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Alice sat on the edge
of the sofa feeling utterly miserable. No, not just miserable – she
was now at the point of feeling sorry for herself. She already used
a whole box of tissue this morning. And the past week she went
through some twenty toiletrolls. It got so bad the toilet got
blocked. The plumber was hot though. When she got horny flirting
with him in just her bathrobe – the sniffles got worse! She got so
embarrassed she had to flee to her bedroom and leave her best
friend and room mate with that incredible Mediterranean hunk!



Until three days ago her room mate, Stacy, was her best friend. Now
she wasn’t so sure.



“Aw come one Alice! You can’t keep being like this! What was I
supposed to do!” Stacy exclaimed.



“Well, you didn’t have to steal him away to your bedroom did you!”
Alice sulked.



“But he started kissing and teasing me in the middle of the
bathroom! What was I supposed to do? Just have sex with him there?”
Stacy exclaimed.



Alice sulked and folded her arms. But then the terrible sniffles
started again. Her nose was like a leaky water tap. It just kept
running and running. She spent a day’s wages on colds medicines to
no avail.



Stacy sat beside her, put her arm around her shoulder. “Come on
Alice, you’d have done the same. You can’t just tease the poor man
and leave him hanging. I had to help! I was helping him and helping
you finish what you started!” Stacy explained.



Alice looked at her. Unsure whether to feel angry or
‘understanding’.



“We can call another plumber when you’re better. Or even that hot
pizza delivery guy huh!” Stacy nudged with her elbow, trying her
best to lift Alice’s spirits. Alice had to smile. She knew Stacy
had no ill intentions. Yes, she’d have finished off the plumber if
she was in Stacy’s shoes, and if it was Stacy that was sick.



Deep down, Alice knew it was this runny nose more than anything
that was irritating her. After all, as Stacy said, there are
countless men to entrap and tease and do what she likes with in her
apartment.



“Aw come here, I’m sorry Stacy” Alice said, reaching to hug her
friend. Stacy gave an awkward hug as Alice sniffled right into her
ear.



Stacy gave a pained look.



“I’m sorry,” Alice moaned “my nose won’t stop running! What am I
going to do? I can’t have any more sick days at work!”



“I think you have to go to the doctors office,” Stacy suggested
“and maybe get antibiotics or something? Who knows – maybe the
doctor will want to give you a thorough exam???” Stacy
smirked.



Well – that’s possible, a hot doctor teasing her. But usually the
doctors are boring middle-aged men completely indifferent to their
patients sexual needs. Alice felt perplexed – normally a cold or
flu makes you less horny. But Alice was burning up inside. She
couldn’t count the times she played with herself, tossing and
turning in bed, in unbearable tingling agony.



“I think you’re right.” Alice said to Stacy “I better get to the
clinic, see what can be done.”



And off she went – with two handbags, one containing nothing but
tissue. She felt silly walking down the street with white cotton
balls stuffed up her nostrils. But it was less embarrassing than
sniffling nonstop.





Dr Bernette was
a nice man. She felt comfortable with him. He examined her many
times before – inside and out. He was one of those goofy, nerdy,
impeccably well behaved characters, who was cute as he was lovable.
He wore round horn rimmed glasses and had frizzy black hair.



“Hmm…” He mused to himself, poking up her nose, down her throat, in
her ears. Frowning, then raising an eyebrow. “Hmmm…” he mused
again, lifting her eyebrow and staring around her eyeball, then the
other eyeball.



She liked him for his thorough and trustworthy care. She’d almost
go to bed with him – he was cute and huggable in a nice way. But he
was the stereotypical ‘good boy’ who never deviated from the
straight path.



“Is it bad???” Alice asked, worrisome.



“I’m not sure…” Dr Bernette pondered, almost off in another world,
his brows knitting in calculation and hard thought. “I have to ask
you to undress, do you mind?” He asked Alice, ever so nicely, as he
always does.



Dr Bernette saw Alice completely naked, in every possible manner,
several times. He even subjected her to some thrilling and
embarrassing internal exams. With student doctors present. She had
to relieve herself after those previous sessions – the
embarrassment somehow turned her on more, the medical students were
hot hunky guys. But Dr Bernette was a straight arrow – never once
did he break his medical code. Sadly.



“Of course!” Alice said. She was permanently horny for some reason,
and it was getting worse and worse. Dr Bernette motioned her behind
a screen and turned his back. So much for a strip tease with the
cute nerdy guy she’d just love to hug and kiss for hours.



Finally, with a quiet deep breath, she stepped out before him
completely stark naked. And motioned her palms as she said, with a
tiny Mona Lisa smile, “I’m ready for you Doctor.”



Dr Bernette simply smiled professionally and politely and motioned
her onto the examination table. He auscultated her chest, then her
abdomen, before putting the blood pressure cuff back on her arm.
She felt a little scared when he hooked her up to a small cardiac
monitor and put a thermometer in her mouth.



