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Summary

“Discipline, Miss Brewer. Obedience. Submission. These are the keys to your reformation. Until you learn this and accept it your punishments will continue.”

Constance Brewer is facing nine years in Newgate Prison for theft with no hope for early release. Her future appears bleak, but then she is taken to see a visitor—Professor George E. Feversham, the founder of Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education. His offer astounds her. If she completes his rehabilitation regimen she will be released and her criminal record expunged; the only requirement is that she obey him without question. She eagerly accepts his terms, but she has no intention of being rehabilitated. Escape from a man as naive as the Professor should be easy, and once free she can disappear into the London slums. But when she is captured only seconds after breaking out of her room Constance soon discovers why it is called correctional education. Will Constance submit to the Professor’s discipline, or will she return to Newgate Prison until she is an old maid?
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CORRECTION

“CONSTANCE BREWER.”

At the sound of her name she looked up and felt a chill of fear whisper through her. She hadn’t done anything, and there was no one who would visit her; there was no reason for anyone to be here looking for her. It was too late in the afternoon for visitors, anyway. As the hard-eyed guard beckoned her towards the barred door she reluctantly rose to her feet, while the other women in the cells nearby watched in silence. Speaking amongst themselves was forbidden and the punishments were harsh, so her footsteps echoed unnaturally loudly in the silence as she walked to the door.

The key rattled in the lock and the guard drew back the heavy steel door. “Come on, out with you.”

Constance trudged forward. Something was not right. What did they want with her? As the terrible possibilities flooded her mind her eyes darted in every direction looking for a way out, but the women’s wing of Newgate Prison had been well-built and she knew that escape was hopeless. A heavy hand settled on her shoulder as the door boomed shut behind her and she had to steel herself not to flinch away from the leering turnkey.

“This way. Move along.”

She took the lead down through the galleries, and another guard unlocked the gate to the ward so they could pass into the exercise yard. From there she followed the guard into the old gaol—the administration area. As they walked silently through those cool, dark corridors she began to relax a little. He was taking her to the chapel. Surely nothing bad could happen to her there? The chapel appeared to be deserted, and instead of taking her to the obscured women’s gallery her guard pushed her towards the seat which the Chief Warder normally occupied.

“Wait here,” the man told her, and then hurried out.

Constance held herself still, struggling not to fidget. What in the world was it all about? She had never heard of anything of this sort happening before. What could they possibly want with her? She watched the doorway nervously.

She didn’t have long to wait. Booming footsteps preceded the arrival of another man—a gentleman by his dress rather than another jailor—carrying a black leather portfolio. Her breath caught a little as she realized how very large he was, well over six feet and as solid as he was tall, but the thick mop of black hair which stuck up in little curls as though he had forgotten to comb it before leaving his house softened his forbidding appearance a little.

“Stand up,” he ordered.

Although he spoke quietly his deep voice cracked with authority and she obeyed without thought. Sharp, blue-gray eyes studied her so closely that Constance was left feeling naked despite all of her clothes. Finally he gave a thoughtful nod.

“You’ll do. Constance Brewer. Twenty years old. Never married and no children. Caught stealing two loaves of bread and sentenced to nine years. Is that correct?”

She cleared her throat, little used to speaking these days. “Yes, sir, Mister…”

“Feversham. Professor George Edward Feversham. Please sit, Miss Brewer.”

As she lowered herself to the seat he stepped closer. “Miss Brewer, you are twenty years old. By the time you leave here you will be almost thirty and your youth will have passed you by. Your jailers will simply dump you back into the gutter from whence you came. You have no family, and any friends will have long forgotten you by then. You will be penniless with no prospects. Does that adequately describe your situation?”

Alone in her cell at night Constance’s mind had dwelled on all of these things with a dull hopelessness, but hearing it from the mouth of this man drove it home with a vengeance. He could not have hurt her more if he had slapped her. Tears sprang to her eyes and she looked away.

“Why did you bring me here? What do you want with me?”

“I want to offer you an alternative,” he said more softly. “I maintain a facility–Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education—which I would like you to consider. With the blessing of the courts we accept unfortunate young women like yourself who have fallen afoul of society as pupils, with the goal of remaking them. I achieve their rehabilitation using a methodology I have invented based on the latest scientific understanding of female psychology and physiology. Pupils who complete their training are pronounced totally rehabilitated and their criminal records are expunged. Those who wish it are placed with suitable employers, while others find themselves very advantageously married to men who desire wives with the qualities which my methodology instills.”

She lifted her head and looked warily into his eyes. It seemed far too good to be real. “You can get me out of here?”

“I can. The courts and government give their support because I get results and prisons are expensive. You also have my word that if you complete my training you may start your life afresh. But,” he said, wagging a threatening finger, “there are conditions. You may not leave the Academy without permission until I pronounce you rehabilitated. Attempts to do so will be strictly punished, and repeated offenses are likely to see you brought back here to finish out your sentence with no hope of early release.”

Constance’s heart leapt. To punish her or return her to Newgate would require that they catch her, first, and that was by no means a sure thing. She was going to be free!

As though he could read her thoughts, the Professor’s eyes narrowed. “I require complete and total obedience without question, Miss Brewer. I do not tolerate insubordination, and I maintain the strictest discipline in my establishment. Before you leave this place you must agree to submit to that policy, and to undergo the complete treatment and training regimen. You will not be allowed to change your mind halfway through.”

With a nod she appeared to concede. It hardly mattered what she agreed to here when she hadn’t the slightest intention of abiding by any of this nonsense any longer than it took her to bolt. Once she lost herself back in Spitalfields rookery they could all go hang.  Constance gasped as hard fingers caught her chin in a steel grip and forced her to look up at him.

“Understand, Miss Brewer, that I will rehabilitate you. Defy me and you will pay the price. Do not for an instant believe that you can match me either in will or intellect. Once I have your agreement you are guaranteed to emerge from the process a new woman. The old Constance Brewer will no longer exist. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Professor Feversham,” she murmured.

He considered her closely. “Well? Shall I give you a few minutes to think it over?”

