "Mhmm. Well, I'd like to examine you to ensure nothing new has arisen quickly. Would you mind lying down so that I can have a quick feel of your stomach?"

         She swallowed hard, and her body tensed as she lay back. She tried to cross her legs but realised how silly that would be and left them resting side by side. She then pulled her skirt down as much as possible.

         He scooted across on his chair and pumped the pedal a few times to elevate the examination couch.

         Before he had time to ask, she had lifted her white blouse to just below her breasts. As per usual, she hadn't bothered with a bra today either, but that made her less self-conscious and nervous.

         He slowly worked his way up towards the lower ribs. His hands were steady and confident. She liked him touching her, no matter how unromantic the circumstances might be, it was the way he did it. Argggh, I want a fuck so badly. I can't take it anymore; this is just too much. He makes me so horny, and he must fondle me like that. Please, please, help me. How long will this go on?

         "Would it be possible to unbutton the skirt?"

         She thought she would die right there and then. She was so wet between her legs that she could feel it gushing. It will leave a stain on that damn disposable paper. It will leave a stain on the paper, and he will see it, and I will never be able to come to this surgery again.

         "I can pull it down a little,” she said.

         "Thank you."

         She started to pull the skirt down.

         "Thanks, that'll do."

         She hadn't shaved, but she had trimmed her lady garden a little. And now her skirt had ended up below the hip bone. Perhaps some of her pubic hair was visible above the waistband. She didn't dare to look down. Never mind, it doesn't matter. He's a doctor and has probably seen everything already.

         I want him to touch me, right there between my legs. I so want him to. He's probably got very nimble fingers. I want him to caress me, snog me and fondle me all over. Kiss me and caress me at the same time. Would that be allowed during a doctor's examination? Of course, it's allowed. Or? Who would have the power to decide such a thing? We are two consenting adults, after all.

         He squeezed her stomach. Little by little. It didn't hurt.

         "Does it hurt?"

         She shook her head. "No."

         "I'll need to feel a little further down here."

         "Yes!" she blurted out a tad too enthusiastically.

         She closed her eyes and cursed herself, but at the same time, she thought he changed slightly. As if he suddenly lost his professional role, at least that is what she thought had happened.

         "So, it doesn't hurt, and it doesn't feel unpleasant in any way?"

         "No, not at all."

         "Well then,” he leaned back in his chair, sighed deeply and placed his hands on his thighs.

         Then, at that precise moment, she felt something rising within—like a force that urged her to carry on, to dare, no matter the consequences. It mustn't end here. She had to try. She was going to try.

         Before he had time to say another word, she let out: "My breasts hurt a little, come to think of it."

         "… your breasts?"

         "Yes."

         "A superficial pain or further in?"

         "No, errr… inside the breasts."

         "Right, then I will have to ask you to take your top off."

         She quickly wriggled out of the blouse and chucked it flippantly on the desk next to her and looked down on her body. Her breasts were very shapely. She was proud of them and liked looking at them.

         Right now, her dark nipples were stiff enough to be potentially lethal weapons.

         Once more, she felt as though Lucas lost his doctor's role as if he forgot how to behave. He studied her, and that egged her on even more.

         "Perhaps you're finding it too chilly in here. I can turn off the air-conditioner,” he said and spun the chair around.

         "Yes, please,” she replied.

         "I just need to take my coat off if that's the case,” he murmured more to himself than for her benefit. He got up and walked over to the hooks by the door. He was wearing a short-sleeved shirt underneath the lab coat. Muscular arms, broad back, nice bum. OMG, what a delectable arse. Nicely rounded. She also noticed he pressed a button by the door. A red light came on. Her heart took a leap inside her chest.

         He studied her briefly before he returned to his chair, and the depth of his gaze made it seem as though he was taking an important decision. Her breathing turned heavier. Didn't try to cover herself up, nor gloss over the extraordinary sexual tension that was building up between them.

         He sat down again, "I'll need to examine you here then."

         "Mmmm."

         He pressed different points on her skin and very thorough he worked his way all around both breasts. "No, no hidden lumps. Good. You are fit and healthy."

         "Oh, that's good to know."

         "Is it still painful?"

         "Well. It isn't in one specific area like that, more like a dull ache. Like a stinging sensation in my nipples." Because I am so horny, she thought to herself.

