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Chapter One
 
 
Priscilla Auden’s mother brought her to the doctor for her premarital exam a week after she had accepted William Verner’s proposal of marriage. In the enlightened society of Prosperia colony, girls who would soon marry must, according to section 37(a) of the statutes governing relations between the genders (often called the pleasure laws) see a government-certified marital physician for what the statute termed a premarital assessment and instructional examination.
Before her mother left Dr. Gowdy’s office, the doctor asked a series of pointed questions about Priscilla’s upbringing and what her parents had observed with respect to her social life and her habits of hygiene. Priscilla couldn’t look either at the doctor or at her mother while these questions were posed and answered; she found herself gazing with flaming cheeks at the strange device doctors and nurses used to take a person’s blood pressure, as Grace Auden said humiliating thing after humiliating thing about her nineteen-year-old daughter.
“Tell me about Miss Auden’s development, Mrs. Auden. It’s normal for girls to be a little too embarrassed to speak frankly about such matters themselves.”
“Of course, doctor. I remember when my own mother spoke with old Dr. Frere on this matter, before I married Mr. Auden. I just wish I could give the same kind of report about Priscilla that my mother gave Dr. Frere about me.” She sighed. Priscilla felt that if the medical building collapsed on them it might be better than having to sit there.
“Oh, come now, Mrs. Auden. I’m sure the years have made your memory of that day a good deal rosier than it really should be. Every mother has a peccadillo or two to report.”
Priscilla darted a glance at her mother and saw that indeed Grace Auden’s cheeks had turned a little pink. She felt grateful to Dr. Gowdy for that at least.
“Well… I suppose so. One of my suitors had stolen a few kisses, and it had confused me greatly,” Grace said. Priscilla felt for a moment that perhaps this interview wouldn’t be quite as bad as she had expected. “But I’m afraid I have to report that since she began courting, both her guardian and I have found that Priscilla’s hygiene has left a good deal to be desired.”
“Mother!” Priscilla said. “You said you would never tell anyone!”
“Miss Auden,” Dr. Gowdy said, rearranging some papers on the little desk in his examination room. “I’m a doctor. Whatever happens in my examination room happens in complete confidence. Your mother is absolutely right to tell me about these things. Otherwise, I can’t help you and your intended get off on the right foot in your married life, the way the laws make clear I need to do—which is also, I believe, the correct procedure from a purely medical point of view. We’ll talk more about that once your mother has gone out to the waiting room.”
He turned back to Grace. “Tell me more, Mrs. Auden. You say you and her guardian have found her hygiene troublesome?”
“Well, doctor, I’m not sure what to call it… I mean, if not hygiene…”
Priscilla couldn’t even look at the blood pressure device now. She gazed down at her hands, folded in the lap of her dark green skirt. It had been her favorite skirt to wear to school, her final year, and all her friends said she looked so pretty in it—so pretty that Priscilla would definitely get the proposal from William she had hoped for so much.
William Verner: tall, dark, and handsome. Five years older than Priscilla—twenty-four, the age at which young men who had proven their worth to society could come to senior dances and court the girls who had turned eighteen. He had family money, of course, but he was also the energetic head of Verner Global Supply, a company that had started out as Prosperia’s first lumber mill and still maintained the planet’s largest sustainable forest.
William had worked as an old-fashioned lumberjack in that forest for three years, at the behest of his father, who wanted to teach his heir old-fashioned values using the same methods by which every Verner son had learned them for the past three hundred years. William was in every way the catch of the season and, if the older girls spoke the truth, of many a previous season as well.
He had talked to so many girls that night—and Priscilla had talked to nearly as many boys. She left the coming-out dance with several promises of young men to call on her at home, including William. Her guardian Mr. Tester—an old family friend and nearby neighbor, as unmarried girls’ guardians usually were—had, in consultation with Priscilla’s father and mother, selected three suitors for her from the young men who called.
“But,” Mr. Tester said when he had sat Priscilla down in his den, where they had their meetings about her coming out and her marital prospects, “I think you can understand that your parents and I have the highest hopes for Mr. Verner.”
Priscilla blushed and said very meekly, “Yes, Mr. Tester.”
“Do you like him? I find his manners most pleasing.”
“Yes, Mr. Tester,” Priscilla said.
“Well, then,” Mr. Tester pronounced with a genial air, “you may allow him a kiss goodnight if you like. Nothing more.”
She felt the blood rise even hotter to her face. “Yes, sir.”
“The others may hold your hand, of course, but no kissing until we know about Mr. Verner’s intentions. Do you understand, my dear?”
“Yes, sir.”
Mr. Tester had cleared his throat then, and said in a different tone, “I don’t expect that any of these three will attempt to take any liberties with you, Priscilla. They’re all very well-mannered young men. But a pretty girl like you will sometimes have, let’s say, an unpredictable effect on a young man, and this can be especially the case when the girl has developed a little early, the way you have. Go ahead and take off your clothes for me, my dear, so I can show you just what I mean.”
Priscilla of course, like every Prosperian girl of the upper class, had found this a terribly embarrassing experience. In fact, looking back at it now in the doctor’s office, really the medical exam couldn’t hold a candle to her meetings with her guardian, could it?
Mr. Tester didn’t touch Priscilla’s naked body, to be sure, but he did make her bend over in front of him and touch her toes while he talked to her.
“You have a shapely bottom, Priscilla,” he said. “And your breasts have come along very nicely. The red hair between your legs is a sight each of your three suitors would very much like to see, and the little pouting slit you have there is, as I believe you’ve been instructed in your courtship class at school, a great subject of their interest.”
“Yes, sir,” Priscilla said to the rug of Mr. Tester’s den.
“What did your teacher tell you about a suitor’s interests?”
She felt a deep furrow grow in her brow. “Miss George said that young gentlemen want to see and touch things that only a husband is allowed to see and touch.”
“Or,” said Mr. Tester, “your guardian and your physician of course. Yes, that’s right. When you have an accepted suitor, you’ll learn more about your husband’s rights and privileges, and about the difference between his body and yours. In the meantime, you’ll be inspected like this after each date you go on with a suitor, to determine whether any immorality has arisen either between you and your young man or on your own part.”
Priscilla bit her lip. How would he know?
“I imagine you would like to know how I will determine whether any immorality exists,” Mr. Tester said in a low voice. Priscilla suddenly felt very funny in her tummy, and also, to her confusion, down below her tummy.
“Yes, sir,” she whispered.
“When immorality has occurred, or may occur, your private part will show me, Priscilla. I shan’t say anything more on the subject now, and I hope I shan’t have to say anything at any point in the future. You may straighten up and put on your clothes, now. I’ll see you at your house after your first date, and I’ll inspect you in your own room.”
Oh, if only Mr. Tester hadn’t had to say anything more!
Now, in Dr. Gowdy’s office, though, the consequences of her own body’s betrayal, when William had kissed her goodnight for the first time—of the series of events that had unfolded after that—seemed to have brought her to a sort of shame Priscilla had never imagined.
“I think I understand what you mean, Mrs. Auden,” the doctor said. “Did Miss Auden’s guardian detect something amiss?”
Still Priscilla couldn’t look up, but she heard the gratitude in her mother’s voice for the doctor moving the conversation along.
“Yes, doctor. Mr. Tester inspected Priscilla after her second date with Mr. Verner…”
The doctor referred to his notes, Priscilla saw out of the corner of her eye, and nodded. “Her accepted suitor, correct?”
“That’s right, doctor. Mr. Tester came downstairs after he had inspected Priscilla and told us that he had detected immorality.”
The doctor clucked his tongue. Then, to her horror, he addressed Priscilla.
“Priscilla, in this sort of situation, it’s usually best for you to tell me in your own words what happened. Then your mother can fill in any other details I need.”
She looked up at him desperately, and then over at her mother. She turned back to the doctor and opened her mouth, but no sound came out.
Instead, her mother made it much worse. “That wasn’t the end of it, doctor.”
Priscilla felt her whole body go hot, then cold, then hot again.
“In the end we felt terribly fortunate that Mr. Verner still proposed when he heard—as of course Mr. Tester was honor-bound to tell him—about Priscilla’s little problem.”
At that point, at least, Dr. Gowdy took pity on Priscilla.
“Mrs. Auden, I must say that you needn’t be so hard on Miss Auden. I take it she’s your eldest daughter?”
“Well, yes,” said Grace, sounding a bit taken aback.
“Perhaps you’re a little less lenient than you might be since it seems you were in the one third of young ladies who are never detected in immorality.”
“One third?” Grace said, and now she sounded as if she felt a little faint at this news. “Well, yes, doctor. I certainly was.”
“Well, as I say, fully two thirds of the young ladies we see are detected by their guardians in some form of immorality.”
“But, doctor…” Priscilla had been looking from the doctor to her mother, thinking that perhaps a ray of light had appeared, but guessing what her mother would say now, she hung her head again.
“I imagine,” Dr. Gowdy interrupted, “that you’re about to tell me that Miss Auden’s immorality extended further than a little arousal after a date?”
Oh, if only Priscilla could just faint, or fall asleep, or vanish through the floor!
“Yes, doctor.”
“Well, then, let me tell you that even girls who have been detected in multiple incidents of self-abuse—the upper five percent, we sometimes call them—make very good wives, as long as they have the proper guidance from their husbands. I can’t imagine that Miss Auden falls into that category, though.”
“No…” Grace said, though the length of the vowel seemed to indicate some doubt.
“Miss Auden,” the doctor said, and waited for her to look up at him. “Do go ahead. When your guardian detected the immorality, did you confess to having committed an impropriety?”
“No,” Priscilla said in a very quavery voice. “Mr. Tester said I should let Mr. Verner kiss me, and I did, when he was saying goodnight.”
“And did you like being kissed?”
Priscilla bit her lip, and then she felt her forehead pucker.
“Don’t worry, Miss Auden. As I said, I’m a doctor, and I understand about the way young men can make young ladies feel. It’s natural to like being kissed.”
Mrs. Auden made a little sound then that seemed to indicate that she didn’t think she entirely agreed with the doctor, but Priscilla didn’t look at her.
“Yes, doctor,” Priscilla whispered.
“Yes, you liked it?”
Priscilla nodded.



Chapter Two
 
 
William Verner watched his young fiancée’s premarital exam with great interest, in a private room in the men’s wing of the medical building. The clinic’s administrative-class patrons received the treatment they deserved on such occasions: William had an easy chair and a large view screen, with a full bar just to the side. On top of the bar sat a discreet tube of lubricant and a box of tissues.
On the arm of his chair there was a call button as well. The lovely young pleasure girl who had ushered him in might be called back to fix him a cocktail or to kneel at his feet and take his cock in her mouth as he watched Priscilla prepared for her marital duties, including, most important, the installation of her governor, a little green one William had picked out for his bride that morning.
William had nothing of prudery about him—like his peers he paid regular visits to the houses of pleasure maintained by the government for the ease of the upper orders—but he felt a kind of loyalty to certain ancient ideas of fidelity. He knew that his married friends had generally fucked the pleasure girl while they observed their brides’ premarital exams. They had advised William, too, to lay the girl over the well-placed ottoman and to take her from behind while he kept careful watch on the blushes of the aristocratic young lady whose sweet, virginal charms would soon belong to him.
Those friends understood as well as William did that their brides’ cunts and bottoms were treasures of much more value than any possessed by the pleasure girls they fucked by the score. Unlike William, though, it appeared that they didn’t regard the moment they would see their fiancées naked for the first time as deserving of a special regard.
Those who didn’t fuck the pleasure girl, William knew, nearly always availed themselves of the lubricant and the tissues. But William didn’t plan on doing that, either. He wanted to watch Priscilla’s examination in a measured, appreciative way, though of course his cock had already stiffened as he heard about her guardian’s detection of immorality the night William kissed her for the first time.
Mr. Tester had told him, when William came to ask permission to make his offer, that some small trouble had arisen over Priscilla’s conduct.
“I had to whip her, you know, and her mother had to have the housekeeper give her the strap, too, a few days later. She’s the sweetest girl in the world, but you may have to take some effort in disciplining her, especially at first. She’ll need a good deal of governing.”
William had felt desperate to know why his lovely auburn-haired girl had received chastisement. He and Mr. Tester talked freely of pleasure girls and even of the merchant-class mistress Mr. Tester kept in town, whose anus he had, he said, trained so thoroughly that she begged him to take her there rather than anywhere else.
Mr. Tester said that the craving for bottom-fucking resulted not just from the training but also from his always keeping her cunt well governed to make her more respectful and obedient, as was generally advised to men who took more or less permanent mistresses from the lower orders. He had even advised William in general terms that “A man could do worse than to train his wife that way”—but to talk of Priscilla herself, a true young lady, in such terms would violate all society’s most treasured norms, and so William had remained in ignorance as to why Mr. Tester and Mrs. Auden had felt the need to apply the strap to his fiancée’s bare backside.
Nevertheless, here today in Dr. Gowdy’s exam room, Priscilla would learn that even as an upper-order bride, she too would have the little governor installed, just as her mother and every other society lady of Prosperia had the governor chosen by her husband, in order to keep them in the submission ordained by the pleasure laws. Before that, her brief sexual history would be taken, and the role of her husband’s sexual and disciplinary mastery of her explained.
The premarital medical exam thus provided an opportunity for a bridegroom to learn those things about his bride that he might not learn from her guardian, and it provided the bride with embarrassing knowledge of marriage’s pleasures and punishments—knowledge she must have if her husband were to enjoy himself as he had a right to do. Having had this examination, and having had her governor installed, Priscilla would not call her parents or run from the room when William paid his first premarital visit; he would enjoy Priscilla according to the provisions of the pleasure laws, and they would begin even before their wedding to have the happy domestic life the founders of Prosperia had envisioned for every order of society in its particular sphere and fashion.
“And when your guardian inspected you, afterward?” the doctor asked gently, on the view screen. The clinic spared no expense: whoever was directing the presentation of this little drama to Priscilla’s bridegroom had at least two cameras between which he could cut, so that William got to see both Dr. Gowdy’s patient expression and Priscilla’s deep blush, accentuated wonderfully by the milk-white pallor of her skin.
William couldn’t keep the smile from his face at the sight of that blush. He had felt sure Priscilla’s body had yielded to his goodnight kiss in the most delightful way, and she had made a wonderful little sound deep in her throat that seemed to suggest he might have awakened feelings she hadn’t even known she could experience.
He had known from the beginning that Priscilla Auden might have that kind of spark inside her. At the school début dance when he had decided she would be the girl he courted, he had seen her blush and turn away when he caught her looking at him. He had put his name on the list for consideration by her guardian and her parents, knowing full well that he could have any girl he wanted, but so enchanted by her blush and by the sight of her sweet young breasts and slim hips demurely covered in the pink silk of her coming-out gown that he felt he couldn’t make another choice.
Each potential suitor was only allowed one dance with any girl at the début, but William had tried to make the most of his with Priscilla, not venturing to take liberties with the hand with which he held her narrow waist, as some of the other administrative-class men would try to do—the more so because they knew their wealth allowed them to escape censure—but waltzing skillfully and moving her across the floor with a light touch until he could tell she had become wonderfully dizzy. He did not think that her parents would give her a say in accepting him or refusing him either as suitor or as husband, but Priscilla’s shy little face, framed in its red curls, had already made her so dear to him that he wanted to make her feel a regard for him that might become, in time, the sort of worshipful love a bride should feel for her bridegroom.
On the view screen Priscilla lowered her eyes again, as she already had so many times. William wondered how he could enjoy her embarrassment so very much and yet also pity her for it. Whatever the answer might be, he felt the urge to take his girl in his arms and shield her from the gazes of the world—of doctor and parents and guardian. Her blushes would be for her husband, henceforth.
“Mr. Tester made me take off my clothes and bend over,” she whispered, “and then he said he smelled immorality.”
“And he punished you?”
“Yes, doctor.”
“How?”
“He made me lie on my bed over a pillow, to raise my bottom up, and he whipped me with the family strap.”
The picture cut to a quick close-up of Mrs. Auden, whose cheeks had become a little pink themselves. William wondered how often Mr. Auden applied that same strap to his wife’s backside, and how frequently the elegant matron had her governor turned up to its highest setting. Perhaps she was well-governed, as men called it when they turned a girl’s pleasure up, right now, under her elegant gown, aching for the release only her husband could give.
“And how did being punished for your immorality that way make you feel?” the doctor asked.
The view shifted to Priscilla, once again looking down, a tear now appearing in her right eye but not falling.
“Ashamed,” she whispered.
“Not ashamed enough!” her mother exclaimed.
“Oh, mother!” Priscilla said, but very softly and as if defeated.
“Tell the doctor what I found you doing the very next night!”
“Please,
mother.”
William’s cock had grown so hard that he considered pressing the call button and at least having a blowjob from the pleasure girl after all, but he decided to keep his vow of fortitude. He would have to wait until tomorrow, according to statute, to have his first premarital visit, but surely—perhaps with the help of a cold shower—he could remain strong until then. Even the prospect of enjoying Priscilla for the first time, once the doctor had installed his blushing fiancée’s governor, though, barely provided the incentive necessary to restrain himself from adding to his enjoyment of the scene unfolding now with a little female help.
“Mrs. Auden, again I think you should try to remember,” the doctor said gently, “what it felt like to be nineteen yourself, when Mr. Auden came to take you in hand. Perhaps you were never punished yourself as a young bride, to guard you from immorality…”
But now the screen showed that the color had actually risen higher in Mrs. Auden’s cheeks. Dr. Gowdy clearly saw it, for he paused in his little speech. Priscilla, as if not knowing the reason for the interruption, looked up at her mother with a startled expression in her eyes, and she clearly saw the blush as well.
“Mother!” Priscilla said in a shocked little voice.
It was Grace Auden’s turn to look down at the black handbag in her lap. “It’s not appropriate that we discuss it, Priscilla,” she said quietly. “Just as you won’t discuss this with your own daughter. I would like you to be a better girl than I was, though, and to need less discipline than I needed.”
“But…” Priscilla said.
“No, Miss Auden, your mother is right,” the doctor said smoothly. “But perhaps it will help both of you to remember that courtship and married life are full of hazards of this kind, and that Miss Auden is here specifically in order that she learn about the medical means endorsed by the government to keep young ladies’ households in order, and marital discipline to a minimum.”
The picture shifted back to Priscilla; apparently she hadn’t expected the doctor to turn the conversation in that particular direction. No,
William thought, of course you didn’t, darling. You’re expecting a routine exam, aren’t you? Today you’ll learn much more than you really would like to learn about your bridegroom’s expectations and privileges.
“I… I don’t understand…” Priscilla began.
“You will understand soon,” Dr. Gowdy said, patting her shoulder. “For now, though I know it will be rather embarrassing, please do tell me what happened the next night after your guardian whipped you for giving in to that immorality when Mr. Verner kissed you.”
Priscilla still seemed desperate to avoid the confession. She looked from the doctor to her mother and back, but found no mercy there. She looked down again at her little hands, folded in her lap.
“I touched myself,” she whispered.
“Where, Miss Auden?”
“In the bathtub?” She looked up uncertainly, confused by the ambiguous question.
“No, Miss Auden. I think you know what I meant.”
Priscilla looked down. “Between my legs,” she mumbled.
“I’m sorry, Miss Auden, but it’s important that I have as precise an idea as I can get of what you were doing. If you won’t tell me, I’ll have to ask your mother what she saw. It’s vital to your happiness as a young bride that you can frankly confess the immoral, pleasure-seeking behavior in which I gather you engaged. For a young lady to touch herself between her legs is not by its nature an immoral act. I can tell, though, from your face and your voice that your mother found you doing a good deal more than that.”
“I certainly did!” Mrs. Auden apparently couldn’t restrain herself from saying.
“Please, Mrs. Auden. Don’t make this more difficult for your daughter than it has to be. Now, Miss Auden, I do need you to tell me, though. Did you abuse yourself? Did you use your fingers to try to make the immorality your guardian found the previous night return?”
William smiled though the stiffness in his trousers made him shift in the easy chair.
“Yes,” Priscilla whispered.



Chapter Three
 
 
“How long were you abusing yourself before your mother discovered you?”
Oh, how could Dr. Gowdy even say such things?
“I don’t know,” Priscilla replied almost in a sob, squeezing her eyes shut and willing the doctor’s office just to vanish. “A few minutes?”
“Mrs. Auden, was she close to a climax, do you think? Or had she had one, perhaps?”
Climax? Interested despite the terrible heat in her face, Priscilla opened her eyes again and looked at the doctor’s really very kindly face as he turned his attention to her mother.
“I don’t think so, doctor?” said Grace Auden doubtfully. “She certainly wasn’t making very much noise.”
No, I wasn’t,
Priscilla thought, remembering. Even though I felt like I wanted to.
Her fingers, slippery with soap, playing in the crisp, curly red hair. Thinking about William, about William kissing her. About William inspecting her, and telling her he had to take care of the immorality he found, as only a husband could do.
About William being the one who put her over the pillow and whipped her bare bottom until she cried out into the covers, then held her tight afterward, kissing her and calling her a good girl.
She had felt like something lay out of reach, some kind of release, but her mother had come brusquely in without even a knock upon the bathroom door and caught her.
“And did you have a servant whip her there in the bathroom?”
“No, I made her dry off and then go to her bed and lie on it, while I told our housekeeper to fetch the strap. It’s the way she’s always been punished.”
“Naked, always?” the doctor asked blandly.
“Yes, doctor. Isn’t that the way recommended for young ladies, once they reach eighteen and the time has come to use the strap?”
“Indeed. Indeed. To enlist their shame in correcting their behavior.” He made a few notes on his tablet, then turned to Priscilla. “Did you learn your lesson, Miss Auden?”
“Yes, doctor,” Priscilla said meekly. It had seemed so hard not just to try to soothe herself that way again, especially after Mrs. Perkins had allowed her to get up and put on her nightgown over her terribly sore bottom, and she had lain awake practically the whole night thinking still about William. But she had restrained herself nevertheless.
“I’m glad to hear it. A young bride can get herself into a good deal of trouble with her husband if he catches her abusing herself. Many men punish that kind of immorality in their wives with the cane instead of the strap.”
Priscilla gave a little gasp. “But surely…”
“Ask your mother, Miss Auden, if you don’t believe me. It’s an infrequent occurrence, thank goodness, but the stories do get themselves told.”
Priscilla turned her eyes to her mother’s face, to see a furrow on Grace Auden’s brow. She nodded, tight-lipped. “Yes, Priscilla. Pay attention to Dr. Gowdy, now. Doctor, should I excuse myself?”
“Yes, Mrs. Auden. It’s time for the private part of the examination. Miss Auden, I’ll be explaining a bit more about that sort of immorality after your mother has left us. Go ahead and get undressed, please, and hop up on the table.”
Grace rose and kissed Priscilla on the forehead. “Be a good girl,” she said, looking down into her daughter’s face.
“Do I have to take everything off?” Priscilla said pleadingly, turning to Dr. Gowdy.
“Of course,” said the doctor. “Just as you would for an inspection by your guardian, or for a whipping.”
She looked up at her mother desperately.
“Remember what you learned in school, Priscilla,” her mother said. “A Prosperian young lady must be modest, but she must also be obedient. It will be easier when you are married and you have Mr. Verner to instruct you.”
“Exactly,” said Dr. Gowdy. “This is a confusing time for you, Miss Auden. I know it’s difficult, but I’m here to help, just as your guardian was during courtship. It won’t be long now until Mr. Verner takes you in hand, and then your duties will be much clearer to you. Indeed, that’s what we’ll discuss now, once your mother has gone and you’ve gotten undressed for me.”
“I’ll see you in a few minutes, Priscilla,” Mrs. Auden said firmly, giving her another kiss but then turning and walking to the door.
Priscilla looked at the doctor and found his face still kindly, but now a little firmer. The door closed behind her mother, and still she found she couldn’t move.
“Miss Auden,” Dr. Gowdy said, “the law gives me the authority to paddle you, if I must, to ensure your compliance.” He pulled open his top desk drawer and took out a long wooden paddle with air holes cut into it—the same kind they used at school on the over-eighteen girls. Priscilla had had to watch her friend Marjorie Jenks punished in front of the class with it, for getting an F on a quiz. She swallowed hard, thinking of Marjorie upended over the punishment stool, her skirts raised and pinned and her drawers taken down in front of everyone.
“And Mr. Verner would, I’m afraid, probably spank you as well, on his first premarital visit. A bridegroom who hears his bride has been naughty at the doctor’s usually takes the girl over his knee to make sure she understands he won’t stand for such misbehavior.”
“Premarital visit?” Priscilla whispered.
Dr. Gowdy nodded. “We’re going to discuss that, too.” He sighed. “I can tell you’re a good, sweet, obedient girl, Miss Auden. As I said, I know how confusing this all is. But I have many patients to see, and if I have to use my paddle I won’t hesitate.”
Biting her lip, Priscilla stood up and began to unlace her gown. Two thousand years of the development of fashion had left Prosperians with the ability to cover themselves—and their women and girls in particular—with very modest and even restrictive garments that imitated the Victorian Age on Earth but which could nevertheless be donned and doffed without the help of servants. Upper-class Prosperians did of course have servants from the practical class—footmen, parlor maids, butlers, housekeepers—but the Victorian custom of the body servant had been deemed dispensable by the founders, Priscilla had learned in school. At a touch, her corset and petticoats parted to leave her in chemise and drawers.
“You may hang your gown on the stand in the corner,” the doctor said, looking up from his notes. “Then take your underwear off.”
Blushing, Priscilla hung her gown, which rearranged itself into its resting configuration, smoothing out a few wrinkles as it did so. Her underwear had no such technological advancements: the chemise down to her knees and the pantalets that hung with a scalloped edge just below the chemise’s hem, both of white muslin. Priscilla reached under the chemise and untied the knot at the waist of the drawers, trying not to think about what she did.
It had been terribly shameful to have to undress for Mr. Tester’s inspections, but something about having to undress for the doctor seemed worse, because of the unknown but obviously intensely embarrassing things about which he intended to speak to her now.
She dropped her drawers and stood with her heart racing, until she had found the courage to loosen the string at her chemise’s neck. Then, very quickly and trying not to look at anything but the examination table, she tugged the garment over her head. She bent down, willing herself not to imagine the doctor’s eyes on her naked, bending form and failing. She picked up her undergarments.
“You may put those on the chair,” said the doctor. He had taken a stand at the end of the table, and he seemed to be fiddling with something. When Priscilla turned back from laying her chemise and drawers on the chair, she saw that the table had undergone a transformation into a kind of seat, with two metal extensions emerging, raised to either side. Plastic fixtures with straps attached made the ends of the extensions.
“Hop up here,” said Dr. Gowdy, patting the part of the seat where Priscilla could see her bottom must go. “Knees in the stirrups.”
“Stirrups?” she asked. Suddenly a vision of what she would look like filled her mind, and she took a little step backward, covering her breasts with her right arm and putting her left in front of the furry place between her legs that seemed, according to Mr. Tester and her mother, the source of such immorality.
The doctor picked up the paddle from his desk and tapped it sharply against his other hand. “Miss Auden, please don’t make this harder than it must be. I know it will seem embarrassing, but it’s important to your future husband that you be prepared for him to take you in hand properly. The part of you I must examine now—the part you played with in the bathtub—is the part of you over which Mr. Verner must exercise his authority most strongly. Part of the purpose of this premarital exam is to help you understand that when Mr. Verner tells you to spread your legs and show him your most private places, you have no right to disobey. Let’s make sure you get off on the right foot, alright?”
Priscilla’s breath came in little gasps through her nose. She opened her mouth, but could not think of anything to say, nor did she think she could have made a sound if she had thought of something. She watched Dr. Gowdy tap the paddle on his hand again, and looked up into his face to see him raise his eyebrows as if inquiring whether she would obey him and spread her knees into those horrid stirrups or suffer the consequences from the paddle now—and apparently also from William sometime soon.
But William would never spank her, would he? Or… cane her? Even if she did that thing again, he wouldn’t, would he? Somehow she had thought that because he kissed her like that, maybe William would tell her she was allowed to touch herself, as long as she let him watch.
Thinking of William—Mr. Verner, she corrected herself—Priscilla managed to take a step forward, then another, fixing her eyes only on the examination table, or chair, or whatever the terrible thing was. She used the little footstool to climb awkwardly onto it. She bit her lip and, refusing to look down but unable to keep herself from imagining what she looked like, she spread her legs and found that her knees actually fit rather comfortably into the stirrups.
She found the courage to look at the doctor then, hoping to see approval in his face, but to her surprise he had put down the paddle and was now busying himself with the webbing straps, of which it appeared the examination table had several more than Priscilla had noticed. Without a word, the doctor had fitted one around her waist, cinching it tight but not uncomfortably so, and then secured the ones around her knees.
As he used two more straps to bind her wrists, he said in a reassuring tone that didn’t do very much to take away the frightening meaning of his words, “The straps are for your protection, Miss Auden. You’re going to have a procedure now that will make you so excited that you might harm yourself.”
“What?” Priscilla’s heart felt like it would pound through her chest. What did the doctor mean? What was happening?
“Don’t worry, Miss Auden. Thousands and thousands of Prosperian women have had clitoral governors installed. All the married women you know have them, including your mother. Really, though I suppose it’s possible to exaggerate in this matter, the clitoral governor is the reason our world is such a happy one.”
“Cl-cl—” But Priscilla simply had no idea what that first word meant.
She watched the doctor lower his hand between her thighs. Oh, no. Even Mr. Tester… even Mr. Verner… no one’s fingers but her own had ever…
The doctor touched her, and she gave a startled little cry as her body trembled and, to her shame, seemed to cry out for more. Gently, his fingertips explored for a few moments. Priscilla looked up into his face and saw him gazing down clinically. Then, suddenly, the achy, wickedly pleasant feeling seemed to explode, as he rubbed two fingers right there. Right there: the place she had found in the bathtub, just before her mother opened the door.
“Ah!” burst from her throat.
“That’s your clitoris, Miss Auden. I’m going to be installing your governor there today. Mr. Verner chose it for you.”