Drawing a deep breath Constance sat up straight and tried to meet his gaze. “With nine years of my life at stake I don’t need a few minutes. I’ll agree to your terms, Professor.”

“Good.” He opened up his portfolio and produced a paper, pen, and ink. “Please sign it here.”

She looked up at him. “Should I read it first?”

His eyes twinkled knowingly and the faintest hint of a smile touched his lips. “Would it really make any difference?” he asked softly.

Her own lips twitched in response. “Not in the least, Professor.”

She scratched her name in the spot he had indicated then he took the pen and signed his own name with a flourish and added the date below it.

“All right, Miss Brewer. If you’ll come with me we’ll drop this off with the governor and be on our way.”

And it really was as easy as that. In two hours she was sitting in a steaming bath in the dormitory wing of the Professor’s academy while the Professor’s assistant, Miss Sheldon, fetched a uniform for her from the storeroom. Her prison garb had been taken away for washing and would be returned to Newgate, and although her new quarters were by no means large they were certainly a far cry better than the cold stone walls of her prison cell. Far too quickly Miss Sheldon chased her out of the tub and helped her to dress while a maid brought in a meal.

“Those beginning their time here are kept isolated,” Miss Sheldon explained. “It isn’t a punishment, but rather a way to allow them to focus on their treatment with no outside distractions to delay their progress. Once the Professor thinks you’re ready you’ll be allowed freer access to the facilities and meet some of the other young women in our care.”

Constance could not have cared less. At the moment she was clean, warm, and well-fed, and from her furtive examination of the premises she had concluded that she would have no trouble making her escape after everyone else had gone to sleep.

“One of the maids will bring breakfast in the morning. Make sure that you’re dressed and ready promptly by eight,” the auburn haired woman told her. “The Professor wants to make an early start with you, and he does not like to be kept waiting.”

As Miss Sheldon bade her goodnight and slipped out the door Constance hoped the poor Professor did not suffer an apoplexy when he was kept waiting in the morning by her unexpected departure. He seemed a decent enough fellow, although quite clearly off his rocker. With a confident smile she doused the lights and threw herself on the narrow bed to wait for the rest of the house to go to bed.

After what seemed like hours the noises of the building around her died away and the light trickling through the crack beneath her door vanished. Still Constance waited, another whole hour just to be safe. A thief learns patience or she doesn’t practice her trade for long, and Constance had been living by that trade almost since she could walk. Finally she held the clock up to the dim moonlight coming through the window. It was well after midnight—in a house of early risers surely no one would still be awake by this time? Using all of her skills learned as a thief and pickpocket she slipped out of bed and glided silently over to the window, where it was but a minute’s work to jimmy the latch with the bread knife which had come with her supper. She shook her head and sighed. Poor Professor. However brilliant he might be, he obviously wasn’t used to dealing with people like her from the lowest rungs of society.

An inch at a time she raised the window, careful of noise and keeping a wary eye out for anyone in the yard. When it was high enough she ducked and squeezed nimbly through, dropped to the ground, and darted into the dark shadows of the shrubs which lined the back of the dormitory. That was it. Now all she had to do was make it to the gate or find a way over the fence and she was home free. As she turned towards the front of the house, however, strong arms gripped her from behind, hard enough that she squealed in a mix of surprise and pain. For a moment she struggled, but she was badly overmatched and quickly surrendered to her fate.

“Do you have her, John?” the Professor’s voice boomed from the darkness.

The Professor! How could he have known?

“Yes, Professor. Right where you said she would be.”

“Naturally. Bring her inside to my office.”

The burly man who held her had a grip of steel and so she made no attempt to resist when he urged her along, up the steps and into the darkened house. She hadn’t seen the Professor’s office earlier, but now her captor guided her inside and pressed her into a chair while he stood watchfully behind her. Professor Feversham sat behind his large, paper-strewn desk, his blue-gray eyes unreadable as he regarded her.

“I warned you not to try to match wits with me, Miss Brewer,” he finally sighed. “Unfortunately you behaved exactly as I expected. You’re not the first mud-lark or thief I’ve had beneath my roof, you know. What shall I do with you?”

Constance didn’t have an answer, and thought it would probably be better to remain silent. After a minute the Professor shrugged.

“Very well. Tomorrow you will learn how aptly this place is named the Academy of Young Women’s Correction. John, please take her to one of the secure rooms on the second floor.”

This room turned out to be no worse than the one she had originally occupied, with the exception that there was no window and the door bolted from the outside. Knowing there was nothing else to be done Constance crawled into bed and closed her eyes. It was a long time before she could get to sleep though, for her mind kept pondering the meaning of the Professor’s words. Just what kind of correction did he mean to provide?

The next morning a maid delivered her breakfast, and at eight o’clock sharp the Professor appeared at her door with Miss Sheldon. For an instant she thought of hanging back or even struggling, but what would be the point? It was this or Newgate Prison, and despite her transgression the Professor had not lost his temper or yelled at her. He gestured for her to follow Miss Sheldon, who preceded them down the hallway, and he trailed them both, his shoulders too broad to allow them to walk side by side in the narrow corridor.

“I am disappointed, Miss Brewer,” he rumbled, “although this was not at all unexpected. Still, I had hoped to begin your first day in a more pleasant fashion, and instead your first lesson will be one of discipline.”

A cold little chill ran through her. “What sort of discipline?”

“I have many punishments at my disposal for correcting the wayward behavior of willful young women such as yourself, but the first time is always a spanking. Always. I find it reinforces the nature of our relationship in the mind.”

Constance recoiled in shock. “A spanking, sir? Certainly not. I am not a little girl.”

“Miss Brewer, you are a spoilt little brat with no self control and you shall be treated like one until you reform your behavior. Now, you entered into a legal agreement with the Academy of your own free will, agreed to abide by my instructions and grant me your total obedience. Yet within a couple of hours under my roof you deliberately broke my rules and attempted to escape. Surely you did not think such an act would not have consequences?”

