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Summary

“Discipline, Miss Hamilton, is a vital component of your treatment regime.”

The wild, young governess cannot afford to lose her position in Baronet Dowling’s household. She would be reduced to poverty and life on the street. The promise of Professor Feversham’s treatments is all that stands between her and dismissal.

“Where discipline is not naturally present, it must be instilled for the good of the patient.”

Will the Professor’s hysteria treatments enable Sophia to control her desperate urges, or will stronger methods be required? Will the young governess find the relief she craves with the Professor’s latest inventions—the electromechanical vibrating bench and the triple function steam-driven percuteur?
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DISCIPLINE

“I’M QUITE PLEASED WITH YOUR PROGRESS, Miss Sheldon,” Professor Feversham said, his rumbling voice pitched low so it wouldn’t carry.

“Thank you, Professor. But I simply followed your instructions.”

They stood in the entrance of a cozy drawing room. Inside, half a dozen young ladies in their late teens and early twenties played children’s games and laughed merrily together. Despite their ages, they wore gaily colored knee-length dresses with short sleeves and had their hair styled in the simple braids or loose curls usually favored for well-bred children.

“Don’t be modest, Lettie,” the big man chided gently, his gray eyes twinkling with pleasure. “I merely offered suggestions about the latest theories on mental age regression. Your hard work gave the idea a life of its own.”

“I’m pleased that you’re satisfied.”

“Oh, I am far more than satisfied. I shall send word immediately to a couple of gentlemen I know who shall be most gratified by the fruits of your efforts. I foresee a bright future for this new wing of the Academy.”

“Do you think so?”

He nodded. “There’s certainly no dearth of gently born ladies of good families who have fallen on hard times. Your efforts here shall prevent untold numbers of them from having to resort to prostitution or theft simply to survive. They will leap at the chance to be well taken care of and to live in their accustomed style once more—especially when they realize how little is asked of them in return.”

They both turned at the sound of a throat being cleared behind them. One of the Professor’s muscular orderlies stood there nervously, even as he peered with some curiosity over their shoulders at the young women in the drawing room.

“Your pardon, Professor. I do hate to disturb you, but you have a visitor. Lord Dowling—I believe he’s a baronet—is waiting downstairs. He seemed most apologetic at coming unannounced, but asked if he might have a few minutes of your time.”

The Professor frowned. “Is he alone?”

“No, sir. He has a young lady with him.”

The frown disappeared. “In that case I suppose I shall accommodate his wishes.”

Miss Sheldon didn’t bother trying to hide her smirk or the laughter that danced in her wide green eyes. “How very generous of you.”

“Save that sharp tongue for your young charges in there, Miss Sheldon.”

“Oh, please believe me that I shall, Professor.”

Feversham shook his head at her bald innuendo, a fond smile playing on his lips. “Come along, John. We shall leave Miss Sheldon to tend to her flock. No doubt they shall soon receive a rather fearsome tongue-lashing.”

Lord Dowling was a thin, bespectacled man in his early thirties with receding blond hair and a harried manner. He perched on the edge of a chair in the waiting room, bouncing a cane in his hands, his light brown eyes darting around nervously. His companion, a young woman in her early twenties, appeared as refined as the baronet, but her smooth skin was exotically darker and luxurious midnight curls flowed down her back. Brown eyes so deep they were almost black regarded the Professor and John with naked curiosity.

“Professor George Edward Feversham, at your service,” the Professor boomed.

The man sprang to his feet. “Lord Dowling. Thank you so much for seeing me. Us, I mean.”

“Not at all. I shall be delighted to offer you whatever assistance I may. Why don’t you and Miss…?”

“Hamilton,” the baronet supplied. “Miss Sophia Hamilton.”

“Why don’t the two of you accompany me to my office where we may speak in private?”

Feversham noted the way Miss Hamilton’s eyes followed the muscular form of his orderly as they turned down the hallway. How very interesting. No doubt that was part of the reason for the baronet’s insistence on a meeting, despite his lack of an appointment.

“So,” he said, sinking ponderously into his seat behind the desk and turning his gaze upon Dowling, “what is it that you wish of me?”

