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The man grunted, gripping the sheet beneath him. His forehead dripped with sweat. The cot squeaked with each pump.

“My, My! I haven’t seen him in that way in years,” his wife said. She leaned forward on the wobbly stool, licking her lips. The sound of the man’s grunts filled the back room of the tiny cottage. “Doctor, he's been up for nearly an hour!”

“Do you feel yourself coming to an end?” the doctor asked. With a gloved hand covered in a special oil, the doctor continued rubbing the man’s shaft. His swollen cock finally pulsated and spilled its hot contents. Gripping the twisted sheet underneath, the man jerked his hips in the air and shouted a few expletives. 

“You’ve done it, Doctor!” the wife said, jumping up. She patted her husband’s sweaty forehead. 

The doctor pulled off the glove and stood up straight. Tossing the glove into a basket of dirty laundry, the doctor nodded.

“That oil should keep him potent,” the doctor said. “As you can see, he stayed stiff for nearly an hour, even after steady pumping of my hand.” 

“I can’t wait to feel your cock in me pussy, tonight,” the wife said in a loud whisper, running her weatherbeaten hands over her husband’s cock. The husband grinned, his face beat red from embarrassment and from, what did the doctor call it—oh, yes, a handjob. 

“I’ll have to thank you, Doc, for bringing me manhood back,” the husband said. “I didn’t think you could help being a lady and all...”

Doctor Beatrix Edgeworth washed her hands in the basin and smiled. She was used to hearing that. No man willingly visited a Lady Doctor, unless he was truly desperate. Or, in this case, as with all of her cases, the man suffered from impotency. Unhappy wives in the villages passed Beatrix’s name around like a cake recipe.

“Send your husband to Doctor Edgeworth. She’ll fix ‘im up!”

“Aye, the Lady Doctor will have him harder than a tree trunk!”

“Me pussy has been eating his cock every night!”

“Doc got an oil and ‘erbs that make his bollocks blow!”

Beatrix opened the window to let a cool breeze into the stuffy room. She’d give anything to have enough money to build a proper place for her patients. Her clients consisted mainly of poor farmers and village folks who paid her back with eggs, vegetables, and other perishables. She was grateful, but wished she had money to do more for the good people.

Beatrix bid farewell to the happy couple. They ran hand-in-hand through the forest trees. Beatrix chuckled. She knew the couple wouldn’t make it home before they decided for a nice romp on the forest floor. Beatrix stored the newly acquired basket of carrots into her cupboards.

Knock. Knock.

Beatrix looked at the small watch pinned to her dress. Nearly ten at night. 

Who could be at the door at this time?

Cautiously, she peered through the window.

“Derrick Martin?” Beatrix asked, surprised. She opened the door and admitted the tall figure. He ducked in, shaking his blonde hair out of his eyes. 

She had not seen the man in nearly two years since he began working for the reclusive Lord George Shepherd. 

“Doc, I need your help,” Derrick said, jumping straight to the point. “I know you help the villagers around here with their, er, bedchamber problems. I need you to help me.”

Beatrix raised an eyebrow. She knew Derrick fairly well. She used to see him farming his family’s field. Strong as an ox. She was surprised a young man of twenty and five would ever require her services. 

“Oh?” Beatrix asked, encouraging him to go on. She glanced down at his crotch. The thick member swelled noticeable through the fabric.

“Not for me,” Derrick said quickly, drawing his shoulders back. He looked around and dropped to a whisper even though it was only the two of them in the tiny cottage.

“It’s for my master. Lord George Shepherd.”

Beatrix's eyes widened. 

“You know he confides in me,” Derrick said with a smug smile. “He trusts me with his life.”

Beatrix didn’t doubt that. Something about Derrick made everyone want to open up to him.

“His family is urging him to settle down and find a wife,” Derrick said, shoving his hands in his pockets. “They want an heir. Lord Shepherd doesn’t wanna marry. And, even if he did, he can’t consummate the marriage.”

Derrick frowned, widening his eyes. “The Lord told me his cock hasn't stiffened in the last five years.”
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