Chapter Four
 
 
William considered Dr. Gowdy’s words about the governor being the reason for Prosperia’s happiness. Certainly the idea represented no more than the party line of the only political party ever to govern this world. Invented on Earth at the beginning of the galactic renaissance, the device’s creator had intended the technology to help create just such a community as Prosperia colony, but the governor had seemed to his contemporaries only an odd sort of sex toy for dominant/submissive relationships.
Only with the spread of colonies based in one way or another on just such relationships, each of them seeking in its own way to establish an enduring society on the basis of traditional, biologically indicated gender roles, had real interest in such technologies arisen. The founders of Prosperia had tried the clitoral governor on their wives, and convinced themselves that they could bring back a more prosperous, more stable version of Victorian society with its assistance.
Girls of the practical class received the standard, government-issue device on their eighteenth birthdays. Those chosen to be mothers went to the regional propagation facility, where they would first receive the seed of hardworking men of their own class, rewarded in this way for faithful service to the government, and then care for the babies they had, maintaining the size of the laboring class from year to year.
Girls not chosen to be mothers were put on contraception and sent to the houses of pleasure, divided of course according to their attractions for men of the three classes. On a dare, William had once gone, dressed as a practical, with two friends to a house of pleasure for practical men, and fucked a lower-class girl. He had found that house of pleasure just as clean and comfortable as the administrative-class house he had frequented from the age of eighteen when he felt in need of a fuck.
In both cases, the girls’ clitoral governors made it easy to get them used to their lives either as pampered mothers or as courtesans.
The protocol for girls of the merchant class and the administrative class was the same: young women had their governors installed at their premarital examinations, if they had the good fortune to receive a proposal of marriage, or for certain merchant-class girls a proposal of keeping, before age twenty-five. Ninety percent of girls in both upper classes fell into this category, the incentives for marriage being so high and the barrier being so low—a very notable improvement on the original version of Victorian society. Those girls still unmarried at twenty-five had what the law called an exit examination in which they too received governors before being sent to the women’s campus, as it was called, of the University of Prosperia, from which their intellectual and artistic work often touched the lives of the rest of the world.
“The first thing I’m going to do, Miss Auden,” the doctor said, “is to bring you to a climax.”
The screen had a lovely close-up of Priscilla’s red-furred cunt, where Dr. Gowdy’s experienced fingers had found the center of her pleasure. Clearly intending that William should get a good view, the doctor parted the bride’s private lips and place two fingers on either side of the sweet pink hood where the tiny nub lay hidden, rubbing firmly. William wished fervently he were the one examining that virginal slit, but he consoled himself in thinking he would very soon get his turn.
Priscilla cried out and struggled against the black webbing straps. “Doctor… please… wh-what…”
“It’s alright, Miss Auden. I know you have come to think of this feeling as immoral, but today I will teach you, and Mr. Verner will continue this training when he takes you in hand, that when the man to whom you belong allows you to feel erotic pleasure, you must yield up your modesty to him. When I install your clitoral governor, you will only be able to feel this way when Mr. Verner chooses to allow it. That will make you feel for him what you ought to feel, and when he wishes to take his pleasure with you, whether to put a baby in your belly or to enjoy you in another way, you will furnish yourself like a good girl, in hope that your husband will allow you to feel the way my fingers are making you feel right now.”
Through this whole speech, William watched the doctor’s fingers efficiently, though at a rather languid pace, stimulate Priscilla’s cunt. He had of course never witnessed a premarital exam before and he wondered why Dr. Gowdy seemed interested not in bringing the girl to a quick orgasm but rather in prolonging her forced pleasuring.
Priscilla’s body trembled in the restraints of the doctor’s exam chair very visibly.
“But… I d-don’t understand…. Please. I don’t… oh! Please! Not there!” Whatever question she had tried to start was lost in a moan as the doctor began to rub the cringing little anus as well.
“Mr. Verner will enjoy you here, too, Miss Auden, I’m afraid to say.”
Yes,
William thought. Yes, I will. But the doctor’s allusive words must be very confusing for Priscilla. The intention must be to crowd a girl’s mind with all the shameful thoughts that would finally find their resolution in her husband’s erect cock.
“En-enjoy?” Priscilla panted.
“You will understand when Mr. Verner comes for his first premarital visit. He will take you upstairs to your room, undress you, then he will undress himself, and you will see for the first time how different a man’s body is from a young lady’s.”
Now the doctor increased his fingers’ pace. Priscilla’s eyes had fixed themselves downward, straining to see what the physician did to her, and her breath came in little pants.
“Mr. Verner will take charge of your private parts, with the help of your governor and his firm hand, and the strap and the cane when necessary, in accordance with the law. He will show you how to please him with your young body, and he will reward you with pleasure, if you are a good girl for him. When you are naughty, he will punish you on your bare bottom, and perhaps enjoy you afterward without allowing you any pleasure.”
The doctor’s hands deserted Priscilla’s cunt, and the screen showed the little lips, shining with arousal and fluttering as if in desperation for the return of the lewd touch. Priscilla gave a little wail of frustration.
“Do you see how much you need that pleasure, Miss Auden?” Dr. Gowdy asked, looking into Priscilla’s eyes with a rather stern look on his face.
“Y-yes… yes, doctor,” she panted. “Oh, please.”
The doctor reached down to the base of the exam chair and opened a drawer. He took out a device that William knew well from the houses of pleasure: along with the official role of the clitoral governor, the unofficial role of the pleasure wand made for a combination that kept Prosperian women entirely in line, when both were used in accordance with the tried and true government-issued guidelines. The doctor flipped the switch and a loud, almost angry buzzing filled the air of the examination room.
“Wh-what are you d-doing, doctor?” Priscilla whispered, gazing with wide eyes at the wand. “What is it?”
“This, Miss Auden,” said the doctor with a gentle smile, “is what Mr. Verner may well use upon you, if you’re a good girl. And what it will make you feel, now, is the pleasure he will be able to control, once I install your governor.”
Priscilla’s brow furrowed, and she shook her head in incomprehension or refusal, or both. As the wand came closer to her cunt, she writhed against the straps as if in fear of the unknown sensation, but Dr. Gowdy applied the device at its highest setting. The girl screamed with pleasure, head thrown back and eyes closed, and the writhing of her limbs gathered itself into a single tension against the straps. Her hips bucked once, twice, in the waist strap, and then a final cry and a succeeding limpness showed that she had experienced her first orgasm.
William, his cock straining against his trousers and so hungry for his beautiful virgin bride that if he had been in the examination room he would have pushed the doctor aside, opened his flies, and plunged through Priscilla’s maidenhead with abandon, nevertheless also felt an urge to embrace her tenderly and hold her close to him. He wanted to wipe away the tears of shame he saw now in her eyes, and tell her that as long as she came for him, her husband, he wanted her to come as often as she liked. He had fucked a score of pleasure girls, always in the dominant style that befit a gentleman of the administrative class, and he had delighted in using their governors to force them to shattering orgasms, but he had never felt the urge to hold a girl the way he now wanted to hold Priscilla, the girl who would soon be his wife.
The doctor put away the wand and took a little box from his desk. “Now, Miss Auden, we’ll install your governor.” He opened the box and took out the tiny thing that looked like nothing so much as a tiny green jewel, in a golden setting with delicate, nearly invisible prongs that would cling painlessly—almost imperceptibly in fact—to the sensitive flesh of Priscilla’s clitoris. He placed it on his palm and then held it up for Priscilla to see. “You’ll feel a little itching for the first few days. Mr. Verner will keep the governor turned all the way down when you’re not with him, and you’re allowed to soothe the itch with the lotion I’ll give you even on your own. If you’re a good girl, though, he may turn your governor up and put the lotion on himself.”
William picked up the instruction booklet that sat next to the little control on the table next to his chair. He flipped to the page with the heading, ‘Adjustment.’ Sure enough, in a highlighted box, he found:
 
Fiancés are urged to help their brides-to-be get used to their governors by allowing moderate sensation and either applying the integrational lotion themselves or allowing the young lady to do so in her husband-to-be’s presence.
 
William could certainly see the wisdom in that, and immediately decided he would begin his first premarital visit that way.
“But… what does it do, doctor?” Priscilla asked desperately.
“The simplest governors, which are the ones practical girls and young ladies who are going to the university wear, simply regulate the nerve endings in a girl’s clitoris with three settings—high, low, and off—according to the control held by the man who’s responsible for that girl. If you’re curious, you should ask Mr. Verner about the lives of practical girls, but the matter is considered too indelicate to be taught to young ladies like yourself—at least before they have husbands and governors between their own thighs. A governor like this one that Mr. Verner chose for you can make much finer adjustments to your erotic sensations.”
Now the doctor withdrew his hand and reached down between Priscilla’s thighs. The screen showed a close-up of the bride’s adorable cunt, as with his left hand the physician again opened the delicate hood of flesh to expose the shy little bud there. Priscilla made a tiny “Oh!” sound that trailed into a whine of renewed pleasure, but when the doctor gently placed the little green governor on the bud, the whine became a startled gasp. For one moment, clearly so brief that Priscilla couldn’t even have told what her body felt, she writhed as hard against the straps as she had done during her climax, and gave a piercing cry.
Then came another gasp, and the golden setting of the governor had disappeared, leaving only the tiny green face of the device, which William knew would feel no different to the touch from the rest of Priscilla’s most sensitive places—now of course rendered much less sensitive until William decided otherwise. With the close-up, he could read clearly his favorite part of the design he had chosen.
WEV, in tiny, ornate white cursive letters. William Edward Verner. Every time he fucked his wife, he would see, on the sweet little nubbin by means of which he could give her such pleasure and keep her so thoroughly under control, that she belonged to him.



Chapter Five
 
 
Priscilla couldn’t sit still as she awaited Mr. Verner’s arrival the next night. “Priscilla,” her father said as they sat in the parlor, “is everything alright?” He gazed at her with evident concern but also with a little annoyance over his evening paper.
“Yes, father,” Priscilla said, taking up her needlework again.
“Mr. Verner is always punctual, my dear,” said Mrs. Auden, who was doing her own darning on the sofa nearest to the one where Priscilla sat. No actual need for sewing existed now, with the advent of self-mending fabric, but the families of Prosperia maintained the custom of darning socks and decorating cushion covers as one of the truly appropriate uses for otherwise idle female hands.
“Is it not six yet?” Priscilla asked, glancing up at the big grandfather clock and seeing that time had been passing even more slowly than she had supposed.
“No, silly girl,” said her father with affection, apparently glad to have something, anything, to which to refer other than her suitor and her coming marriage.
Just then they heard the bell, and then the step of Hopkins, the Audens’ butler.
Priscilla looked to her mother, knowing she had a little panic in her eye, and her mother gave her a reassuring smile. Since the doctor’s appointment Mrs. Auden had treated her daughter with a good deal more kindness than she had used in the time since Priscilla’s disgrace the previous month. Now that Priscilla had the little governor between her legs—she felt herself blush yet again at the thought of it, which never seemed to lie far away from her mind—it seemed that her mother once again regarded her as the paragon of modesty who had attracted the wealthiest suitor of the year.
Every time she thought about the tiny green thing that she couldn’t even detect with her fingertips, it seemed to itch, just as Dr. Gowdy had said it would. Priscilla considered excusing herself to go to the lavatory and put some of the lotion on, but she knew her father would frown. The itching didn’t torment her, but once it started, if Priscilla didn’t apply the lotion, it would go on for a while, making her thoughts dwell down there and stirring in her tummy the strange feelings about William, although of course since Dr. Gowdy had installed the governor those feelings didn’t bring with them the urgency Priscilla had felt when William kissed her and when she had done the terrible thing in the bathtub.
When she applied the lotion, it did soothe the itching, but although—now it seemed with the permission and blessing of the doctor—she tried rubbing the little bud he had called her clitoris a little more than she strictly needed to, the delicious, warm, wicked feeling did not arise. Priscilla didn’t know how to feel about that: she had received two whippings because of that feeling, because apparently that feeling and immorality were in some way one and the same.
But something in her heart, or her mind, or in some shadowy imaginary place in between, felt terribly sad about that. Rubbing her clitoris didn’t do anything, now that the doctor had put the governor there—the little green and white thing with the nearly invisible setting that must now be inside her down between her legs. She shouldn’t want it do anything, should she? Shouldn’t Priscilla be grateful that her husband had put something on the naughty part of her body that kept her from being naughty?
She wondered suddenly, in the few moments she knew she had before the parlor door would open and Hopkins would announce Mr. Verner, the man who had blazoned his initials upon his maiden bride’s private part, what it could possibly mean that a wife who had a governor could still—according to what the doctor had said—be caught abusing herself and punished. Dr. Gowdy had said that the governor chosen by Mr. Verner had many different settings. A shiver went down her spine at that thought, despite her complete ignorance of what it might mean.
The parlor door opened, and Hopkins stepped into the room. “Mr. Verner,” the butler announced. Mr. Auden stood, and Priscilla did, too. Her mother remained seated, as befitted the matron of the house.
Hopkins receded to the side, holding the door open for William. Mr. Verner. He had told her to call him William, but she knew her parents would look sternly at her if she did that here at home, before they were married. Or did that change when your accepted suitor came for a premarital visit? As she waited for her father to shake Mr. Verner’s hand, using the opportunity of William’s attention being focused elsewhere to study his handsome face, Priscilla again tried to puzzle out what a premarital visit might actually involve.
Then her father was leading Mr. Verner over to where Priscilla stood, obedient and respectful, near the mantelpiece. He put out his hand for hers, and she felt the lovely sensation of the slight roughness of his hands that always reminded her of his days in the woods, where he had promised he would take her for their honeymoon and show her the very stumps of the trees he had felled when his father had taught him to build a cabin. Mr. Verner said that the family’s house in those woods was much grander than a cabin, but that his little cabin, high up in a fold of the mountains, remained standing because he repaired it every year. There he would take her, he had promised, to spend a night in the wild.
Now that she had gone through the premarital medical exam, Priscilla couldn’t help wondering what else her husband-to-be might want to do in his little cabin. Maybe he wanted to lay her down on a little bed there and make her spread her knees wide for him, while he showed her something wicked, or made her do something shameful, or even turned her over and spanked her for thinking of such things. For the life of her she couldn’t figure out whether the governor had somehow stirred that kind of thought rather than, as she thought its purpose must be, taking it away.
So as Mr. Verner said, “Miss Auden, dearest,” and brought her hand to his lips very gently, Priscilla blushed to the roots of her hair.
“Do I find you well, darling?” he asked, when Priscilla did not at once respond to his greeting.
Still thinking of the little cabin, Priscilla said in a rush, “Very well, Mr. Verner. I… I am so glad you’ve come to dinner.”
“Not just to dinner, darling.” He spoke softly, almost in her ear, clearly in order that her parents not hear his words. She looked into his face and saw that his smile had taken on an air very much less bland than it had worn a moment before.
“I… I don’t know what you mean, Mr. Verner,” Priscilla whispered. She glanced over at her parents, who were discussing dinner with Hopkins.
“I know you don’t, dearest,” William said. “Not really. But you do know that after dinner I shall take you upstairs to your room?”
“Yes,” Priscilla said slowly. “But I do not know what we shall do there.”
“I think you know that what we do in your room will be according to my wishes, though.” A note of sternness in his tone made Priscilla tremble just a bit.
“Yes,” Priscilla said, a little frightened now.
“I promise, darling, that when I leave your room tonight you will understand everything. I am going to turn your governor up now, just a little. I want you to be ready when we go upstairs.”
“What?” She felt her eyes go wide with alarm. She hadn’t thought he could just… “Do you…” Priscilla didn’t even know whether she could think of a question to ask.
Her eyes grew even wider as she watched William reach into his breast pocket and bring out what seemed like a silver calling card. On its face, at the top, zero appeared. William ran his thumb deftly along the edge of the card, and the number changed to one, then to two.
Priscilla drew a little breath, expecting that she would feel something down there, but in fact she felt nothing at all. She wondered whether the governor was functioning properly.
William shifted his focus back to Priscilla as he put the little card away. His expression, though as kind as she had always found his face toward her, also had a very serious aspect now. He took her hand again and pressed it gently in his own. That was when Priscilla realized that something had indeed changed, down below her tummy.
“Oh,” she whispered. The feeling, from the night of the kiss, from the night of the bathtub, from the whipping with the family strap, had come back. Not as strongly, she thought. Not the way it had when she lay awake after Mrs. Perkins had punished her and she had thought she could never, ever keep her hand from doing the immoral thing there where she ached and burned. “Oh,” she said again. “Oh, Mr. Verner.”
William smiled tenderly, but again Priscilla could see through the tenderness somehow, and recognize that the man who would be her husband wanted more from her than simple affection—more even than simple respect and obedience, the qualities she had learned in school were the most important in a wife. That thought, inchoate as it was, seemed to make the warmth between her legs glow even more, and she found herself squeezing William’s big hand almost convulsively. The feeling wasn’t strong, to be sure, but to have it return like that after its absence since the doctor had installed the governor, and to know that William controlled her—governed her—that way made it almost too much to bear, and Priscilla felt she might actually faint.
“Oh,” she said yet one more time, looking up into his beautiful chocolate-colored eyes and feeling the blood flush her cheeks. “Please.”
As if seeing how confused she felt, William’s face lost all its hungry aspect, and only the kindness remained. “Hush, darling,” he said softly. “You will grow used to it. Remember that when I take you upstairs, I will soothe you with your lotion.”
Priscilla drew a sharp breath, and the warmth in her private part, which had ebbed a little when William became tender, returned in a rush that seemed to leave her mind aching for him to kiss her, because down below the governor wouldn’t let the ache truly develop. She hoped desperately that William had spoken the truth: that she would grow used to it. At this moment, she didn’t think she had ever felt such confusion in her life.
Though they were only across the room from her parents, her mother rang the dinner gong then, and Priscilla turned guiltily to see that her parents were smiling upon the happy couple. Priscilla’s mind felt so estranged from itself that she could hardly guess whether, if Mr. and Mrs. Auden had known what William had said to her and done to her, they would have expressed their approbation or their disgust.
How could she possibly grow used to knowing that William had in his pocket a way to make her forget herself; to clutch his hand and to beg with her eyes—even with her words, she thought as she remembered the way she had said please—to beg for something she did not even understand. She tried to eat quietly, and to speak respectfully to her parents and her fiancé as they discussed the news of the day, an exhibition of medieval-revival paintings and the fortunes of their district’s cricket team.
William asked Hopkins to send his compliments to cook for the tomato soup, and Priscilla’s mother beamed. Mr. Auden asked William if he preferred claret or port, and William said he liked both, but that his father had laid down some excellent claret when William was just a boy, which Mr. Auden would have to come and try, down at Vernerwood.
Priscilla found, by the time the footman served the pudding, that if she had not grown used to knowing William had the silver card in his pocket, she had at least discovered that she had less cause for alarm than she had thought she might. Then, however, when her mother rose to lead her into the drawing room, William said, “I’ll just have a glass of port with your father, darling, and afterward I’ll take you upstairs.”
She could do nothing but nod with furrowed brow and follow her mother out, biting her lip because of the warmth that spread now down inside her drawers, where William’s governor regulated his bride.



Chapter Six
 
 
Over their port, William and Mr. Auden discussed the bill, recently come before the Prosperian parliament, that would provide for the rounding up of the renegade men and women who had left civilization behind to live in the forests, almost like savages. Neither of the men said anything, of course, concerning what William would do when he finished his port: how he would lead his blushing almost-bride up to her room and exercise the privileges granted to him as her accepted suitor.
“They truly have no decency, as far as I can gather,” Mr. Auden said. “They remove the girls’ governors and pretend that they’re practicing some sort of natural law. I suppose rounding them up and shipping them off-world is all we can do.”
“Well, sir,” William replied thoughtfully, after a sip of the excellent port. “I’ve seen them, up on the borders of my family estate. In the park of Vernerwood itself, in fact.”
“You don’t say.” Mr. Auden, a tall man with neat, grizzled hair and a silver goatee, spoke with a little alarm. “And you let them trespass that way?”
William pondered what to say to his future father-in-law about a matter he considered so complex and on which he differed from what seemed most men’s opinion. “I do, sir,” he finally said. “The renegades I’ve seen only want to live in accord with the dictates of their consciences. They keep order in their camps and they migrate on a regular schedule as far as I can tell.”
“Do they kill your game, then? I can’t believe your father would allow it.” Alarm seemed to have turned to disbelief.
“When the renegades first moved in he did worry,” William admitted. “But he invited their leaders to a meeting and they pledged themselves not to hunt in the park.”
“And they keep that pledge?”
“They do, as far as we have ever been able to tell.” William took another sip of port; the ruby wine was almost gone. He thought about the little silver card in his pocket and had to resist the urge to reach inside and turn it up a notch, or even to use one of the governor’s more advanced functions, so that Priscilla might even beg her fiancé to spank her, as long as he put his hands on her.
“Well, from what I read,” Mr. Auden replied, taking a sip from his own glass and looking thoughtfully at William’s, “if they keep that pledge they’re a rare group. I don’t think we should be making policy on the basis of what this or that group of renegades does. In the main, they are no better than savages who will give the practicals dangerous ideas. If we let the problem go, we’ll end up having to ship the entire workforce off Prosperia and bring in a new set of practicals with the proper gratitude.”
William shook his head. He liked George Auden, but the man seemed content to spout the government’s positions by the hour. “I can’t see it that way, sir. I don’t think the threat to our way of life is as great as the prime minister makes it out to be.”
“You’re not thinking of opposing the measure, are you?” Mr. Auden asked sharply.
“Well, sir, I’m not in parliament, am I? What could my opposition mean?”
“Your father, though… does he feel as you do?”
James Verner was an appointed lord, one of fifty who sat in the upper chamber of the Prosperian parliament. William would probably be granted the seat on his father’s retirement, though his accession to the House of Lords had nothing legally binding about it. Fathers could recommend sons, and their recommendations had great weight, but the presentation, as it was called, lay with the lord chancellor, who served as head of the Prosperian state and fulfilled most of the functions of a constitutional monarch.
“He does, sir, but he will vote with the government of course. As, I suppose, I also would were I in his seat.”
Mr. Auden nodded decisively. “Quite right. Quite right.” He looked at William’s glass again, and his face seemed to soften. “Sure you won’t have another glass, my boy? It’s a marvelous thing to me, to have a man of sense to talk to after dinner, after all these years of taking my port alone.”
William smiled, and the notion of telling his future father-in-law that, though the port tasted wonderful, his daughter’s cunt would taste a good deal sweeter flitted through his mind. “No, sir, thank you very much. I’ll look forward to our next opportunity.”
“Of course,” said Mr. Auden, rising and extending his hand. “Priscilla’s a good girl, and I know she’ll make you a very good wife indeed.”
William accepted the proffered handclasp warmly. The men turned and made their way to the drawing room, where Priscilla sat drinking a cup of tea and looking at the latest issue of Prosperian Bride.
“Choosing your trousseau, darling?” William asked as he came up to her chair.
Priscilla blushed to her eyes as she looked up at him, as if perhaps the simple sound of his voice could carry immodest thoughts to her mind. He looked down at the page she had open in the journal and saw that it featured discreet drawings of brides in rather wicked lingerie. The two-page spread bore the title: For a wedding night he will never forget, ask your intended to choose your intimates.
“Why don’t you bring the journal upstairs?” he asked, smiling.
“Yes, Priscilla,” said Mrs. Auden, who had a novel. “Mr. Verner can help you decide about the china. Mr. Verner, you would not believe how hard it is for that girl to make up her mind!”
William turned to Grace. “She won’t get much help from me about china, Mrs. Auden.”
“Oh, but you must put your foot down, Mr. Verner. I can’t do anything with her, but I’ve told her that that will all change once she has a husband to guide her.” William looked down at Priscilla again, and saw that her mother’s teasing had distressed her a little.
“I will help with the china if she wants my help with the china.”
“Oh, I do, Mr. Verner!” said Priscilla, speaking for the first time though her voice sounded rather quavery.
“There, Mrs. Auden,” William said, turning back to the mother. “We shall do just fine.”
Mrs. Auden did not appear much mollified, and William thought of how censorious the woman had seemed in Dr. Gowdy’s office. Grace Auden was apparently intent on making sure her daughter’s new husband would not fail to discipline Priscilla thoroughly. William had no desire to express his feelings on the matter to Mrs. Auden, but he couldn’t help thinking that when Priscilla carried tales of her married life back to her mother, Grace would find herself fully satisfied.
Priscilla was indeed a good girl, but she also had a very dreamy bent to her character. William loved her for those sweet, distracted gazes she cast out windows and at works of art. He knew, though, that he would have to apply his firm hand quite frequently to her bare backside in order to train her to the obedience a Prosperian administrative-class husband had a right to expect and a duty to demand. Priscilla would go over his knee or over the punishment horse that would stand in her boudoir as often as necessary, and, in that boudoir, he would enforce her sexual submission with the help of her governor. He had no doubt at all that Mrs. William Verner would prove a model young wife in a few months’ time.
He extended his hand to Priscilla to help her up, and she took it in her own. Her fingers trembled a little, but she squeezed and let him pull her gently upward. In her other hand she held the journal, a finger still at the page that, William thought, had made her blush. He wondered suddenly what the control card would say when he looked at it: the high-end governor he had chosen could tell him certain important things about his bride’s immorality as most Prosperians—including of course Mrs. Auden and Mr. Tester—termed it. He felt his cock stiffen a little at the thought of all the things he would now start to discover about his beautiful, dreamy girl. How long had she been looking at the drawings of the girls in their bridal lingerie before he and her father entered the drawing room, for example?
“Kiss your father goodnight,” said Grace, and Mr. Auden came to kiss the top of Priscilla’s head.
“Be a good girl, now,” George said.
Grace stood, too, and kissed her daughter’s cheek. “We’ll see you in the morning. Mr. Verner, will you breakfast with us?”
“No, thank you, Mrs. Auden. I’ll see myself out after my visit. I go to Vernerwood early tomorrow to meet with my man of business and arrange the settlements.”
“Very well, very well,” said Mr. Auden. “We’ll see you back here this day next week, for your second visit?”
“Indeed,” William said, glancing down at Priscilla, whose hand he still held and seeing a sweet little smile on her face that seemed to say that she knew nothing of the settlements or the arrangements or even of the china, but she trusted all such things gladly to her wealthy, confident fiancé. William’s heart swelled with pride; he couldn’t help it. He had wooed Priscilla Auden because he had thought, seeing her look at him at the début dance and spinning her round the floor, he could well love her, and she him—and it seemed now that such love had truly befallen them. How strange to think that he would now, according to the laws of his society, take this lovely, modest girl upstairs to her childhood bed and fuck her there for the first time.
Certain clauses of Prosperian law were reserved for the reading only of adult male eyes. At age eighteen, along with the rest of his class at the Lord Chancellor’s Normal School for Young Men of the Administrative Order, William had gone to Prosperia Palace to take the oath of loyalty. In a classroom in that palace, just under the chambers of the Houses of Commons and Lords, he and his fellow subjects had learned the details of the Discreet Clauses as they were called. For years, of course, they had all heard rumors, but official policy dictated that the Discreet Clauses might only be discussed by those who had sworn the oath of loyalty.
 
The sensible ordering of masculine and of feminine erotic behavior being of the utmost importance to the stability of society, be the following statutes therefore enacted.
I. In order that the natural sexual dominance of male subjects over female subjects be preserved, these statutes shall be held in confidence by the adult male subjects of Prosperia, under penalty of exile.
(a) Guidance shall be given to those about to swear the oath of loyalty as to how to enforce these statutes upon female subjects while also keeping the statutes confidential, and in particular in enforcing the statutes upon those female subjects whom they choose to enjoy sexually in accordance with the law.
II. In order that disorder be avoided, every adult female subject of Prosperia shall have a device, commonly called a clitoral governor, installed according to medical best practices, to regulate and to monitor her erotic behavior.
(a) Control of each woman’s clitoral governor shall be maintained by the man responsible for her sexuality, her husband or her guardian, according to the schedule set out in the annex to these statutes.
III. In order that social cohesion be maintained, male subjects are hereby explicitly permitted to enjoy sexually any female subject of the practical order whose guardian consents to the use, as long as the female subject herself also consents.
(a) In such cases, the woman’s clitoral governor’s control shall be given to the male subject who uses her, for as long as he shall agree with the man legally responsible for her sexuality.
(b) Facilities shall be established by the government, called Houses of Pleasure, for the maintenance of female subjects of the practical order, to which male subjects of all orders may resort to enjoy them.
IV. In order that the institution of marriage be not only preserved but also well regulated, a man who has engaged himself to marry a female subject shall have the explicit right to visit her in her home for the purpose of disciplining her and enjoying her sexually, as a test of her suitability for marriage to him and as the commencement of her training as his wife.
(a) The engaged man is permitted to enjoy his fiancée in any fashion he chooses, explicitly comprehensive of oral and anal penetration.
(b) If the engaged man elects not to marry the erstwhile fiancée, compensation shall be awarded to her family in an amount determined by the government, according to her class.
 
The current amount to be compensated for a girl of the administrative class fucked but not married stood at seven hundred thousand credits—a lifetime’s wages for a practical, and a considerable sum even for an administrator. William had a slightly older friend and business associate, Justus Miller of Miller Enterprises, who had, despite having no wish to marry, taken such a fancy to a girl named Lydia Horton that he had decided to propose, to deflower her, and then to pay her compensation. In that extreme case more than in anything else William had seen of the Prosperian system of pleasure laws and discreet clauses—since turning eighteen himself and having the knowledge necessary to see how his world actually worked—he felt he had observed and understood the genius of his society: Justus had found himself so enthralled with the control the clitoral governor gave him over Lydia’s nubile body that he had married her after all. The Millers had two adorable children, and William looked forward greatly to bringing his Priscilla to meet them.
“Have I told you about my friends the Millers?” he asked now, as he put her arm in his and led her from the drawing room toward the stairs.