“It is a matter of some delicacy…” The baronet’s voice trailed off uncertainly.

“It always is,” Feversham observed. “Pray, go on.”

“Miss Hamilton is a cousin of my dear, departed wife. Just before she passed of consumption two years ago, the poor woman requested that I take Miss Hamilton on as governess for our two young children.”

“You have my condolences.”

“Thank you. I’ve been quite pleased with her. Soph—er, Miss Hamilton is wonderful with the children, and her behavior has been above reproach—up until the last six months.”

Feversham’s gray eyes turned to the young woman in question, who met his gaze unflinchingly. “And then what happened?” he rumbled.

“She became increasingly restless and irritable. Later she began to complain of insomnia and headaches, and general malaise. While she still takes excellent care of the children, she has been rather more short-tempered with them.”

“I believe I understand.”

The baronet continued as though Feversham had not spoken. “More recently there have been other troubles in the household. I’ve had to fire two stable hands and an assistant cook because of the blatant attention they’ve been paying to her.” He wrung his hands and stared down at his boots. “I’m not saying that it’s her fault, mind you, but she has an air about her which seems to encourage such things.”

Feversham nodded sagely. “Are you of Spanish descent, Miss Hamilton?”

“My grandmother was a war bride—a noble Castilian lady brought back from Spain by my grandfather when the campaign in the Peninsula ended,” she replied.

“There it is, my lord. She comes of a naturally hot-blooded stock, which tends to amplify the effects of praefocatio matricis. Fortunately these days the remedies for this malady are perfectly understood, and under my care she will be right as rain in no time.”

Lord Dowling stared at him in disbelief. “You have already diagnosed her condition and can cure her?”

The Professor rose to his feet and shrugged as he pressed a button on his desk. “Cure is too strong a term. There is no true cure for female hysteria, as it is commonly known. But there are treatments which will alleviate the symptoms and allow her to resume a perfectly normal life.”

“Oh, do you hear, Sophia? Isn’t that wonderful?”

The young woman gave an agitated sigh. “I suppose, although it all seems perfectly natural to me. I am not sure why you insist on making such a fuss.”

Lord Dowling bit his mustache in frustration. “This is what I deal with, Professor. I can do nothing with her. But I cannot bear to have my children bereaved a second time by sending her away. Please help us. Help her.”

“Do not trouble yourself, my lord. I can curb these wild urges.”

Miss Hamilton rolled her eyes. “Yet men succumb to them all the time,” she sniffed.

“Leave her in my care and have some of her things sent over,” the Professor said, his eyes glinting as he peered down at this latest challenge. “For a woman in her advanced state of hysteria, I shall most likely have to administer multiple treatments over a period of two or three days before they begin to take their full effect. My assistant, Miss Sheldon, has suitable accommodations for young ladies in her newly refurbished wing of the Academy. Miss Hamilton will be quite comfortable there, and perfectly chaperoned at all times.”

The baronet’s eyes flickered doubtfully between them. “Are you quite certain?”

“My lord, this facility has proffered treatment to the most nobly bred women of Europe. Princesses, duchesses, marchionesses... They all come to me for relief from this awful malady, as I am the only scientist of my caliber who has devoted his full efforts to the alleviation of their suffering.”

“Very well, then. I leave her in your most capable hands.”

“I have your full confidence?”

“Indeed, yes.”

“Excellent. Then I see no reason why we should not proceed with her treatment at once. Miss Sheldon will be along momentarily to escort Miss Hamilton to her quarters here, and as soon as she is settled in, we shall begin.”

“Thank you, Professor. You are truly an angel of mercy.”

A slight smile crept across the Professor’s face. “My only joy lies in providing relief for the suffering of others.”

*          *          *

“These are your rooms, Miss Hamilton,” Lettie Sheldon said, waving her inside. “I hope they are agreeable.”

Sophia looked past the auburn-haired woman and examined the small suite critically, but finally nodded in satisfaction. The furnishings were subdued but elegant, and the whole ensemble radiated quality. There was nothing that her cousin the baronet would have been ashamed to have in his own house.