“No, Professor, but—”

“There are no buts. You will either submit to my discipline and learn obedience, or you will go back to Newgate and spend the next nine years locked away. This is the last time I shall give you the choice.”

The calm, matter of fact tone he used was worse than shouting. Constance tried to swallow but her mouth had gone horribly dry. A spanking was soon over. Nine years—why, that was half her life already! All those years stretched out before her, day after endless day of dull misery, with her an old maid before she ever walked free again.

“I’ll take the spanking, Professor.”

“Then follow Miss Sheldon and do exactly as she says. I’ll be along momentarily.”

Half in a daze Constance allowed herself to be disrobed and put on the strange gown Miss Sheldon handed her. It was indecently short, and cut oddly in the front so that she had to hunch forward to hide her décolletage, but whenever she bent forward the back opened up behind her to reveal her bare bottom. By the time the Professor came in Constance’s face glowed cherry red from embarrassment at revealing so much of her body to perfect strangers.

The big man gestured at the low, padded table at the center of the room. Its edges bristled with odd metal gadgets and leather straps, and there were strange cutaways in the table itself. “Up on the table, if you please.”

Miss Sheldon helped her climb up with a footstool, and then had her lie on her side while the Professor looked over the notes his assistant had already compiled. With a satisfied nod he removed a long glass thermometer from a tube and opened the stopper on a dark glass bottle. Without a word he passed behind her and then she felt his hands open her gown and touch her buttocks.

“Professor!”

“Miss Brewer, part of the examination is collecting your temperature. I find that this is by far the most accurate means.”

She trembled as his hands parted her, spread her cheeks wide, and then a finger prodded at her wrinkled, pink hole. It took a moment before what he was doing, what he intended to do, sank in. While she understood the basics of sex she had never dreamed of anyone trying to put anything in there! She squirmed against him, trying to wriggle away.

“I don’t think—”

A stinging slap landed on her ass and she gasped from the shock of it.

“Kindly hold still,” Feversham growled. “I am simply applying a bit of olive oil as a lubricant.”

With a shuddering sigh Constance forced herself to relax, and once she calmed she found that it was not truly unpleasant at all. The Professor’s finger was warm and he applied the syrupy liquid with slow, gentle swirls that made her bottom tingle with a languid heat. It was actually rather nice, although she felt quite naughty for thinking that. Feeling good for being touched there was so wicked. Still, she allowed herself to be caught up so that she was taken by surprise when the tip of one finger squeezed inside. She hissed, a sharp indrawn breath, and flinched away from the intrusion.

“Easy,” he murmured behind her. “The way must be prepared for the passage of the thermometer.”

It was that which she felt next, the cool, slick glass probing at her, its slimmer form penetrating easily into her lubricated hole. Constance moaned as the long tube greased with thick oil glided slowly through her clenched anus. It felt odd, so very odd having something inside of her there, but at the same time it excited her in a very naughty way. A swell of heat bloomed between her legs, settling low in her loins with a heavy ache that made her moan again, this time from a longing which she did not understand. When the Professor began to twist the thermometer in her bottom while working it in and out Constance was almost overcome by the sensations until her head lolled and her hand clenched unknowingly in her gown.

“All right, now. It takes a few minutes to register properly, so please lie still.”

She lay there with the long thermometer penetrating her in a place she never would have imagined, with her most private areas completely bared to this man, and even as her face burned with shame down between her legs she burned with something else entirely. She was lost in it, so lost that she barely even felt when the Professor removed the thermometer and his finger returned to the slippery pucker of her ass. This time his finger slid into her far more easily, and with a series of short thrusts that took her breath away he managed to work it completely inside of her until she felt his knuckles pressing into her buttocks.

“Your muscles are strong,” the older man said. “Very healthy grip. Are you experiencing any discomfort?”

“No, Professor,” she breathed, her bottom quivering around his finger.

Her eyes closed and she tried to relax, but something about having him inside of her there made her want to squeeze, to bear down—even when she wanted to hold that slippery digit wriggling around inside of her, to keep the sensations going forever. After a while he pulled out of her again, though, and Miss Sheldon came around the table to help her sit up.

“You did very well,” the Professor told her, and she felt an instant of pride at that. “But there is still the matter of a spanking. Miss Sheldon, prepare her.”

Resigned to her fate, Constance allowed herself to be rearranged so that she was standing bent over the table with her feet back on the floor. When Miss Sheldon had her positioned to her satisfaction she secured Constance’s wrists to the far corners of the table with leather straps, leaving her arms stretched taut, and then she cranked a small wheel on the side of the table which raised the platform until the young woman was forced up onto her tiptoes. It was not until the Professor moved to her side, a long, slender birch rod tapping against one hand, that she began to really have second thoughts.

“Fifteen strokes, Miss Brewer. Ready yourself.”

As Miss Sheldon opened the back of her gown to bare her for the Professor’s ministrations Constance stiffened and bit her lip. Feversham waited long seconds, allowing the anticipation to build before he struck, and then the tip of the rod made a whistling swish as it cut through the air to crack against the bare skin of her bottom. A line of fire slashed across her skin as though red hot coals had been pressed up against her, and her breath hissed through her teeth as she cringed against the table.

*          *          *

Professor Feversham’s eyes locked onto the satin skin of Miss Brewer’s ass where a scarlet welt now stood stark against one pale buttock. His arm lashed out and another streak of red sprang up to cross the other. The girl whimpered and cried out, but held herself still. Good; he had thought she would be tractable once she realized that she was fully in his power. His cock swelled in his breeches, stiffened at the sight of her softly rounded flesh and the thought of plunging into the tight heat of her virgin ass after her thrashing. As he quickly laid three more strokes onto her, Miss Brewer jerked against her restraints and turned her head to bury her sobs against the padding on the table.

Strawberries and cream—that was what her bottom looked like now. Angry red and virginal, creamy white intermingled, and all slowly turning a brilliant shade of pink. Twice more he struck, this time against the back of her firm upper thighs, and her moans became a high squeal as her knees gave way and her toes scrabbled against the tiled floor.

“Oh please, Professor, please no more!”