“Am I very sick???” Alice asked, beginning to panic a little.



“Nothing too serious,” Dr Bernette assured “but I do think we have
a minor problem.”



“A problem???” Alice panicked. Oh God, she was dying wasn’t
she?



“Just a minor problem,” Dr Bernette assured again, “do you mind, I
have to test your rectal temperature as well as your oral
temperature. And at the same time perform a vaginal
examination.”



“Oh… Sure… Sure… Go ahead…” Alice said, worrying about what kind of
terrible illness she may be suffering. She knew she was in good
hands and was keen Dr Bernette made a full and thorough
diagnosis.



The tingles shocked her as his fingertips examined her inner labia
and around her clitoris. He never touched her that way before and
it was soothing as it was thrilling. Her breath began to heave and
shudder as her hips immediately jerked and bucked. It always felt
embarrassing to begin to lose control in front of this nice doctor
but that turned her on more. The orgasms she had after every
medical exam always blew her away. She looked down at him, over her
pointy nipples, as he worked professionally in a manner she never
felt before.



“Huh-huh-huh-huhhhh…” She drawled and gasped, as his fingers
plunged deeper and deeper inside her. He pressed on her G-spot then
slid into the pulpy deeps, twisting, swishing, then doing a ‘come
here’ forward motion that caused her to rear her head back and moan
and squirm and bawl and drawl. Her hands instinctively grabbed and
squeezed at her own breasts and nipples as the waves of orgasmic
torture overwhelmed her.



Then the sniffles suddenly got completely out of control. So bad
the cotton balls in her nose became saturated and fell out. The
left cotton ball tumbled out like a soaked ball of rags. The right
one was stickier and slide down her right cheek. The shame of it.
The disgusting shame.



Dr Bernette withdrew his talented fingers from her vagina. He
pursed his mouth like a sad frog and nodded knowingly yet
reassuringly.



Alice was still shuddering from pre-orgasmic tingles as he handed
her tissues to wipe her face and nose.



“I’m so sorry…” Alice said, her voice almost a whisper, tears
welling in her eyes.



“It’s alright,” Dr Bernette said softly “please get dressed now and
come sit and I will explain it to you.”



Alice felt afraid and ashamed as she dressed. What might be wrong
with her? Already Dr Bernette was calling for a special airlift to
some specialist clinic.



Finally she sat down. Looking downy and taciturn, afraid of what he
might have to tell her.



“Alice,” Dr Bernette began warmly with the softest bedside manner
“you have a very rare condition. Your oral and rectal temperatures
have a specific differential between themselves, and also between
your heart rate and your breathing rate. Especially when you suffer
an exaggerated sexual response.”



Alice sat stunned. Trying to understand what it all meant. “So am I
very sick?” Tears welled in her eyes, the sniffles calmed but were
still persistent.



“Not really,” Dr Bernette said “but you do have a rare, and
nuisance syndrome. We don’t know the cause yet. Perhaps a virus.
Perhaps just genetics. But we do understand that in your brain and
body, your neuroendrocinological response has become heightened and
out of phase across your body. And that causes the runny
nose.”



Alice was stunned. Well, she wasn’t dying. But what was she doing
instead? Her brain was giving her a runny nose?



“Ok...” She said, trying to figure out what to say or ask “So… Um…
Is there medicine or anything? A diet program???”



“We think it’s related to imbalances in brain chemistry and
histamine responses in the body. It occurs mostly in healthy young
women, with very healthy sex drives, and like hayfever in summer
season – something happens and the body begins to overreact.” The
doctor explained.



“So… Um… I can just take antihistamines???” Alice asked.



“It’s not that simple,” Dr Bernette continued “for some reason
antihistamines don’t work at all, if anything, they make it much
worse. The only medicines we know to do anything are
antipsychotics, given to serious psychiatric patients. The side
effects are horrible and I really don’t recommend those. But that
is your choice of course.”



Oh God, antipsychotics???



“So uh… Am I crazy???” She asked, feeling taken aback, a little
afraid, and very unsure about herself.



“No, absolutely not.” Dr Bernette assured “Your body is just out of
sync, that is all. You have three options. Endure it, take
antipsychotics, or join a medical trial. I very strongly recommend
the trial, Alice, for your own happiness. I have even called an air
ambulance for you now. Time is of essence if you are to be cured.
Will you please strongly consider that option???”



Dr Bernette was very sincere. She trusted him with her life. And
the way he pressed the matter – she knew it was serious enough that
truly, the trial was her only hope of a happy future.



“I’ll take the trial. What are my chances?” Tears were welling in
her eyes. Dr Bernette was as sympathetic and caring as any good
doctor could ever be.