“Thank you. This shall do nicely.”

“Lord Dowling is having some of your things delivered, and we have a ladies’ maid on staff to assist you later, should you require it. For now, if you’ll come with me, the Professor would like to conduct your initial examination so he may formulate a plan for your treatment.”

The young woman raised an eyebrow. “Examination? Of what sort?”

“To assess your physical condition. The Professor believes in being very thorough.”

A tiny shiver ran through Miss Hamilton, unremarked by the other woman. “Does he?” she asked quietly. “I do indeed hope so.”

“Never fear, Miss,” the other woman assured her. “Professor Feversham is one of the finest minds in the world, and understands female anatomy and physiology better than any other man alive. You’ll be feeling much better in no time. Now, if you would follow me?”

Sophia trailed behind her, out of that elegantly furnished wing and down an echoing stone stairway. They passed into a more austere section of the Academy and entered a long hallway set with rows of stout metal doors on either side. Miss Sheldon paused before one and pushed against it. As it swung silently open, bright white lights flickered to life of their own accord inside.

“Examination Room Seven,” Miss Sheldon announced. “This is the one he asked for.”

Strange, gleaming brass and glass objects covered the steel shelves which lined the walls. At the center of the room stood an oddly-shaped padded table with metal and leather fastenings at the corners. Colored wires ran like slender snakes along the edges and disappeared into the mysterious metal boxes which perched on wheeled carts nearby. It was fascinating, but at the same time rather intimidating since Sophia could not begin to guess at the functions of any of the scientific apparatus.

“I know it can be a bit frightening to take in, but this is modern medicine at its finest. Now, let’s get you out of those clothes and into your gown.”

Her words sent chills down Sophia’s spine. “I beg your pardon?”

“Professor Feversham must examine you, Miss Hamilton. He needs to form a complete picture of your physical state in order to determine which course of treatment will work best for you.”

“But my clothes?”

“Would get in the way of the examination. We’ll put you in a gown that will keep you reasonably covered while allowing the Professor the access he needs.”

Sophia felt her lips trembling and fought to control herself. “Are you certain this is necessary?”

Miss Sheldon gave her a firm nod. “Yes, Miss. The Professor will be unable to proceed with your treatment without a full physical work-up. In which case he would have to contact Lord Dowling, and I don’t think we want that, do we?”

Dread clutched at Sophia’s heart. Her cousin was a decent man, but she didn’t dare take the risk of losing her position as governess. She’d never be able to get another job suitable for her station without a good reference from him, which would not be forthcoming. It would doom her to poverty or life on the streets.

“No,” she murmured. “That won’t be necessary.”

“Good. Now, if you’ll step over behind this screen we’ll get you changed into your gown.”

Despite the other woman’s assurances, Sophia found the gown far too short and awkwardly designed. No matter how she arranged it, either her breasts or her bottom ended up exposed. With her hands clutched at the neck and hem of the gown, heat crept up her neck and into her face as she blushed in shame. Perhaps she had flirted with some of the men in the household, but this was simply indecent.

“Are we ready to begin?” the Professor’s voice boomed cheerfully from behind her.

With a squeak of surprise Sophia bent and tried to close the back of her robe, but that only caused the top of the gown to slip and bare her ample breasts. She started to dart behind the concealing screen, but Miss Sheldon stopped her with a firm grip on her arm.

“Stop fretting, Miss. He’s a doctor, and he’s seen far greater ladies than you in this very room.”

A hot tear rolled down Sophia’s cheek, but she brushed it away. Holding her head high, she allowed Miss Sheldon to guide her into the center of the room towards the odd table. With her help, Sophia was able to ascend the step stool and take her place atop the cool, padded leather cushions. The Professor paid her no mind, his attention on a small stack of note cards.

“You are twenty-two years of age, Miss Hamilton.”

“Yes, Professor.”

“Any headache today?”

“No.”

“Heaviness in your lower abdomen or breasts?”

As she adjusted the top of her robe to cover her breasts, her bare bottom slid against the cool, slick leather. The wicked pleasure of that sensation made her nipples pucker, and a tiny quiver slithered through her core.

