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Urooj Gillespie woke up from the dream with her quivering pussy discharging vaginal juices onto the sheets and the duvet. The room was filled with the pungent aroma of her cum. Her naked body was completely drenched with sweat. She could feel the sweat on her forehead and on her breasts as her eyes adjusted to the darkness of her bedroom. Her heart was beating fast, and her nipples were erect. 

Urooj lay there stunned. On the one hand she was relieved that it had just been a dream. But another part of her wished that the dream had been real and gone on.

The dream was a recurring one. It was one she had very often these days. And they were always vivid and easy to recall after she woke up. 

In the dream, Urooj was wrestling naked with another woman on a golden caramel colored beach somewhere in the Australian outback. 

Watching them wrestle was a naked man with an erect cock. He had a cigarette in his mouth. He was watching them as if he didn’t give a shit which of them won.

Urooj and the woman were wrestling for the man. Wrestling for his cock. 

They were rolling around on the beach sand. The woman had the upper hand. 

Urooj could smell the woman’s aroma and she was aroused by the fact that she and the woman were wrestling naked for the man’s cock. Urooj was trying hard to hide from the woman the fact that her nipples were erect and that her pussy was leaking. The woman she was fighting did not seem aroused at all and was trying to defeat Urooj. 

The woman was winning. She was stronger and feistier than Urooj. Urooj felt like a real dirty slut, getting aroused during a naked fight with another woman over a man. She felt like she was the sleaziest cucqueen in the whole world. 

But then, she was also desperately aroused and wanted the woman to continue ravaging and humiliating her while the man they were fighting over, looked on. 

The woman had mounted her and pinned her arms onto the sand. She whacked Urooj’s naked pussy with her own. Urooj let out a cry of pleasure and twisted and turned on the sand. The woman let out a cry of victory, called Urooj a dirty slut and spat into Urooj’s face. Urooj opened her mouth and drank the woman’s spit down. 

Then the woman jumped across Urooj’s body, and her groin was near Urooj’s face. The woman swiftly lowered her pussy onto Urooj’s face. 

There was a forest of hair around the woman’s vagina. But the lips of the vagina were a flaming red. The lips were engorged and seemed to have a life of its own. The groin and the inner thighs, which were covered with sweat, gleamed in the sunlight. 

And the aroma. Urooj surrendered to the aroma which the woman’s pussy emanated onto her nostrils. Urooj raised her head and let her face get buried in the forest of black hair around the woman’s vagina. 

Urooj reveled in the brew of vaginal excretions and sweat from the woman’s pussy and her inner thighs. 

Surrendering to her sexual rival only aroused Urooj to another level. 

This was what Urooj always wanted – to be sexually humiliated by another woman as the man they were fighting over, looked on. 

Now the dream was over, and she was back in the real world. 

But Urooj still felt her pussy quiver and longed for the woman to be atop her, whacking her pussy onto Urooj’s pussy. 

Alas, she was all alone now in her stuffy bedroom. She wished she was still inside that beautiful dream and her face was buried in that woman’s lambent and dripping vagina. 

Urooj moved a hand towards her vagina and inserted two fingers into it. It was wet like a lawn after a spell of rain. 

She closed her eyes and began to fantasize about being sexually humiliated by the woman in front of the man they were fighting over. 
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Urooj parked the car in front of her clinic.  It was a white small two room single floored structure. It was the lone building in the vicinity apart from Lucille’s diner down the gravel drive. 

A helicopter appeared on the horizon and flew across the bright morning sky. It was flying real low. Urooj had seen and heard a few helicopters over the last few weeks. 

The lemon-honey smell of eucalyptus trees made the morning air sweet. There was also a hint of a cow dung smell. There were farms in the area around Urooj’s clinic. The strong wind spread the dung smell around. 

As she opened the white clinic door, Urooj saw an envelope on the floor of the clinic. Urooj had sent her saliva for a test. The folks at the laboratory in town must have dropped it off. A privilege Urooj enjoyed because she was a doctor – a gynecologist. 

Urooj sat in her chair, opened the envelope, and took out the one-page report. She stared at the report which she held in her hands. Her beautiful face contorted with a look of intense concern. The saliva test results were positive. She had contracted “Pudenda Atrophy Syndrome” or PAS as it was popularly known. 

Was contracted the right word? The symptoms had started a year ago. The pain in the fingers and her shoulders. The softness of her breasts. And of course, there were the strange secretions from her vagina. She had been wearing those special pads across her pussy ever since the secretions started. They were annoying in this heat. 

A flash of pain shot through her fingers and Urooj flinched. 

She thought she would walk down to the diner and get something to eat. A walk or any physical activity postponed the pain for some time. The next appointment was only at 2, which meant she had an hour to waste. 

She put the report down on the table, took her doctor’s overcoat off and wrapped it around her chair. She locked the door to the clinic and stepped out. 

She walked up the gravel drive to the diner. The dry heat hit her, but it was not altogether unpleasant. Her light pink cotton shirt and white pants were perfect for this weather. 