Eight and nine crisscrossed her round, rosy cheeks while her pleas filled the room, to no avail.

“Please, Professor! I can’t bear it!”

Down where she couldn’t see he rubbed the palm of his hand against the hard outline of his cock. Her cries stimulated him even more than the wonderful view of her candy striped buttocks, while over to his right Miss Sheldon looked on with heavy lidded eyes as she bit her lip, her own excitement something he would deeply relish satisfying later. But business first.

Ten. Eleven. Her body shook and writhed, thighs spreading to expose every delightful charm to him as she begged for his clemency.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I’ll never disobey you again!”

“Discipline, Miss Brewer. Obedience. Submission. These are the keys to your reformation. Until you learn this and accept it your punishments will continue.”

Twelve. Thirteen. She bucked at each lash against her, but ceased her struggling and crying out. As deep sobs shook her slender body he began to wonder if the buttons on his breeches were up to the task of restraining his straining manhood, while between her legs Miss Brewer’s nether lips had grown puffy and dark. Best to finish quickly so they could all attain the release they longed for.

He delivered the final two strokes of her punishment in lightning succession and then drew a deep breath. When he had seen her at Newgate Prison he’d had no idea that he would personally find her so exciting; it was a very good thing he allowed Miss Sheldon to pick her out from her photograph. His assistant had an incredible eye, a real talent for choosing the best. He must think of a way to reward her.

“Release her, Miss Sheldon,” he said, “and help her back up onto the table. Now that little chore is over it is time to begin the first treatment.”

*          *          *

“You must thank the Professor for his lesson, Miss Brewer.”

Constance blinked in astonishment. Thank him for thrashing her? She wanted to refuse such madness, but there was no more fight left in her. “Thank you, Professor,” she murmured.

While the pretty redhead helped her to climb back up onto the table, Constance’s mind was awhirl. Her poor bottom still stung from the whipping, but after the eleventh or twelfth blow something strange had happened. All that heat, all the burning which had been purest agony a moment before transmogrified into something very different. It was pain, but a pain that struck to her very core and set off a reaction between her legs unlike anything she had felt before. The heavy ache in her lower body swelled to drown out the agony of her spanking, and inside she trembled with a longing for something for which she had no name. She only knew that she wanted something, needed something there to fill the hollow quivering before she went mad from it. And she was wet down there now, almost as though she had lost control of her bladder, wet enough to feel the moisture on her lips and the slippery looseness inside the passage which made her a woman.

To her relief Miss Sheldon rolled her onto her side so that her weight was not on her buttocks, and she watched in trepidation as the Professor wheeled a metal cart over to the table and moved around behind her. Oh, hadn’t her poor bottom suffered enough already?

“Today’s treatment is two-fold,” the Professor’s voice intoned. “First we must purge you of the ill humors which poison your body and are responsible for much of your behavioral difficulties. After that we shall relieve the female hysteria which obviously plagues you.”

Something rattled on the tray, and he placed a heavy object down on the table behind her. Constance wanted to crane her head to look, but at the same time she was afraid to find out what was next in store for her. Perhaps she had been too hasty in making her decision. Nine years wasn’t forever, after all.

“As to the former, the unenlightened charlatans who make up most of the so-called medical field still insist on bleeding their patients. Black magic and voodoo, I say! The latest scientific research suggests that colonic therapy is infinitely superior in restoring the body’s chemistry to its rightful balance.”

Once again his hands parted Constance’s buttocks, this time to dribble a cool, thick liquid into the deep cleft between her cheeks. It coated her with an oily layer and then spilled in large drops down her lower cheek and trickled down into the slit between her legs. As the Professor’s finger nudged into her greasy crevice she squirmed and clenched her cheeks against him.

“Miss Brewer.”

The warning tone made her gulp and she forced her muscles to relax. Once more that finger toyed with the tight ring of her anus, rubbing it slowly, gently, until the ache in her loins screamed for attention. What was he doing to her? How was he able to make her feel this way? With a moan she humped her ass back against him, and he obliged her by sliding that finger deep into her rectum. It was easier this time, much less uncomfortable now that she knew what to expect.

“Very good, young woman. That’s the way. Relax and let me prepare you.”

Prepare her? For what? He had already taken her temperature. But as he pumped his finger in and out of her clenching bottom she found that she really didn’t care. She let go and let the sensation carry her along, her eyes fluttering closed as that warm, tingling current dragged her towards its unknown destination. Then the Professor thrust a second finger inside of her.

A spike of pain seared through her as her sphincter muscle protested, unused to such treatment, and her whole bottom throbbed in agony.

“Professor, take it out. Oh, please take it out.”

“Nonsense Miss Brewer,” he replied. “You simply must be stretched a bit before you take the nozzle for your enema. Otherwise the experience would be excruciating.”

An enema! While Constance had heard of them she had never had one herself. It sounded dreadful, and as far as she was concerned her experience was already excruciating.

“Must I have one?” she wailed.

“Absolutely.” Feversham’s voice exuded utter confidence. “It is the only proper way to flush the ill humors from your body, which must be done in order to effect your rehabilitation.”

Although his fingers still only moved slowly, her tight ass resisted him despite all of her efforts to relax, and each thrust sent new waves of anguish spreading out like ripples on a pond. It took long, patient minutes before he was able to stretch her enough to take both digits comfortably, but once again somewhere along the way the pain had transformed into a persistent ache that centered down between her legs and left her anxious and wanting.

“I think that’s done it,” the Professor muttered to himself as he withdrew his fingers, and once again something rattled on the metal cart.

The muscles of her ass twitched and pulsed in a ticklish dance as they attempted to shrink back to their normal dimensions. Was that it? Was he finished?

“All right, Miss Brewer. I am going to insert the enema nozzle now. Please hold very still.”

Constance held still. Indeed, she held her breath waiting with dread for this next intrusion. Something cold slithered against her pulsating anus, twisted and pressed against her with a gentle but inexorable pressure. She stretched, enough for one finger and then two, and yet it still was not enough. A cry burst from her lips as the strain became unbearable.