“A little,” she admitted.

“You are still a virgin?”

“Professor!”

 He shrugged away her shocked expression. “One must ask, Miss Hamilton. I am a doctor, and such information is privileged. It will not leave this room.”

She could barely speak for mortification. “Yes.”

“Excellent. Now, if you would lie back with your arms at your sides, Miss Hamilton is going to fit your feet into the stirrups.”

“What? Why?”

“Because I cannot have you thrashing about and interrupting my measurements,” he growled. “Miss Hamilton, everything that goes on here is for your own good. I do wish you’d simply relax and cooperate. It would make things go ever so much more smoothly.”

“Yes, Professor Feversham. I’m sorry,” she said, subdued by his obvious vexation.

Miss Sheldon arranged her legs against a pair of slender metal frames which unfolded from the end of the table. When that was done, she affixed Sophia’s ankles and knees to the framework with soft, leather restraints so that Sophia’s legs were thoroughly immobilized and stretched widely apart.

During this process her gown had ridden up, and cool air tickled over her exposed privates. If the Professor turned around he’d be able to see simply everything.

“Are we ready to proceed, Miss Sheldon?” Feversham called over his shoulder.

“Yes, Professor.”

The large man trundled over one of the carts which held a plain, white metal box. Sophia lost sight of him as he fiddled with a set of wires attached to a pair of thick glass tubes, but then he appeared again—directly between her legs. When she realized that her whole lower body was exposed to him and she was helpless to cover herself, her heart began to hammer in earnest.

“Now, the first thing we must do is take your temperature and determine the current position of your internal organs. Miss Sheldon?”

Without a word his assistant handed him a glass bottle full of a thick, yellowish fluid. Feversham drizzled the liquid onto his hand, then carefully rubbed some onto the two glass tubes. When they were both coated to his satisfaction, Feversham ran one hand under Sophia’s robe. She felt his fingers pressing against her, rubbing against her most private parts, and she jerked away from his touch with a cry.

“Miss Hamilton!” the Professor barked. “Please remain still. These are delicate scientific instruments.”

Cold glass teased against the crease of her buttocks and brushed the lips which guarded the entrance to her sex.  “What… What are you going to do to me?”

“This device has two glass tubes which serve a dual purpose. Their primary function is to measure internal temperature, but they also emit a miniscule amount of electricity which allows me to determine the position of your internal organs. The current is extremely low and only detectable by my instruments, so you will not feel a thing.”

As the Professor’s oiled-up fingers stroked against her backside, Sophia found herself unable to agree with him. She certainly felt that.

The Professor resumed talking while he worked, as though delivering a lecture. “I originally only used a single thermometer in the rectum to obtain a temperature, but I’ve since found that using a dual thermometer in both the anus and vagina provides more accurate results. Since for the purposes of sending and receiving electrical impulses two probes are necessary, I am thus able to kill two birds with one stone, as it were. It’s not quite as accurate as my hysteria prognosticator, but somewhat less invasive.”

Miss Sheldon’s hands reached under Sophia’s robe and took gentle hold of the globes of her buttocks, pulling them apart and opening her for the Professor. Sophia held her breath as the big man’s thick fingers slathered syrupy oil against her tender skin and then pressed gently against both of her holes. This was less invasive? As the pressure increased she fought not to squirm, and only grunted when her sphincter suddenly gave way to him and one thick finger slipped into the tight heat of her bottom. A moment later his other finger entered her pussy, and he began to rub them both inside of her simultaneously to lubricate her passages for his device.

A slow tingling spread from her backside into her loins. Having the Professor’s finger in her ass felt wrong—nothing was supposed to go in there—but at the same time she couldn’t deny that it was oddly pleasurable. A strange excitement swelled within her loins. The motion of his other finger in her pussy fed the growing heat, and awakened the familiar ache which often lurked between her legs. She whimpered on the table, stretching her legs and squeezing the muscles in her lower body around his fingers.

“Easy, Miss Hamilton. The way has been prepared. Now it only remains to insert the instrument.”