Chapter Seven
 
 
“The Millers?” Priscilla asked. “Do you mean Lydia Miller and her husband?”
“My friend Justus,” Mr. Verner said, turning to her with evident pleasure as they climbed the stairs. “Do you know them?”
Priscilla almost forgot to be nervous for a moment. “Yes, of course. Lydia was only two years ahead of me in school, and she grew up on this street. We used to play dolls and princesses. Is Mr. Miller a good friend of yours?”
“A good friend, yes, though not one I’ve known for as long as it seems you’ve known Mrs. Miller. He’s a business associate.”
“He’s very wealthy, isn’t he?” Priscilla asked, because when Lydia Horton had received Mr. Miller’s proposal, that was all it seemed anyone could talk about. Then she realized that the man leading her up the stairs had, she had heard her mother say, even more property than Mr. Miller had. She felt silly, without even knowing why, as if for some reason now that Mr. Verner had come to pay this premarital visit she must learn to speak in a more sophisticated way of such things as money.
But Mr. Verner smiled warmly, though perhaps with a little hint of teasing, also. “Very.” They climbed two more steps; Priscilla’s bedroom lay only fifteen feet ahead, across the crimson hall rug. Her fiancé, wealthy William Edward Verner, who had the little silver card in his pocket, would take her there now, and inside he would…
Priscilla felt the warmth and the itch down there begin again, and she felt it rise into her cheeks as well. The only thing she knew Mr. Verner would do was to tell her to take her clothes off. Somehow that seemed enough, now that he had turned the number on the control up, to make the funny, restless feeling start to grow. Priscilla wanted to run and hide, but at the same time, suddenly, she felt she wanted to take her clothes off and show Mr. Verner all of her, without any covering. She would soon belong to him forever and ever, wouldn’t she?
They reached the landing at the top of the stairs. Priscilla started to walk toward her bedroom door, but Mr. Verner stopped her and turned her to face him. The feeling of his strength, pulling her like that, even in the gentle way he did it, filled her with a kind of pleasure—not the itchy kind, the between-her-legs kind, though that continued—that felt soft and melting.
“Oh,” she said, and couldn’t meet his eyes, looking at the lapels of his black dinner jacket.
“Look at me, Priscilla,” Mr. Verner said, and she did raise her eyes and saw his warm gaze looking back at her steadily. “I’m going to kiss you now, and because of your governor, it’s going to feel different from when I kissed you goodnight and you got a whipping.”
“You know about that?” Priscilla whispered, feeling her brow grow clouded and her cheeks go what must be a deep shade of crimson. “Oh, Mr. Verner… I…”
“Hush, darling,” he said, putting a finger to her lips, which made her shiver. “Don’t worry. It made me very happy that I could awaken that immorality in you.”
“Truly?” Priscilla asked, startled by this revelation. “But… but it’s… immoral.”
“It’s only immoral in a girl who doesn’t have a governor, and a husband to train her with it.”
“Train?” she breathed. The word somehow seemed to make all of the feelings—the shame, the softness, and the itch—flow together.
“Yes, darling. I’m going to start to train you as a good wife tonight. That’s what the premarital visits are for.” He reached into his pocket and brought out the little card, turning it so that Priscilla could also see it. Mr. Verner touched something on the side, and the display changed from the number 2 to a readout of words and numbers.
 
TEMP 3
TEMP AVG 2
TEMP HIGH 6
HUMIDITY 2
 
“What does it mean?” Priscilla asked, wondering if the control also had the ability to monitor the weather.
“It tells me what’s going on between your legs, darling.”
Priscilla felt her eyes go wide. “Oh, no. Please. Mr. Verner, you’re joking, aren’t you?”
“I’m not joking, Priscilla.”
She thought it must be the first time he had called her Priscilla, so she returned the intimacy. “But, William…”
“You will call me sir tonight.” His voice still had kindness in it, but she could tell that force lay behind the kindness. He wanted to train his bride gently, his tone seemed to say, but he would train her. The itchy warmth seemed to grow.
On the little card’s screen, she saw the numbers change.
 
TEMP 5
TEMP AVG 3
TEMP HIGH 6
HUMIDITY 3
 
And underneath, a new word blinked briefly.
 
REGULATING
 
As it blinked, the feeling that could only be what Mr. Tester and her mother called immorality—the itchy heat that somehow also made her wet down there, where she had played in the bathtub—seemed to lessen, and the softer feeling of wanting to melt into her fiancé’s arms to grow. Her knees suddenly felt weak, and William had put his arms around her to catch her.
He started to kiss her, and Priscilla could not imagine having a choice in the matter, now. She kissed him back, as his lips moved over hers so much more commandingly than they had in the goodnight kiss that had caused her such trouble. Her whole body seemed to glow, and her own lips to soften under his. He parted her lips with his, and to her surprise and embarrassment he put his tongue inside her mouth, as if to master that part of her. She struggled a little in his arms at that, but William held her fast, with his left hand in her hair, and kept kissing her and kissing her.
As it went on, she thought she heard a faint beeping from the card. The warmth between her thighs grew with each movement of William’s tongue and each thought of how this was her training to be his good wife, and now he would be the one to whip her for the wicked feelings he awakened, but each time it grew it seemed to recede again and spread itself through the rest of her body.
When at last William broke the kiss, he held her close to his breast for a moment. Priscilla could do nothing but sob with the soft, yielding pleasure into his chest.
“Good girl,” he said softly, and again the card beeped, and again the heat down below came and went. Now she began to feel much more strongly something that she understood in a flash she had felt since the moment she first looked at William, at the début dance, though never as strongly as she felt it now. She wanted him: more precisely, she wanted to belong to him, not just in the conventional way she had always thought wives belonged to their husbands, but in every way. She wanted him to do exactly what he wanted, with everything Priscilla Auden was.
And… the more her husband’s pleasure took no account of her own desires, the more he simply enjoyed her as best pleased him, used her to make himself feel good, trained her to do even the most wicked things… the better, for her. That was why she had the governor between her thighs, now, wasn’t it? She ached not just down there, where the little bud and the tender lips had cried out for her fingers after the whipping, the way she had ached in the bathtub, but in her whole body and even her whole soul. She wanted William’s hands on her: she wanted him to soothe away the itch with the lotion—oh, yes, how she wanted that—but somehow the governor also made her want him to do much more, even though she had no idea, really, what he wanted to do in her bedroom.
“Why did it beep, sir?” she whispered dreamily to his shirt.
“Because I made you feel very naughty, darling. It’s time to go to your bedroom, get your clothes off, and turn your governor up.” He disengaged her arms from his and turned her gently around toward the door. Then he put his hand on her back, very low down, where Priscilla’s petticoats puffed outward to hide the curve of her bottom. Even through all the fabric she could tell that he meant her to feel how possessive a gesture it was, to push her along towards her bedroom with his hand on her backside.
The card didn’t beep, but she could tell that the word regulating must be flashing on its surface again. As she reached the familiar dark oak door, she turned back to look over her shoulder, just to see his face, and to see there what she hoped and feared she might: William wanted her, too, but not in the way she wanted him. Just as the touch low down in her back indicated in its dominance that her fiancé wanted to have her, possess her, use her. His pleasure, the touch said, would be her law.
She opened the door and stepped into her spacious bedroom, decorated in green and blue pastels, with pictures of authors and posters of theatricals in which she had performed on the walls, and the wooden sleigh bed against the inner wall. William entered after her and closed the door. Priscilla watched his face as he looked about him at this room that had been her own little sanctuary for so long. Here now stood her future husband, in that sanctuary, and she must obey him, whatever he told her to do.
William walked to the bed, patted the light green comforter. He turned to her with a new, rather mischievous smile. “This is where you were whipped, darling, after I kissed you?”
“Oh, Mr. V—”
“Sir,” William corrected. “Did Mr. Tester whip you here, on your bed?”
“Yes, sir,” Priscilla said miserably.
“And then the next night…”
She felt her face go hot. The beeping sounded again from William’s pocket. “You know that, too?!” Priscilla wailed.
“Of course I do,” William said. “Your private part belongs to me now, and it is right that I know everything that has happened, where it’s concerned. Take off your clothes and lie on your bed, as if you were going to be punished, Priscilla.”
“But why, sir?” she asked, her heart beating wildly. “Please don’t whip me! I want to be a good girl for you!” The beeping came faster from William’s pocket, and the sound made Priscilla realize, to her astonishment, that her feelings about being whipped by her husband had grown much more ambiguous.
William smiled. He fetched out the card again, glanced at it, then ran his finger down one side. “That silences the beeping,” he said. “Someday soon, when you’ve misbehaved, I’m going to turn your governor down to zero, and then tell you to get undressed and prepare for a whipping, though in my house you will get your whippings strapped down over the punishment horse that stands in your bedroom.”
“I don’t understand,” Priscilla whispered, though again she could feel the way the governor regulated her and kept her aching. Indeed, she found that part of her seemed to ache to see the terrible object William had just mentioned: punishment horse. In her bedroom. What did it mean?
“With a girl like you, it’s the only way to ensure that I’ve truly punished you.”
Priscilla shook her head, almost unconsciously, not comprehending his words.
“I know you don’t understand yet, darling, but I’m going to show you what I mean, now, by turning your governor in the opposite direction.”
He slid his finger along the top of the card. Priscilla felt nothing different, nothing strange or new.
Then William said, “Do as I’ve said, darling. Take off your clothes and lie on your tummy on your bed, as if I were going to whip you.”



Chapter Eight
 
 
Priscilla gave a soft little cry, and then, without warning, she dropped to her knees in front of William, looking up at him with dazed expression in her eyes. He stepped forward, took her hands, and helped her back up into a standing position with his arm around her waist.
That made her trials, such as they were, worse, of course.
“Oh, sir,” she sobbed, and then she made an inarticulate little moan. “Oh, please. Will you… will you put the l-lotion…”
“Hush, darling. Yes, of course I’ll put the lotion on your cunt.”
“My… my what?”
“Your cunt, darling. It’s the place between your legs where I will fuck you now.”
William’s cock had gone hard as a rock. This naughty game seemed to him the most arousing thing he’d ever experienced.
“F-f—” she stammered, as if somehow knowing she must not speak the word. She trembled in his arms. Just for a moment William wished he could feel what she felt, what the governor did to one’s body and soul: the wicked, shameful pleasure that resulted when your future husband turned the control up to seven, when the time came for fucking, after he had kept it at two all evening.
“Hush. You may not say those words, unless I give you permission. They are manly words, for manly pleasures. Your cunt is the place where the doctor installed my governor yesterday. You call it your private part. I am going to put my cock in it, now, and fuck you. On our wedding night, your cunt will have had its hair taken away, and it will be dressed in some of that naughty underwear you were looking at. Tonight, though, we will have your drawers down for some early training, and I will claim your maidenhead.”
He held her close, but turned toward him a little so that he could look down into her face and she up into his. As he spoke the coarse, masculine words of naked sexual enjoyment, her confusion seemed to grow in company with what William had already begun to learn as the unmistakable signs of his blushing bride’s arousal. Her brow furrowed, her lips parted, and nearly perfect circles of bright pink appeared on her pretty cheeks.
“Does it feel nice, darling?” William asked, making his voice much gentler now.
“Oh… I…” Priscilla panted. “Yes, sir… but…” The trembling he could feel through the silk of her blue gown seemed to quiet, perhaps as the impression of his dominant will for her body faded a little in her mind.
“But you don’t understand all the things I just said, do you? And you don’t know what you’re allowed to say, and what I’ll spank you for saying.”
At these words, the largest tremor yet seemed to pass through Priscilla’s little form.
“Why… oh, sir… Mr. Verner… why does it feel like this…?” she wailed.
“Why does it feel so strong?” William asked. “Much stronger, perhaps, than it felt in the bathtub?”
The pink spread farther on her cheeks as she nodded. She whispered, “Even stronger than… than after the whipping.”
“Oh, my sweet darling,” William said tenderly then, overcome with affection as he realized this part of Priscilla’s ordeal—a part she hadn’t had to share with the doctor. William supposed he could have guessed that a sensitive, loving girl like Priscilla, without a governor to help regulate her arousal, would lie awake in erotic torment after a whipping for self-abuse. He could have imagined her, here in this bed, with painful, red-streaked bottom-cheeks, willing herself not to repeat her offense though the state of her backside cried out for it—cried out to her imagination that to touch the aching bud at the top of her cunt would do no real harm, and could be done in secret and in silence.
He could have guessed it, but he hadn’t, and now to see the memory of that shameful erotic torment in his beloved’s eyes as she had experienced what must have seemed to her an even greater torment made him turn her all the way round so he could embrace her fully. She sobbed with pleasure against his chest, as he found himself unable to refrain from caressing her as he held her, molding her slim back through the silk and the linen of her corset and even squeezing, through gown and petticoat and drawers, the little bottom that had received such stern punishment.
And as he touched her so naughtily, even through the clothes appointed by Prosperian society to guard a girl’s virtue, Priscilla clung to him more fiercely and trembled more violently.
“H-how… how high…?”
“Did I turn up your governor?”
She nodded against his chest, as if unable to speak.
“Are you very wet, darling?” William asked naughtily, finding that along with his affection came the desire to tease her, since the teasing seemed to make her even more submissive.
“Oh, sir,” she said, clearly having imbibed, as she should have, from her guardian’s and her mother’s lessons that wetness between her legs, despite being in its own lewd way so wonderful, was a matter about which a gentleman should not inquire of a respectable girl.
“Priscilla,” he said in a low voice with just the hint of a threat to her backside, as he also strengthened the threat with a little squeeze just there, where he would of course spank her sometime very soon, for some reason, “you know from what the doctor said that that part of you belongs to me, now. When I ask whether you are wet, you will tell me. The governor’s control can tell me, of course, just how warm and wet you are down there, so you must not think of lying. I wish, however, to hear it from you: you must learn to confess to me your need for fucking.”
She shuddered at the coarse word, the meaning of which she still didn’t know. “What does it mean, sir? That word?”
“You’ll know soon enough, Priscilla. For the moment, you need only understand that when a girl’s cunt is wet, she is ready for fucking. Now tell me whether you are wet.”
Priscilla disengaged herself a little from his arms so that she could look up at him, her face a mask of arousal so strong that William’s cock gave a little leap at the sight.
“Oh, sir… I’m so wet. I… Please, you’ll… you know, put the lotion on?” She hid her face again in William’s shirt.
“Yes, darling. I’ll put the lotion on before I fuck you. I’ve turned your governor up to seven, to get you ready.”
“Only seven?” she whispered.
“Yes. The reason it feels like more than you’ve ever felt before down there is that you spent a whole day with it turned down to zero, and then two hours with it turned up to two.”
“Will you… will you ever turn it…”
“Higher?”
She nodded, pressing her cheek even more firmly against him, as if she couldn’t bear the mere thought that William might see her face after she had admitted she wanted to know just how much lascivious pleasure her fiancé could force upon her.
“Oh, yes, darling. But you’re not ready for that, yet.” He stroked her hair for a moment, then said softly, “It’s time to take off your clothes, now.”
Soon he would ensure all her clothing would be keyed to his touch as well as to hers. William looked forward greatly to being able to strip his wife down to her underwear with the motion of a finger at the right place on her collar. Prosperian formal clothes had safety switches that made it virtually impossible that a young lady’s gown might fall off at a ball, but of course William might threaten to release the safety switch whenever he pleased, and make his bride stand before a dinner party in her shift and drawers. That sort of punishment—a magnate displaying his wife’s charms to teach her the vital lesson that her modesty belonged to him—was far from unknown in Prosperian administrative society, though William had never had the luck of observing an example. The husband generally turned his wife’s governor all the way up before removing her clothes, to increase the cogency of the lesson; as she stood there, blushing to the roots of her hair, the experience of that shame would make her so wet and in need of fucking that William had even heard of the appearance of visible damp spots on girls’ drawers, when their husbands raised their shifts in front of the company.
To command Priscilla to remove her gown, though, had its own charms. He gently pushed her back from him and looked down into her troubled blue eyes. She had taken off her gown for her guardian and for the doctor, but William could see that whereas before the notion had embarrassed her, now it affected her at a much deeper emotional level. The governor between her legs, with its ability to heighten erotic arousal when the man who controlled it chose, by making a girl go long periods with her sexual pleasure centers effectively turned off, had clearly triggered a new reflection in her heart.
“Must I, sir?” she asked very clearly, as the heaving of her little bosom in her corset charmed him and distracted him not a little.
“Yes, darling,” William said. “You must, or I shall have to spank you over my knee, the way a little girl is spanked when she must learn to obey her parents.”
“You wouldn’t!” But even as she spoke the words William saw in her eyes both the knowledge that he would and a rush of arousal that made her bite her lip.
“I would, Priscilla. And I will, now. You’ve earned yourself your first spanking from your future husband. You’ll have it in your underwear, but I will pull your drawers down, of course. Then you will remove your shift and drawers, and we shall proceed with the rest of your training. Remove your gown this instant for your punishment.”
Her mouth opened but no sound emerged. With great satisfaction William watched her hand go at last to the place on her collar where the fastening hook, as it was called in deference to the ancient history of fashion, lay. She released the safety switch, and its soft alarm sounded in the still air of her bedroom. Outside on the landing, William could hear the steps of the servants putting the house to bed, but Priscilla seemed not to hear them as she looked steadily into the eyes of the man to whom she now belonged.
She moved her fingertip in the three circles that opened the hook, and gave a little gasp as her corset opened, as a slit appeared up the side of the gown. At the same time the skirt stiffened so the garment could stand upright, and Priscilla, looking adorably small and innocent in her snow-white shift and drawers, stepped out of it, with her eyes modestly fixed downward on the floor.
“There,” William said. “Now put your gown away, and come lay yourself over my knee.” He turned to take hold of the back of the wooden desk chair that stood at her little desk, where she had done so much diligent schoolwork. Now she had a different kind of lesson to learn.
He turned the chair and sat in it, to see that Priscilla had put her gown in her closet and closed the closet door. She stood there in her underwear, her hands clasped in front of her midriff, and her beauty nearly took William’s breath away.
“Sir?” she asked softly.
“Yes, darling?”
“Will you turn it down?”
William smiled. “While I spank you? No.”
“But…” A frown of deep confusion appeared on her pretty face. “I… oh, I don’t even know if I can say! It’s so embarrassing!”
“I think I know what you mean, Priscilla. You are worried that it won’t be a punishment, aren’t you?”
She bit her lip and nodded.
“Don’t worry about that. If your husband says it is a punishment, then it is a punishment for you. And I think when I have finished spanking you, you will understand better. Now come here, or I will turn it down.”



Chapter Nine
 
 
Suddenly Priscilla did think she had started to understand, as she took her first tentative step toward where William waited. She felt much naughtier even to be in her underclothes in his presence than she had when Mr. Tester had inspected her; that must represent some part of it. The idea that William would lift her shift and pull her drawers down, that he would apply his firm hand to her bare bottom as if she were a misbehaving child, made her private part so warm and wet that her thighs felt slick as she moved toward him—and that was part of the punishment, wasn’t it?
To know that William did control her; that with the simplest use of the governor between her legs, on her (her mental voice fell to a whisper) cunt, he could allow her to feel what she had felt just a few minutes before—the aching ecstasy that had brought her to her knees before her fiancé, the pleasure that cried out that there must be more pleasure, right that instant, and if Priscilla couldn’t have more of that pleasure she would die… to know that made for a kind of discipline she had never, ever imagined. She had thought that being whipped by Mr. Tester and by her mother, over the same bed where William now promised to do things to her at whose nature Priscilla still couldn’t guess, had taught her to be the kind of good girl who deserved the good things a husband like William brought with him. But those whippings seemed to her now like nothing, compared even with the idea of laying herself over her bridegroom’s lap for a spanking.
And all because of the governor. The thing she couldn’t even feel except in the way William’s words and William’s touch affected her most private places. She remembered the instant of terrible pleasure when Dr. Gowdy had installed it, the way she had writhed for a fraction of a second much more violently even than she had when the doctor had given her her first climax. Now, with the governor set at seven (how high did the numbers go?! surely they couldn’t go higher than ten?) she felt more aching arousal than she had with the doctor’s fingers and wand exploring the secrets between her legs, and the thought of that writhing moment seemed to make her flesh cry out, strange as it seemed, for her future husband to spank her as hard as he could.
He put his hands out to receive her, and she felt his touch on her body for the first time separated only by the thin fabric of her shift, blushing again to know that soon he would make her take that off, just as he would soon lower her drawers and see her naked bottom. He guided her silently to his right side, then laid her down, trembling, over his lap. Upended, with her backside the highest part of her, Priscilla felt a tremor of fear and shame go through her body, but mingled so thoroughly with arousal that she couldn’t help a whimper that seemed to express all three things.
“Please, sir,” she said.
“What are you asking for, darling?” William’s voice came from high above her, and she thought again about the moment she had knelt, looking up at him, feeling that she wished only to worship this godlike, handsome man in hope that he might permit her to please him. He adjusted her on his lap, putting his left arm around her waist and raising her bottom so that her head hung down further and even her toes came off the floor. She felt so small, and William seemed so big and strong. She whimpered again, a tiny sound from the back of her throat.
She hardly knew what her please had meant, but she said in a whisper, “Please, not very hard,” even though just a moment before she had caught herself longing for him to be severe with her.
“Don’t be silly, Priscilla. I must spank you hard. You must learn your lesson. When I require you to undress, you will undress.”
He pulled her shift up.
“I shall lower your drawers now, darling. I want you to think about what it means when a husband must bare his wife’s bottom for punishment. Through your disobedience you have forfeited your right to be covered before me when I instruct you in your duty. Now you must have a lesson over my knee, with your underwear down.”
Another whimper, this one almost a sob, burst from Priscilla’s throat. How could anything so shameful make her feel so much of that terrible, itchy pleasure in her little furrow?
She felt his fingers inside the elastic waistband of her drawers.
“When we are married, Priscilla, you will wear a new sort of underwear that I imagine you’ve never heard of,” William said conversationally, just tugging the garment down a little and then pausing, as if to let her feel the meaning of his words.
“What?” she said, startled, raising her head and trying without success to turn her face so that she could see him.
“Shh,” William said, and pulled the drawers down another inch, so that the backs of his fingers were against the curve of her twin bottom-cheeks. Another of the little whimpers came from Priscilla as if of its own accord, this one much sharper. When her guardian and the housekeeper had whipped her, there had been nothing like this; she had taken off her clothes and laid herself down. A handsome man, the handsome man to whom she now belonged, hadn’t touched her like this, bared her like this.
“Husbands call them training pants,” William said, “and they are indeed a little like the training pants worn by toddlers.”
“B-but…” The drawers were all the way down to the top of her thighs, now, but William tugged them gently down even further so that they made a tangle just above Priscilla’s knees.
“Wives, I believe, simply call them punishment drawers.”
He put his big hand on her bottom, and this whimper came much more like a cry of alarm from Priscilla’s chest. No one had ever touched her that way—even the doctor, with his mortifying manipulation, had touched her most private places only clinically. But William held her little bottom in his hand far, far from clinically: he held, cupped, and squeezed the tiniest bit. He said, through his hand, that Priscilla Auden’s bottom belonged to him, now, and that as Mrs. William Verner she would submit it to his caresses and to his discipline as often as he required. Between her legs, where the little governor allowed her seven degrees of arousal but no more, the itching became nearly unbearable.
“Oh, please… please, sir… what are they?” The thought of having to wear anything called either training pants or punishment drawers only made the itching worse. She didn’t know if she wanted the spanking to start, or wanted to have her terrible curiosity about what William had told her of this new sort of underwear satisfied so perhaps some of the baffling mixture of dread and arousal would go away.
“I will tell you only one thing about them, darling, before I spank you,” William said, beginning to rub her bottom in gentle circles that seemed to make her little cries come out as a continuous, pleading whine. “The waistband opens to my touch, but not to yours.”
Priscilla, so distracted by his touch and by the anticipation of the spanking and what would follow that her wits already seemed utterly removed from her, took a very long time to understand the simplest part of what he meant. It didn’t make sense, so her mind kept recoiling from it and concentrating instead on the very, very pressing question of when he would leave off the awful rubbing and start the spanking that now seemed almost welcome.
But he didn’t leave off the rubbing, and to her shame she realized that the whine had turned into a low moan as the warmth in front, though it seemed it could not build—since, she imagined, her fiancé had set the control to seven—nevertheless could apparently ache more and more frustratingly. How warmth could ache, Priscilla felt she might never be able to figure out, but her lust-addled brain thought it might have something to do with feeling like the whole region William had so mortifyingly called her cunt now seemed actually to glow with heat.
Then, just as he lifted his hand and she knew the first spank from her future husband would soon land on her bare bottom, Priscilla did understand what it meant that William would be able to undo the waistband on her training pants, but she herself would not. She pictured herself standing in front of him, with legs crossed, doing a little girl’s dance of discomfort. Sir, may I please use the toilet?
She gave a little gasp of shame as the ache and the itching became so strong she had to ball her hands into little fists as they hung down by her face.
Then William’s hand came down hard, with a loud sound she felt sure her parents must be able to hear from down the hall. For a tiny moment she wondered when she would feel the sting, but then as the second spank landed like the first in the middle of her bottom, across both cheeks, she realized that she had already felt it, and somehow instead of hurting, exactly, it had simply seemed to refocus the terrible ache in front, where she suddenly became all too conscious of her naked private part being divided from William’s trousers only by the thin muslin of her shift. That warmth under her future husband’s hand, as now he began to alternate his spanks between cheeks that themselves felt like they had begun to glow, flowed backward, and for a few moments—a very few moments—the spanking actually felt good.
Priscilla was a good girl, now, she thought with a strange pride: Mr. William Verner had taken her in hand. He would spank her when she needed it, and she would accept the lessons he saw fit to give. He was her accepted lover, and he had the right to bare her bottom. All the naughty feelings she might have down between her thighs belonged to him, and he would control them, punish her as necessary, and then he would do something like what the doctor had done, but it would be ever so much nicer because she loved William and William loved her.
But that strange moment of comfort and pride vanished almost as quickly as it had come. William kept spanking, and he kept spanking hard, saying nothing and letting his firm hand do the talking. The glowing ache, and even the itching, went away, but Priscilla got not the slightest joy from their disappearance, because her bottom hurt.
She cried out, and though she wanted to stay still she couldn’t keep from writhing across William’s lap almost the same way she had writhed naked in the exam chair at the doctor’s office. William tightened his left arm’s grip around her waist and kept spanking her.
She kicked out behind, but he merely shifted her little body in between his legs and immobilized her knees under his right thigh.
“Please…” she sobbed. “Please, sir, no more.” If her parents couldn’t hear the spanking itself, they must be able to hear her crying. She pictured a look of satisfaction on her mother’s face, and that made her break into fresh tears, though somehow it also helped her still her body across William’s left thigh as he continued the spanking a few moments more, until her whole backside felt like it was on fire.
“Are you sorry you didn’t undress when I asked?” William asked softly.
“Yes, sir,” she sobbed.
“Do you plan to take off your clothes when I tell you to, next time?”
But before she could choke out another Yes, sir, he put his hand again on her bottom, and just held her there, again. Instead of the words, a moan broke from her chest: a terrible, long, low, needy moan. If she thought she had ached for her accepted lover’s most lascivious touch before, Priscilla felt then, she hadn’t known what ache meant.
“Oh… oh, William… sir… oh, p-please,” she stammered.



Chapter Ten
 
 
William smiled. His cock had been so hard for so long now that he felt he could sympathize very easily with what his bride now endured.
“Yes, darling,” he said gently. “You may get up and remove your underwear for me, then lie on your tummy on the bed, over the pillows with your knees well apart. I’ll put the lotion on now.”
He helped her to her feet, loving the feeling of having her little body in his arms, her lithe shape freed of her gown’s and corset’s constraints. Her trembling and her clinging to him made his heart seem to glow with affection and care for her. He thanked all the powers of good that the act of disciplining his bride, which aroused him so strongly that it seemed nearly to steal his reason away, should also be the best way to show his tenderness, when he comforted her.
When she stood again, half-turned toward the bed, she said with her blushing face turned over her shoulder, “The lotion is on the nightstand.” In the light from her bedside lamp, her shift was translucent, and with her drawers down around her knees, leaving a sweet strip of bare flesh between the two garments, she looked wonderfully submissive. The little pout that remained on her face from the spanking turned her mouth down just the tiniest bit, so that he felt the urge to kiss her tears away.
He stood and did just that, taking the opportunity to raise her shift and hold the bottom he had warmed so thoroughly again in his hand. The little apples of her backside seemed to fit so perfectly into his palm that he could already scarcely imagine his life before she belonged to him, before he could exercise his right to touch her lasciviously and disciplinarily whenever he wished. Priscilla tensed and gave a startled little moan, as if she worried that he might spank her again, and then she yielded her body up to his again.
“Thank you, darling,” William replied when he broke the kiss. “Now take off your shift and drawers, please.”
“Yes, sir,” Priscilla murmured, turning away and grasping the neck of her shift to unfasten it, so that she could remove it over her head.
William had the urge to make her strip for him while facing him, but to take all her modesty away would spoil some of the fun, he thought on a moment’s reflection. He would lay her over the pillows, make her come, get her ready for fucking, and then at last deflower her—all with her face turned demurely away, down toward the bed just as if she were being punished, while he enjoyed himself as he pleased. The illusion of permitting his blushing bride to keep a shred of her modesty as his cock triumphed over her maidenhead made him harder than ever.
He took two of her firmest pillows—loving the notion that now he could always picture his sweet darling nestled in her little bed among these many soft things, for Priscilla seemed to have no fewer than six pillows upon her bed—and piled them for her down near the foot so that he would be able to stand comfortably when the time came to take hold of her hips and thrust in, claiming her as his own.
When he turned back to her, she had laid her shift over the back of the chair, ready of course to be put on again as soon as he allowed it. An administrative-class Prosperian girl knew that she must never be unclothed for any longer than those to whom she answered required it of her. William found that terribly endearing, but he also wondered whether even after he left his sweet girl tonight he should require that she sleep naked, as she would sleep naked, in his arms, many nights in the near future, when she had come to him as his wife.
Now Priscilla stooped to pull her drawers off, and the ungainly posture made William smile even as the tiny wisp of cunt hair and even of the pink secrets between her thighs that he could see made his cock leap. She straightened up, folding her drawers and laying them on the chair. Then she turned to look at him over her shoulder, her left forearm over her little breasts and her right hand down in front of her private part, even though she still faced the corner where her desk stood, and William couldn’t see the naughty treasures she hid. In the glow of the lamp, he could just make out the lingering redness from her spanking, turning her bottom a warm shade of pink.
He watched her eyes go nervously from him to the pillows on the bed. As if noticing where he had placed them and not understanding, she looked back at him with wide eyes.
“Go ahead and get over the pillows now, Priscilla,” he said in a firm tone, not finding it particularly easy to keep his impatience out of his voice.
She turned, still covering herself and with a deep furrow in her brow.
“I’ll permit you to cover yourself this evening,” William said, “but you must expect to be punished in the future if you try to hide those sweet charms from me.”
Her eyes went wide, and her lips parted as if to shape an objection, but perhaps she saw the hunger in her bridegroom’s eyes and what it promised if she delayed in her obedience any longer. She bit her lip instead of speaking and scurried to the foot of the bed. There she hesitated for a moment, as if working up the courage to move her hands from her chest and loins in order to clamber up.
William refused to let the opportunity go to waste: he took a step forward and gave his girl a sharp spank in the middle of her bottom. The sound of it rang out in her little bedroom, along with her ambiguous cry of pain, mingled with very obvious arousal. Even the inventors of the clitoral governor didn’t know, and subsequent research hadn’t determined, whether something about the device actually strengthened and deepened the sensation that traveled from a girl’s bottom to her clitoris, or whether the deprivation attendant on having the governor at zero, together with a girl’s first erotic awakening at the hands of a man created some analogous effect. Whatever it was, William knew that when he spanked Priscilla, with the governor turned up past five, it would always stimulate her sexually.
Priscilla gave him one final half reproachful and half wondering look over her shoulder. Then she climbed quickly onto her bed and put herself over the pillows. William told himself that nothing could be as pretty as Priscilla Auden in a lovely evening gown, smiling up at him, but the sight of her naked over the pillows, with bottom raised, obediently parting her knees so he could at last see all her most intimate charms in person at closest range, had even greater attractions, at least when his cock was threatening to burst through his trousers.
The sweet pink inner lips of her virgin cunt pouted primly, peeping out from the creamy folds of her outer ones with their adorable red curls. Above, even the tiny flower of her anus winked at him from between the little cheeks that his firm hand had made so warm and rosy. He had a guilty pang at the thought of the resolution he had made on his way to the Auden house tonight, that he would finish in his bride’s bottom, but he had no intention of parting from the idea, perhaps to spurt his seed on her back or even her face.
Custom dictated that after deflowering his bride’s cunt, a gentleman did not spend his seed there, so as not to leave her with a swollen belly should he elect to pay compensation instead of marrying her. But men were divided on the matter of which other ways of enjoyment should be opened on a girl’s first night of sexual service to her future husband. Some maintained that only the mouth should be enjoyed in addition to the cunt, while those of William’s mind insisted that even an administrative-class bride should be left in no doubt that her husband would make frequent use of her anus.
As he fetched the little tube of lotion from Priscilla’s night table, he pondered the question of whether to turn her governor up—or even down—to help get her cunt ready for fucking. To turn it up would certainly make her wetter down there, but he could tell from the way she glistened, and from the naughty scent in the air, that her wetness wouldn’t pose a problem. To turn the governor down would increase the need she felt on an emotional level, born of the increased frustration as he curbed the sensate feeling between her thighs for his mastery.
He stood behind her, listening to her whimpering little breaths and feeling a mixture of love and arousal of which he had not even imagined he was capable. As he watched, her cunt-lips seemed to flutter and her bottom clenched. Priscilla gave a little cry of embarrassment, as if to know that her fiancé could see her private parts do that shamed her.
William couldn’t resist: he stooped and kissed her right there, where it said WEV in tiny letters, right upon her clitoris.
“Oh! William!” she cried out in surprise. “Wh-what are you…?”
He flicked his tongue out, and Priscilla gave a little scream. She tasted tangy and terribly naughty, and he couldn’t keep himself from tasting her again.
“Oh, sir… oh, please… l-lotion…”
“Shh,” William said, standing again and finally squeezing some of the clear unguent onto his fingers. “Here you go, darling.”
He knew how different the experience of the lotion on the fingers of her bridegroom, with the governor at seven, would be from what it had felt like when she herself had put it on to assuage the regular, non-erotic itching, the night before, but his sweet girl’s reaction came as a delightful surprise nevertheless. At his touch she cried out and moved her bottom lewdly to rub her clitoris against his fingers. She seemed almost like an animal in heat, presenting her cunt to him with the arching of her back, and the sounds that came from her throat were like the whines of a gratified puppy.
“Thank you, sir. Thank you,” she managed to get out, as William rubbed the ointment around and around the place where the doctor had installed the governor that gave him absolute control of his bride’s erotic life. Her cunt felt so soft and warm and wet to his touch that he knew he couldn’t wait any longer.
He stood and quickly unfastened his trousers so that they and his drawers dropped to the floor together.
“Oh, please,” Priscilla moaned. “Please don’t stop, sir.”
“It’s time for me to do something else, darling. I’m going to fuck you now.”
She gasped as he pushed the head of his cock against her cunt very softly, rubbing it up and down to get her used to the feeling of having his manhood there, pressing it against her clitoris so that she gave a happy little cry.
“What is it?” she asked. “What are you touching me with?”
William looked down at her innocent little face, her cheek turned against the chenille coverlet of her girlhood bed, her eyes closed. He looked at her little hands, stretched out to either side of her face.
“It’s my cock, darling,” he said. “It must enter inside your cunt, now, and then enter your bottom afterward.”
“It feels very nice, sir,” Priscilla said dreamily.
“It will hurt you in a few moments, I’m afraid. I must take your maidenhead, so that your cunt will be open for my cock from now on.”
“My what?” Her eyes flew open, and she tried to turn her head to look at him.
“Shh,” he said, still rubbing the head of his cock soothingly up and down. “Your maidenhead.” He moved his cock to the place where it would enter her fully, loving how very wet she had gotten for him. He pushed a little further in. Priscilla gasped.
“Oh! Y-you can’t… can you? Sir? What are you doing?”
He pushed again. “I can, Priscilla,” he said. “And I will. Be brave now.”