         He turned very still. Breathed. Then he placed his large hands over her breasts and squeezed gently. Without saying another word, he started massaging them with a soft, circular motion, up, out, down. She opened her mouth to avoid moaning out loud. She didn't say anything either. He carried on massaging and got up from his chair. She turned her head slightly and noticed he had a hard-on. Just twenty-odd centimetres from her face, his cock was twitching inside his doctor's trousers, and there was something dreamy about the whole situation, yet extremely real and vivid at the same time. Surreal. Their standard roles had vanished. A fundamental, invisible boundary had been passed, and now everything seemed to unfold by itself. She didn't even have to think anymore.

         "And now? How does it feel now?"

         "Like you should carry on,” she said.

         "Mmmm."

         "Is it okay for me to…?" She stretched her hand out towards his crotch—towards his cock.

         "Aaahhh,” he said.

         She stroked him on the outside of his trousers. Almost got a grip of his cock through the fabric, worked with determination from the tip to the root. It was big. Not excessively so, but it was big. He gasped. When she looked up, she could see he had his eyes closed. He had stopped massaging her, but his hands were still resting on her boobs. His trousers were tied at his waist like a pair of tracksuit bottoms, and that simplified her task.

         When she had pulled them down past the hips, then passed the thighs unaided and made a pile on the floor. His cock was standing proud. Wow, she thought. Wow.

         She heard him inhale deeply, slowly, still with his eyes closed. Then he opened them to look at her and the intensity in his gaze rushed through her body like an electric charge. As soon as she had regained her composure, she grabbed hold of his member and wanked him off. It felt so good. Just what she needed. A proper cock, warm and delightful. She really enjoyed just looking at it.

         He moaned and naturally, his moaning was just as sexy as everything else about him.

         Without rushing too much, he brought his hand to the waistband of her skirt, wiggled in underneath, and when he got there, she could feel pleasure emanating up to her head. Now it was her time to close her eyes. She felt how he almost slid and skidded around on her slippery labia. Two of his fingers separated her labia, opened her up and pressed down gently on her clit. Light pressure, that was all it took for her to gasp and arch her upper body. He kneaded her breasts, pinched her nipple and slipped his finger up and down in her crack, tickled her clitoris from underneath. She would come very soon, any second now. Any second.

         "Goddammit, you are so hot!" he leaned down to kiss her. He was a good kisser too, and she squeezed his cock firmly. The pleasure was all-encompassing, and she moaned into his mouth. Waves of euphoria washed all over her —down her spine and all the way up again from her toes. This is it; I am cuming.

         She interrupted the kiss to catch her breath. She moaned louder and louder.

         "Shhhh,” he said and put a hand over her mouth and held her swollen sex in a tight grip. Orgasmic waves, bigger, bigger, bigger, it was impossible to say how long it carried on for.

         She let go of his cock and put her hand on the back of his head. She kissed him passionately and gratefully, stroking his neck and ruffling his hair. Then she sighed and giggled, turned to lie on her side and snuggled up. When she looked up at him and smiled, he let out a warm, tender laugh. My God, he is handsome.

         "Better now?" He whispered and cleared his throat. His eyes were cloudy with desire.

         She gave him a wide smile. "Come here,” she said, and when he took a step forward, she scooted down on the couch so that his cock fit perfectly into her mouth. That's where it belonged. She licked, sucked and moaned. Delicious.

         At the same time, she pulled her legs up, placed her sandals on the couch and spread her legs as much as she could. It felt good to have them like that. The skirt flopped back, piled up around her waist and her private parts were on show. He started stroking her again, and she was so wet he didn't have to make much of an effort, his fingers slid all over. This time around, the orgasm seemed further away, but the sensation was utter bliss, and she had to pause every now and then to be able to cope with it all. She took his cock out of her mouth and just gasped. Catching her breath and carrying on.

         She sucked harder and harder. She grabbed hold of his buttocks and thrust him inside as far as she could against the roof of her mouth. He suddenly tried to push her aside.

         Oh no, you don't. I will have you in my mouth. I want to feel you squirt.

         He moaned, took half a step backwards, heaved himself back as if to get away from her, but she joined his move and sucked as hard as she could. He whimpered, and eventually she gave in. She released his cock with a lip-smacking sound.

         "Turn to me,” he said.

         She obeyed. She crept as close to the wall as she could so that she could place her feet on the couch. Then she let her knees fall outward. Give me your cock, just give it to me.

         Much to her surprise, he went down on his knees and started licking her. She gasped and braced herself, tensing her entire body and putting her sandals on his shoulders. Her fists scrunched the disposable paper cover to shreds.

         With an incredibly cute face, he looked up from between her thighs and said: "I just wanted to taste you first."

         She smiled, hot, sweaty, heady and happy.