As she walked, she wondered what she would do. The syndrome would only get worse. There was no known cure for it. It was another vague modern ailment which only had vague treatments that never worked. She would end up a cripple somewhere. In some home. Lonely and helpless. 

A controversial paper by Professor Christine Burr had recommended sexual intercourse as the only possible cure for PAS. Professor Christine Burr had concluded that lack of sexual intercourse among women, due to the absence of men during wartime, which had led to disuse of sexual organs was the chief cause of PAS. 

Professor Burr’s conclusions were intensely and viciously rubbished as lacking in scientific rigor. But could a root cause for a psychosomatic disease like PAS be determined? Professor Burr’s opponents believed that overuse of modern technology was the root cause of PMS. They had even invented a saliva test which measured the levels of previously ignored hormones that could lead to muscle degeneration and strange unexplained secretions from sexual organs. 

When she reached the diner, Urooj ordered an orange-chocolate double sundae. She sat at a table in front of the glass cases which displayed donuts, sandwiches, and pies. 

Lucille, the elderly lady behind the counter eyed Urooj suspiciously. Urooj pretended to ignore her and looked around the diner. 

There were half a dozen females in the diner – mostly single women like herself.  They all came here to look at Myron. Myron was Lucille’s husband. He was the main attraction. Presently, Myron walked out from behind the glass cases with Urooj’s double sundae. 

When he placed the sundae in front of her, Urooj ogled at his muscular, sinewy arms. He whispered a howdy at her and walked back behind the glass displays. Urooj watched the muscular man walk away but then caught Lucille staring jealously at her. 

Urooj began to eat her double sundae. 

When she looked up briefly, the other women at the diner were smirking at her as they had all seen her ogle at Myron. 

Urooj quickly finished her sundae and walked out of the diner. 

For once, she felt good in the dry heat. It was a relief after the oppressive atmosphere of the diner, filled with sexual jealousy and longing. 

Urooj was no alpha female. She couldn’t imagine herself stealing another woman’s man. 

The women at the diner were all out to steal Myron from Lucille. It made Urooj sad. 

When she reached her office, she reduced the temperature on the air conditioner. She felt better as the room began to chill. She turned on the radio.

“..... an unexplained disease has afflicted the kangaroo population in the Boondenyaba outback, especially its females. Researchers estimate that the female kangaroo population has disappeared by at least fifty percent in the last one year itself. This has left a sizeable number of mateless and violent male kangaroos. There have been at least ten violent kangaroo attacks reported this year. Two of them fatal. The Australian Wildlife Conservancy has issued a warning to the residents of Boondenyaba that male kangaroos might venture into the small town and cause mayhem. Residents are urged to be vigilant .....”

Urooj turned off the radio. The media always bigged up news like this. Murderous sexually frustrated male kangaroos? What next? Psychotic koala bears? Serial killing boa constrictors? 

Urooj did not have any patient appointments for the day. 

A bolt of pain pulsed through her hand. It was the PAS! She relaxed and took a deep breath and the pain gradually subsided. 

She wondered whether she should lock the door and masturbate. 

Urooj masturbated a lot these days. In fact, she had always been a veritable masturbator. What else could a woman do if she was still a virgin as she approached her third decade on this planet? 

Urooj’s favorite masturbatory fantasy that had been a front-runner for a very long time was the one in which she was out on a date with a man and another woman tried to steal her man. She and the woman engage in a series of physical contests to decide who gets to sleep with the man. 

Different variations of this fantasy had haunted her ever since the war had begun. Sometimes the fantasy would manifest itself in a dream like the one she had the previous night in which she was fighting the woman on the beach with the sweaty aromatic pussy. 

Urooj unzipped her jeans and inserted her hand into her panties.
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Just when Urooj was getting wet, there was a light knock on the door. Urooj quickly zipped her jeans and called out “come in”. 

A woman stepped in. She wore a thin white round neck t-shirt that showed off her black brassiere straps and denim shorts. The woman carried a fat white envelope in one hand. 

The woman’s face was rather pale. Urooj was struck by her slimness. She was a young, short woman with shapely legs. As she sat across the table, Urooj saw dark circles under the woman’s eyes that gave her a visage. The woman sat forward in an overeager posture that betrayed anxiety. 

The woman introduced herself as Uri and handed the envelope which she carried to Urooj. The envelope contained the results for a saliva test. Uri Ratajczyk was the woman’s full name. It said gynecologist under her profession. Her hormone levels were at a very high level. Much higher than the normal range. 

This was the first time Urooj had ever had a PAS patient. And what a day to get one. One the same day she herself had tested positive for the darn thing.  

“You are a gynec?”, asked Urooj. 

“Yes. I wanted a second opinion.” She sounded uncertain and anxious. Her pretty face looked diseased. 

“Well ..... I think the results are quite clear. You have PAS. But I could give you a physical check if you want,” said Urooj. 

“That’s what I had in mind.”

“Why don’t
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