Chapter Eleven
 
 
Priscilla felt William’s hands take firm hold of her hips. Whatever his cock might be, it felt terribly strange and yet terribly right to have it there, so close to the place where the itching seemed to have worsened rather than gotten better, the more he rubbed the lotion on the little bud. Somehow when the governor was turned up, no soothing seemed possible; even though the slick motion of William’s fingers felt better than anything Priscilla had ever felt in her life, it only made her want him to keep going and going until the pleasure engulfed her completely and her body melted away into nothing.
Now the place up at the top of the little slit burned and itched on, and the place further down where William pressed in the soft but also firm thing, which felt warm and alive, had some of that feeling, but not all of it. Whatever fucking was, it had something different about it from having the lotion put on and from what the doctor had done with his wand.
Then, suddenly, William pushed it in, very hard, and at the same moment Priscilla realized that the cock must be part of his body and felt the pain of her maidenhead’s taking. She gave a little cry as she felt the governor do something down there akin to what it had done when William had set it to two and kissed her on the landing: the pain in her private part flared up, and Priscilla’s body struggled against her bridegroom’s grip—to no avail, for he held her very tightly and held his cock firmly inside the sheath it seemed he had opened up for himself between his bride’s thighs—but the little bud the doctor called her clitoris throbbed and burned with the need for more.
Just as she had felt, when he spanked her over his lap, that she wanted the spanking to go on as long as William should want to make her lesson last, now she felt that to endure this new thing in front would satisfy her burning need for this new pleasure. Still holding her firmly, he began to move the cock in and out, and that motion, though it did not touch Priscilla’s clitoris, nevertheless—whether in some way it were the work of the governor or not—seemed to assuage some of the ache there. She whimpered under him, feeling her face assume a woeful expression of mingled discomfort and arousal.
“There you go, darling,” William said in a deep, thick voice that Priscilla, with a little blush, knew must mean that he was enjoying what he did to her very much. “There you go. I’m fucking your little cunt, now. You’re going to get your covers a little bloody, but the servants will understand.”
“Bloody?” Priscilla gasped in confusion, hearing in her voice also the strain of the burning pain the cock enforced on her with each of the deep plunges William now ceaselessly made into her newly opened cunt.
William thrust in and out for a few moments without answering. When he spoke, his voice was nearly a pant, as if his exertion and his pleasure were almost too much for him. “When a girl loses her maidenhead, there’s always a little blood, darling. My cock shows the proof that you were a pure virgin before I deflowered you just now, and there will be a little blood on your pillowcase, too.”
Was it the governor that made this image, of her fiancé’s bloody cock and of the stain on the pillowcase, seem to increase the burning down there, making the pleasure seem to get the better of the pain? Priscilla cried out, and realized suddenly that the thing the doctor had done with the wand—the climax—might soon happen to her.
“Are you going to come, darling?” William asked. “Are you going to come for me?”
He moved his hips even more fiercely and quickly now, and his cock seemed to pound into her cunt. His words, somehow giving permission for her to feel that thing that had seemed so shameful in Dr. Gowdy’s office—and still seemed shameful now even with his permission—brought the thing upon her. Suddenly the pleasure seemed to flow outward from the little bud, through her cunt and the hips he held and the thighs against which her bridegroom’s own thighs slapped. Priscilla’s back arched and she tried despite the burning discomfort to push her bottom against William’s sinewy thighs, wanting desperately to feel him as deep as he could possibly go inside her. A cry burst from her that she knew her parents and the servants must be able to hear, and she threw back her head both caring and not caring, as the shame itself seemed to make the pleasure greater.
William held himself in deep, stroking her back, until the tension left her muscles and she lay limp over the pillows. “Good girl,” he murmured. “Such a good girl. Can you be brave for me again?”
“What?” Priscilla murmured into the coverlet. What did he mean? Her mind went back to the other thing he had said, that she had only half-comprehended as he finished applying the lotion right there, where the climax had just exploded, and told her that he would fuck her. What would ten feel like? she wondered.
She tried to remember what he had said, just before he put his cock down there.
“I’m going to fuck your bottom now,” William said gently, and he laid a fingertip there. “My cock will enter you here, and I will have my own climax inside you that way.”
“Your climax?” she asked dreamily. Did men have them too, then?
He pushed the finger inside her anus. Priscilla gave a little cry. It felt pleasant, but also oh, so naughty.
“My cock will spurt my seed inside you. It is how babies are made, but only when I put my seed in your cunt.”
Priscilla felt her brow furrow at this strange revelation. She couldn’t consider it, though, because now William had put two fingers in her bottom, and she understood why he had said she must be brave again.
“Oh, sir, please. Please, not in there. It hurts.”
“Shh, darling. Feel how you can open to me. It will hurt tonight, but you will learn to enjoy it, except when I fuck you here to punish you, with your governor turned down.”
Priscilla bit her lips and felt her brow pucker in alarm as William added a third finger, though she tried to tighten her bottom against the invasion.
“You must open, Priscilla. My cock is going to fuck you here whether you like it or not. It is a husband’s right to enjoy his wife’s bottom, and a very good way to keep families small. You will have regular bottom-fucking when you are my wife.” As he spoke the last words, William put the fingers of his other hand down and began to rub her clitoris.
The pain didn’t go away, but it changed. It changed so much as it mingled with the pleasure from the little bud that had begun again to burn and ache that Priscilla found that suddenly she wanted to be her future husband’s good girl in this lewd way, too. She found that her body understood exactly what he asked of it, even if she blushed even to think about naming what that motion was, as nature had intended it. Her bottom surged as she felt her face turn red, and she did open for the thrusting, turning, itchy fingers.
“That’s it, my good girl,” William said, and the satisfaction in his voice made her blush even harder. “That’s it. Nice and wide for me. You’re almost ready.” He rubbed her clitoris more firmly, and Priscilla cried out, and found that she had taken the coverlet between her teeth to try to bear the pain that also wasn’t pain.
Then the fingers on her clitoris left, and she whimpered for their return. “Shh, darling,” William said. “Let me just…” The fingers returned, and Priscilla moaned through her teeth into the chenille she held between them; she moaned from deeper in her chest than she thought she ever had before.
“I’ve turned you up to nine,” William said softly.
Nine. Could she survive the pleasure? she wondered. Then the fingers in her anus departed, and William put what could only be the head of his cock against the little ring, still rubbing firmly at the place where her pleasure—her overwhelming pleasure—had its center, where she felt now her husband would be able to control her utterly with the merest touch.
She moved as she had done before, pushing and yielding at once and she felt the cock pressed inside her bottom. William stroked the little cheeks and held them possessively, apparently content to let just the tip of his cock be in her for now. Priscilla whimpered at the sensation of being held open, but William’s fingers kept moving gently on the tiny bud, the same way they had when he had applied the lotion, and the whimper became a sob of pleasure.
Then at last he did thrust in, slowly but at full length, and the feeling of fullness, along with the very idea of that fullness there in her most private place, took Priscilla’s breath utterly away. The governor seemed to direct pleasure backwards and forwards and outwards, or perhaps it was just the natural traveling of those sensations she had never guessed at before the first time William had kissed her, and her immorality down there had earned her a whipping.
Now here she lay over the same bed, feeling much more thoroughly disciplined, but also much more wicked; wicked because her bridegroom compelled her to this wickedness, and did lascivious things to her that made her feel pleasure that it simply couldn’t be pure for her to feel. Somehow the governor made the wickedness alright, because William had taken her in hand, taken charge of the pleasure: William had decided she should feel this terrible, painful, lewdly wonderful feeling as he moved in and out with grunts of satisfaction, holding her bottom and simply mastering her, for she couldn’t think of another word that might apply: Priscilla with her face to the coverlet, its fabric in her teeth, crying out with every thrust of the cock in her anus; William behind and above, utterly in control, pumping in and out.
Suddenly his movements became irregular, and he gave a wild cry. The rhythm of his soothing, pleasing fingers on her clitoris stopped, then came again in a jerk that made her whine for more and for less. For a moment, Priscilla thought something must be wrong with him, but then in her fiancé’s manly cry she heard pleasure—perhaps a pleasure as great as hers when he had made her come.
Then just as suddenly she felt the thing in her bottom pulse. She wondered what he had meant about his seed. What was it? What did it look like? She couldn’t feel anything, of course, but something must be happening.
“Such a good girl,” William said softly. “You made me come.” He breathed hard, stroking her back with his left hand and her clitoris, again, with his right. Priscilla gave a little whimper.
“Are you going to come again, darling?” he asked with a little chuckle. The cock in her bottom seemed to be getting smaller and softer, and the discomfort faded, leaving only that feeling of fullness and the mastery it brought with it. Had she already begun to become used to it? she thought with wonder.
Her face burning, Priscilla released the coverlet from between her teeth and said softly, very glad she could not look at him, “You turned me up to nine, sir.”
He chuckled again. “So I did.” His fingers’ rhythm got faster, and then, just like that, thinking about having her bridegroom’s cock in her bottom, about having his seed there, whatever it was, she did come, with the same muscle clenching, so that William’s cock left her and she felt that something slippery was leaking out of her, too.
“Thank you, sir,” she said, finally rolling off the pillows and looking up at him. There she saw for the first time what his cock was, and she wondered at how the dangly thing could have felt so hard inside her.
William saw her looking and smiled. “The next time I visit, darling, you’ll spend a long time getting to know my cock, kneeling at my feet. I think you’ll find the lesson very surprising.”
Priscilla’s blush returned at the thought of kneeling before him that way, but she said, “Yes, sir.”
He sat down on the edge of her bed and took her into his arms. He had taken off his coat, but he still wore his shirt, unfastened over his chest so that Priscilla’s cheek came up against his muscular breast. “You may get into your nightclothes now,” he said softly. “And then I imagine you’ll want to get cleaned up. I think you’ll find that one of the maids has stayed up to help you and explain things to you. That’s the custom, and I think your parents are close followers of custom.”
Priscilla giggled, her heart feeling very light and even giddy. She had experienced the mysterious thing that made you a woman, she suddenly realized, and the husband who would be in charge of her now had taken his pleasure and given pleasure back to her in return. Instead of immorality between her thighs, she had William’s mastery, and she found that she liked it very much, as embarrassing as it still was—as it must, she supposed, always be—to contemplate and to admit to herself.



Chapter Twelve
 
 
William married Priscilla two weeks later, in the simple ceremony that represented the Prosperian norm. Her parents were there, and his, to sign the necessary deeds for the settlements and ensure the seamless flow of capital, but the strictures of the pleasure laws meant that a wedding, according to the neo-Victorian social fabric of Prosperia, must have features that those who had created the colony’s customs ex nihilo had deemed inappropriate for a large gathering. William and Priscilla had already had the engagement breakfast that, on Prosperia, had replaced the traditional wedding breakfast; at the courthouse they merely answered a few questions and affixed their signatures to a few documents.
“Has this woman been properly curbed with a governing device placed on her genitals by a government-licensed marital physician?” asked the magistrate.
“She has,” said Mrs. Auden softly.
“Have you, Mr. Verner, satisfied yourself by sexual enjoyment of Miss Auden that her governor is functioning properly?”
“I have,” William answered, glancing at the sweet girl in the veil who stood by his side, her right hand in his. Veils had remained an important part of Prosperian weddings, presumably at least to allow a girl to imagine that no one noticed her face turning crimson. Through the mesh, however, William felt sure he could discern the adorable color in Priscilla’s cheeks.
“Do you, Priscilla Auden, yield yourself to William Edward Verner as his wife? Do you promise to honor him and to obey him, with your mind and with your heart and with your body, until death dissolves your union? Do you accept his authority to use you sexually and to discipline you when you go astray, in accordance with the laws of Prosperia colony?”
“I do,” Priscilla whispered. William had turned her governor to two for the wedding, as was recommended in the pamphlet distributed by the Prosperian government, A short list of recommendations for successful early married life. He wondered if the tiny shift in her stance meant that under her pink wedding dress (she had worn white at the engagement breakfast, of course) she had felt the need to rub her thighs together ever so slightly to assuage a building arousal.
He had turned the alarm on the control card off, of course—also as recommended in the pamphlet—but he wished he could look at the readout that indicated the state of his beautiful bride’s cunt. William had kept her turned down to zero for the past week, after his second premarital visit, and he imagined that level two might well prove distracting as she considered the honeymoon days ahead: days when William had left her in no doubt as to what her principal activity would be.
“Do you, William Verner, accept responsibility for Priscilla Auden as her husband? Do you promise to care for her and to cherish her, with your mind and with your heart and with your body, until death dissolves your union? Do you take upon you the duty to use her sexually and to discipline her when she goes astray, in accordance with the laws of Prosperia colony?”
“I do,” William said.
“I pronounce these persons man and wife,” said the magistrate. William lifted Priscilla’s veil and planted a chaste kiss upon her lips. A little mewing sound issued from her throat, and she turned her face up with delightful submissiveness for the kiss. Again she shifted her stance just a little.
That made the entirety of the ceremony, beyond the signing of the settlements. Priscilla hugged her parents and his, and William kissed Mrs. Auden’s cheek and his own mother’s, then shook hands with Lord Verner and Mr. Auden. In the street, they stepped into the Verners’ luxurious autocarriage, which departed at William’s command for Vernerwood in the northern forest.
Overjoyed to have his blushing bride to himself at last, William put his arm around her shoulders and drew her in to kiss her softly on the lips. Just as she had that first time they had kissed, which had got his sweet girl into such trouble, she yielded her body’s softness to him, melting into his arms so that the meeting of their lips felt like a blissful coming together of their souls.
“Do you love me, my darling?” William asked softly.
“Oh, yes, William. So much.” She smiled up at him so sweetly that his heart seemed to melt. “You have been so kind to me, even when you had to punish me, and you have taught me so much.” Then she said timidly, “Do you love me, sir?”
“Oh, so much,” William replied with a smile, and kissed her again. The submission in her eyes made his cock swell with anticipation. He knew he could not wait for the pleasure he had promised himself he would not start in upon even here in the carriage.
On his second premarital visit to the Auden house, he had introduced her with moderate success to her wifely duties where cock-sucking was concerned, but his intention for their wedding night and their honeymoon was that Priscilla would serve him that way regularly. Accordingly, he darkened the windows of the carriage and lit the cozy lights inside it to show the beautifully appointed cabin, where the leather-upholstered bench upon which the couple sat could be reconfigured into a wide, comfortable bed at the push of a button. At the forward end of the cabin was a refreshment unit stocked with drinks and snacks, hot and cold.
“William?” Priscilla asked with a slight note of alarm. “May I not see the countryside as we pass it? I’ve never been to the forest, and I’d like to see the mountains.”
“You may see them once you have done your duty, darling. Take off your gown, so that I may see your special bridal undergarments.”
“Oh, but…”
“But what, Priscilla?” William asked a little sharply.
“But we’re in a carriage! And we were just married…”
“Exactly, Mrs. Verner,” he said with a smile. “Did I not promise that I would use you sexually? If you would prefer, I could discipline you first.” He reached into his pocket and brought out the control card.
Priscilla’s eyes went wide. “Please, sir,” she said.
“Please what, darling?” he asked, glancing down at the card to see
 
TEMP 5
TEMP AVG 3
TEMP HIGH 5
HUMIDITY 2
 
Priscilla didn’t answer, so he continued, “You have a choice, Mrs. Verner. I can turn you all the way down to zero and spank you until you’re ready to kneel naked before your husband and suck his cock the way I taught you last week. Or I can turn you up to five before you do that duty, and allow you to put your hand in your lacy panties and touch yourself between your legs while you suck.”
The flashing of the card drew his attention, and when he pressed the corner to turn the alarm back on it beeped its now-familiar notification. Priscilla’s cunt had grown rather hotter and wetter than the governor allowed at level two, the card said, and William watched the troubled expression he had already come to know well flit across her face as the device brought her under control.
The user’s manual had put this function of the governors worn by administrative-class wives in clear, if rather exorbitant, terms.
 
With patented autoregulation technology, the WifePrep 7500 series always leaves her aching for your pleasure. EroFlow circuits don’t just turn her sexual sensation off, but temper it intelligently to produce lasting emotional effects. When she thinks those naughty thoughts, her WifePrep 7500 turns them into that worshipful attitude toward you, her lord and master, that produces faultless conduct in the home and utter submission in the marital chamber—or wherever you choose to enjoy your conjugal rights.
 
Curious about the phenomenon, after his second premarital visit William had read the scientific paper on the basis of which the WifePrep Corporation made the claim about their ‘EroFlow’ circuits. He didn’t think the data, from a study of practical-class pleasure girls fitted with different brands of clitoral governors, including the WifePrep 7500 series, and given to merchant-class men for six months of sexual service, really supported the claim in the user’s manual. But it certainly seemed to demonstrate that the wonderful, troubled expression he saw on Priscilla’s face when her governor regulated the erotic feeling in her cunt, corresponded to something highly emotional, rather than purely physical. The pleasure girls had nearly all reported that when stimulated either physically or mentally to the point where their governors read excessive warmth and wetness and redistributed their sensation, they experienced a desire to please the man who held the control. A statistically significant percentage of the girls attached some variation of the words, “I want to be a good girl for him,” to this desire.
William had not yet allowed Priscilla to touch herself in his presence, and the suggestion seemed almost to alarm her.
“But… I-I couldn’t do that…” she whispered. “Isn’t it… immoral?”
“It is only immoral if I say it is, darling,” William said firmly. A satisfying thought occurred to him, then, and he spoke it out. “While you suck my cock, I will instruct you in the meaning of our colonial laws, with regard to relations between men and women. Now that you have a governor controlling your cunt, and a husband to use it, it is time you learned certain things that unmarried women do not know.”
As he spoke, he stroked her cheek gently with the backs of his knuckles. He was pleased to see the troubled I want to be a good girl expression come into her eyes again.
Still looking into those eyes, he exercised the new freedom his marriage to Priscilla gave him: he released the safety catch on her gown and made the circles with his finger that would undress her.
“Wh-what are you doing, William?” she asked as her pink dress fell away from her shoulders to reveal the white lace brassiere, thong panties, and garter belt he had chosen for her.
“All your clothes open at my touch, now, Priscilla. That is part of the law. On your knees, now, to suck my cock.”
As she watched with wide eyes, he now turned the governor up not to five but to six. Clearly her position in the undergarments that must feel to her so wicked had aroused her so much that to turn her governor up at this moment accomplished the same effect as direct stimulation of her clitoris: she threw her head back with a little cry, closing her eyes, and her fists clenched with the forced pleasure. Slithering completely out of her dress as she did so, Priscilla sank to her knees and turned to face William’s lap, her eyes still closed.
He wasted no time but unfastened his trousers and his drawers and tugged them down until they sat around his feet on the red-carpeted floor of the carriage. His cock sprang up long and hard from his lap.
“Open your eyes, Priscilla,” he said softly but with authority. “It’s time for you to get to know your husband’s penis much more intimately than you have hitherto. Put your right hand inside those naughty panties. You’ll have your curls there removed, soon.”
Her face, very red now, contorted into a mask of shame. “But why, sir?”
“Because that is the way I want your cunt to look. That, too is within the law.”
Priscilla gave a little sob of mingled arousal and woe, and did as he had told her: she worked her hand inside the pretty lace thong. William watched her fingers, obscured by the lace but not invisible, hesitantly find the place at the top where his initials claimed her. He watched a fingertip press, and then her mouth and eyes opened at once with a gasp of pleasure. To William’s delight, she reached out almost greedily for his cock with her left hand, and she started to plant kisses all over his erect penis.
“That’s it,” William said softly. “Good girl.”



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
Priscilla found it very hard to concentrate on the lesson in Prosperian law that her new husband gave her while she sucked his cock. As she watched the countryside and then the beginning of the forest go by from his arms after she had been his very good girl and swallowed all his seed right up, though, she tried to put it together in her mind and make it all make some sort of sense.
William had turned her governor down to two, which made her remember the night of his first visit, when she had found the page in the journal with the pictures of the girls in their bridal lingerie and hadn’t been able to turn another page. He had raised the setting to two for the first time that night, and now here she sat with his clothed arms around her nearly naked body—naked but for the selections he had made from those naughty pictures that had distracted her so much. When she looked down at the skimpy garments that barely covered her private places, the contrast of their virginal whiteness with their lascivious laciness took such hold upon her imagination that she could barely think of anything except being Mrs. William Verner, whose duty lay in yielding her most intimate secrets to her husband.
That went along with what he had told her about the pleasure laws, though, didn’t it? Just as having to suck his hard penis went along with those laws.
“Men call them the pleasure laws,
Priscilla,” William had murmured in a slightly thick voice as he guided her face up and down on the rigid shaft, “because they provide men with pleasure through the regulation of women’s pleasure.”
Something about the very act that it seemed clear now William would require of her with great frequency, this act of submitting her mouth completely to the shameful task of pleasing her husband’s bodily lust, no matter how she gagged, no matter how her jaw ached, no matter how bitter his seed tasted when he spurted it into her mouth, seemed a compelling example of just what he said. His command to touch herself inside her underwear while she pleased him with her mouth made that example very complex, but also perhaps more complete.
It seemed to her now that to be made to give her husband pleasure while, at his command, also wickedly giving it to herself should tell Priscilla something very important both about the law and about the life she must expect as a Prosperian wife. As she watched the fields out the window of the carriage, and remembered the way she had come with William’s hard penis in her mouth, at the lewd motion of her own fingers down there where his governor made her most private places no longer private but his—her husband’s property—she shuddered in his arms.
“What is it, darling?” William asked. “Are you cold?”
“No, sir,” she said, snuggling closer into his chest. She thought William must be very warm in his clothes, for he had turned the temperature up high enough for his bride to feel comfortable in her scanty, wicked underthings. “I was thinking about the laws.”
William stroked her shoulder gently. “Did you like your lesson?” he asked with a rather mischievous note in his voice.
An important question occurred to Priscilla then, in just that regard. “Should I have liked it, sir?” she asked him in all sincerity.
“That, darling, is a very interesting question,” he replied, “and I don’t think it has an especially simple answer.”
Priscilla felt a little smile creep onto her lips. “I certainly don’t have a simple answer to it,” she said. Then, trying to find the answer that would somehow represent both the complexity of the question and the truth of her feelings, she said, “I like to be your good girl, even when you make me do wicked things.”
That earned her a lovely, squeezing embrace from her husband, and a kiss on the top of her head. The carriage had almost passed into the forest that seemed to march down from the northern highlands like a dark army. Up ahead the road, which had run flat for the many miles of the fields cleared by the farming companies three hundred years ago in the early days of the colony, began to rise, and the trees loomed to either side.
Priscilla felt like she stood on the threshold of an adventure like the ones in the stories the Prosperian board of education had revived from the ancient Victorian days: moral tales of young women who had accompanied their husbands into the wild, faithfully mending their stockings on the frontier of America while their strong men had hunted game and made friends with the kind native people. When the unkind native people took exception, the strong men, with the help of the kind natives, fought to protect their young, submissive wives, and everyone lived happily ever after.
She saw a person in the trees at the side of the road, striding alongside it. The person wore a sort of clothing she had never seen before, so that Priscilla could not at first even decide whether it was a man or a woman, because the figure did not stride purposefully the way Prosperian men seemed to do, but rather moved gracefully among the trees. He or she had on a sort of long shirt, almost like a shift, but made of some stiffer stuff, and under it, as far as Priscilla could tell, some sort of trousers of the same material.
“William?” she asked. “Who is that? Is it a forest worker?” She thought she had heard that Verner Global Supply employed practicals as workers.
He had been looking out the other side of the carriage, but now he turned his head and said in a surprised tone, “That’s a renegade.”
“A what?”
“A renegade. Do you see what he’s wearing?”
“Yes,” she replied. “It’s a he? A man, I mean?”
“Yes. Their women don’t wear gowns the way subjects do, but they do wear dresses, made out of the same stuff.”
“What is it?” Priscilla asked in wonder, for some reason more interested at least for the moment in the strange garments than in the strange person himself. A renegade must be a kind of farmworker?
“It’s buckskin that they take from the animals they eat.”
Priscilla felt her eyes go wide. Renegades must not be farmworkers after all. “Like the American Indians?” she asked in wonder.
“And like almost everyone on Earth after the collapse.”
“The collapse?” Priscilla had known that boys’ educations differed greatly from girls’, but she had thought the differences concerned things like mathematics and economics. What William had said must mean, though, that whole swaths of history must have been withheld as well.
The carriage had passed the renegade man now, and left him far behind making his way among the tree trunks, but the image of him stalking in that lithe way through the forest remained very strongly in Priscilla’s mind.
William chuckled. “Would you like to hear first about the collapse or about the renegades, dearest? I have the duty to educate you, now, as I see fit, and I see fit to tell you practically anything you wish to know.”
“Is that part of the pleasure laws, too?” Priscilla asked, suddenly very curious especially about what practically might mean.
“Yes, dearest,” William replied, giving her another kiss atop her head. “Husbands are put in charge of their wives’ learning past the most basic skills of reading, writing, and arithmetic, along of course with the moral education that will keep a girl pure until a man chooses her for his bride. So there are a great many things you do not know about the world, and I have the responsibility of deciding how many of them you may learn.”
Priscilla felt very small, then, in her husband’s arms, wearing the naughty underwear in which he had dressed her, her tummy full of his seed. Part of her felt that she shouldn’t like it so much, to be weak and dependent on him not just for her home but even for her knowledge that way, but the idea also seemed to make her glow again down between her legs, and again she felt that she wanted to be William’s good girl.
“Tell me about the renegades, please, sir?” she said, calling him sir without a second thought, as if the realization that she must now seek knowledge from her husband cast her into that submissive mindset.
“Very well, darling. About a hundred years ago, a group of men and women—practicals, mostly, though there were a few of the merchant class as well, and even one or two administrators—decided that they wanted to live outside the laws of Prosperia colony, and in particular outside the pleasure laws.”
Priscilla thought she could hear satisfaction and even pleasure in William’s tone as he began the story: the little glow flared again, and became again her submission to him as she sensed his happiness and his enjoyment in gratifying the curiosity of his still-very-innocent bride.
“Could they do that?” she asked, hoping he would look favorably on asking questions, the way her favorite teachers at the girls’ school had done.
The warmth in his tone seemed to say that he did hope to hear that she was eager to learn. “Actually, no, they couldn’t. According to the colony’s charter, those who decide they don’t want to obey the laws enacted by parliament must leave the planet voluntarily or be exiled. So from the very beginning, the renegades really were renegades—people who have refused to follow the law.”
“But the government didn’t stop them?” Priscilla asked, feeling her brow furrow in puzzlement. She supposed she had never even imagined that you could break a law, let alone get away with breaking one.
“Well, at first no one knew. Prosperian society is very tightly controlled in some ways, but very open in many others. Our social fabric depends on subjects acting in a certain sense as police, with regard to what their neighbors do. Because our culture and our community are so stable and well-founded, we all have an interest in helping those who stray from our customs to see that they shouldn’t do so, and for nearly three centuries—before the renegades left—that was enough. So while our traditional social values keep families and community organizations tightly knit together, the government doesn’t monitor subjects’ daily lives, the way governments have done and still do in other places.”
His voice had grown very thoughtful as he gave this little lesson, as if the mental processes required to express these things to his new wife had made him see them in a slightly different light than he had before. Despite these efforts, however, Priscilla found herself struggling with the information William conveyed. She felt she could follow almost everything he said, despite his tendency—which she loved, she had to admit—to use big words and complicated phrases, as if she were a worthy conversational partner for a man of the world. But it seemed as if a great deal of what her husband said depended on having information she didn’t yet have.
“Other places?” she tried.
“Oh, goodness,” William said, and now his voice seemed to have a little bit of embarrassment in it. “I’ve forgotten that they don’t even teach girls about the galactic federation.” He paused, as if trying to figure out where he could begin. “When you learned about exile, where did they tell you people who were exiled went?”
Priscilla thought for a moment. “Back to Earth? I don’t think Miss Jewel even ever said.”
William held her a little more tightly at that, and a shiver went through her. “I love to think of you as a pupil,” he said. “Being a good girl for teacher.”
She giggled. “I loved school,” she confessed. “Now I suppose I get be your pupil, William.”
“You do,” he said with satisfaction. “And what do you think will happen if you do not learn your lessons thoroughly?”
Now she shivered and giggled at the same time. “You will spank me, I suppose.”
“I will indeed,” William said, and now he had turned her face up and was kissing her again. “Would you mind very much if I taught you about the renegades later?”
“No, sir,” Priscilla whispered, the glow and the good girl feeling taking hold of her so strongly she thought she couldn’t bear it if William didn’t let her please the hard manhood she felt rising under her bottom.
He reached out and pressed a button. To her surprise, the bench upon which they sat began to recline. “What are you doing, sir?” she asked softly.
“I’m going to fuck you now, dearest,” he said in the thick voice that meant the time had come to please her bridegroom. “Lie on your back and raise your knees very high for me. We will fuck face to face. I will keep your governor at level two, to make you feel more submissive.”
Priscilla didn’t think she could feel any more submissive than she did that instant. “Shouldn’t I take my underwear off, sir?” she asked.
“No, darling. Leave it on. I will pull it aside to get into your cunt. A man likes to do it that way, when a girl is wearing something pretty. After I’ve taken away your hair down there, it will be an even prettier sight.”
She looked up into her husband’s face as he fucked her, watching his own eyes go from the place where he had indeed pulled aside the front of the lacy garment to enter her vagina and now surged masterfully in and out at an easy, unhurried pace, holding her knees open with his strong hands, to her face where she knew he must see that submission he desired.
“You’ll have my seed in your cunt for the first time, now, Priscilla,” he said, his breath coming now in pants.
“Yes, sir,” she sighed, almost in a whimper. “Thank you, sir.”
“Good girl. Good girl,” he said as she felt his penis throbbing with his climax. She thought perhaps she could even feel the warmth of his seed up inside her. She smiled up at him, loving the stern look upon his face as he gave himself over to pleasure.
“Did you like being fucked at level two?” he asked, then, stroking her cheek.
“Yes, sir,” she said, a little surprised to feel the truth of the answer. Shouldn’t she want, rather, to have him inside her at level seven, or even at level ten? Of course, she did like that—a very great deal. But she also liked feeling that with her governor William could ensure that fucking would concern his pleasure, and not hers.
“Good girl,” he said again softly, and kissed her.