“Your chances are fairly good. If we get you to the specialist
clinic right now. Sadly this Runny Nose Syndrome, as we call it,
shall become permanent if it goes on for a few more days. The
helicopter is due to land in 15 minutes. Will that be ok???”



Dr Bernette was very keen she simply go straight to the Specialist
Centre. He had a sympathetic face, as always, but this time there
was pain in his eyes. His big soft lovable dark eyes were pleading
with her to go straight to the hospital.



“Yes, I’ll go… Um… What about my things? Should I get my friend to
bring my clothes to the hospital?” Alice asked pensively.



“Oh no need!” Dr Bernette smiled, relieved that she took the Trial
option, “you’ll be back home and cured tonight!”



“Oh!” Alice said, surprised “it’s a quick medical
procedure???”



“Yes, thankfully it is. Usually two to four hours and you’re done.
I have to warn you – there is only an 80% success rate. But I think
we have you just in time. So let’s get to the air ambulance shall
we???”



Alice only had time to send Stacy a quick explanation on messenger
before the big red Air Ambulance chopper landed on the tarmac
outside. Dr Bernette had the warmest smile of relief as he reached
out his arm and motioned her into the chopper.



“Oh God…” Something suddenly struck her “Dr Bernette, how much will
this cost???” Alice asked, panicking. She couldn’t afford
helicopter rides!



“Oh don’t worry! Everything is free! The Medical Trial is funded by
a very wealthy philanthropist! Good luck!” Dr Bernette’s soft voice
shouted as best he could over the roar of the rotor blades. His
black frizzy hair tousling and blowing in the downdraft. A
paramedic in a red suit, red helmet, dark shades and a black mic at
his chin took her inside.



“Stacy – Dr has sent me straight to an emergency medical clinic to
get my runny nose fixed. I’m in an emergency air lift right now.
I’m ok. Dr said I’ll be fine. Talk more later.” Alice said on
messenger as the helicopter lifted off.





Alice peered
down to the immense white palace some two hundred meters below her.
The helicopter was approaching to land at what seemed like a
billionaire’s paradise. Something more akin to a Prince’s kingdom
rather than a medical centre. Sports cars were lined in rows. There
were four helicopter pads and two private jet were parking at the
end of the runway. Wealthy looking people were disembarking.



Large greeneries, opulent flower gardens, two large private
swimming pools – one a spartan ten foot deep thing with scuba
equipment, the other was like something from a luxury hotel, with
jacuzzies, diving boards, even a slide, and a bar area. All this
opulence filled her view. A panorama of absolute wealth, power and
luxury as the helicopter neared the big H tarmac. The white palace
was immense. It must have had 500 rooms. It looked like the
Whitehouse – only better.



What was this place?



A black stretch limo approached as the helicopter rotors whined
down. The paramedic removed his headgear and politely motioned her
to the limousine. Alice was shocked, but she couldn’t help but
break out into a huge smile. Like a child at Disneyland.



“What was this place?” She asked herself again. Suddenly she wished
Dr Bernette told her she’d have to stay here for a week, or even a
month. But no – she’d be out of this luxury hotel, or whatever it
was, by this evening! Damn! That swimming pool with the bar and
jacuzzies and palm trees looked amazing! There were even tennis
courts and a golf course!



Who owned this place?



Probably a rich fat old man. Now Alice began to worry. What’s the
catch? Fat old billionaires have a bad reputation… No… Wait… Dr
Bernette would never send her to such doom.



Still, Alice couldn’t help but feel a little uncomfortable. Surely
there has to be a catch?





She leaned back
into the plush leather seat in the back of the limo. It only had to
drive a few hundred yards but she enjoyed the experience. Alice
never got to ride in a limo before. It even had a mini bar, a game
console, a tv, a tablet. It had everything!



She sent another message to Stacy.



“Hi Stacy, just landed. This place is amazing. I never saw a
medical centre like it! I think it’s for the megarich but I get to
go free! I’m being taken to my doctor in a limo!”



Alice smiled, bit her lip. Stacy would be a little jealous – she
knew her. That’ll teach her for stealing the hot plumber she was
working on with the most advanced flirting techniques known to
woman!



The limo stopped at a side entrance to the left wing of the palace.
The main palace seemed to have extensions built, then built some
more, in the same style. The limestone fascia of the building here
was newer, whiter, but identical to the main central part of the
building, which had a huge Roman style portico and columns, now out
of view.



Alice felt nervous yet curious as the driver motioned her to the
door. A jolly fat middle aged black fellow.



“Just take the first door to your right about ten meters down the
corridor.” He said cheerfully. Alice smiled, nodded, and made her
way. Her nose was bothering her more. She could hear her sniffles
echoing down the corridor and had to wipe herself with tissue
several times as she walked slowly to the brown oak door. She stood
a moment, then knocked. Wondering what was on the other side.
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