         "And I'll happily lick you all day because you taste so good."

         She laughed. Then he was there with his hand again, and she squirmed, gasped, incredibly close to another orgasm. When she opened her eyes, she saw that he had collected her pussy juice as if it was honey and used it to rub his blood-filled, stiff cock. He stepped on the pedal once more to elevate the couch one more level.

         She felt dizzy.

         He pressed the tip of his penis right between her labia, and she automatically pressed up against him, but he didn't give her any more than that —just the tip. He pulled it out again, caressed her up and down between the labia. The next time he penetrated her a little bit further and repeated the process.

         "I don't want to cum straight away. I want to relish you."

         The third time he did the same thing, her legs started quivering, and when he understood how close she was to orgasm, he went down on her and took her in his mouth. He sucked her clitoris and played with his tongue until she came to a point when she had to scream her pleasure and then she was reminded that there were people working out there. There were doctors and nurses working away in their offices, patients sitting in the waiting room and every now and then, they would walk past this door in the corridor. What would they think? She put her hand over her mouth and whimpered and let the convulsions run through her body. The convulsions that pumped through her legs and her thighs worked like pincers.

         When he got up again, he wiped his mouth and chin. Several times. She giggled. Her juice had formed a layer on his chin that looked almost like stubble. They both smiled at each other, and she beckoned him to come closer. Come, come, come. Please, come.

         This time, he thrust his cock in all the way. Forcefully. Goodness, that is wonderful. Just amazing. Now. Carry on. Yes, yes, yes. Then no more thoughts, she just embraced every thrust that banged her against the wall, like in a hotel room. But it didn't matter to her. She didn't care whether anyone heard them or not. His hips smacked against her buttocks. His broad jaw was clenched, and his face grew taut as if he was grimacing with intense pain. He growled and bared his teeth while she egged him on with her hands on his hips. Eventually, he roared like a bear, pulled out of her in a flash and ejaculated a fantastic load across her stomach and chest. Then one more. The semen came out in wild, jerking squirts.

         Afterwards, he handed her some paper towels, and they laughed together. They carried on touching each other, but now with more loving tenderness than before. To think it could turn into something so beautiful, she thought to herself. Just so good. Not awkward at all. I don't even mind lying here naked in front of him.

         He grinned mischievously at her, where he was sitting in his office chair. With his trousers back on, but he hadn't bothered to cover up his upper body.

         "Feeling better now, Sofia? How's your stomach?"

         "All good, thanks,” she said and then mustered up as much courage as she could: "But I wouldn't mind having a bit more. From such a skilled doctor as you are, I mean."

         She felt she had nothing to lose.
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When Celine received her first role at the theatre, she decided to study lines with an older, Danish actor. His name was Ulrik, he was in his early sixties, divorced, and – others had warned her about this – doggedly challenging to figure out.

“Well, that isn’t what I need to do, is it,” she had retorted when her friends and colleagues advised her to find somebody else. She had met with him a couple of times over the past three months, and it was going very well, they supplemented each other, and he was impressed with her, even if he didn’t sing the praises. A friendship developed; she, as probably the only person in the world, felt safe with him, not that she couldn’t see what her colleagues had warned her about, and it might very well have turned out like that between them as well if they didn’t have the invisible bond that they did, and if they didn’t enjoy each other’s company.

That night when she was on her way home from the theatre, where she had spent the past two hours watching others perform, she saw that the lights were on in his apartment on Østerbro. She had the manuscript in her bag and all of a sudden she had an intense urge to see him. She loved sitting in his living room, and she loved when he sat in his armchair and attentively corrected her as she would walk back and forth in front of him and show him her progress. Before she knew it, she had her finger on his doorbell. She had slipped into the stairwell when one of the other residents left.

“Hi – oh, is it you – come on in.” He was somewhat disoriented, he hadn’t expected her, and she felt that she owed him an explanation.

“Yes, I was in the neighbourhood, and I saw the lights were on, so I thought maybe you could hear me read… well, I’ve been rehearsing all day, would you please, Ulrik?”

He almost looked defeated, it was late, and he had put his pills out on the table where they sat next to a glass of water. He had heart problems. She asked if he was on his way to bed.

“I was actually… It’s the kind of thing older people do at this hour.”

He studied her. She was unusually attractive. She had long blond hair. Her blue eyes kept changing in shade so that they reflected her mood in a way that made it hard to look away. When her full, sensual lips separated in a broad smile, her eyes shone with a sparkle, which almost made him forget what she had just asked.
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