His fingers slipped from her, replaced by the touch of cool glass tubes. The Professor made an adjustment, and thrust the rounded ends against her privates. Both tubes slid into her greased holes at the same time, filling her and stretching both her virgin tunnels simultaneously. With a whine she clenched her fists and closed her eyes.

“Oh, they’re too big, Professor. Please…”

Miss Sheldon patted her hand. “It’s all right, Miss. You’ll find that you can take them both well enough.”

A little at a time, the Professor worked the tubes further into her. Sophia held her breath as the slick glass glided slowly through the clinging grip of her narrow passages. Beneath her the Professor moved, and Sophia realized that he was examining her body where the tubes disappeared inside of her. He muttered to himself as he twisted and turned the device until he had it adjusted just so. Each motion sent faint pulses of pleasure through her, and she felt a tremor deep below her belly as she seemed to swell and boil. She felt full, stuffed, as though she was about to explode.

“The device is seated, and now I shall switch it on.”

Sophia heard a click, and the instrument between her legs came to life with a deep buzz. Tiny vibrations tickled her, thrumming along her skin and through her insides. With a gasp of surprise she arched her back, her legs straining so that her toes curled at this new sensation.

“Oh, Professor!”

“Steady there, Miss Hamilton. This will require a few minutes.”

The humming between her legs threatened to engulf her with an aching need that she could not understand. Sophia already felt full, yet somehow she craved still more inside of her. It made no sense, and the feelings stirring within left her burning with shame. These things were to be endured, not enjoyed. Yet that did not prevent her mind from wishing that she could beg the Professor for more.

Just when she thought that she must burst from the infernal pressure, Feversham switched off the machine and the buzz died away. Sophia uttered a long sigh and sank back against the table. Need was still a burning tension between her legs, but at least it was no longer being teased into a frenzy by that humming.

“You bore that very well, my dear,” the Professor told her. “Miss Sheldon, will you free her of that apparatus while I go over the readings?”

Miss Sheldon took the big man’s place between Sophia’s legs. With gentle motions she eased the tubes from the girl’s body, the glass sliding more easily through the grasp of her loosened muscles now than when it had been inserted. Sophia couldn’t help the moan of pleasure that burst from her lips, nor the feeling of disappointment as the tubes left her body. She felt empty, hollow. What could ever fill the aching void inside of her?

It took her a moment to realize that the other woman was still between her legs. Gentle fingers slowly massaged oil into Sophia’s stretched ass and pussy, easing the muscles there, relaxing the raw tension which had built as the glass rods were removed. The languid swirls of Miss Sheldon’s fingertips against her flesh felt like nothing that Sophia had ever experienced, and she wanted to purr like a cat.

“Is that better, Miss Hamilton?” the nurse asked.

It was all she could do to answer. “Yes, thank you,” Sophia breathed.

The Professor glanced over his shoulder and frowned. “Enough, enough, Miss Sheldon. We haven’t all day. Get her down from there.”

Miss Sheldon gave the young woman a wry smile then helped her climb down from the table. Sophia no longer cared that doing so revealed her lower body to the others. What more could they possibly see? Besides, she could scarcely put two coherent thoughts together due to the terrible craving which threatened to consume her. Surely they would not leave her like this? Surely the Professor had some cure for her longings?

“Will you take a look at this, Miss Sheldon, and tell me what you think?”

While the Professor conferred with his nurse, Sophia burned. Her fingers kept wandering down towards her sex and that aching knot which called to her like a siren. It took all of her willpower not to touch it, to rub it as it seemed to beg her to do. Finally the others turned back towards her, the Professor with a stern expression. From the look in Feversham’s eyes, it was apparent that he understood her state perfectly well. So why wouldn’t he do something?

He gave her a strange little smile. “Discipline, Miss Hamilton, is a vital component of your treatment regime.”

Professor Feversham and Miss Sheldon had escorted her from the examination room and back upstairs, although they headed off in the opposite direction from her own little suite. She still wore the awkward gown Miss Sheldon had made her put on before the exam, making her every step a struggle to keep her body decently covered. The Professor had insisted that all of his patients wore them and that his staff was blind to her near-nakedness. Sophia didn’t care—seeing herself in such was mortifying enough.