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
William got to continue the lesson about the renegades when they reached Vernerwood at last, late that evening. The servants—a butler, a housekeeper, a cook, two maids, and two footmen, along with the family’s forester and the old gamekeeper—lined up in front of the door to greet them despite the lateness of the hour. Priscilla behaved very graciously despite never having visited a great house before, and received their compliments without a deeper blush than would prettily stain her cheeks.
William hoped his bride would never gain the haughty manner of the upper echelon of administrators’ wives, his own mother representing a very good example. “They’re practicals, William,” Cecilia Verner would say, “and there’s no use pretending differently.”
But as Priscilla smiled and nodded even to the junior parlor maid, William could see that she thought of these people who would make her comfortable in her new homes not as practicals but as people. It made him think of her curiosity in the carriage about the renegades. His mother, along with most of administrative society, would surely say that the talk that led to the departure of the renegades from the Prosperian community began with the idea that practicals, merchants, and administrators were all people of the same sort.
Prosperian law handled this issue with what William had been taught in school to regard as great adroitness, though now that he had lived in the real world of the colony for seven years he wondered whether his teachers had stretched the truth. Each sex and class shall retain their fundamental human rights, but all who enter into the life of the colony and swear the oath of loyalty agree to have only the rights and privileges appertaining to their individual sexes and classes. Every Prosperian man and woman, whether practical, merchant, or administrator, was a person, but thousands of years of earthly and galactic civilization had taught the Prosperian framers that to deny differences among people led to disaster just as surely as did taking such differentiation to harmful extremes.
“Mr. Verner?” the housekeeper asked once the ceremony of greeting the household had ended and the other servants had dispersed from the wide drive in front of the grand steps up to the door of Vernerwood.
“Yes, Mrs. Barnes?”
“Shall I tell cook that you and Mrs. Verner will dine in an hour?”
“Yes, thank you, Mrs. Barnes. We won’t need much to eat, or much service; if Renton might just lay things out in the small dining room, Mrs. Verner and I can help ourselves.”
“Very good, sir,” said Mrs. Barnes. “And…” The sweet, middle-aged woman dropped her voice so that Priscilla, who was supervising the removal of their baggage by the footmen, could not hear. “Have you any directions about Mrs. Verner, in particular?”
William smiled. Housekeepers in the great houses received special training in assisting their employers with the management of the erotic side of household life. Should William decide it must be so, he would feel very comfortable giving Mrs. Barnes the authority to spank Priscilla; the housekeeper received frequent praise from Lord Verner on her ability to keep the maids in line, and the look upon his wife’s face when his lordship spoke of it sometimes made William wonder whether Lady Verner had on occasion herself been over Mrs. Barnes’ knee.
“Why don’t you have Jenny give her a wax in the morning?”
Mrs. Barnes nodded. “Very good, sir. I trust there are no disciplinary problems?” William thought he could see the slightest twinkle in the housekeeper’s eye. He had always suspected that Mrs. Barnes took rather a delight in feeling that she had, from time to time, a sort of delegated authority over her masters’ elegant administrative-class wives.
He chuckled. “Nothing I can’t handle myself, Mrs. Barnes.”
“And if Mrs. Verner is reluctant about the wax?”
“I’ll take care of it, over the punishment horse. You may tell Jenny to come to me and let me know.”
“Certainly, sir.”
The footmen had departed for the servants’ entrance with the luggage, and Renton the butler followed them to give directions on where various things must be put. Now Mrs. Barnes also went, to tell cook William’s pleasure with regard to dinner. He heard the autocarriage roll along the gravel of the drive, beginning its journey to its garage, which the Verners always called the stables just for the pleasure of the ancient echo. Turning, he saw Priscilla standing there in her blue going-away gown, looking at him so sweetly and shyly that it nearly took his breath away even to behold her.
Above them the trees, never disturbed since the day William’s great-great-grandfather had chosen this spot for his country home, with the crystal lake on the other side and his lumber mill three miles up the road, loomed dark in the fading golden light. What could be more perfect than the life of a Prosperian administrator, just married to a wonderful girl and in possession, in his breast pocket, of the control card, turned now to zero, that rendered her his own greatest treasure?
“Mrs. Verner?” he said, smiling.
“Yes, sir?” she asked, arching an auburn eyebrow.
“Should you like to see Vernerwood before we dine?”
He opened his arms and she ran the few steps to him, so that he could hold her oh, so close.
“Yes, please,” she whispered into his chest.
 
* * *
 
“Renton,” William said as the butler, who had refused simply to lay dinner out but had insisted on serving them at the table, put the trout almandine on their plates, “Mrs. Verner is interested in the renegades. Have any of the household seen a renegade lately?” He turned to Priscilla and said by way of explanation, “There’s a band of renegades who live on the borders of our park, darling. We do see them sometimes, but they keep to themselves of course.”
The butler replied in his grave voice, “No, sir. Not lately.”
He had finished serving the trout and William said, “Thank you, Renton. That will be all for now.”
Renton nodded and receded from the small dining room, leaving husband and wife cozily side by side at the table.
“The trout is from our lake, of course,” William said, taking a bite. “It’s cook’s best dish, mother has always said.”
Priscilla tried it so very daintily that William wanted to kiss her just for the tremendous effort she had made to behave herself as a new Mrs. Verner should.
“Do you like it, dearest?”
“Very much,” she said with a smile. “Will you tell me more about the renegades now? Have you ever met the ones who live here?”
He nodded, finishing a bite of trout. “I met the leaders of this band once, ten or twelve years ago, when my father invited them here to meet.”
Her eyes went wide. “Were they like the man we saw, from the road?”
“They were, at least as far as dress was concerned. They didn’t speak as formally as we learn to do in school, but my father said he found them to be intelligent and—what’s an even stronger compliment, coming from my father—sensible.”
“But if they’re sensible,” Priscilla asked, frowning down at her plate, “why are they living in the wild, without any of the comforts of life?”
“There are people, it seems, who find the Prosperian system of laws and customs too restrictive, but do not wish to emigrate. I certainly sympathize with their wish to remain here. The colony itself doesn’t yet occupy half the habitable zone of Prosperia, and there is space for the renegades to roam widely, as it seems they like to do.”
“But we shall one day, shan’t we?” Priscilla asked, clearly remembering a lesson from school. “Within a century—isn’t that right, William?”
“That’s the government estimate, and it seems likely to be true,” he agreed. “The renegades will have to join society or find another world in the federation to receive them. But there is a bill in parliament that would create a special force to round them up and imprison them until they could be brought back into society or sent off-world.”
“But are they harming anyone?” Priscilla asked, a crease appearing on her brow.
William smiled to hear how closely his bride’s opinion seemed to align with his own. “No, there have been no incidents at all, though sightings of them have increased as the lands where they’ve been living are developed into new towns.”
“Why do people want to round them up, then?”
“Well,” William said, deciding that now Priscilla was a married woman and could hear the unvarnished truth of such things—the issue he had not even discussed with her father over port, it being unsuitable for polite society even among men, “renegade women don’t have governors.”
Priscilla’s eyes went very wide and her mouth made a little O. The pink that suffused her face showed how entirely used she had already gotten to the idea of the clitoral governor as the foundation of happy life in Prosperia colony. The thought of a group of ungoverned women, their erotic urges completely free of men’s control, clearly stirred alarm in her mind.
“Now upper-class women are allowed to go without a governor until they reach twenty-five, so that they can find husbands, but if and when they go to the women’s college, they receive a standard governor.”
The puzzled expression Priscilla’s face showed that she didn’t understand what this had to do with the renegades, but William quickly connected the ideas.
“That’s because the founders of Prosperia thought, and the current government thinks, that any relatively large number of women living together on their own—or, worse, the government maintains, with men who can’t control their sexuality—will become unruly. The leading theory on the reason for the rise of the first band of renegades is that some electromagnetic anomaly caused the governors of several women who lived near one another, of all three classes, to cease functioning.”
“What happened then?” Priscilla whispered, as if afraid even to think about it.
“There are several theories about that,” William admitted, feeling that he wished he could give his new wife, just getting used to her own governor, more certainty about such things. “And most of them aren’t fit for your ears, darling, I’m afraid.”
Priscilla’s blush deepened and she bit her lip at this news. She cast her eyes down again at her plate. In William’s pocket, the control card beeped.
“And your governor is certainly working properly,” he said, putting jollity into his voice that he hoped would allay her embarrassment at his knowing that impure thoughts must have come into her mind at the news that the sociologists of the government thought the renegade movement had begun with illicit erotic conduct.
“Yes, sir,” she said softly, looking back up at him with furrowed brow.
“Let’s just say,” William continued, “that the experts are in agreement that a great deal of immorality occurred, and that when the women and their husbands and masters realized what had happened, they decided—most people agree that the women must have instigated this decision, since their governors weren’t working—that they wanted to continue to live that way.”
“What?” Priscilla said sharply, the color now draining out of her face. “They… live that way? That is…” Her voice fell to a whisper again. “What way, sir?”
“They have no marriage, and the renegade women don’t have men who are responsible for them,” William said simply. “That’s the most important reason the government believes they should be rounded up.”
No women had come to the meeting with his father, and Lord Verner had wondered aloud to his son whether that was because this band happened not to have female leaders or because their leadership had decided only to send the male ones, to make a better impression on the Prosperian lord. Several renegade bands were known to have women as leaders, though, and that fact certainly played a role in the debate.
What played a much greater role, though, and was, like the lurid conjectures of certain sociologists and psychologists about the early days of the renegade movement, unfit for Priscilla’s ears, were the accounts of the sexual freedom enjoyed by both sexes among the renegades. Stories of orgies abounded, though despite certain members of parliament calling these ‘wild orgies’ no credible account depicted them as wild at all. There seemed no reason to doubt, however, that sex with multiple partners, often at the same time, featured prominently in renegade life. This fact, it seemed, drove the prime minister’s efforts more than any other.
Renton came to clear the table, and brought with him fruit and coffee.
“Shall you have me tonight, sir?” Priscilla asked, then, as if the question were entirely innocent, though the color of her cheeks rather betrayed her.
“Yes, dearest. I shall have you in our new marriage bed.”
“In… every way?” William couldn’t tell whether fear or excitement were predominant in her face’s animated features.
“Yes, Priscilla. In every way, as befits our wedding night.”
As he suspected, her true question now emerged at last. “Sir, would you… please, would you…”
“Turn you up?”
She nodded, biting her lip and looking pleadingly into his eyes.
“Of course, darling. I want you to remember your wedding night as a time of bliss. I’m going to turn you up to ten between your legs for the very first time tonight, before I have your bottom.”



Chapter Fifteen
 
 
The first thing Priscilla saw when she awoke was the thing William had called the punishment horse. Her reaction to it felt so different to her now, from what the object had stirred in her the night before when he had first led her to the room that he called her boudoir, that she knew immediately that her husband had turned her governor back down to zero sometime in the night.
Her first sight of the enormous bed, with the punishment horse beside it, after she watched William use the control card just outside the door of the boudoir and saw the number ten
flash upon its silvery surface, had sent a strange quaking through her legs. She had no idea what the odd furniture might be, but something about its shape seemed to suggest possibilities that stirred wicked images that her mind refused to form into any concrete picture. Those evanescent fancies, now that the sensation between her legs made every step a sort of naughty agony, with her private parts clad in the lewd, skimpy, lacy panties she still wore under the gown she had reassumed in the carriage, seemed to set Priscilla ablaze down there. She squeezed William’s hand as her knees almost buckled and she gave a little whimpery moan.
“Do you see the punishment horse, dearest?” William asked. “Is that what you see?”
At the sound of the thing’s name, the whimper became a cry. Priscilla’s private lips positively clenched, something they had only ever really hinted at doing, she supposed, even when William had turned her up to seven, and the aching pleasure of that terrible little spasm sent her leaning against her strong bridegroom, who put his arm around her to support her. He turned her face up to his and kissed her.
“What is it?” Priscilla asked very softly. She turned her face again to look at the horse. Made of dark, polished oak, like so much of the furniture here at Vernerwood, the article itself consisted it seemed of a pedestal perhaps two feet high and a wooden frame with certain pieces of leather affixed to it. A step made part of the pedestal, and she found herself picturing what it would look like if a wife had to climb that step, wearing only her underwear, and lay herself down over the frame.
Her knees would go there, where leather straps with buckles waited to bind them. Her wrists would go in the circles of leather that must be… Priscilla swallowed hard… cuffs. Her tummy would go on top, of course, where there seemed at least to be some sort of leather-covered cushion… but across the top of it lay another stout strap with another buckle, almost like a working man’s belt.
“Oh, no,” she breathed. “Please, William. Please, sir.” Her mind seemed to go crazy with dread and arousal so intermingled that her bridegroom really did have to hold her up.
“It is only for when you are naughty, darling,” William said softly and kissed her again. “You have been a very, very good girl today. Go lie on your back upon the bed, just at the edge so your feet hang down, and then raise your legs and hold your knees open. Your husband is going to show you how good girls get rewarded.”
Now when she remembered that—how William had pulled the gusset of the panties aside and kissed her and licked her so lasciviously between her legs, for so very long, until she threshed her long auburn hair back and forth on the coverlet and screamed, sure that Mrs. Barnes and Mr. Renton and even the maids and footmen could hear her—she felt entirely sure that her bridegroom had turned down the governor, for she felt only the tiniest, prickly itch there, and when she moved her hand down almost unconsciously to relieve it with her fingertips, her little bud felt like any other place on her body—her nose, or her little toe.
But the other thing that seemed to happen when she thought of something naughty when the governor functioned at its lower settings also happened, and she longed to see William. Where was he? Had he gone down to breakfast? That was how husbands and wives spent their mornings, wasn’t it—the husband in the breakfast room and the wife in her bed. A warm glow at the thought filled her chest: Mrs. William Verner.
She had turned her eyes up to look at the wonderfully high, coffered ceiling, rising above the posts of the beautiful bed, but when Priscilla’s new married name crossed her mind, for some reason her gaze returned of a sudden to the strange wooden thing that stood by the side of the bed. For when you are naughty, darling,
she heard William saying again, in her mind.
When I am naughty, I will have to be strapped over the punishment horse. And what then? Oh, what then?
The prickling between her legs returned, and as she tried to soothe it away, wondering where Jenny had put the lotion, she felt just the faintest ghost of more, as if for an instant her clitoris were not like her nose or her little toe at all. The moment endured much too briefly even to gasp, but she felt sure, with a deep blush, that William’s silver card had just beeped in his pocket.
A knock came at the door, and Jenny entered. Priscilla realized with a little cry that she was still wearing her bridal undergarments and only those, and she scrambled to get the covers over her entirely.
“Good morning, ma’am,” Jenny said brightly. It was the very first time anyone had called her ma’am instead of miss,
Priscilla realized with a flush of pride that nearly pushed out the annoyance and shame of having had the maid see her in the wicked things William made her wear.
“Good morning, Jenny,” she replied.
“I’ve brought your breakfast. Would you like it in bed or at the table?” Jenny spoke with a jovial note, as if she knew there was no question but that a new bride would like—or, rather, perhaps, need—to have her morning meal served as she reclined. Priscilla could hardly tell whether she liked this freedom of tone or not, but again she felt proud of the privilege married ladies had of breakfasting in bed, the way her mother did every morning.
“In bed, please, Jenny.” She almost sat up to receive the tray before she remembered that when the coverlet fell away it would reveal the lacy brassiere William had told her she must not take off, since he liked to see her breasts in it. She supposed she should be grateful to have anything to cover her peaches of immorality,
as her deportment teacher had called them, but somehow the lace felt even more shameful than her naked flesh would have been.
“Please don’t worry about showing me anything, ma’am,” Jenny said in apparent sincerity and sympathy, clearly understanding Priscilla’s hesitant movements. “I’m a girl like you, ain’t I? And I have to wax you down between your legs this morning, haven’t I?”
“What?” Priscilla whispered, sitting up now without even thinking about it. William had said something about that, and it had seemed so embarrassing she had forgotten it until now. She had supposed that even if he meant it, she would be allowed to trim the hair there herself, and—though the thought made her shudder—perhaps use tweezers, or even a candle flame.
Jenny set the tray down on the little table. “Here, ma’am, I’ll get you your dressing gown, and I’ll turn away while you put it on. I know a lady like you is bashful, and I don’t mean to be free with you—only to let you know that you can trust me.”
Something about the kind way Jenny spoke, along with the terrible thought of what she had just told Priscilla about the duty assigned for the morning, brought the prickle back, down there, and now of course Priscilla couldn’t put her hand down to soothe it even as much as was possible without the lotion. Then the thought of putting on the lotion with Jenny watching occurred to her, and she felt again the tiny flare of heat. Her brow furrowed in consternation.
“Thank you, Jenny,” she said as gravely as she could to the bright-eyed girl, who must be at least a year or two older than Priscilla but somehow, because of her practical education and her subservience, seemed younger.
As she watched the maid get the dressing gown out of her wardrobe, Priscilla thought suddenly of the renegades and the story William had half told and, it seemed to her, half concealed, about how the first renegade band had come into being. What would it be like if Priscilla’s and Jenny’s governors hadn’t been working, a moment before? Something inside her gave a little shiver at the thought, and it made her wonder even more emphatically: what would that little shiver have felt like if her governor were set to ten?
How can they live that way? And yet, Priscilla wondered, how could she, Priscilla live this way—under William’s control? But… she loved it. She even loved longing for him to return and tell her what she must do to please him and earn another of his sweet good girls. She loved… she loved knowing that if she were naughty, he would put her over the punishment horse that stood next to her bed.
Jenny came to the bed with the dressing gown, and handed it to Priscilla with a shy little smile. Then she turned and walked away a few steps.
“Now you mustn’t make a fuss about the waxing, ma’am,” she said in a very friendly tone. “Mrs. Barnes told me that Mr. Verner’s waiting to hear about whether you’re a good girl when I do it.”
Priscilla struggled into the gown, half getting out of bed and feeling a terrible soreness down below from the rigorous attention William had paid her vagina and her anus deep into the night. Despite the discomfort, the pleasure had seemed to grow and grow, even when he put his hardness in her bottom for the second time. He had straddled her as she lay face down on the bed, still in the thong panties, and simply pounded her bottom fiercely with his strong hips, as his penis surged in and out over and over. She had bit her lips and made little whining sounds, and even said, “It hurts, sir,” but William had simply sought his release inside the narrow ring, filling it again and again with his authority, until at last, just before Priscilla felt his manhood pulse with his climax, he said one single, “Oh… good girl,” that seemed to make it all better.
“What…” she asked Jenny, then swallowed hard at the knot of fear and tried again. “What… do you think he… Mr. Verner, I mean… what will he do?”
“If you make a fuss, ma’am?” Something about Jenny’s voice made Priscilla wonder if the girl was blushing. “Well, I suppose I may say that Mrs. Barnes says that Lord Verner used to cane Lady Verner something terrible, over the horse, in their early days.”
Priscilla tried to calm her breathing at this news. William had spanked her, and she had had the strap at home, but the thought of the cane terrified her nevertheless. Another little flare seemed to light between her legs, and she realized with some gratitude that she had begun to grow used to them; she almost giggled at the thought of how she must be disturbing William’s breakfast with the alarm on the control card. Oh, when would he come back to her? Not until after this horrid waxing?
She climbed into bed.
“Alright, ma’am?” Jenny asked.
“Yes, Jenny,” Priscilla replied. “I’ll have my breakfast now.”
“Very good, ma’am,” Jenny said, moving to retrieve the tray. “You just ring when you’re finished, I’ll take the tray, and you can go to your bathroom and have a nice warm tub. That will make you feel better, and it will help with the waxing too. Alright?”
“Thank you,” Priscilla said, and meant it, despite the strangeness of being a lady who took breakfast in bed but then must have the hair between her legs taken away at her husband’s command.



Chapter Sixteen
 
 
“Mrs. Barnes would like a word, sir,” Renton said just as William came in from his first walk down to the lake, something he did without fail every morning he was at Vernerwood.
“Certainly, Renton. I’ll be in the study.”
Mrs. Barnes joined him in his favorite room in the manor house, the study his father had surrendered to him the previous year saying that the head of the family’s business concerns should have the privilege of calling the study his own.
“What’s the matter, Mrs. Barnes?” he asked, seeing that the housekeeper wore a little trouble on her brow and suspecting what it probably concerned.
“Not much, sir,” she replied, with the very slight curtsy permitted to housekeepers. “Not very much, at any rate. But Jenny came to say that Mrs. Verner has requested that you come and answer a question about her… preparations, and says she won’t allow the girl to continue until you come.”
William frowned. “What sort of question, Mrs. Barnes?”
The gray-haired woman wrinkled her nose. “It’s of a rather intimate nature, sir.”
From experience William knew that the housekeeper had no true scruple as to telling her master the truth, but always wished to obey the forms, like so many of her class and—for that class—elevated station. “Well?” he asked.
“Mrs. Verner is saying she won’t let Jenny pluck the hairs around her rear entrance, sir.” Mrs. Barnes’ voice contained a note of well-controlled exasperation as she delivered this news.
William’s cock swelled a bit at the mental picture his housekeeper’s words encouraged, but he too kept himself under control.
“Ah. I see.”
“If I may speak frankly, sir, I don’t think Mrs. Verner deserves the cane for this little bit of reluctance.” Now she looked William full in the face, and it struck him anew, as it often had in the past, that Mrs. Barnes was the true matriarch of the Verner family.
“No, I quite agree,” William said, nodding. “What would you recommend? A simple spanking?”
Mrs. Barnes shook her head. “I think punishment drawers are the thing, sir. Just for the day.”
His cock gave a little leap at the thought. “You have such wisdom in these matters, Mrs. Barnes. Do you really think so?”
“Indeed, yes,” she replied energetically.
“And, if I may ask more of your advice, at what level would you recommend I set Mrs. Verner’s governor while she’s wearing her training pants?”
“Oh, I should say six or seven would do it, sir,” she said, smiling now at William’s acquiescence with her notion of how to discipline a new bride. “You want her to feel how close the drawers cling when she walks about, but you don’t want her to wet them through with her naughtiness, do you?”
“And how long should I make her wait before I take her to the bathroom and unfasten the drawers?” The thought diverted him more and more as he considered it.
“Now there’s a little trick to that, sir,” said Mrs. Barnes confidentially. “You wait until you see her fidget for the first time, or do a little bathroom dance, after she’s asked you if she might go to the toilet. When you see that little dance, you take her right in, watch her while she goes, and hold her hand while she’s on the pot. I dare say Mrs. Verner won’t give you any trouble about her preparations after that.”
 
* * *
 
“Now, Priscilla,” William said as he entered the boudoir where Jenny sat on a stool at end of the bed and Priscilla, in her dressing gown, sat facing her with a red face and tear-stained cheeks, looking desperately at him as he approached, “what’s this I hear about you not letting Jenny do her job?”
“Oh, William,” she said with a little sob. “Please say I needn’t. Not… not back there.”
William looked at the maid, who had a sympathetic expression on her face. “What seems to be the trouble, Jenny?” he asked.
“Mrs. Verner did just what I asked when I was waxing her up front, sir,” the girl said. “She didn’t even make very much fuss about how it hurt when I pulled away the strips.”
He turned to smile at his bride, who gave a brave little smile in return. “Thank you, darling,” he said gently. “I think you’ve started to understand how important this is to me.”
The little smile turned to a pout, then, and Priscilla’s brow furrowed as she gave another sob. “Please don’t cane me, sir,” she whispered.
But William turned back to Jenny. “What happened then?”
“Well I asked Mrs. Verner to raise her knees nice and high so I could pluck the little hairs, you know, between the cheeks, as is always part of the waxing, and she said she wouldn’t, and she didn’t think you’d want to make her when she felt so ashamed. So I told her I thought Mrs. Barnes would tell you, sir, and you would punish her, but she said she wouldn’t do it. I told Mrs. Verner that it’s just a little thing that doesn’t take two seconds, but…”
Now Priscilla, having listened to Jenny’s words with distress that William could see grow upon her face, wailed, “But it’s so… so wicked… Please, William! Please! Just… maybe I could pluck them myself? Or… or you could do it?”
In his young wife’s eyes William suddenly saw that the governor had started to operate in some way at the thought of her husband plucking the adorable red curls that grew around her anus.
“Dearest,” he said gently, “you must do as I tell you. That’s the most important part of what you vowed yesterday, isn’t it?”
Priscilla’s face crumpled and she could no longer meet his eyes. “Yes, sir,” she said quietly.
“I have told you to let Jenny prepare you down there the way I like, haven’t I?”
“Yes, sir.” He watched her little hands tremble in her lap.
“Should you need me to come in here and tell you that I wish to have your anus prepared the way Jenny knows a new wife’s anus should be prepared?”
She gave a little start and a shudder as her husband referred to the shameful spot on her body by its proper name.
“No, sir,” she said miserably.
“Alright, then, darling. Jenny will pluck those hairs, and then she will put you in your training pants as punishment. You will come to me in my study after that and show me the training pants, and I will instruct you in how I wish you to conduct yourself while you wear them.”
She returned her eyes to his, then, with tears filling those sweet blue orbs. “Oh, sir. Couldn’t you… I mean…”
“Darling, please don’t make this worse. I shall see you in a few minutes. You know you’ve earned the discipline I’m going to give you, and I intend to make certain it benefits you exactly as it should. No more protestations, or you shall have to have the cane in addition to the training pants.”
He reached out his hand and took her chin gently in two fingers.
“You’re a clever girl, Priscilla, and a good girl. I know that. But you are dreamy, and your dreaminess can lead you to make mistakes about when you may and when you may not have your way. It’s my duty to cure you of that, if I can.”
She looked up into his eyes, her pouting mouth adorable and heart-wrenching. But William knew what the customs and laws of Prosperia told him he must do: a new bride must receive condign discipline with a frequency matching her tendency to disobey. He bent down and planted a kiss upon her forehead, though truly he wanted to kiss her mouth. For the briefest of moments he found it strange that custom forbid him to kiss his wife on the lips while Jenny sat there waiting on the stool, while he might discuss frankly in the maid’s presence his desire for his wife’s rear cleavage to be free of hair when he fucked her back there.
“Thank you, Jenny,” he said to the maid. “I think Mrs. Verner will do as you ask, now.”
“Yes, sir,” Jenny said, not triumphing over her mistress in the slightest. “May I wish you joy on your marriage? I’m so sorry it had to be at this sort of a moment, but we’re all so happy in the servants’ hall that Mrs. Verner has come.”
William looked into the girl’s face and saw that Jenny had taken a great liking to her new mistress, and it made his heart very glad. “Thank you, Jenny,” he said. “We’re very glad to be here at home.” He turned to Priscilla. “Aren’t we, darling?” he asked.
“Oh, yes,” said the blushing bride, seeming to forget her embarrassment in the happiness of being Mrs. William Verner. “Thank you, Jenny. And…” Priscilla chewed the inside of her cheek for a moment—not a ladylike gesture, really, but so adorable that William could find no fault with it. “And I want you to know that I don’t blame you for… for the waxing and… you know, the… pants.”
“Thank you, ma’am,” Jenny said, blushing.
Priscilla looked up at William again. “And I know you are too good-natured, Mr. Verner, to think that I mean to blame you.” William smiled and kissed her forehead again. “I am to blame,” she said resolutely. “And I shall try to be a good girl for you.”
 