“No more! I can’t take any more. You’re splitting me in two!”

“Stuff and nonsense,” the big man growled in irritation behind her. “Why, Miss Sheldon had the same treatment two days ago. You’ll just have to bear up, young woman.”

Suddenly she gave way, her muscles surrendering to the intruder, and it popped through into her bowels. Constance cried out again, lost somewhere between relief and agony. Smooth, slippery metal slid against her tight ring, still thicker than the Professor’s fingers but thankfully nothing like the massive head. This wasn’t so bad. It made her feel full, stuffed, but it wasn’t unpleasant, exactly.

She moaned and twitched as a low ridge on the metal shaft spread her wider for a moment. Another followed it, and then another, and prickling warmth spread from her ass up to her sex until the flutter deep within her virgin tunnel made her whimper with need. With another moan Constance thrust her ass back onto the enema nozzle, wanting more of it in her, wanting all of it until no more would fit. It moved inside of her, a slow pumping as the Professor worked it in and out of her a couple of inches at a time.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed.

“Steady there, Miss Brewer. I’m adjusting the depth to accommodate you.”

It would suit her if he would just go on adjusting the depth all day. But somehow she had to relieve this frightful tension building within her. She felt like a spring being wound tighter and tighter, and surely she must eventually snap just as that spring would when it became coiled past all endurance? The nozzle ceased its movements and she uttered a cry of frustration.

“I will now release the enema solution. This is simply warm, soapy water, nothing to worry about.”

With a hiss she stiffened, back arching as the liquid flooded into her bowels. She had thought that she felt full with the enema nozzle inside of her, but now she found herself filling and filling, her stomach distending as more of the water sloshed into her colon. Small cramps twisted at her, tugged at her bloated innards.

“Oh. Oh. Oh.”

“There, there, dear, it will be all right.”

A soft hand slipped under her gown to caress her belly, and Constance looked up to find Miss Sheldon beside her. Her wide green eyes were warm with sympathy—and something else which caused Constance’s breath to catch. To her relief the other woman’s touch turned into a gentle massage which soothed the spasms in her stomach. As her discomfort eased Miss Sheldon’s touch became lighter and her hand crept lower, fingers tickling around the edges of her belly button, and still further to the soft skin of her mound. When her fingertips grazed against the hard knot at the root of her furrow Constance gasped and flinched.

“Relax,” the Professor’s voice insisted.

Raw pleasure surged between her legs and the throbbing ache intensified into a need that squeezed at her chest.

“Oh!”

“Are you in pain, Miss Brewer?”

“No,” she whispered. It wasn’t pain, although she was in agony.

“Good. I’m removing the nozzle now.”

But Professor Feversham didn’t simply remove it. Instead he slid it back and forth inside of her, the flanges on the tube stimulating her tender anus while Miss Sheldon’s fingers swirled lightly over her clit. Without realizing it Constance began to rock her pelvis, fucking herself on the enema nozzle while rubbing her clit harder against the other woman’s fingers until even with all of the oil which had spilled into her furrow she could feel herself growing wetter inside.

*          *          *

As her wrinkled, pink sphincter clutched and squeezed at the ribbed enema nozzle sliding through it, Professor Feversham’s cock jumped and pulsed with longing. He almost called Miss Sheldon to his aid, but no, that was better left until the young woman on the table was being driven to the heights of ecstasy by his electrical apparatus in combination with his manual stimulation. Once she was more used to the procedures, well, things would be rather different.

He clamped the hose and carefully withdrew the nozzle the remainder of the way, eliciting a sharp cry from Miss Brewer as the overlarge tip stretched her painfully wide again. With him and Miss Sheldon helping her she was able to climb awkwardly off the table and relieve herself of the enema solution in the screened off water closet. When she had been cleaned up they took her back to the table and had her lie face down with her legs spread and her pubic area positioned over one of the cutouts in the table. As he helped her up he observed that her nipples were stiff and swollen with undiminished arousal. That pleased him, since not all of his patients found the colonic treatments stimulating. Miss Brewer, however, might well turn out to be quite the dirty little anal slut based on her reactions.

“Miss Sheldon, will you start the large percuteur while I ready our patient?”

With a smile to quiet Miss Brewer’s anxious nerves he rearranged her limbs so that her arms were folded beneath her head and her legs were stretched apart to straddle a V-shaped cutout at the bottom of the table. Once she was adjusted comfortably he snapped a pair of leather cuffs onto her ankles so she would be unable to close her legs, and then pulled a small jar of olive oil—a lighter, smoother variety than what he had used as lubrication for her enema—from the metal cart and squirted a liberal dose over his fingers.

A low hum came from behind him as Miss Sheldon switched on the large vibrating machine. The apparatus was contained in a wheeled steel box about a foot to a side while an extensible steel rod as thick as his thumb rose from the top. A soft, gray rubber vibratode like a ball covered the tip of the rod, and its edges blurred as Miss Sheldon adjusted the vibration rate higher. How would his patient react to this?

The Professor reached beneath Miss Sheldon and slathered her cunt liberally with the olive oil, smiling at the girl’s guttural cry as his fingers dwelled for a few seconds on her swollen clit. Once Miss Brewer was properly lubricated he gave a nod to his assistant and Miss Sheldon wheeled the vibrating machine into the gap between the girl’s legs. From there Feversham took over, kneeling beneath the table to adjust the device for its optimum placement—and incidentally giving himself a perfect view straight up his patient’s lovely pussy.

All of her smooth, pink skin glistened with its coating of olive oil, and the reddened pearl at the edge of her lips was so swollen that it peeked out from its hood at him. Her obvious arousal stoked his own, his stiff rod pulsating, demanding release. He would have to work quickly.

Squinting a little, he turned the knob which adjusted the height of the rod so that the vibrating ball eased up against Miss Brewer’s exposed clit. At the first contact of the rubber ball against her nub she jerked and moaned and tried to lift herself away, but with a firm hand on her buttocks he pressed her back down against it.