“In your particular case, you combine the fiery Spanish blood with a womb which has descended too low in your abdomen. This has the effect of making your sex organs overly sensitive, while at the same time increasing those sinister urges which make you vulnerable to the males around you.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You must learn to control your urges, Miss Hamilton. I noticed the looks that you were giving my orderly, John. I also saw how affected you were by my examination, and how difficult it was for you to refrain from administering your own relief for it even when Miss Sheldon and I were standing nearby.”

Sophia gasped and blushed scarlet, her pale skin aflame. “How do you know all of this, Professor?” she whispered.

With a fatherly smile he gestured for her to precede them into a room at the end of the corridor. “I am a trained scientist, Miss Hamilton. It is my duty to observe and take note of all that passes around me.”

As the lights came on in the room, Sophia froze. Gleaming steel rings hung from thick chains in each of the room’s four corners, and various oddly shaped pieces of leather furniture cluttered the floor. All of them had metal or leather restraints attached at various points, and a couple had what appeared to be stocks fitted on one end.

The Professor’s voice continued behind her. “Where discipline is not naturally present, it must be instilled for the good of the patient.”

Sophia’s terrified glance took in wooden racks bearing a broad assortment of sinister-looking whips and canes and wooden rods. All at once it dawned on her what this room must be for.

“Oh, no, Professor. Oh, no.”

Feversham walked over to one rack and ran a finger down the length of a slender birch rod. “The lesson to be learned is self-denial. You must rise above your urges, Miss Hamilton. It is not that these urges must be completely suppressed or denied, mind you. It is simply that there is a time and place for indulging in them. There must be restraint, lest undesired consequences ensue. Tell her, Miss Sheldon.”

The pretty nurse patted Sophia comfortingly. “In the new wing of this Academy I have six young women, all about your age. All of them are from good families, but they have fallen on hard times because they found themselves unable to control these urges that they felt. While none of them ended up enceinte, they are certainly no longer suitable for any favorable marriage nor employable in any decent position such as your own. Without our intervention they would no doubt end up as prostitutes or suicides.”

“A fate that we would have you avoid,” Feversham interjected. “You should not wish to follow their examples. If not for yourself, you must also consider the well-being of the baronet and his children. I presume you are quite fond of them.”

“Yes,” Sophia murmured.

“The family has already lost a wife and mother. Would you leave them doubly-bereaved by forcing Lord Dowling to dismiss you from his home due to your unseemly behavior?”

Sophia bowed her head. “No, Professor.”

“Then you must be prepared to submit yourself to the lessons which may be learned in this room. You, the governess, must learn to govern yourself. Do you understand?”

Sophia bowed her head, fighting to keep back tears of shame and fear. “Yes. I am ready for my lessons. I promise you that I will do my best to be a worthy pupil.”

“Excellent. Miss Sheldon, from what we saw earlier I believe that we may achieve our best results today with the electromechanical vibrating bench. Will you fetch the oil and a set of the silk-lined bracelets?”

Miss Sheldon handed the bottle of oil to Professor Feversham, and then fastened the bracelets to Sophia’s slender wrists. Their silk lining was thick enough so that they were comfortable and fit snugly, and each had a steel ring as big around as her thumb attached at the bottom.

“This way, Miss Hamilton.”

The other woman led her to an oddly-shaped piece of furniture consisting of a high, bench-like seat with what appeared to be four footrests surrounding it. One set of two rests on either side of the bench was higher than the other set, and padded black leather covered the whole thing. A rolling cart containing a metal box sat nearby, a bundle of wires running from it to the strange bench.

“Climb up, please,” Miss Sheldon directed her. “Your knees go on this lower set of pads, and your arms on the upper.”