* * *
 
When Priscilla appeared in his study, though, her resolve to accept the discipline her husband meted out seemed a little less than it had in her boudoir. She advanced to his desk very tentatively, every step seeming to bring a fresh crease to her brow.
“Did you allow Jenny to finish the preparation?” he asked, hoping to start what he knew would be a difficult, if entirely necessary, interview.
“Yes, sir,” she said quietly, standing finally before his desk chair, in which he had swiveled away from the big window that overlooked the lake and loomed over his workspace.
“Good girl. And you’re in your punishment drawers now?”
Her eyes dropped to the blue carpet. “Yes, sir. They…” Her voice trailed off.
“They feel very strange, I imagine,” William said, trying by his slightly brusque tone to convey how very needful he viewed punishing her this way to be.
“Yes, sir.” Her eyes flicked up to his, and then down again to the floor.
William reached into the breast pocket of his morning suit. “They will soon feel a good deal stranger, Priscilla,” he said as he brought out the silver control card.
Her eyes lifted and went straight to the little object with the zero emblazoned on it.
“Oh, no,” she whispered. “Please, William. You… you didn’t say…”
“Of course I didn’t say, darling. Young brides need to be introduced gradually to the measures their husbands will use to control them. When I turn your governor up to seven in a moment, every step you take in your training pants will remind you that the only means for a wife to find satisfaction of her erotic needs is through pleasing her husband. As I said in your boudoir, you are a clever girl, and so I am sure you understand by now exactly how this sort of discipline will affect your state of mind.”
“Oh, no,” Priscilla breathed again.
“Do you think you understand?” William reached out and took his wife’s hands in his, making his tone a little stern. “Look at me, Mrs. Verner. Do you think you understand?”
She raised her eyes from the control card with the utmost hesitation, and met his with a startled gaze. “Yes, sir,” she said.
“I am glad to hear it. Now lift your skirts and show me your training pants, if you please.”
He dropped her hands, but for a moment those hands stayed hovering in the air as she looked into his eyes now with a pleading look as if she still had some hope that now the punishment had been more fully explained to her, he would end it at this point and give her another chance.
She could see, though, William felt sure, that he had no intention of commuting this sentence. Her hands fell to her thighs, and her face turned downward again to the floor. She began to gather up the skirt of her lovely gray frock.



Chapter Seventeen
 
 
William had seen her in underwear much more embarrassing than the drawers Jenny had helped her on with, hadn’t he? And he had seen her with no clothes on at all. And he had entered her that way, and used her shamefully for his pleasure. How could it possibly seem so very mortifying now to have to lift her skirts and show him these… these punishment drawers?
Was it the very name of the things? Not just punishment drawers but also training pants. How could she bear to wear them, let alone to show them to William?
The embarrassment, though, didn’t lie merely in the name. “Now you’ll feel a little funny in your naughty bits, ma’am, when we get these on you,” Jenny had said as she got the garment out of the wardrobe. The drawers were of a sheer, stretchy white fabric, with lace borders on the legs, which came only to the middle of Priscilla’s thighs, not like her regular loose drawers that hung almost to her knees. When Priscilla stepped into them, Jenny drew them up and touched the place on the waistband that drew it taut.
When she had had to don the lacy thong panties for her wedding, in which William had had her with his manhood so many times the previous day and night, she remembered she had given a little gasp at first at the feeling of how the thong claimed her in back. But that gasp had only served, it seemed, as a faint precursor of the gasping cry she gave when the punishment drawers drew themselves tight around her loins, clinging almost like a second skin to the very places Jenny had just waxed.
Now she knew that when she raised her skirts her husband would see the pouting lips of her bare vagina almost as if they were naked, outlined in the white fabric. With every step Priscilla had taken from her boudoir to her husband’s study, she had felt her bottom and the private slit between her thighs encased and somehow also disciplined by the terrible underwear. She had consoled herself that of course he would never turn up her governor while she wore the punishment drawers, for he would never want her to shame herself the way she knew she must, if he did turn up the sensation in the little bud that itched so, despite her having put lotion there after Jenny had waxed her.
“Lovely,” William murmured. “Your cunt looks very sweet, darling, even through your drawers. It’s a shame you must wear your training pants today, but I will take them off you tonight, and taste this tidy little treasure of mine.”
She lifted her eyes to watch his fingers move over the control card’s edges, knowing she could not avoid it now. As the governor released more pleasure to her private part, the very tightness of the drawers made her whimper. The warmth and the wetness began, and the control card beeped.
“That’s it,” William said. “You’re already wetting your pants, aren’t you, Mrs. Verner?”
In horror and longing she saw him reach out with upturned fingers.
“Oh!” she sighed. “Oh, sir.”
“You need fucking, don’t you, dearest?” he said in a low murmur.
“Yes, sir,” she panted. Oh, she wanted to see his big penis so much, and have it deep inside her!
“Well, naughty girls who have to wear training pants don’t get fucked for a good long while.” The finger went back and forth, up and down, with a whispery sound.
“Yes, sir,” she moaned. At least that meant he would fuck her. But of course he would. Yes and no, and shame and pleasure, seemed to spin her around and around until nothing made sense except her husband’s tormenting fingers.
“Now you will go and have a walk by the lake, and you will return when you must make water. You will come to me and ask permission, and I will accompany you into the bathroom to lower your drawers and watch you upon the toilet.”
“Oh, but…” Priscilla had thought she had discovered the full shame of the punishment drawers before, but now she saw she had barely scratched the surface.
William withdrew his hand. “Lower your skirts, Priscilla. I will see you again when you are ready to pee.”
“B-but, sir…”
He had swiveled his chair back toward his desk, and had fixed his attention on the screen of the tablet that lay there. A more decisive gesture of dismissal could scarcely be imagined.
“Yes, Priscilla?” he asked, turning his face over his shoulder to where his wife still stood with her skirts raised in front to show him the terribly wicked sight he had demanded of her.
“H-how do I… go…”
“To the lake? You may ask Renton to point out the path. Please be certain to stay within the park. There are signs posted along its border. I’m sure you won’t get very far, though, before you must return to use the toilet.”
She felt a thrill of shameful arousal spark between her legs, and saw his eyes go from her face down to her drawers. He had seen the little lips, outlined in the tight, stretchy fabric… he had seen them do the terrible thing that showed how very much she needed to lie under him and have him mount above. At that thought, another spark came, and another of those spasms, and Priscilla couldn’t suppress a tiny cry.
William smiled a wolfish, severe smile. “Naughty girl, I venture to say you won’t soon forget this lesson.”
“No, sir,” Priscilla whispered.
“Do as I’ve said, now. Lower those skirts and hide that wicked sight.” He turned back to his desk.
Breathing through her nose in little gasps, Priscilla finally obeyed. Her skirts smoothed themselves automatically, and she turned and left William’s study, every step making her bite her lip or chew the inside of her cheek as she realized that he had spoken the truth: she had wet her pants already, just at the way he had mastered her by means of his mere words.
How could she go outdoors like this? The only thing that kept her from collapsing to the gleaming wooden floor across which she walked toward Renton so very gingerly, as he stood at his little desk by the front door, seemed to her the visible, undeniable fact of her gown and her petticoats covering up the terrible shame between her thighs.
“Ma’am?” Renton said kindly, coming to meet her. “Can I help?”
“Yes, thank you, Renton,” Priscilla said quickly, trying to gather her thoughts but unable to meet the gaze of the middle-aged servant as she wondered whether he, like Jenny and Mrs. Barnes, were privy to all the secrets of her boudoir and her undergarments. To her horror, she blushed terribly at the thought.
Thank everything good, though, of course the butler took absolutely no notice, and let Priscilla believe he hadn’t seen her face go crimson.
“Would you point out the path down to the lake? Mr. Verner suggested I… take a walk.”
“Certainly, ma’am,” Renton replied. “It’s a lovely morning for it. If you’ll just follow me, we can look through those French doors, and I’ll show you—and then you can walk right through them.”
As they passed through the lofty hall from front to back of the manor house, Renton, clearly trying very hard to put his mistress at her ease, told her of the house’s construction. “The first Lord Verner—Mr. Verner’s great-great-grandfather—loved the lake above all things. When he built the house, he told the architect he wanted as many windows as could possibly be included to look out upon it. It was long before my time as well, to be sure, but Keith, the butler before me, said that his own predecessor told tales of what delight the first lord took in stepping out through these doors.”
Priscilla felt as she listened, and walked with dainty, ladylike steps that reminded her of her school deportment lessons, that she could almost forget the training pants. As soon as she saw the beautiful lake through the glass of the doors, though, the memory of what she must do after her walk—or, rather, when the need to make water should come upon her during her walk—came back, as if the expanse of crystalline mountain water affected the motions of her own body’s liquid function.
“The path is just there, ma’am,” Renton said. “It leads down to the water, and then along it. You may go a kilometer before you see the boundary sign of the park. If you walk that far, you’ll see that the path continues, but it’s the Lord Chancellor’s forest past there, where Mr. Verner’s auto-loggers fell trees when they get tall enough.”
“Are they logging there now?” Priscilla asked eagerly. She wanted to know all she could learn about William’s business, of course—or, she supposed, at least what her husband deemed proper for a lady to learn.
“No, ma’am. If I’m not mistaken, that part of the forest is scheduled for logging next year. You might sometimes see surveyors there, fixing the measurements for the loggers, but that’s all.”
He opened the door for her, and the warm breeze came in delightfully.
“Thank you, Renton.”
“You’re very welcome, ma’am. Mr. Verner asked cook to have luncheon ready at two, I believe.”
“Oh, I shall return long before then,” Priscilla said, only blushing very slightly now.
“Very good, ma’am. Enjoy your walk.”
Across the beautiful terrace and over the lush, green lawn cleared from the surrounding forest Priscilla walked, every step making her lip quiver and bringing more of the itch and the ache between her legs. When William turned the governor to six or seven it seemed as if the ache and the itch balanced with one another so that every breath she took almost became a sob. How could she even make it down to the shore of the lake?
The water lay much nearer the house than it appeared, though, she quickly realized, for the slope of the lawn played a little trick on the eye. Soon enough she stood on the little path and saw the small dock that was hidden from the house’s view. When she reached the dock, and saw the way the path stretched past it into the shade of the park’s tall trees, which must never have been cut so high did they loom, something very strange occurred inside Priscilla. Perhaps the slight exertion of the walk did it. Or perhaps it was wondering whether William watched her from his study window, approving of the hesitant steps she must take because of the punishment drawers she wore, and knowing that now, as she stood next to the dock, he could no longer see her even if he did gaze out that window.
Suddenly and almost astonishingly the itch and the ache seemed to change and to become much less a punishment and much more a pleasure. To walk in those tight, clinging drawers, and to feel her cunt—yes, her cunt—do that terrible, delicious thing that made her gasp… Mrs. William Verner was outdoors, now, and no one could see her, could they? Why should she not walk as her husband had commanded, and… and enjoy the way the training pants that only he could remove got her ready for… well, for fucking. Fucking. With her husband’s big, hard cock.
She had taken a few steps into the forest, and the cool air in that place that felt so ancient seemed delicious to her. She had never been anywhere like it: the little woods near Prosperia City were full of undergrowth, but here only the vast trunks of the oaks stretched up like the stone arches in the palace of government. Now she stopped, as she pictured William’s hard penis standing up from his loins like, well, a tree trunk. She giggled, carefree suddenly and a little giddy, knowing she was supposed to feel punished and disciplined but rather feeling that even if William should put her on the punishment horse and cane her, it would be alright if he would only fuck her afterward with his enormous cock.
That was when she heard the voices.



Chapter Eighteen
 
 
“Renton, have you seen Mrs. Verner?” William called as he walked out of his study. He had looked at the clock for the first time since beginning to review the week’s sales figures and seen that half an hour had passed since he had sent Priscilla out for her walk.
“No, sir,” the butler replied, approaching from his own desk. “Not since I showed her the path down to the lake.
The control card beeped in William’s pocket: a quick, urgent pattern he hadn’t heard it make before. Frowning, he pulled it out and looked at it. The letters and numbers were colored an angry red.
 
TEMP 9
TEMP AVG 7
TEMP HIGH 9
HUMIDITY 9
 
And, at the bottom,
 
SELF-ABUSE IN PROGRESS
 
“What the devil?” William said, looking at it.
“Nothing amiss, I hope, sir?” Renton asked blandly.
“Only for Mrs. Verner’s backside, I think,” William replied, raising his eyebrows. He turned and made for the French doors, trying to decide how to handle this utterly unexpected behavior on Priscilla’s part and trying to imagine how it could have come about.
A long beep sounded from the card, and he looked at it again. In place of the notification that his new wife was masturbating, a new flashing message read,
 
CLIMAX
 
As he walked down the path, trying to decide whether he should be angry, to his astonishment the quick beeping returned, and again the control card read,
 
SELF-ABUSE IN PROGRESS
 
He stopped by the little dock and pondered for a moment. Then, feeling, he supposed, pique rather than any sort of hot anger, he turned Priscilla’s governor down to zero.
Did he hear, up ahead in the woods, a little cry? William moved quickly and quietly up the path and among the trees, hardly knowing what he expected to find. Only a hundred meters or so into the forest, he saw her, standing behind a tree, looking about her as wildly as could be consistent with trying to remain concealed from something or someone on the other side of the tree.
William felt his brow furrow deeply, because it didn’t seem at all like she was trying to hide from him, but rather from something that lay beyond the huge tree trunk. Her skirts looked to him strangely disarranged, as if she had hiked them up and wedged them securely between her midriff and the tree so that her gown and petticoats couldn’t readjust themselves and assume their natural modest shape. She had her left elbow against the trunk as if to support her, and her right hand, William saw, gripped the bark, down by her waist. He knew instantly that until he had turned down the pleasure in her clit, that hand had been elsewhere, and he felt a little flare of anger at the sight of his innocent girl’s self-debauchery.
Yes, he would cane her. Certainly he would. She would pay the price for this pleasure stolen among the trees of her husband’s forest. She would learn a painful lesson, strapped firmly down over the punishment horse and screaming her intentions of amendment as the old-fashioned rattan striped her bare little cheeks twelve times in slow succession.
Just before he called out to her, though, she caught sight of him with her face turned over her right shoulder, and her eyes, which had already been open very wide, became rounder still. Her lips parted, but then, as if remembering to be silent—for some reason William couldn’t guess—she gestured to him with that wicked right hand.
At first he couldn’t understand what her gesture might mean, but when she repeated it, the expression on her face seeming to plead for him to grasp the message, he realized what his wife intended: come here. Come and see.
So his first impression had been correct: something lay on the other side of the tree trunk, and Priscilla hadn’t simply decided, under the lascivious influence of her training pants, to play with herself up against a tree, as his second thoughts had had it.
He stood ten paces from her now, and he advanced rapidly until he could lay his left hand on her shoulder. Priscilla looked up into his face, her expression still pleading.
William opened his mouth to say, You are in a great deal of trouble, Mrs. Verner, but then he heard, up ahead, on the other side of the tree, a very unexpected sound.
A woman moaned loudly, perhaps twenty meters away.
A man’s voice said in a growl, “There you go, girl.”
Another man’s voice said in a satisfied tone, “Balls deep.”
William felt his cock stiffen even at these lewd noises, but when, unable to keep himself from doing so—and really not unwilling, though he felt he should be unwilling—he peered around the tree trunk, the sight that greeted his eyes made him hard as an iron bar in an instant.
“What are they doing, sir?” Priscilla whispered.
Five renegade men were gangbanging a renegade woman, and she seemed, beyond doubt, to be having the time of her life.
William had never seen, let alone participated in, a gangbang, but of course he knew men who had arranged them for themselves and their friends at the houses of pleasure. Government policy dictated that pleasure girl’s governors might only be set to their high level when they served men individually. For anything involving multiple partners, which of course might only happen in a house of pleasure since custom forbid such things to the women of the upper classes, and the clitoral governor ensured that the custom remained in place, pleasure girls’ governors were set to low in order to maintain their proper submission.
William could see in an instant that the woman, who had long flaming red hair tangled now—after long minutes of vigorous outdoor use of her body by the men, he imagined—with leaves and twigs, had no governor at all. Her moan changed to a scream of fierce pleasure such as William had never heard as she freed her mouth from the huge cock she had just been sucking, which she must have taken, as one of the men had said, balls deep. She screamed because she straddled one man while another crouched behind her with his cock in her anus, holding her hips and riding her roughly.
“They’re naked,” Priscilla whispered, as if that were the only part of the scene she could put into words. “They’re naked, aren’t they, sir? Should they be naked, in the woods?”
With difficulty, William turned from the shameful, terribly arousing scene on the other side of the trunk to look down at his naughty, blushing, beautiful girl, who had craned her own neck, clearly to steal another look at the naked renegades. He could not see much of her face, but he could see that she was chewing upon the inside of her cheek, and through her gown, with his hand upon her shoulder, he felt her body tremble violently.
“Sir…” she whispered then. “Sir… I… I have to…”
Then Priscilla gave a little whimper, and William heard a sound that struck him as so degrading and so arousing at the same time that he could hardly believe how hard he became, and how much need to fuck his young bride it brought into his hips, his thighs, his arms. Priscilla started to pee, and the whispering rush close by, and then the sound of her water on the leafy mold between her legs, contrasted in a sort of counterpoint with the screams of the renegade woman, fucked by two men and pleasing three waiting cocks in front of her face.
“Oh, no,” Priscilla said. “Oh, no. You must… William… sir, you’ll c-cane me… won’t you?” She didn’t turn her head, but kept watching the terrible scene of the gangbang. Her face had gone crimson.
William’s first response to this extraordinary development didn’t come in the form of words, though he had many, many words to say. He had silenced the control card but he still held it in his right hand. Now, hardly thinking about what it might mean, he turned his wife’s governor up to ten and put the card back in his pocket. Priscilla gave a little whimper that sounded as if it covered a sensation much greater than any sound could capture, and went on peeing.
William reached down with his right hand, down, between the bark of the tree trunk and Priscilla’s waist; down, to feel where she had soaked her training pants. Priscilla whimpered again, as if at the realization that her husband could feel her still releasing her bladder’s warm liquid onto his hand. Then he touched her where the wetness of her arousal and the wetness of her pee mingled to soak the fabric that so tightly outlined her bare private lips. It was the most erotic thing he had ever felt in his life.
“Please…” Priscilla moaned. “Please, sir…”
Through the wet drawers he made a gentle circle with two fingers, where he knew all her erotic being centered now, loving the way the material clung and let him feel the tiny bud stiffen at his touch. Priscilla drew a long, long, gasping breath. Then, in little sobs, she said as he kept rubbing, “Please cane me, sir. Please. Over the… the horse. Please. Please. I… touched myself… and I… climaxed… oh, please.”
Beyond the tiny erotic world of their tree trunk, in the other little sexual world, the renegade world of the five naked men and one naked woman changed configuration while they watched. The men inside the screaming, moaning red-haired woman had come, and two others had taken their place.
William used his left hand to raise Priscilla’s skirts at the back and his right hand to unfasten the training pants. Priscilla cried out in frustration when his rubbing fingers deserted her, but when she felt him stripping down the wet drawers she murmured, “Fuck me, sir. Please, sir. Right now, please. Please fuck me.” She sounded delirious, taken beyond herself somehow by desire, and William realized almost guiltily that she could never have felt anything as intense, as lewd, as lascivious as what she felt now, with her governor set all the way up.
“I’m going to fuck you, darling. Never fear,” he said softly into her ear as he dropped his own trousers and drawers with a touch of his fingertip at the waistband. He took his cock in his left hand, never so big and hard, it seemed to him. With his right he again reached down between Priscilla’s legs, forced her thighs open, found the place his cock would enter and spread it so that he could with one great thrust fill her all the way, go balls deep himself inside his blushing bride.
Priscilla gave a scream so much like that of the renegade woman who with reckless erotic abandon kept riding her wicked double saddle, on the other side of the tree, that William thought perhaps the renegades would hear them. But their attention seemed utterly captivated by their own female companion, and that companion herself, it seemed to William, must be insensible to everything but the cocks she pleased.
With one hand on her hip and the other on her shoulder, William fucked his naughty wife, then, outdoors, up against the great tree. He made her arch her back and present her cunt to him, held her still and pounded that cunt until its lascivious owner cried out that she was coming, could she please come, sir, and William said yes, she must come that instant.
“Come for me, right now, or I shall turn your governor down when I cane you for touching yourself,” he growled, gripping hip and shoulder even tighter and fucking even harder and faster, feeling he could never get enough of the way his cock felt inside his wife’s tight little cunt.
Priscilla’s body stiffened under his hands, struggled against him for an instant, and then she made a long, strangled sound as he watched her knuckles go white where her hands gripped the rough bark of the tree. The sight of her climax, together with the very idea that he had made her come while watching the terrible scene of renegade fucking, and would cane her over the punishment horse for all of it, brought on his own. Priscilla whimpered as if in gratitude at the feeling of her husband’s cock pumping his seed into her womb, and William held himself in very deep until he felt the final spasm leave his body, wondering whether the heir to Vernerwood had just been conceived in his ancestral forest.



Chapter Nineteen
 
 
Priscilla now knew with absolute certainty that she would receive the cane that night over the punishment horse. Hours before that chastisement occurred, though, she and William had a conversation that made her feel very differently about the cane and the punishment horse from the way she had felt that morning.
He turned her governor down to zero and carried her from the outskirts of the forest where she had seen the naked renegades back to the house. When she asked what would happen to the punishment drawers, which now lay, still soaked with Priscilla’s own wetness, at the foot of the tree where her husband had fucked her, William said he would send a footman to come get them.
“Oh, no,” she had protested, her face flushing hot as the sun. She realized even as her mind dwelt on the issue that she had taken it up as a way not to think about what had happened after she heard the voices, but knowing that didn’t quell the mortification she felt at the thought of a footman picking up the drawers into which his mistress had made water. “No, please, sir. May I not get them myself?”
“I don’t think the renegades are dangerous,” William replied, “but I don’t wish to take any chances.” His voice sounded thick to Priscilla’s ears, as if he too couldn’t quite comprehend what had just happened in his woods. “A man must be present with any woman who goes outdoors, until we can be sure the renegades have gone.”
Priscilla tried to process this information, putting the idea of possibly dangerous renegades alongside the scene of wild debauchery that had overwhelmed her senses as she watched it from behind the tree. Surely it was dangerous to be naked in the woods? To… to fuck naked in the woods? To fuck five… five…
Her mind couldn’t even finish the thought, but returned to William’s last words and found a possible way out of some of the humiliation. “Could Jenny… go with a footman, and the footman wouldn’t know why?”
They had almost reached the French doors. William chuckled, and the sound, along with the sight of the big house and its promise of civilization, seemed to restore some of Priscilla’s equilibrium, though at the expense of the crystalline clarity of the memory of what she had seen the woman with the flaming red hair doing, when she peered through the tree trunks. She felt her governor control her, down there where William had given his young bride the same thing the renegade woman got, if in a form more suited to her inexperience, and then she felt him plant a kiss atop her head.
“Yes, darling. That will do nicely.”
In the hall he set her upon her feet.
“Go upstairs, Priscilla,” he said, “and tell Jenny about the drawers. I will tell Renton what happened.”
He clearly caught the expression of horror in Priscilla’s eyes at the thought of the butler hearing of the recent events, because he smiled and said, “Don’t worry, dearest. I won’t say anything more than that renegades came into the park to commit indecent acts.”
“Indecent?” Priscilla felt her brow crease. The word seemed… well, not exactly correct. But the jumbled impressions of what had happened on her walk began to fade and succumb to the efforts of her mind to push them away—aided in great part, she felt sure, by the operation of her governor, which she could feel controlling the arousal that blossomed between her thighs every time she thought of the first glimpse she had caught of the renegades: the naked woman, on her knees in front of all the naked men, touching cock after cock, sucking cock after cock.
“Have Jenny draw a bath for you, please, before she comes down to fetch the drawers. I will bathe you myself.”
Priscilla felt her eyes go wide. She only needed bathing, of course, in the naughty places she had illicitly manipulated, then doused with her pee under the influence of the drawers, the renegades, the trees, and then at last William, the trees’ owner, who had turned down her governor just when Priscilla was mounting, helpless to stop herself, to her second climax. She wanted desperately to ask her husband to what level he would set the governor when he bathed her, but she dared not.
“Yes, sir,” she said and turned to walk to the stairs. When she felt the air moving freely under her gown, where she had no underwear on any longer, she heard a tiny whimper come from her throat, but the itch and the flash of warmth that accompanied it vanished before she could even truly realize it had arisen. She put her foot on the bottom step, and as her mind gave dispassionate thanks for the governor, her imagination, as if taunting her reason, went back to the woods.
It felt so very different to think about what she had seen, now that William had brought her back indoors, from the way it had felt when she stood behind the huge tree. The dark oak—cut down, sawn, polished, shaped into beautiful, glossy furniture—that surrounded her now seemed to draw the color even from her fancy’s recollection of the forest. The governor between her legs seemed to transform the helpless arousal that had made her right hand lift her skirt, burrow under it, find the place where she itched and burned so terribly inside the training pants, just to soothe it for a moment—she had told herself. What among the trees, leaning against that one huge trunk, had felt absolutely necessary and yet at the same time terribly wicked now seemed merely indecent in some colorless technical sense, and worthy only of uncivilized people: renegades who would go naked into a forest and do what she had seen them doing.
But it seemed that though the governor could take away the need between her thighs and turn it into a need to be her husband’s good girl, it could not take away Priscilla’s memory of the look on the renegade woman’s face as she sucked her companions’ cocks, and as two of them entered her, down there, at the same time.
Joy. Freedom. And, yes, submission—the same submission, Priscilla thought, she herself felt whenever William decided the time had come to enjoy his bride’s secret places.
Priscilla thought she knew what joy and freedom felt like, but before she saw the red-haired woman naked in the forest, satisfying the demands of her naked companions, she had not supposed that anyone could feel them without any clothes on, let alone doing those wicked things with her body. What she had to do, as an obedient wife, and what she had to let William do to her… Priscilla enjoyed it. No, she adored it, she admitted as she reached the landing.
She even adored being punished, after the spanking had ended and after the training pants had been taken down, she had to admit. And somehow she adored knowing that if she misbehaved again, William would discipline her as he saw fit. As she thought of the caning she knew she would have, over the punishment horse, her heart beat faster, and she couldn’t quite claim that she adored the anticipation of having it—but the idea of it, that Priscilla had leaned against the tree, touched herself between her thighs, and kept watching, when she should have turned around and gone back to her husband… that now, strapped down, her bottom would pay a terrible price for the disrespect she had shown William by playing with his property without his permission… it made her feel, yes, joyful.
William came into her bathroom after she had already climbed into the tub. He was in his shirtsleeves, but he carried the silver card in his right hand. Something about his appearance in that state of slight undress, the way his muscular forearms looked with his cuffs rolled up, made Priscilla’s heart beat faster. Certainly he would roll up his sleeves to cane her, too, wouldn’t he?
“Cook’s waiting luncheon until we’re done here, dearest,” William said. His deep voice echoed reassuringly off the gleaming white tile.
“Oh,” Priscilla said, feeling her eyes go wide. “I didn’t even… I mean, I suppose I forgot to get hungry.” At that absurd thought, she couldn’t help giggling, and that seemed to take away some of the strange solemnity that seemed to attend this moment.
William smiled. “I can certainly imagine you did.” He pulled a little stool from the corner and set it by the big claw-foot tub, then sat upon it. “Now, darling, I should like to know at what level you think I should set your governor while I wash your cunt and your bottom.”
Priscilla’s eyes went even wider. Her lips parted with the beginning of the answer that came immediately and irrepressibly to her mind, but then she hesitated, sure that somehow the governor itself had influenced her inmost thoughts.
William’s mouth crooked up at the left side, and for some reason that little motion of his lips filled her heart with love. “It’s alright, Priscilla,” he said softly. “Tell me the first thing you thought, when I asked.”
“Ten,” Priscilla whispered instantly, desperate to say it before the governor could stop her.
“Are you sure?” William asked.
She shook her head. How could she be sure she wanted to feel that again—what she had felt out in the woods? Wouldn’t it make her like the renegade woman?
But didn’t she want to be like the renegade woman?
“I’m so confused, William,” she whispered.
His smile became very gentle. “I thought you might be,” he responded, glancing down at the card in his hand for a moment and then back up into her eyes. “I can’t say I’m completely free of mystification myself.” He looked at her in silence, and then, without breaking eye contact, he moved his forefinger across the surface of the control card.
Priscilla, half-submerged in the wonderfully warm water of the tub, for the first time actually felt the governor releasing her body’s erotic pleasure. Her mouth opened as if to cry out with the delicious torment of it, but she found herself drawing breath instead: a long, deep gasp that seemed to make her body melt into the water. William’s eyes seemed to reflect the tenderest concern for her well-being, as if he worried that so much pleasure between her thighs might hurt her, or drive her mad.
But Priscilla knew that he need not worry about any harm coming to her, unless he for some reason should refuse to enjoy her exactly as he pleased: knowing—from spectacular, shameful, marvelous experience—that William Verner was the sort of husband who fucked his young wife up against a tree when she needed it, she knew also that what she had seen on the face of the red-haired woman could belong to her as well.
“Is your cock very hard, sir?” she asked, because she needed to know, so very badly.
William’s eyes went wide for a moment, and then his smile broadened. He stood up, putting the card in his trousers pocket and then dropping them and his underwear to the floor, and there stood his magnificent erect manhood, held arrogantly in his hand, brandished at Priscilla’s face.
“May I…” Priscilla could scarcely believe she could utter the words, but she did. “May I please suck it, sir?” Like the red-haired woman, who probably wouldn’t have been allowed to leave the forest without sucking all those cocks, but who—much more important—wanted to suck them, all of them.
“You may, dearest,” William said, and stepped forward and thrust himself inside his wife’s open mouth.
Very gently he used her there, letting Priscilla kiss his balls and lick the shaft just as she pleased, for long minutes before he picked up the washcloth and began to clean her between her legs and between her bottom-cheeks, leaning over so that she could continue ministering to his cock with her mouth and making her climax over and over. When at last he came, spurting his seed upon her face, he wiped the semen from her and let her clean his cock.
For the whole time occupied by these lewd acts, they remained silent but for Priscilla’s moans and William’s little grunts of manly pleasure. But when they were both clean and William had wrapped her up in a fluffy towel, he spoke in a new sort of voice, one that Priscilla could tell he meant to strike her ears as very serious.
“Priscilla, I’m not sure I understand it fully yet, but I believe that what happened in the forest today may change the course of our lives together. Do you feel it, too?”
“Yes, sir,” Priscilla replied softly. “Who… who was she, do you think?”
William thought for a moment, and then he said, “I think she was just a renegade woman. I think perhaps that’s how they live.”
She shivered in his arms despite the warm towel. Down between her legs, where her governor still let her feel everything her body could feel, she started to sense the warmth growing again, distractingly but also deliciously.
“But if… if I… somehow, I don’t know how…” The picture of herself in the forest with the five naked men filled her mind, and the burning place between her legs responded with a clench that made her bite her lip.
“If you what, dearest?” William asked. Oh, why couldn’t he read her mind?
“What would happen if it were… if it were me? If they… took me, and made me do that?”
Now he seemed to understand, though Priscilla had still provided him so little help. He held her closer.
“I would have to cane you very severely, don’t you think?” he said softly.
“Yes, sir,” Priscilla said, glad that she needn’t say any more—at least for the moment. They still had a great deal to discuss, she could tell, but at least she had managed to tell William something of what the sight of the renegades had made her feel.