“Miss Brewer, you suffer from an acute case of praefocatio matricis. This treatment will—at least temporarily—provide some relief.”

The young woman’s voice was a little breathless. “Praefe… What you said? Is it serious?”

“It can become quite serious.” He poured more olive oil onto his fingers. “You have an ache and a heaviness in your lower body, do you not? Along with a desperate craving in the area of your sex, correct?”

“Yes, Professor.” It was a low whimper. “It’s like a deep itch that I can’t scratch. Oh, please, can you make it stop?”

He hooked a stool with his foot and dragged it into the open area just behind the boxy vibrating machine and spent a few moments admiring the rounded swell of her ass and the wide-spread folds of her sex.

“I assure you that my methods are guaranteed to bring you relief.”

Careful not to disturb the vibrator humming on her clit he slid his fingers between her lips and probed inside her moist entrance. She was rotating her hips now to bring herself greater pleasure from the contact with the rubber ball and hardly noticed when he slid the tip of one finger inside of her. A little gush of her fluids emerged as he opened her. How marvelously wet she was! He pressed a little more deeply into the slippery heat of her vagina and his fingertip bumped against her hymen.

Still a virgin, too. Hard to believe considering her background, but she was quite definitely virgo intacta. That would make her far more valuable after her rehabilitation was completed, and he made a mental note to remind Miss Sheldon to keep her segregated from the regular patients. It was rather a pity—she was so very tight and lovely and he had hoped to enjoy her—but sacrifices had to be made, and she did have other delights of which he could partake.

Pulling his hand back he replaced the finger in her pussy with his thumb and slid his fingers up the oily channel between her buttocks until they found her puckered ring. She moaned and clenched her buttocks at the intrusion, but after her enema she was well-lubricated and stretched enough that he was able to slide two fingers straight in. It was not long before her muscles relented and he was able to fuck both of her holes with his fingers while she masturbated her clit against the vibrator.

Sure now that their patient was completely occupied with her own pleasure, Miss Sheldon appeared and knelt between his legs. Nimble fingers freed his erection and pulled it to her greedy mouth, her tongue darting and swirling to lap up his pre-cum and tease him to still greater heights of excitement. The little tease would keep him going for hours if he allowed her.

“Lettie,” he moaned, his fingers still ceaselessly pumping in Miss Brewer.

“Poor Professor,” she whispered back with a wicked grin, and wrapping her slender fingers around his shaft stroked slowly up and down. “We must attend to your needs as well.”

Each time she reached the top she squeezed him to milk out more of his oozing pre-cum until his whole cock was glistening and slippery with it. She gave the tip one more long, slow kiss that left a blob of her saliva behind and then stood and gathered her skirts in a bunch at her lower back so that he was presented with her naked backside. Her small hands reached back and parted her buttocks, inviting him to inspect the channel between and the crinkled aperture nestled within. She flexed her muscles, making it appear to wink at him.

“Is this what you want, Professor Feversham?”

“Oh, my dear girl, yes.”

She worked her way back until the purple head of his cock pressed between her cheeks, and then reached down to guide him. Using her own weight as leverage she pressed down until his thick rod pierced her and stretched her into a tight, white ring around his shaft. As he plunged into the heat of her ass Feversham took a shuddering breath and wrapped his free arm around her middle to settle her more closely against him. Fascinated he watched her swallow every inch of his prick a bit at a time until she had taken the whole thing in her luscious little bottom and she came to rest against his lap.

“Such a naughty girl you are,” he murmured.

“I’m exactly as you made me,” she whispered back.

“My finest creation.”

His hand fumbled between her legs, clawed its way through her skirts while she rocked back and forth to fuck herself on his manhood. Finally he found his way, teased her hard clit until she moaned his name, and then pressed two fingers into the wet hole beneath. She squeezed down on him, her pussy clinging to his fingers. Both hands worked now, each fucking a different woman while Miss Sheldon’s tightly stretched ass gripped and pulled at him with each stroke.

As a hot ache prickled in his balls he pulled his fingers from Miss Sheldon’s soaking pussy and thrust them to her mouth, rubbing her honey across her lips before pushing them inside. Her tongue twisted and lapped greedily to catch every drop of her own tangy juices and she suckled his fingers as though working his cock. With a groan he pulled her head back and drove his pole deep into her ass. Realizing he was close she squirmed against him and bore down hard with her sphincter muscle to clasp him inside of her.

Hot cum shot from him in thick blobs until his balls were emptied, and he had to bury his mouth against the back of Miss Sheldon’s neck to muffle his moans. When he had finished she began to rock against him once more while her fingers rubbed frantically at her clit until she found her own release a few seconds later. The muscles in her ass spasmed and clenched as she came to milk every last drop of cum from his slowly deflating manhood. When the last aftershocks eventually died away she rose shakily to her feet and rearranged her skirt, then tucked Professor Feversham’s cock back in his breeches.

Through all of these exercises his fingers had never ceased their efforts to stimulate his young patient, and even as his breathing returned to normal a gush of fluid spurted onto his hand and her cries of release took the place of the ones he and his assistant had dared not utter.

*          *          *

Constance lay with her head down and panted. The vibrating machine’s massage seemed to sap every ounce of her will, and the Professor’s fingers moving inside of her alternately soothed and fed the voracious ache in her loins. A rising heat built between her legs, a tension that roiled and burned until she knew it must consume her. Pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable spread languidly out to fill her, swelling her breasts and making her whole body buzz.

Each thrust of his fingers tightened the knots in her belly, drew them taut until they sang with their need for release. She gasped, groaned as the fingers in her ass drove harder, pressed more deeply into her. Her pussy ground down and her clit pressed against the machine’s rubber tip in an effort to grasp ever more sensation, to drown herself in it. With one last shove backwards Constance forced Feversham’s fingers completely into her ass, and finally the knots broke free.

“Professor!” she cried. “Oh Professor, what is this?”