Sophia found herself resting face-down on all fours, her body stretched out on the main bench while her shins and forearms pressed into what she thought had been the footrests. Her body was positioned as though she was crawling and it was a bit awkward at first, but Miss Sheldon turned a set of wheels to adjust the height of the rests until they were at a more comfortable position. As soon as Miss Sheldon was satisfied, she snapped the links on Sophia’s bracelets to a set of eyehooks on the rests, and then placed another set of padded bracelets on her ankles, which she fastened securely to the bench as well.

Sophia tugged experimentally, but there was little give in her restraints. She turned her head to stare at Miss Sheldon, who gave her a reassuring smile. For some reason that didn’t quiet the nervous butterflies which had taken flight in her tummy. What were they going to do to her?

“She’s ready, Professor.”

“Ah, good.”

Feversham ambled over to the box attached by wires to Sophia’s bench. For a moment he pursed his lips as though considering, then nodded to himself and flipped a switch.

A low hum came from somewhere inside the bench, which began to vibrate against Sophia. With her legs spread on either side of the bench and her mound pressed firmly into the leather cushion, the tremors passed straight into her body and seemed to center in the aching knot of her clit and her nipples. Sudden pleasure made her gasp, and she froze as bliss spread its warmth slowly through her in thick, syrupy waves.

The Professor spoke, his voice in lecturing mode. “As you can see, the electromechanical vibrating bench—my own invention, of course—induces a pleasurable response within your sexual organs. Given time, this treatment often provides relief to my patients suffering from the worst symptoms of praefocatio matricis. These are the same symptoms you experienced during your examination—an ache and heaviness in your lower body coupled with extreme sensations of craving within the region of your sex. Correct, Miss Hamilton?”

“Yes,” she hissed, barely able to hold her head up to look at him. She was drowning in rapture, but still craved release. “Oh, please, Professor. Please help me. I can’t bear it any longer.”

“Bear it you must, though, Miss Hamilton. You must learn to control the animal urges brought on by your female hysteria. With the aid of negative reinforcement you should be able to gain the upper hand.”

“Negative…” Sophia’s voice trailed off. None of it made any sense.

She barely felt it when Professor Feversham moved behind her and raised the hem of her gown to drape it over her back, leaving her bare buttocks exposed and her sex spread wide open by the bench positioned between her legs. She did flinch as fingers probed against her and teased against the slick entrance to her pussy, but she was too busy trying to catch her breath to protest. Only a low moan escaped her as a fingertip pressed inside of her and slowly massaged her smooth, tight walls.

Unbidden, her hips rocked back towards the intruder, and she moaned as the finger worked deep inside of her. For a moment she was able to capture a little more, get a little closer to filling the need which cried out in her depths, but then it slipped away again. Abandoned, she whimpered in frustration.

“Please,” she whined. She was so close. She could feel her release almost within her grasp, so close she could almost touch it.

A sharp crack shattered the silence in the room. It took a moment for the blistering pain from the birch rod to register in Sophia’s pleasure-fogged mind, then she straightened up with a cry to struggle against her bonds.

“Discipline, Miss Hamilton,” the Professor’s voice came from behind her. “Negative reinforcement provides a stimulus which overcomes the natural desires.”

Another blow fell on the soft flesh of her buttocks. Despite the stinging heat in her ass, the vibrations from the bench continued unabated, feeding into the pleasure which still swelled inside Sophia’s loins. She hovered somewhere between pain and pleasure, but she knew which she preferred. With a cry she pressed herself against the bench and let the low thrum fill her.

“I forbid it,” Feversham said sternly. “Miss Hamilton, you will not allow yourself release until you have my express permission.”

He punctuated his words with another blow. She cringed away from the pain, the burning in her ass momentarily drawing her attention from her swollen clit. Why couldn’t he just allow her the relief she craved?

“Oh, Professor. It’s so close. Oh, please.”

“Only when I give you permission. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered.

But the tingling in her ass merged with the burning between her legs, and the gentle buzzing against her clit never stopped. In chorus they threatened to carry her away in a haze of shattering ecstasy. Her eyelids drifted shut, and her gasps turned to low moans once more while her fingers clenched against the arm rests and her whole body rocked back and forth against the bench.

“Miss Hamilton.”