Chapter Twenty
 
 
William steered the luncheon conversation away from anything to do with the renegades, hoping to set matters between him and Priscilla on what he imagined they both would find a more normal footing. The scene in the woods, whether he considered it only in terms of what they had seen the renegades—and above all the red-haired woman—doing or considered it also in terms of what Priscilla had done, and he had done, in response, would be something that he instinctually felt needed time: time for them to understand what had happened, and time to see what effect it might have on them.
But even as he talked to his pretty bride of the workings of Verner Global Supply’s logging, how the operations moved from sector to sector year by year in a great cycle that renewed the resources of the forest even as it harvested them, he simply couldn’t shake off the feeling that that morning—the first of their married life—would change the course of a future he had seen as immutable until today.
To begin with, he would never have expected that he must cane Priscilla on her first full day as a married woman. He had not the slightest doubt, however, that she needed the strict discipline he had promised. Nor could he deny how much he looked forward to giving it to her.
The question he found himself mulling at the back of his mind all afternoon lay in the meaning of the punishment he would mete out to her, as her husband—the man responsible for her erotic conduct, tasked by Prosperian society with punishing his wife with the utmost severity for the infringement of his rights over her most private places. But when that infringement had come about because of the conduct of renegades who didn’t recognize those Prosperian customs surrounding feminine modesty, though it could not excuse Priscilla’s masturbation, William thought, he could also see that much deliberation might be required as to the administration of her punishment.
He had turned her governor down to zero after her bath, and left it there through luncheon and the little sail on the lake on which he took her afterward. He considered putting her back in training pants, but decided that to do so would probably confuse the matter of her discipline too much. He did think that to follow Mrs. Barnes’ advice with regard to taking Priscilla to the toilet to teach her about the need to respect her husband’s wishes made good sense, but he thought that taking his wife’s mind away from discipline until the moment for her caning arrived would serve her better this afternoon.
They dined at seven, much more formally than they had the night before, still in the intimate small dining room, but properly dressed with William in his dinner jacket and Priscilla in a beautiful beaded yellow gown that brought out her blue eyes, he thought, extraordinarily well by the light of the silver candelabra. William had caught in passing, on the tablet in his study, a news bulletin about the renegade bill in parliament—apparently it was very near passage in the House of Lords—but he turned their conversation to the prospect of a visit from Mr. and Mrs. Justus Miller.
“Shall we invite them for next weekend?” he asked.
“Lydia and Mr. Miller?” Priscilla said, her face lighting up. “Oh, I should love to see her, and to show her Vernerwood. May we, William?”
“Certainly,” William replied. “I haven’t seen Justus outside our business dealings in months, and he’s the most pleasant fellow in the world. We shall have them here, and take them on a tour of the lake, if you would like it, darling.”
On their sail, William had pointed out the trail that led up into the mountains on the other side of the lake, toward the cabin he had built. She had blushed at that, he remembered, though he hadn’t known why. Now she blushed again.
“Will you take me to the cabin before they come, sir?” she asked quietly.
Now he remembered that he had told her about the cabin when they had begun courting, and he wondered whether he had identified the source of her blush. He had promised her a night there, in the wild.
“If you would like that, dearest.”
“And then perhaps we will show it to Mr. and Mrs. Miller?”
William felt his brow crease with a slight degree of puzzlement. “Of course. But why are you so eager to show Justus and Lydia my cabin?”
A little frown appeared on Priscilla’s face, not of displeasure but of concentration. “I suppose I’m not sure, sir. It came into my mind that I want Lydia to know how wonderful the forest and the mountains are, and I… I thought of the cabin.”
The blush returned to her cheeks, and William felt that something about the events of the morning must have crept into her mind through the gate, as it were, of touring the lake and spending a night in his cabin. They had finished their pudding, a lovely trifle in which cook took great pride, and the time had come for Priscilla to go upstairs.
“You’ll prepare for your caning now, darling,” he said, taking the control card out of his pocket as he spoke and seeing without surprise the blinking notification that the governor was actively regulating Priscilla’s arousal. “I’m going to set your governor to one, which is the recommended setting for moderately severe marital discipline.” He moved his finger across the edge, and Priscilla gave a little whimper. “Go upstairs and ask Jenny to help undress you, and then to strap you over the punishment horse. I’ll take a glass of wine, and see you when it’s time for your thrashing.”
Priscilla started to rise from her chair, her face so red it seemed almost purple in the candlelight, and bright tears appearing in the corners or her eyes. William reached out and took her hand.
“I know you’re frightened, darling,” he said softly. “But after what happened this morning it’s very important that I return you to the normal life of a proper bride. The cane is the traditional way to correct a young woman who has gone astray, and so you will have it this evening until I am satisfied that you understand your duty.”
She turned to him and looked down at him with wide eyes, gripping his hand firmly—almost clinging to him by it, it seemed to William. In her gaze he thought he could read a question she did not have the courage to ask, and he resolved that he would help her ask it, and do his best to answer it, before the sun rose on another day.
“Yes, sir,” she murmured.
Still he held her hand. “I love you, Priscilla,” he said and brought her hand to his lips. She rewarded him with a shy smile, though her eyes shone bright with tears.
“I love you, too, sir,” she said. He released her hand, and she turned to leave the dining room, walking steadily into the dimly lit hall, graciously saying goodnight to Renton as he came in with the decanter. William’s heart did indeed fill with love, and as he watched his lovely wife’s receding back he suddenly knew that beyond the vicissitudes of Prosperian law and custom, and beyond the strange world of the renegades, that love would stand as strong as the ancient tree where he had found Priscilla watching what, according to the normal course of things, she should never have seen.
As he sat then with his claret, letting himself at last reflect upon the strange events of the morning, William tried to approach things in as orderly a manner as he could manage. He wondered first of all if one
was the proper setting for Priscilla’s cunt during this first caning. The wisdom of allowing a little arousal during a real punishment seemed quite clear to him, of course: it made the wife ache for the erotic stimulation her husband might or might not want to provide afterward. When a young married woman received a caning for masturbation, the opportunity to encourage her submissive sexuality presented itself in the very nature of the occasion: to set the girl’s governor to zero
would replace that encouragement with the frustration of her natural desires instead.
If he had caught Priscilla sitting on the bench by the dock with her hand beneath her skirt, dreamily stroking her clit while she looked out at the lake—something William rather thought he might well have expected from her nature and her history, with the incident of her masturbation at bath time—he would not have hesitated about setting her governor at one. But the circumstances of the incident in the forest made him wonder whether he should consider a different approach.
He set the question aside for the moment, deciding that he should allow himself to be guided by what happened once he stood over his wife with the rattan in his hand. Before he finished his wine, he knew, he must also decide how he would approach his duty to explain—or, he supposed, to refuse to explain—the gangbang in the woods.
The problem’s difficulty was increased by William’s own ignorance of what precisely such a sexual practice meant to the renegades. He knew what a gangbang was, of course, and he knew it had its pleasures both for the men and for the girl, even a pleasure girl with her governor set to low. But there had been something so wild and deviant about the scene he and Priscilla had witnessed, that he hardly knew how he could explain it. Gangbangs at the houses of pleasure happened in elegant rooms, and the men, he knew, didn’t remove all their clothing though of course the pleasure girl did. And something about what the renegades had done had an almost ritual quality as well, as if the red-haired woman were a priestess of some nature cult.
She had clearly been in control of the scene to some extent, William felt sure, unlike a pleasure girl being gangbanged by a group of administrators out for a naughty night on the town. He felt sure also that Priscilla had seen the same striking expression on the renegade woman’s face that he had, or she wouldn’t have asked who the woman was with such urgency in her tone.
Nor, he thought, would she have said the strange thing after her bath about what would happen if she were the one being gangbanged. Nor perhaps would she have asked, so eagerly, to suck his cock, a request that had of course gratified him even as it had surprised him—but also a request that a proper wife should not have made, even with her governor at ten, and one for which many husbands would have spanked their wives for the indecency of it. Prosperian wives did not ask to suck the penis: a Prosperian bride received her husband’s manhood in her mouth when he chose to enjoy her that way, and she swallowed his seed when he decided to come there, but she did not confess that she wished to do something so indecent.
While he caned Priscilla, then, he would have to instruct her as to how she must think of what she had seen. He must ensure that she did not associate the renegades’ indecency with the sort of free pleasure that had appeared so visibly on the red-haired woman’s face. No, his wife must associate the sight of the gangbang in the forest with the feeling of her husband’s cane across her bare bottom, with the knowledge that she must be strapped down for punishment, that bottom well presented over his punishment horse for the purpose of training her properly. With the sight afterward in her mirror of a backside that told the tale of what happened when she touched herself between her thighs.
William rose to go upstairs, in order to punish his naked wife.



Chapter Twenty-One
 
 
Priscilla had not the slightest idea how she would be able to bear it. Knowing that she would have to bear it, because of the stout leather strap Jenny had just fastened over her waist to complete the task of immobilizing her mistress over the wooden frame of the punishment horse, seemed not to help at all.
“I’m so sorry, ma’am,” Jenny had said when Priscilla, now with tears running down her face, had told her that William wished his bride prepared for a caning.
“How shall I bear it, Jenny?” she had asked then, too, but Jenny’s words, gentle though they were, held little comfort for her.
“It will be alright, ma’am. I’ll strap you down nice and tight. Your bottom is going to hurt for a few days, but I’ll take good care of you. The servants are always kind to a lady after she’s had a caning—especially Mrs. Barnes. You’ll be allowed to take your meals here in your room, standing up. Now let’s get you out of your gown and your underwear and over the horse—no use delaying.”
As the maid helped her out of her clothes, Priscilla asked, “Have you ever been caned, Jenny?”
“Goodness, yes, ma’am,” the girl said. “Twice, by Mr. Renton.”
“But you seem so… so respectful and good,” Priscilla said, puzzled and glad at least to have something to think about besides her own punishment.
Jenny giggled as she took her mistress’ drawers from her and folded them. “I wasn’t always, ma’am. And I still like to stand up for myself when I probably shouldn’t. And…”
Priscilla saw the maid blush. Desperate to take her mind off the necessity of removing her shift and rendering herself completely naked before a servant, she probed further. “And what, Jenny?”
“Well, you’re a married woman, now, so it’s alright to tell you such things, though it does seem a bit rude. Mr. Renton… well, he’s the butler, ma’am?”
“Yes, indeed,” Priscilla said, even more mystified.
“Well, the butler gets to come to the maids’ rooms, if you know what I mean?”
Priscilla felt terribly glad to have her shift over her face, to hide just how red her face must be at the thought. But then she had to hand that garment to Jenny as well, and stand naked before the serving girl in her black gown and white apron. Nor could she resist asking another question, though it brought a brief flare of the itchy warmth produced by the governor’s control between her thighs.
“Does Mr. Renton come to your room often?”
“Yes, ma’am,” Jenny said, “and like I was saying one time he caned me with, you know, with my governor turned up to high.” Priscilla could tell now that the pink in Jenny’s cheeks must match the same hue in her own. The maid’s voice fell to a whisper. “He said it increases the man’s pleasure to know that he has marked a girl’s backside just because he felt like it, and that I would like it, too.”
Priscilla felt her eyes go wide, and her lips parted as if to say something in protest, but all that came out was, “Did you?”
Jenny bit her lower lip at that and nodded quickly, looking into her mistress’ eyes and then quickly looking away.
“I was sore the next day, but… when Mr. Renton was, you know, having me, I got so excited that he had to hold me still, and… well, that was kind of nice, too.” Her eyes darted back to Priscilla’s, as if seeking forgiveness for the pleasure to which the butler had forced her.
Priscilla’s mind had strayed so thoroughly now from the subject of her own caning that when she caught sight of the punishment horse, whose straps would hold her just as still as Mr. Renton must have held Jenny in his bed, she started and then shuddered.
“Do you think Mr. Verner will do that?” Priscilla couldn’t help asking then.
“I don’t know, ma’am. It seems some men are like that, and something about the governor makes us girls enjoy it… or maybe it’s just the way we’re made.” She glanced from side to side as if making sure no one were near, then said in a confidential voice, “If you’re a good girl for Mr. Verner, ma’am, and cry a lot and tell him you’re sorry, I’m sure he’ll turn you up and have you over the horse, after he canes you, to make you feel better.”
Jenny kissed Priscilla’s cheek after she had strapped her down at knees, wrists, and waist. “Be brave, ma’am,” she whispered. “Remember that Mr. Verner loves you.”
Then the maid departed, and Priscilla had to wait long minutes she could not measure. She had thought she felt naked the first time William had made her take her clothes off, when he had his premarital visit. Then she had somehow felt more naked in the lacy underwear, in the carriage that brought them here to her magnificent new country home. But to be strapped down in place, naked, with parted knees so that even a footman who decided he would like to see what his mistress looked like between her legs, where his master’s governor claimed her and her maid had bared her so that everything revealed itself to the lascivious eye, made her feel that she had not even known what naked meant before this evening.
Again, though she tried to press the thought down and back, out of sight in the recesses of her mind, she thought of the red-haired renegade woman. That woman would never allow herself to be strapped down over a device of discipline. Priscilla felt absolutely sure of that fact. Probably she would not even allow a lover to hold her still the way Jenny said Mr. Renton had done on the butler’s visit to her room.
The visit the butler made to fuck the young maid. To cane her, and to fuck her.
The itch flared at the thought of Jenny’s caning and fucking, and then died away as the governor regulated her. Priscilla sobbed at the frustration of it, and longed for William to come to her despite the terrible instrument he would brandish in his right hand when he came.
Nice Mr. Renton. Nice Mr. Verner. They caned the girls they fucked.
Five naked renegade men, looking like they belonged naked even more than they belonged in the buckskin Priscilla had seen the renegade man by the road wearing. Not nice. Fucking the red-haired woman, one after the other and three at a time, in the forest, as she screamed out her pleasure as if she didn’t care who heard.
The itch rose and died away and rose again, in the place her husband had commanded should be exposed atop parted knees, over his punishment horse.
“Priscilla.” William’s voice came from only a few feet behind her. In her terrible reverie she had not heard his footfalls as he entered the boudoir and walked around the enormous four-poster bed, to take his stand behind the horse, ready to thrash his bride.
“Yes, sir,” she sobbed softly.
“I must flog you now. You touched yourself between your legs without permission, even though you were wearing training pants that should have reminded you to whom your cunt belongs.”
“I’m so sorry, sir.” She felt the furrow in her brow deepen.
“That would have earned you a caning on its own,” William said in the stern voice that Priscilla had already learned her husband used when he had decided the time for discipline had come. “But the reason that you touched yourself, it seems clear, is that when you heard those renegades, you did not turn around and come back to the house but instead tried to see what they were doing. And when you saw that they were engaging in acts so indecent a young woman should not even know of them, let alone see them, instead of flying from that indecency you hid yourself and began to play with yourself, even though—as you shamefully proved just after I arrived—you needed the toilet very badly. Is all that not so?”
He knew it all, had guessed it all, somehow: the way she had crept forward even though she knew she should go back and tell her husband that she had heard renegades in the woods. The way she had hidden herself when she had seen the terrible things they were doing.
He knew it all, except how Priscilla had felt about it. He couldn’t guess, could he, the thrill of wicked adventure that had gone through her heart—her dreamy heart, as she supposed William would call it. He couldn’t guess that something about the cries of the renegade woman had seemed to pull her forward, because even before she had seen a hint of the naked bodies through the trees she had known somehow that it had something to do with the warmth between her legs and the way the punishment drawers clung to her private lips and even the tiny, burning bud atop them.
Above all, William couldn’t guess—how could he?—the soul-searing shock of seeing the pleasure on the renegade woman’s face, as if she wanted to have all the hard cocks in the world inside her. If he didn’t know that, understand that, how could he possibly understand the confusion that kept pushing its way to the front of her mind and the questions that seemed to keep asking themselves, in the voice of a woman she had only heard scream and moan in lewd ecstasy without uttering an intelligible syllable?
Do you not wish to be free, as I am? Do you not yearn to be able to say to five big men, “Come with me into the forest, into the park of Vernerwood where the trees are tall, and fuck me there, all of you together”?
No, he couldn’t guess it, she thought. But in the forest, when he had cupped her between her legs while she peed over his hand, and then taken down her training pants and plunged inside her, when he had fucked her so hard up against the tree, she had supposed he did.
What was she to do? What was she to say?
“Yes, sir,” she whispered through tears of fear and shame.
Then she gave a startled cry, for William had laid his hand upon the bare little furrow between her thighs. He rubbed her there, but with the governor turned down to one, the only sensation was of the little itch that made her long for much more.
“To whom does this belong, Priscilla?” he asked sternly.
More tears prickled in her eyes. “To you, sir.”
“I shall fuck it after I cane you, to teach you to remember that. And I shall fuck your bottom as well and put my seed there, so that you understand that as your husband I shall enjoy you as best pleases me. After I have finished fucking you, you will stay on the horse for an hour to consider your behavior.”
Something in William’s voice as he pronounced this terrible sentence, which held none of the consolation Jenny had predicted he might bestow upon her, seemed to lessen Priscilla’s impression of the severity of his wrath. He spoke not with regret, exactly, but perhaps with a kind of resignation, as if he truly didn’t wish to be so harsh with her, but felt that the circumstances of the scene in the forest merited nothing less than what he had decreed.
“Yes, sir,” she whispered, still trying desperately to be his good girl, in hope that he might soften her punishment.
With two fingers of his other hand he rubbed firmly at the little ring of her anus, then, as she whimpered in shame and surprise at the sensation of having both her husband’s hands upon her most private places that way. She struggled against the horse’s straps for a moment, so greatly did the treatment startle her.
“She had a cock in both places at once, didn’t she, darling?” William whispered in her ear, his voice utterly different from how it had sounded a moment before. “And in her mouth?”
“Yes, sir,” Priscilla gasped. Oh, if only he would turn up the governor!
His right hand, the one between her legs, deserted her, while the fingers of the left kept probing lewdly between her bottom-cheeks. Then she cried out at the ecstasy that flooded her body, because her husband had indeed turned her up, and then returned his hand to her suddenly soaking wet cunt.



Chapter Twenty-Two
 
 
William wished he felt sure he was handling Priscilla’s punishment correctly, but the submissive way she had just responded to him turning up the governor to ten again gratified his dominant masculine pride so thoroughly that he felt he could do nothing but continue on in the path upon which he had decided. As he moved her toward an orgasm without at first speaking, letting his wife’s sobbing screams of pleasure make the only noise in the room, he grew entirely certain that though a government panel of marital physicians might hesitate to recommend his method, it would work for Priscilla, and for him.
She strained against the straps, and her bottom clenched uncontrollably as her husband’s fingers began to probe her anus while with his other hand he made firm circles around her clit before plunging three fingers into her cunt so that he could imitate the phallic saddle upon which the renegade woman rode. On a whim, to complete the feeling for her, he moved his right hand from there to her mouth, made her suckle at his fingers and taste her own cunt. With a sob and a gasp Priscilla obeyed the unspoken command, and licked and sucked the fingers greedily while the fingers in her bottom kept moving steadily in and out.
“Are you like that woman, Priscilla?” William asked, and suddenly he turned the dominant pleasuring of his wife’s body into a gentler thing. He took the fingers from her mouth and returned them to her clit, but very softly. He moved one finger in her bottom much more slowly than he had moved two, just a moment before.
“No, sir,” Priscilla sobbed.
“I think,” he replied in a slightly sterner voice, “that when your governor is turned all the way up, you are like her.”
“No, sir. Oh, please… please.” Her cunt-lips, delightfully visible in her restrained position over the horse, seemed to flutter, and she cried out with the pleasure of the little erotic spasm.
“You have said please to me many, many times, darling, with your clothes off,” William said, rubbing just a little harder at her clit now. “But I have never felt until now that you really knew what you were asking for.” Abruptly, he took his hands away.
Priscilla gave a long, low moan, the most erotic sound William had ever heard. To his even greater arousal, so that his cock strained against the front of his trousers, his young bride began to strain against her straps, but not so as to escape: rather, she began to move her hips in a desperate effort to attain satisfaction for her hot, glistening, frustrated cunt. The moan turned into shameful, adorable little grunts, and her efforts made the punishment horse itself creak a little.
He picked up the long, flexible rattan cane from the bed where he had dropped it when he came around to stand behind his naked wife. He knew exactly what he must do, and his own need to do it pressed hard upon him.
He drew his arm back, and brought the cane down hard across Priscilla’s adorable bottom. The sound of it, and the sight of her desperately clenching cheeks as she tried to ease the smart a little, together with her startled yelp of pain, seemed to compel him to carry on: he delivered another stroke, and another.
Now the weals from the punishment began to appear as double red lines across the little backside, and Priscilla’s lewd motions over the horse had ceased. Instead of straining to rub her clit against anything she might find, she did now strain against the leather straps in search of some way to free herself and run away, so that the terrible instrument of discipline could not strike her again. But William did strike again, and again, a little lower down; five welts now adorned her beautiful bottom.
“What were you asking for, Priscilla?” William said sternly, and caned her again. Priscilla cried out pitifully.
“Please don’t… don’t make me say, sir,” she sobbed.
William drew the cane back and struck again, across the tops of his wife’s shapely thighs. The frame of the horse creaked as she screamed at the stroke and struggled against the straps.
“It’s my duty, dearest,” he said much more gently, “to do my best to ensure your happiness, with the help of your governor and this cane. Something very unusual happened to us this morning. You were very naughty, and so you must be punished, but simply to cane you would, I believe, leave you confused. I think you would feel that you were being caned for the wrong thing.”
“Yes, sir,” she whispered, even that little sound now coming out in a sob.
“So, you must tell me what you meant to ask for, a moment ago,” he said. “And I must cane you until you do.” He drew his arm back.
“Please!” Priscilla shouted, but William caned her again, higher up, taking a truly dominant pleasure in the sweet row of bright red welts that Priscilla would see in the mirror for the next few days as she dressed. She shrieked in agony.
But now he paused and remained silent. The purpose behind turning her governor up to ten
would, if he had handled the matter correctly, now make itself apparent. He put the cane down and picked up the other device he had brought from his special cabinet, but he didn’t turn it on yet.
In theory, at the top setting the governor did nothing at all to a girl’s erotic sensations: the full range of feeling the renegade woman could experience in her cunt belonged also to William’s sweet young bride. But Mrs. William Verner had not grown up as a renegade, and Mrs. William Verner had had her governor installed three weeks ago now, and had experienced all its settings as William had decided to employ them in training her.
Priscilla gave another of the low moans. Her hips again began to move, so very suggestively but also so tentatively—as if in fear that she would earn herself the cane again for the lewd motion—that William wanted to kiss her tenderly and hold her in his arms. They must see this out, though, he thought—the two of them together, husband and wife. He didn’t think they would resolve it all tonight, but at least they could start.
One thing, however, could not have been clearer: at level ten, the sensation from his bride’s caned bottom cheeks, now that he had left off thrashing her, had begun to flow forward in an irresistibly pleasant way. William turned on the pleasure wand in his hand, and the buzzing filled the room.
“Oh!” Priscilla said, clearly startled, stopping her wicked movement on the horse. “Wh-what is that, William?”
“I think you know what it is, darling,” he said sternly. “And if you would like me to use it upon you between your legs after I fuck you, you will tell me what you truly desire, when you think of what we saw in the woods today.” He turned the pleasure wand off and put it back on the bed. He picked up the last of the things he had brought upstairs: the lubricant.
Priscilla cried out softly as he lubed her anus, but she showed no inclination to give him the answer he felt sure she knew she must give. Instead, she murmured, as his fingers moved in and out, preparing her for his cock, “Oh, sir. Oh, sir.” Her cruelly striped bottom-cheeks clenched and unclenched, and her waist strained against the stout strap that held her down, but she had no choice, and William spent long minutes ensuring that when he moved from her cunt to her anus he would be able to get inside her tight little bottom just as he liked.
He stripped off his shirt, then dropped his trousers and drawers and took his stand, naked, behind the punishment horse, whose height of course suited perfectly the fucking of any girl secured over it.
“Is your cunt wet, darling?” he asked gently. “Is it as wet as it was in the woods this morning?”
“Yes, sir,” Priscilla moaned.
William put his cock in the entrance to the sweet pink little sheath that seemed made by heaven just for him to fuck. Then, with a nearly helpless grunt of his own, he filled his bride’s cunt with his hard manhood, looking down in a rapture at the sight of the cock going in, where he had punished the naughty backside so justly and thoroughly.
Priscilla gave a happy little cry, and then a whimper as her husband’s loins touched her well-disciplined bottom-cheeks.
“Good girl,” William said. “So good for your caning and your fucking.”
“Sir…” Priscilla sobbed, as if the word itself held her arousal in it. “Sir….”
Loving the way the straps held her motionless for his pleasure, William fucked Priscilla then, his hands on the wood of the horse for greater traction. Priscilla came and came, screaming with pleasure as the red-haired woman had screamed, under him, but he called no attention to it, as he might have under other circumstances. Someday perhaps he would have to cane her and fuck her with the governor set to zero, and he knew he would certainly derive a special dominant pleasure from taking his own enjoyment while forbidding his wife’s, but to make this day’s experience come out right, he had decided Priscilla must have as many orgasms as her body could stand.
The feeling of her little body straining against the straps as he fucked her, along with her cries of ecstasy and the continual creaking of the punishment horse, brought him quickly close to orgasm. He pulled out, and put the head of his cock at the well-lubricated ring between her caned cheeks, parting them with a hand upon each one so that Priscilla gave a little yelp of discomfort. As he entered the tight little anus he let the bottom-cheeks close upon his cock, loving the silky feeling they gave as he slowly pushed into his pretty wife’s nineteen-year-old backside and then began to fuck her there.
Again he gripped the wood of the horse and again he surged in and out just as he pleased. Again she strained against her straps, her noises much more ambiguous now than they had been when he rode her cunt. William looked down at the wicked sight of the bottom-fucking between the cheeks striped with the cruel cuts of his cane and felt his lust rise higher and his cock get even harder.
“Good girl,” he said again. “What a nice, tight bottom for fucking.”
Priscilla gave a wild cry of mingled shame, pleasure, and discomfort, and that set off William’s orgasm. He held himself deep inside his wife’s anus and let the seed spurt from him in a powerful climax, his hips jerking hard against her backside and driving the cock in even deeper. He knew with a little pride and a little guilt that she would be very sore tomorrow.
Despite the beginning of that soreness, she gave a forlorn little cry as he pulled out of her bottom and went quickly to the bathroom to wash up. When he returned, he found her moving yet again upon the horse, as he had thought he might. At the very least he had succeeded for the moment in removing some portion of her shame about showing her need before him. Setting the governor to ten
clearly had a role there, but he felt sure that the way he had handled her and talked to her had its own part to play.
He fetched the wand from the bed, and turned it on. Priscilla’s head reared back at the sound, the auburn ponytail that Jenny had laid to the right across the nape of her neck, to hang down and let William see at least a little of her face, swaying violently for a moment.
“Please, sir,” she said softly.
“Do you want the pleasure wand, darling?” William asked.
“Yes, sir,” she confessed.
“Then tell me what you desire, when you think of the renegade woman.”
She turned to try to look at him, where he stood off to the side, and their eyes met for the first time since she had left the dining room. She bit her lower lip.
“I want to do that,” she whispered. “What she did. Even if you have to cane me and cane me and cane me.”
William bent down and managed despite the awkwardness of the posture, to kiss her upon the lips for a long moment. Then, still stooping, with his lips next to her ear, he spoke.
“I will do my best.”
He stood up, put the knob of the wand where it needed to go, and Priscilla started to come.