Pleasure seared along her nerves, pushing her euphoria to dizzying heights and pinning her there while she fought to breathe, and her gasping cries echoed from the bare walls of the examination room while her fingers clawed at the padding on the table. Her mouth locked in a rictus of agony at this ecstasy that was almost pain until finally she sank down onto the table, drained and sweat-streaked, although her blood still thrummed with wisps of leftover ecstasy.

Slowly she lifted her head to watch the Professor and his assistant cleaning their equipment and putting it away for its next use. When Feversham saw that she had recovered he offered her a slight smile.

“That, Miss Brewer, was what we call a hysterical paroxysm. It is a release of energies of imbalance as your womb returns to its proper state. You should feel much better, and far less anxious, for a while.”

“A while? You mean I’ll have to do that again?”

“Almost certainly. The womb does tend to wander, in which case further treatments will be required. Fortunately with my new electromechanical devices like the percuteur this is not an overly onerous task.”

Constance closed her eyes. Again? She could have that again? As Miss Sheldon pulled her up and helped her descend from the table to clean up the young woman was laughing gleefully in her head. To think she had almost chosen to go back to Newgate Prison instead of this. Now the only question in her mind was how to delay her rehabilitation as long as possible.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek of Feversham’s next story, Paroxysm. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Sneak Peek: Paroxysm

PROFESSOR FEVERSHAM GROWLED DEEP IN HIS THROAT as he rammed his cock hard into Lettie Sheldon’s slick, buttery ass from behind. Glorious heat enveloped him while the tight ring of her anus pulsated and quivered against his shaft as he forced his way deeper. With a low moan his nurse deliberately clamped down on him with her sphincter muscles, knowing that it would increase his own pleasure even as she dialed up the speed of the machine responsible for her own.

He could feel that thick, steam-driven dildo churning in her pussy, separated from his cock only by a thin membrane of tissue. Stuffed and hammered by them both at once Miss Sheldon’s pleasure should have been guaranteed, but Professor Feversham had not been content to stop there. His brilliance had devised a new feature for this steam engine—a nozzle which spurted rapid pulses of warm water directly against her clit while the dildo fucked her relentlessly. Pulsed water therapy had long been part of his repertoire, but this was the first time he had successfully combined both functions in the same device. The steam provided the impetus for both the piston which drove the dildo and the rotating valve which controlled the pulsations, while also heating the water expelled from the nozzle.

From the young woman’s gutteral, animal groans Feversham guessed that his invention had exceeded his expectations. Electromechanical devices were often more interesting to experiment with, but at least for the time being steam still had definite advantages.His thick fingers dug deeply into her soft skin to give him leverage to thrust more forcefully into her backside. He might be in competition with a machine, but by God the girl would know her ass had been used when he was through with her! Inside she trembled against his cock and the sucking noises of the self-lubricating dildo as it pumped into her tight pussy grew even wetter. When he looked down he could see the tightly stretched pink ring around his cock clutching at him, pulling out a little ways with him as he withdrew from her as though she did not want him to depart. Dear Lettie—she was such a dirty little anal slut, and out of all the asses he was able to enjoy hers was his favorite. No matter how he used or stretched her she was always virginally tight and ready to fuck when he needed her again. Perhaps she had exercises which kept those muscles perpetually firm? If so he should encourage her to pass them along to the pupils of his academy.

With a piercing cry Miss Sheldon found her release and all the muscles in her body contracted at once in convulsions of pleasure. Her anus clamped down in a grip of iron so that he couldn’t move, held him buried in the sweltering depths of her ass while her innards trembled and quaked in an erotic massage against his throbbing shaft that left his balls prickling. The instant she released him the Professor slammed into her—once, twice, then on the third time as his head pierced far into the clinging walls of her narrow passage he barked a hoarse cry and molten cum boiled up to erupt deep within her bowels.

No sooner had he pulled his still-twitching cock from her ass than Lettie turned around on the table and sucked him greedily into her mouth, her moans and tongue calculated to bring him quickly back to life after his exertions. For a few seconds he enjoyed the soft fit of her mouth, the way her tongue expertly teased his sensitive flesh, and he stroked her long, auburn curls fondly.

“My sweet, dirty little slut,” he murmured.

She moaned in agreement, the vibration sending a thrum of pleasure through his stiff manhood. Enough was enough, though; they had a schedule to keep. Although she whined in disappointment Feversham pulled his rod from her mouth and replaced it in his breeches.

“Insatiable wench.”

She wiped her mouth with a smirk and stood to rearrange her skirts. “Yes. Exactly as you intended. Thank you, Professor. I feel ever so much better.”

“As well you should. The device performed satisfactorily.”

“Oh, yes. That one is going to be a big favorite, especially among the older, married women, I suspect.”

“Excellent. On that note I need you to find me a new test subject.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Professor, you already have two wings full of young women completely at your disposal, and your appointments list is packed. You couldn’t possibly take on another patient.”

A frown curved his thick lips. “But I need someone new—someone who has not yet undergone any of my treatments. The test results must not be tainted by expectations based on prior experience. It would also help greatly if she was quite young and still a virgin, as they are so much more sensitive to imbalances in their humors and the slightest displacements of their wombs.”

“I dare say that’s not all they’re sensitive to,” Miss Sheldon muttered.

“Hush, Lettie. Don’t be crass. It doesn’t suit you.”

“Very well, Professor. We have visitors calling daily in hopes that a space will have cleared on your calendar, so I’ll keep an eye out for any who might meet your requirements.”

“Excellent. Now, let’s discuss this morning’s treatments. I believe Miss Brewer has progressed sufficiently that she is ready to begin the next phase of her therapy. Will you make sure she is completely depilated and have a three cycle enema kit ready prepared for us in Examination Room Number Seven?”

Two days later Professor Feversham sat at his massive desk working on his latest submission to Nature when Miss Sheldon tapped on his door.

“Are you terribly busy, Professor? I think I may have found a candidate for the new test subject position.”

“Not at all. Please show her in.”

A moment later the nurse returned with a thin, pinched man of middle age and a young woman in tow. Feversham’s eyes settled immediately on the girl. An angel fallen from Heaven might have envied her golden curls and cornflower blue eyes set in flawless porcelain skin, and she walked with an air of perfect innocence as though the world could barely touch a being of her grace. For some reason that made him recall the way Lettie had eagerly sucked his cock into her mouth after it had just been buried in her ass, and his manhood swelled at the thought of this beautiful creature doing the same thing.

“Professor George Edward Feversham,” he rumbled, rising to his feet behind the desk to hold out one large paw. Fortunately there was a large stack of papers there to hide the erection now painfully obvious in his breeches.

“Sir William Stanley, and this is my daughter Eleanor.”

 The Professor took care not to crush Sir William’s limp, sweating hand while nodding to the young woman. Her eyes fluttered nervously and she bowed.

“I’m pleased to make your acquaintance, Professor.”

“So,” the Professor said, settling back into his chair, “how may I be of assistance to you, Sir William?”

The other man licked his thin lips nervously. “I was hoping that I could convince you to accept Eleanor as a patient. For the last two years she has suffered from neurasthenia—fatigue, anxiety, depression, headaches. I have taken her to half the doctors in England to no avail. Rest cures, ‘Americanitis Elixir,’ nothing has worked. When we came by your office six months ago and were turned away because your schedule was already full I took her to Europe, but the doctors there fared no better. Now we are back as humble supplicants to beg you to reconsider. I’m afraid that you are our last hope, Professor Feversham.”

“Hm.” Feversham regarded him with narrowed eyes and leaned back in his chair to steeple his fingers on his stomach. “You do understand the my Academy is the most sought after facility in Europe for the treatment of praefocatio matricis, and that I already have as many patients as I can possibly handle now?”

Sir William’s face fell and he made as if to stand. “Of course, Professor Feversham. I’m sorry to have troubled you.”

The Professor held up a hand to stop him. “As it turns out I do currently have an opening, but it is intended to test some of my latest experimental methods. It is not a standard treatment program.”

Leaning forward in his seat, Sir William made no attempt to conceal his eagerness. “Oh, Professor, if you would be willing to consider her… We’ll do anything.”

Feversham’s piercing blue-gray eyes settled on the lovely creature sitting beside her father. “Will you? Do anything, I mean? Because that is a requirement for any candidate for this opening. I must be given full authority to carry out the treatment in its entirety, and there must be no hesitation from the young lady to carry out my orders.”

“Your reputation for results alleviates any qualms I might have about leaving my daughter in your hands with those conditions. You will have her full cooperation, I assure you.”

Continue reading Paroxysm…
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Built for Sin

She was half my age and she was Olivia’s daughter, for god’s sake!

Olivia hates my guts. We had been best friends growing up—right up until the night I turned her down. Unfortunately I didn't realize she was a closet psycho, and in a fit of jealous rage she sabotaged my entire life. To escape her I finally fled to Australia, where I hoped that time and distance would give Olivia a chance to get over her craziness.

Today I came back home for the first time in years, and the first thing I saw was her gorgeous daughter, Callie. Callie has the face of an angel and a body built for sin, and I can’t stop thinking about all the filthy things I’d love to do to her. I know I need to keep my hands off like she was plutonium, but every time I see her I want her more and I’m rapidly losing my will to keep her at a distance. I can’t help but think that no matter what Olivia might do to me, Callie would be worth it.

I was going to taste the forbidden fruit of her sweet, pouty lips and to hell with the consequences.

Obsessed

I’d never imagined that someone just looking at me could set me on fire. Why couldn’t Patrick look at me that way? But this was his father, and the feelings surging through my body were wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know where to start listing them. This couldn’t be happening. What the hell had I done? I’d kissed my boyfriend’s father. He’d kissed me.

And sweet God, how I wanted him to do it again.

I should have felt guilty for kissing her, but I didn’t. From the very first moment I set eyes on Sylvie, I wanted her. I didn’t give a fuck that she was half my age, or my son’s girlfriend. I didn’t care about anything, except somehow taking her away from him and claiming her for my own.

I intended to make her mine—completely mine—and know that no other man but me was ever going to touch her again.

Enticing Erin

The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Ever since they had moved in at the beginning of the summer, the three sorority girls had been a perpetual pain in the ass. Loud, drunken parties lasted until dawn, somehow the trash always managed to get thrown in Sean and Vicki's yard, and music blared out of the house even when none of the girls were at home.

But this time the girls have finally pushed things too far, and Sean and Vickie intend to teach them a hard lesson they'll never forget. Vicki has a plan for Sean to get even with all three of them in the best possible way - and she’s going to immortalize the whole thing on video.

Polly and Her Neighbor

She wanted to hate Josh for what he was making her do, but at the same time she didn’t want him to ever stop.

When nineteen-year-old Polly backs into her handsome neighbor Josh’s brand new car, it’s all she can do not to break down and cry. She’s going to be late for work again, her insurance is going to go through the roof, and Josh is going to be so angry at her.

No one actually noticed the accident, though, and so Polly decides not to leave a note. As she drives away, she thinks she’s gotten away scot-free.

But her luck runs out when Josh shows up at her house that night with photos of the accident and threatens to turn her over to the police. He’s furious and intends to teach her a hard lesson. How far will Polly be willing to go to convince Josh to let her off the hook?  Will she let him use her however he wants, rough and without protection?
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I discovered that I really enjoy writing romance, and I’ve been lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my romantic erotica/erotic romance. In 2015 I began publishing two major serialized works—the companion series My Wildest Fantasy and Obsessed. Now that these are finished, I’m about to start a student/teacher erotic romance titled Relentless.

I’ve also begun publishing romance under the pen name Olivia Blake. My first novel, With One Word, was released in November 2015. After completing my eight-part billionaire romance series, Winter’s Heat, I’ve moved on to a contemporary Gothic romance called Dark Bargains. The story is about the son of a casino magnate who falls in love with his brother’s mistress. It has a mansion on a lake, a dead wife, a ghost, and of course lots of secrets.

Check out my other stories at my Kobo author page or visit my blog for the latest and greatest at http://kelli-wolfe.com. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO

Kelli
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	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}
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