Chapter Twenty-Three
 
 
As Jenny had predicted, the servants treated Priscilla very kindly after her caning. Mrs. Barnes especially acted with great solicitude but without making any reference to the reason Priscilla must keep to her bed most of the following day, and have her meals standing up at the little table in her boudoir.
Her bottom and her anus were very tender, and even the muscles of her legs and arms felt sore from straining against the straps of the punishment horse, but as she looked at the thing, still of course standing there next to the bed, she felt the strangest mixture of dread and attraction. William had turned her governor to three,
saying that it was the setting recommended for wives who had recently received severe discipline. At first she hadn’t understood, but William didn’t offer any explanation and Priscilla felt she shouldn’t inquire. When she caught sight of the punishment horse, though, she thought she grasped the reason.
The purpose of a caning like the one her husband had given her, she realized, did not lie entirely in the pain, either when the terrible thing had come down upon her bottom again and again or now, as the discomfort lingered along with the parallel marks that had faded now to purple, which she examined guiltily in the mirror every morning, running her fingers delicately along their raised edges. No, for as her fingers lingered along the flesh that William had so justly and thoroughly punished, the governor’s setting allowed the warmth and itching of her arousal to come upon her in front, between her thighs, just enough so that she wanted to soothe herself with the gentle motions of her own fingers there.
Nor did this seem to her the strange paradox it would have seemed only a few days before. The aching desire to play with herself, together with the knowledge that if she did, William’s control card would alert him instantly and Priscilla would receive the punishment she deserved, put the words he and she had spoken the previous day in a new perspective. She didn’t think she fully understood that perspective, yet, but it felt to her like she might be able to understand it someday soon.
I will do my best.
William hadn’t mentioned anything at all about the scene in the woods, or the caning, or the fucking, or the way he had made her come with the pleasure wand so many times she had lost count before he released her from the horse and carried her to bed. He had laid her gently on her side, and neither she nor he had mentioned that although she must have come at least a dozen times she could not have been over the horse for the full hour he had decreed. She had kissed him back when he kissed her, and she had looked up and down his muscular, naked body, loving the wicked sight of his big cock, now hard again, but too ashamed to look at it for more than a few moments before she blushed, turned her eyes away, and then couldn’t help stealing another look at her husband’s manhood.
She had fallen asleep that way, and dreamed of trees—only trees, she thought, though it seemed in her dream that something was happening among the trees, but she could neither see nor hear it.
I will do my best.
She couldn’t ask him what he meant, could she? She didn’t want to ask him what he meant: she wanted… she wanted him to do whatever he meant to do. Or perhaps she didn’t even wish for that, because how could she presume to want something of him, the man who had already given her so much—the material things and the kindness and… the naughty things she had never imagined, but which she felt now she must have, or she would simply shrivel up: his hands on her body, his mouth upon hers, and his hard cock thrusting inside her as his voice assured her that Priscilla was his good girl.
But though she knew she couldn’t ask for more than she had, by the standards of the society in which she had grown up, Priscilla couldn’t forget the way she had felt, up against the tree. She couldn’t forget the expression on the renegade woman’s face when she had the two cocks inside her. She wanted to know what William meant when he said he would do his best.
Two days later as they sailed across the lake to the place on the opposite shore where a path led up to William’s cabin, William told her about the progress of the Renegade Act in parliament.
“My father wrote to tell me that the act looks very likely to pass today,” he said as he sat at the tiller of the little sloop fashioned to look like one from the ancient Victorian era on Earth. Priscilla sat in the slightly less restrictive dress women were allowed for more active pursuits: a slimmer cut with a forgiving corset and a very light petticoat underneath. Her bottom still gave her little twinges of discomfort as she shifted position on the bench that ran forward from the tiller along the gunwale, but William had thoughtfully had a waterproof cushion placed there for her, so that she need not sit on the bare wood, a prospect she had regarded with horror before Renton brought the cushion.
“What will happen, when it passes?” Priscilla asked, turning from the beautiful mountain-scape ahead of them to face her husband, who wore a yachting cap that made him look jaunty, but not the affected yachting jacket that always made Priscilla giggle when she saw it on gentlemen at her family’s country club in Prosperia City—a place that of course lay hundreds of miles from the nearest navigable body of water. His handsome face seemed a little grim, she thought, as if the Renegade Act held unpleasant consequences.
“Probably not much,” he said, returning her gaze with a reassuring smile. Priscilla could tell, though, that he had some worry about the matter. The subject of the renegades had become so fraught between them, though, that she didn’t know how to ask him to say more. Was it only her dreaminess that made her want to know about those strange people and their fate? No, of course not: the scene in the woods, the naked men and the naked woman, tormented her even when, as now, her husband had turned her governor down to zero.
She turned back to look over the bow toward the fast approaching slopes of the heavily wooded mountains. Priscilla could see already that the trees weren’t as tall as the ones in the park at Vernerwood; the slopes must have been harvested, but many years ago, perhaps when William was a boy. He would have watched the young trees grow, until they stood twice his height and the time had come for him to chop some of them down to build the cabin.
Priscilla didn’t know why she always shivered a little when she thought of William’s cabin, but somehow the very idea of the clearing in the woods had had a special power over her from the first time he had told her about it, on their second date. That night was indelibly recorded in her memory, now, of course, because of the whipping from Mr. Tester for the immorality William had caused with his kiss. Knowing now, as she had not then, that the immorality had come from her body’s submissive erotic response to the man to whom she would belong, she wondered if perhaps the whipping and the cabin and the governor between her thighs all worked together to make the cabin seem like a special, important place.
Sooner than she expected, they had reached the dock and William was tying up the little boat. He gave her his hand to help her step out and put it inside his arm to walk her to shore. Then he returned to fetch the basket that held their dinner and their breakfast, all prepared by cook because it seemed the cabin had no kitchen.
How could you have a house without a kitchen? Priscilla had wondered, having difficulty even drawing an image in her mind. When you thought of a house, the parlor went there, and the dining room went there,
and the kitchen went there. If you subtracted the kitchen, wouldn’t the house fall down?
She giggled as she thought of it, and William, arriving at her side with the basket, gave her a puzzled smile.
“What’s amusing, dearest?” he asked.
“Oh, I’m just being dreamy,” she replied, smiling up at him. “Thinking of how houses would fall down if they didn’t have kitchens.”
William chuckled and put down the basket. Then, catching her by surprise, he swept Priscilla up in his arms and kissed her passionately. “I love you, Priscilla, my own dreamy girl,” he said softly.
She felt the prickle of a tear in her eye. It was the most affection he had shown for her outside the boudoir, she realized, though she knew she couldn’t blame him for it, given the standards of Prosperian society—and indeed if he had attempted to do this in public, even as her husband, she would have known to say, “For shame, sir!” and to struggle against his embrace.
It was the woods. The self-knowledge came in a rush. The cabin, and the renegade in the trees, the tall trees themselves. The naked men and the red-haired woman. All of them were about the woods.
She felt the little itching flare between her legs, and she felt the soreness of her bottom in a different way than on the boat.
“Did you turn me up, sir?” she asked in a whisper, melting gratefully into his arms at the thought of his kindness and his manliness; how strong he seemed here in his own forest.
“Yes, darling,” William responded, kissing her again. “Do you like it?”
Priscilla giggled and blushed. “Yes, sir. Will you… enjoy me, in your cabin?”
“Of course,” he said. “How could I not fuck my dreamy girl in the cabin I built for her without even knowing it was for her that I built it?”
He held her close, then, for a long moment.
No, it wasn’t the woods, exactly, was it? The woods were… they were a symbol of it.
“Wild,” she whispered as William held her.
“Wild?” he asked, in a voice that betrayed both pleasure at her non-sequitur and mystification at what it might mean.
He held her at arms’ length to study her face, as if trying to figure out what she had meant. Priscilla turned what she hoped was a mischievous smile on him and disengaged herself, taking his hand in hers and tugging in the direction of a path that looked like it must lead up to the cabin.
William gave her one of his wonderful crooked smiles and bent to pick up the basket. He let her pull him along until they reached the path, too narrow for them to walk abreast, then he released her hand.
“You go first, darling,” he said. “It’s only a few hundred meters to the cabin.”
Wild. What did it mean? Priscilla pondered as she picked her way over roots, moving slowly up the slope, which rose steeply enough to forbid haste and to require attention. Above her, through the canopy of the trees’ branches, the blue sky soared, seeming much higher than it did at home.
She was in the wild. It meant not civilized, didn’t it?
But it didn’t mean that. Not now, for Priscilla Auden.
She realized that she had just called herself by her maiden name in her thoughts, and she blushed with shame as she took a careful step onto a ledge.
For Mrs. William Verner, she meant. But… for Mrs. William Verner, wild did mean not civilized, didn’t it? For a married, governed girl, who was caned over the punishment horse when she needed it, and fucked when her husband wanted to put his cock inside her, who had to wear training pants when she had been naughty… wild just meant the places you didn’t go and the things you didn’t do.
From the ledge, she could see the cabin, nestled in a little fold of the mountain that lay now below her, in a sunlit clearing. Yes, she could see the stumps of the trees William must have felled to build the little dwelling. He had chopped down the trees and civilized this little part of the wild, but…
He stepped onto the ledge behind her. “Do you like it, darling?” he asked, and she heard in his voice a true yearning that the woman he loved might approve of the little house he had built.
Priscilla turned to him and put her arms around his waist, sighing at the feel of his sinewy frame. She leaned his cheek against his chest. “I love it, William,” she said softly.
It was civilized, but wasn’t it wild, too?



Chapter Twenty-Four
 
 
As he watched Priscilla turn and begin to pick her way down the short remainder of the path toward the cabin, William wondered again what she had meant, when she had said wild, down by the dock. When his father had told him that like every eldest Verner son he would have to build something from wood he had harvested and hewn and shaped himself with axe and saw and adze, William had known immediately what he wanted to build, and where: this cabin, far enough away from Vernerwood itself that he might forget that civilization had come to the primeval—if terraformed—northern forest of Prosperia.
“May I build a cabin in the woods, father?” he had said as he stood before Lord Verner in the study.
His father frowned, though not unkindly. “I don’t think anyone’s ever done that,” he said thoughtfully. “It would be a great deal of work.”
“Oh, I know,” ten-year-old William had said, secure in the knowledge that he had six years to plan, as well as to grow strong enough.
In the end, it had proved the hardest thing he had ever done, before or since, and he still wasn’t completely satisfied, though year by year he had been able to improve upon the cruder parts of his handiwork.
“Very well, William,” Lord Verner said, with the look William knew well as meaning, My son is strange, yes, but I love him.
His father had not asked—had never asked, for Lord Verner, though a curious man, did not have that kind of curiosity—why his son wanted to build a cabin, and build it there, in that fold of the mountains above the lake. It was well for ten-year-old and even for sixteen-year-old William that he had not had to answer the question, for his answer, he knew, would have sounded rambling, if not incoherent.
Twenty-year-old William, visiting the cabin to get away from the new responsibilities of his junior administrative job at Verner Corporation, had finally articulated why he loved his cabin so much. Looking out northward from the ridge above the clearing he had carved out of the forest with his own hands, seeing no sign of civilization, he had said to himself, A man can breathe here.
Until that moment he hadn’t felt any objection to the weight of law and social custom that made life in Prosperia colony run smoothly. Nor, five years later, did he truly chafe against the strictures of the neo-Victorian regime. Prosperia had given him wealth and comfort, and now it had given him the sweetest, prettiest wife he might ever have imagined.
Had he actually thought of bringing his wife here someday, as he felled the trees and stripped the bark from the ones that would make the beams that held the roof? No, he supposed, not consciously: the work took too much concentration, and his hands, in the beginning, hurt so terribly that romantic thoughts could not find a place in his mind.
But the idea that a man could breathe here had even then—really even before he had carved those words upon his mental tablets, when he merely felt that he wanted to build this cabin as his demonstration to his father and to the world that he had the old Verner drive—had in it the sense that for a man truly to breathe he must have a woman by his side, to breathe that same air. To speak of these things; to hold and to kiss.
To govern, as he now governed Priscilla.
To fuck. Yes, of course: his younger self, from at least the age of eighteen, had that in view as well.
A man can breathe here. Now, watching Priscilla move gracefully toward the cabin, William realized that breathing, here in the mountains, meant a great deal more to him than simply taking in the air and letting it out. To breathe in the wild meant to bring to it the parts of civilization he chose to bring to it, and to leave the rest behind.
Suddenly his desire for his bride—his need to possess her here, indeed somehow to civilize her here, to tame her with his cock as he had tamed this little bit of forest—rose higher than he thought he had ever yet felt it. His cock felt harder even than it had when he had found her masturbating in the woods, watching the renegades in their lewdness. Hardly thinking about it, he reached into his trousers pocket, brought out the control card, and turned it to eight. Down below him, twenty meters away, Priscilla stiffened and stopped in her tracks, turning back to William with a wide-eyed expression he could read even from this distance. Did he see, too, that shy, almost lascivious little smile he loved so much?
After he had caned his bride, he had said he would do his best to help her live out the scene that she had all but confessed lived on so vividly in her mind, of the red-haired woman and her five companions, all naked, fucking among the trees. He had had a vague idea that he might somehow accomplish such a re-enactment with a few of the marital aids one could purchase at the houses of pleasure, though polite society denied the very existence of such things, let alone their use. He supposed now that the notion might be worth trying—to fuck Priscilla in her bottom while she rode a dildo fixed in a self-pleasure saddle and William at the same time used another dildo in her mouth—but here in the forest, seeing the way his wife looked at him after he turned up her governor, he understood in an instant what she had meant when she said wild and how inadequate the marital aids would be in giving his wife what she needed.
He made his way quickly down to her, seeing in her eyes as he approached mingled fear and, yes, lust. William felt his mouth turn up in its own rather wolfish smile. The erotic need on Priscilla’s face, reflected in every line of her puckered brow and chewed-upon cheek, would have shocked a drawing room full of upper-class women, or done credit to the face of a pleasure girl. If he had encountered his demure bride indoors, he thought, with that facial expression, he might well have put her over his knee to spank her for the indecent way she looked at him, knowing that such expressions must lead to masturbation sooner or later, in the absence of the special kind of fucking she so clearly required. Indoors, William could not, he thought, ever give her that sort of fucking, but here in the wild his instincts told him things might well be different.
He dropped the basket and put out his hand to her cheek. Priscilla started and gasped at his touch as he took her neck into his fingers, cupped the back of her head dominantly and almost savagely.
“Take off all your clothes,” he said softly but in a tone that made it clear he would brook no delay.
He felt in his fingers and his palm how the blood rushed to her face at these words, a sensation as delicious in its own way as playing with her cunt or stroking her perfect bottom. As delicious as having his cock inside her, even. The sight of her deep blush, too, as he looked down into her beautiful eyes, sent the erotic fire thrilling through his veins.
“Yes, sir,” Priscilla whispered and put her fingers to the release on her neck.
The outer ring of tree stumps surrounded them. William took his wife’s gown, and then her shift and her drawers, and laid them carefully atop one of them. The clothes couldn’t get dirty, or even wrinkled—the designers of textiles had solved those problems hundreds of years ago. But much more important, though, the idea of handling his Priscilla’s garments carefully, like a gentleman, while at the same time commanding her to strip naked out of doors in the warm sunshine, under the blue sky, high in the mountains, made his thoughts about civilization real in a fashion that pleased William greatly. Neatly laid out clothes upon a tree stump, and a girl blushing furiously as she tried to cover her breasts and hairless cunt, forgetting here in the wild that her husband forbid her to do so, or thinking that even if he forbid it at home, surely out of doors it must be proper to keep her hands there.
She looked at him, standing that way, so naughtily beautiful that it made his cock ache. Her eyes went wide as William began to take his own clothes off, until he, too, stood completely naked. Priscilla’s gaze traveled to his cock and back up to his face. She bit her lip and he said, “Take those hands away from your private parts, darling. Wild girls don’t cover themselves.”
In her eyes, he thought he saw the realization dawn of what her husband was trying to do with her, and for her. She moved her hands slowly to her sides, giving him the wicked view he loved to see more than any other: his lovely girl, bare for him.
To his right he saw a stump of the perfect height and size. He took his trousers and shirt and laid them over it. Without speaking, he moved, naked, to his naked wife, and took her firmly but not forcefully by the shoulder. He didn’t know what would happen now, exactly, except of course in general terms, but it seemed like a good place to start.
Priscilla shook off his hand, and though it surprised William to have her seem to resist him, he thought he could read in her face, as she slipped from his grasp and turned toward the stump, the reason why. Wild girls didn’t cover themselves, and they didn’t submit to fucking unless they wanted to fuck.
He watched her lay herself over the stump, loving the way the fading cane marks across her bottom seemed to claim her as his own: wild, yes, but also his wife and subject to his discipline.
Priscilla, grasping the front of the stump in both hands, spreading her knees to show her cunt and even a sweet, naughty hint of her anus, turned her face over her shoulder to him, the expression of wild freedom now fully in possession of her features. “Turn me up to nine,” she said. Then she added, as an afterthought and as if surprised that some part of her mind had demanded she say the words, “Please, sir. Just nine.”
Hardly thinking about it, he took the control card from atop her underwear, where he had laid it, and turned her governor up to nine. He heard Priscilla’s sweet moan and he understood, and loved her for her wisdom and her growing self-knowledge. She wanted to be like the renegade woman, do things like what the renegade woman had done, but she knew she also wanted to belong to her husband. Nine,
not ten, because ten,
outdoors, would make her feel so wild as also to feel unsafe.
“Now fuck me, William, like those men fucked her. Fuck my mouth, and my cunt, and my bottom.”
William felt his jaw drop a little. Priscilla knew what he had promised would happen if she used bad language. He saw her face lose a little of its wild certainty, as if noticing William’s own surprise.
But he said, “I’ll spank you for that later, you naughty, uncivilized girl. Now, though, I’m going to give you exactly what you need, which happens to be exactly what you just asked for.”
The look of savage arousal returned to her face as he walked around her, looking down at his wife’s slender little body laid out perfectly upon the stump off which he had felled a tree whose wood would shelter them tonight. He reached down to rearrange her hair a little, so that her auburn tresses all hung to the right, and then he gathered all those tresses together in his hand and pulled her head back so that her eyes traveled upward from his cock to his eyes, a fierce expression occupying her face.
Wordless, blazing, erotic communication seemed to pass between them, and Priscilla opened her sweet, pouting lips. William took his cock in his left hand, still controlling her head with his right, and stepped forward until he had thrust himself deep inside. Priscilla made a greedy little sound then that he had never heard her make, as if to have his penis in her mouth made her feel just as wicked and wild as it did him. Enchanted by this new untamed side of her, he moved his left hand to the back of her neck and began to fuck his wife’s face in earnest, as she, to his lustful surprise, started to move her hips against the stump just as she had done on the punishment horse the night he caned her.
“Naughty girl,” he said softly, and the words seemed to make her motions lewder and more frantic. Finding himself close to orgasm already and recognizing her need, he pulled out of her mouth and moved swiftly around behind her, loving the scream of pleasure she let out when he entered her, so like the screams of the renegade woman. The sound echoed off the mountains, even causing a flock of birds to take wing over the lake. He fucked, and Priscilla screamed again and again, climaxing under his hard fucking as if the pressure of the fabric-covered wood under her governed clit made her orgasms chain together until they threatened her sanity…
“So naughty, and so good. So good. So good.” Almost there now, he pulled out of her cunt and spat into his hand, then anointed the little ring of her backside as she sobbed out her submission. He pressed hard for admittance there, the need urgent upon him, until with a sharp, ambiguous cry his bride took him into her little bottom, and he could enjoy the wonderful tightness as he rode in and out of her narrowest place.
Now Priscilla’s cries became more shrill, full of the discomfort her husband’s cock could not help but cause her in the bottom he had still not fully trained. “Sir,” she whimpered, as he fucked her. “Oh, sir, please. Oh, sir.”
He looked up at the trees and the lake, and then down again at the terribly arousing sight of a bottom full of cock. Holding her hips firmly, then, he started to come, crying out in his own savage way as he felt the seed spurt into the depths of his young wife’s backside.
“Was I…” Priscilla gasped, turning her face and craning her neck so that their eyes could meet. “Was I… wild, sir?”
William stroked her back tenderly, held her sweet bottom where he was still joined to her.
“Yes, darling. So very wild.”



Epilogue
 
 
Priscilla met the red-haired woman, to her astonishment, three days later.
Her name was Jean Lavender, and she led what the renegades of that area called the North Forest tribe, as she told Priscilla, William, and Lydia and Justus Miller.
“We’re sorry to bother you, my lord, but we’d grateful for anything you can do about this act of parliament another tribe has told us about,” she said as she stood in the hall of Vernerwood, along with two other women and two men Priscilla felt fairly certain had been in the woods that day, fucking her. Although Jean’s long, flame-red hair was unmistakable—the sight of her standing inside the great front door of the mansion had made Priscilla’s heart race, and her hand reach out for Lydia Miller’s—she found it much harder to be sure about the men: not only had they seemed like accessory figures in the lascivious scene in the forest, but even Jean looked very different with her clothes on, despite those clothes being fashioned of buckskin.
The long buckskin shirts and loose trousers, which Priscilla remembered vividly from her glimpse of the renegade stalking through the forest next to the road, effectively carried indoors the wildness of these people, however, despite Priscilla not being able to see the men’s cocks or the hairy place between Jean Lavender’s legs. The very thought that she had seen those things, standing now inside with Lydia and her husband—her very first houseguests—near them, made Priscilla feel faint.
She had told Lydia the whole story in the drawing room after dinner the previous night, while their husbands lingered over their port and cigars. To the blushes of both young women—though Lydia, already two years married and the mother of two sweet babies, seemed used to the notion—the gentlemen had agreed, as their wives withdrew, that the girls’ governors should be set to four.
“Trust me, old boy,” Justus Miller had said. “They’ll get up to some salacious talk, and we’ll have a better time when we take them to bed.”
Priscilla hadn’t been able to look her old friend in the face for a full five minutes after that, until Lydia said gently, “You haven’t had your governor for very long.”
Priscilla looked into the other girl’s face, then, and found a gentle smile upon it. “No,” she confessed.
“You get used to it.”
“Oh, I already am…” Priscilla said, blushing as she thought of the scene by William’s cabin, of asking him to turn her up to nine.
Lydia’s lips twitched a little, as if she didn’t want to seem to mock her friend. “You think you are, Priscilla, but… you’ll understand. At any rate, let us have some salacious talk!”
“What?” Priscilla felt her jaw drop. “I thought Mr. Miller meant that as a joke… a warning, even.”
“That is what I meant, dear,” Lydia said. “Let me tell you as an old married woman that salacious talk makes one of the joys of life as a Prosperian woman. And if you do not tell me something that I may tell Justus once he takes me to bed, I shall have to make something up, or have a spanking.”
Priscilla felt her eyes go wide at that. Lydia laughed merrily. “But Justus always turns me up to seven
for my spankings, and has me afterward.”
Now Priscilla felt her color rise very high indeed. She had never expected another upper-class lady might talk like this: servants like Jenny were one thing but Mrs. Justus Miller was quite another.
“Come now, Priscilla. You are on your honeymoon, and so you must have something to tell.”
At that, the scene in the forest, which had faded from prominence in her memory since the day at the cabin when William had—as Priscilla couldn’t help thinking of it—tamed her over the tree-stump, returned.
“Oh,” Lydia said in a delighted voice, as if seeing a shadow of the memory cross Priscilla’s face, “you must have something very naughty to tell! Out with it!”
The dinner conversation had concerned the renegades. Priscilla had learned the reason for William’s reticence on the boat concerning them, for the Millers were full of the news that the police action to round up and deport anyone living outside the government identified habitable zone, or inside it with no fixed abode, would begin in less than a month.
Justus Miller had expressed the opinion that the action seemed rash, given that the renegades harmed no one and came from the blood of old colonial families. Lydia had agreed, but had said that she thought that some sort of reintegration back into Prosperian society was warranted, perhaps beginning with healthcare, since the threat of the unsanitary conditions under which, it was said by certain members of parliament, the renegades lived had played an important role in the debate.
Now, contemplating whether to tell Lydia the story, she thought of what healthcare for the renegades would mean: how it might probably mean that the red-haired woman would receive a governor. She felt the itchy warmth build between her thighs and looked at her friend, wondering whether the thought of Priscilla’s honeymoon had such an effect down where Mr. Miller’s governor performed the same function. Here they sat in Priscilla’s drawing room, and yet perhaps a little wildness had crept in.
“The day after we arrived,” Priscilla began, blushing that she must tell Lydia about having been put in punishment drawers, in addition to everything else, but encouraged nevertheless to the salacious talk by the kind, open, yet really rather mischievous expression Lydia’s face, “William sent me out to take a walk along the lake.”
Now, in the hall, introduced by William to Jean Lavender, head of the North Forest tribe, she could see that Lydia recognized the woman from the story Priscilla had told. Lydia squeezed Priscilla’s hand.
“Miss Lavender…”
“Jean, if that’s alright, Mr. Verner,” said the woman. “We don’t have titles, even so much as miss and mister and mistress and all that.”
William bowed. Priscilla thought he seemed majestic, welcoming the strange party to his stately home, and a rush of affection filled her heart.
“Jean, these are my wife Mrs. Verner, and Mr. and Mrs. Justus Miller. I believe we are all of the same opinion with respect to the Renegade Act. I would be happy to plan with you some way of sheltering you from its effects. I would refuse to violate Prosperian law, of course, but I believe some solution may exist.”
Priscilla looked at Jean’s face, then at the faces of the other renegades, all looking to their red-haired leader, even the big men who probably were the possessors of the enormous cocks she had seen fucking Jean among the trees. What a difference she saw upon the magnificent woman’s face from that lustful day: Priscilla could see now that Jean had passed the age of forty, though her body was lean and strong, and though she showed great respect to William she also had in her bearing a majesty almost equal to his.
Priscilla had already come to love her governor, even if she had not yet become as used to it as Lydia said she would. She had grown up in a civilized community, and when the time had come for her to marry, the doctor had put her governor between her legs and given the control to William, the man she loved.
But how could you put a governor on Jean Lavender?
“Thank you,” Jean said, bowing her head gravely.
Mr. Miller stepped forward and said something in William’s ear. William frowned as he listened, then raised his eyebrows.
“Mr. Miller,” he said to the renegades, “has just had an idea that should have occurred to me. Jean, would you be willing to take up a fixed abode, for the purposes of the act?”
Jean frowned. Priscilla looked at Lydia and received back the same puzzled expression she knew her own face wore.
“We are renegades,” Jean said, as if not understanding the question.
But Priscilla suddenly did understand. She spoke in her eagerness. “I don’t think Mr. Verner means you would have to stop being… wild,” she said, feeling the blood come unexpectedly to her cheeks. William had set her governor to three
that morning, with a wicked little smile, after she had told him about her conversation with Lydia in the drawing room. Now she felt the governor regulate her down there, and that added to her embarrassment.
She looked at William and saw approval in his eyes, though, so she continued, “But if you have an address here at Vernerwood, you can keep…” Priscilla’s voice faltered, because the idea of what Jean Lavender and her tribe might keep doing held too much meaning for her. She looked into the woman’s bright green eyes and saw the left one crinkle a bit at the corner, as if in the barest wink—as if to tell Priscilla that she knew something, but was too polite to say it.
Mrs. William Verner never knew whether Jean Lavender had seen or heard her that day in the forest, through all the years afterward of their acquaintance, as the North Forest tribe found a more or less permanent home in the vicinity of Vernerwood. Lydia maintained that the renegade woman couldn’t have meant that, or she would have said something, since renegades were so much franker than regular Prosperians. But Priscilla didn’t feel quite so sure: in that brief moment she wondered whether she hadn’t seen something positively civilized in the renegade woman’s eye.
 
 
The End
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Geoffrey’s Rules
For as long as she can remember, Chloe has imagined what it would be like to be utterly and completely dominated by a man. When she meets Geoffrey—a man who can make her blush red with shame and quiver with lust at the same time with nothing more than a word or a glance—Chloe begins to wonder if her fantasy could become reality.
As hot as her desire burns, though, Chloe struggles with herself. How can a modern woman feel this way? Should she not berate herself for longing to be taken over her man’s knee for a bare-bottom spanking? No matter how she yearns for it, does she really belong on her knees at Geoffrey’s feet, naked and waiting for him to take her any way he pleases?
When Geoffrey offers her what she knows deep down she has always wanted, will she turn him away, or will she submit to his rules and allow her new master to take her fully in hand?
 
Buy from Amazon
 
 
Bought and Trained
Desperate to be dominated, twenty-five-year-old Rose signs up for a concubine training program and agrees to have her memory of consenting erased, allowing her to experience being forced to explore her fantasies of complete and utter submission.
Leo, a skilled case-agent for the program, captures Rose and puts her through a strict training regimen, in which her body is no longer her own but instead is Leo’s to command. He brings her to the Institute where she meets her training partner, Hannah, and also meets other men who she learns to call ‘master.’ During her time at the Institute, Rose is taught that obedience is not optional and that defiance will result in ever more humiliating punishments.
Once their training is complete, Rose and Hannah are purchased by a master and mistress and are brought back to the couple’s villa in the Caribbean. The girls thrive in their new roles, but when a traumatic experience causes Rose’s memory of her consent to come flooding back, will her realization that she wanted all of this from the beginning bring everything crashing down?
 
Buy from Amazon
 
 
A Punishment Exam for Jane
Unwilling to admit to desires that fill her with shame, investigative journalist Jane Redford is on a mission to infiltrate and then bring down the Institute. But to her shock, soon after her arrival she discovers that those who run the Institute are fully aware of her intentions and have their own plans for her, starting with a thorough, humiliating punishment examination.
 
Buy from Amazon
 
 
Shared by the Barbarians
In the time since she was abducted from her world by a cruel, tyrannical general, eighteen-year-old Jalinda has been given little reason to trust any man, let alone three barbarian brothers who take it upon themselves to rescue her. But the rough, handsome warriors intend to share a wife, and they mean for that wife to be Jalinda. Shocked by the thought of belonging to three men, she refuses to go along with their plan, but her lack of cooperation is quickly overcome by way of a switch applied to her bare bottom.
Upon reaching their home planet, the brothers waste no time in beginning their shared bride’s training. As Jalinda soon discovers, she will be expected to submit to them absolutely, and disobedience will result in punishments far more humiliating than a mere bare-bottom spanking. Her barbarian husbands will protect her, provide for her, and love her, but they will also enjoy her in any way they desire. She will be claimed by each of them and by all of them together, in private and in public, in ways that will leave her blushing crimson yet also burning with need.
Despite her shame, before long Jalinda finds herself craving the intense pleasure which results from surrendering herself to the brothers’ masterful lovemaking, and with each passing day she grows fonder of the men who freed her from the sadistic general and made her their own. But her former captor is not an enemy to be taken lightly, and when he comes after the brothers with an army at his back, intent on vengeance, can they protect both their world and their woman?
 
Buy from Amazon
 
 
Also by Emily Tilton
 
The Count’s Discipline
Tamed by the Highlander
Their Firm Men
Bred by the Spartans
Her Doctor’s Orders
An Extreme Marriage
Breaking Abigail
At Leo’s Command
Her Daddy, Her Dom, and Her Doctor
Her True Lord’s Claim
The Emperor’s New Pony
The Rancher’s Little Girl
The Outlaw’s Daughter
Assigned a Guardian
Old-Fashioned Values
Stolen by Her Master
Innocence Examined
Under His Watch
Trained at the Castle
Her Shameful Audition
An Indecent Awakening
The Duke’s School for Young Ladies
Saved by the Highlander
Controlling Caitlin
Buying His Mate
Subjugated
Bought by the Doctor
Bound and Initiated
An Indecent Voyage
The Lord’s Scandalous Bride
The Sergeant’s Claim
A Legacy of Dominance
Assigned a Daddy
Thoroughly Trained
A Wife’s Correction
Begging to Be Owned
His City Girl
His Little Runaway



Emily Tilton Links
 
You can keep up with Emily Tilton via her blog, her Twitter account, her Facebook page, and her Goodreads profile, using the following links:
 
http://etiltonexplorations.blogspot.com/
https://twitter.com/ETiltonExp
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Explorations-by-Emily-Tilton/524106554315976
http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7048431.Emily_Tilton
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