Crack! Sophia squealed and bucked against her restraints, but truly she could barely tell whether the blow meant pleasure or pain. It became almost pure sensation which only drove her one step closer to the brink. Twice more the cane fell on her, though, and reluctantly she forced herself to draw back. No doubt the Professor had even sterner measures awaiting Misses who proved unable to maintain self control. She panted and whined, but somehow managed to hold herself at the very edge of release until each second became an endless agony. She burned for it, craved it like air. But she held on.

“Good, Miss Hamilton. Very good.”

Fingers once again dipped into the wet entrance to her pussy. She flung her head back with a cry and struggled to keep her grip on herself, even as Feversham’s thumb teased against her pulsing asshole. He stroked her gently, easing into the slow rhythm of her hips against the bench. God, it felt so good. She couldn’t bear it any longer.

“Now, Professor?” she begged.

“Yes. That’s a good girl. You did very well, indeed.”

She barely heard his words. She was beyond thought now, beyond restraint. Nothing remained but the pulsing, wet heat which throbbed between her legs and the tingling sparks which prickled through her belly and breasts. With anguished moans, Sophia ground her clit against the bench and squeezed on the fingers inside of her pussy. So close, she was so close now.

Feversham’s thumb pressed into the greased ring of her anus and she screamed as the pleasure crested and burst inside of her. Muscles locked and she clung to the bench with her arms and thighs while her body quivered and trembled in sweet release. Her chest heaved for air and her mind grayed out for a few seconds, so she never even noticed when the Professor turned off the vibrations and Miss Sheldon unshackled her from the bench.

When she came to herself the Professor was smiling down on her with fond amusement.

“Do you feel better now, Miss Hamilton?”

She nodded weakly, not trusting herself to speak.

“This will suffice for your treatment for today. Miss Sheldon will take you back to your room, now. Tonight, before you go to bed, she will assist you with another device which I wish you to use to prepare you for tomorrow’s treatment.”

“Yes, Professor,” she whispered. 

The rest of her day passed uneventfully in the small suite of rooms shown to her earlier. It was just as well—Sophia was too drained to manage anything more. Again and again her mind returned to the dizzying explosion she had felt while on the Professor’s vibrating bench, and the curious mixture of pain and pleasure she had felt while he spanked her with his birch cane. The day’s events were all so completely out of her experience that she could barely seem to process them.

“Miss Hamilton?”

As Miss Sheldon poked her head cautiously into the room, Sophia started up off of the sofa. A ladies’ maid had already come and helped her dress for bed, and her gown fluttered around her ankles as she settled down again.

“I’m sorry. You startled me.”

The auburn-haired woman smiled. “I knocked several times, but you didn’t answer. I thought you might already be asleep.”

“Not yet. I was merely thinking…”

“Most understandable, given your day. But I would advise you to go to bed soon. You will need your rest for tomorrow. No doubt the Professor will have you undergo another session of intense therapy.”

A flush of heat swept through Sophia’s bottom at the mention of her earlier treatment. “Will he spank me again, do you think?” she asked nervously.

“I couldn’t say, Miss. The Professor hasn’t told me yet what he has planned. He may not have made that decision, yet. But in the meantime, he did charge me to make sure that you got this before retiring for the night.”

Sophia eyed the small leather case with curiosity. “What is it?”

Miss Sheldon unlatched the case and removed a glass and bronze device shaped much like a pear, though rather smaller. “This is a clockwork percuteur. Professor Feversham wishes you to wear it overnight to stimulate your organs.”

“Wear it? How?”

“It fits inside your bottom.”

“What?”

“Much like the rectal thermometer the Professor inserted earlier today. Only there is a plate at the base to make sure it seats properly, and if you twist this knob it causes the device to vibrate.”

“Vibrate?” Sophia’s clit hardened at the memory of the vibrations of the bench against her.

“Yes. There is a clockwork mechanism inside which the Professor designed, and it causes the whole construct to vibrate as it winds down.” An impish smile crossed the auburn-haired woman’s lips. “I assure you that you’ll come to quite enjoy it.”

Sophia eyed the device dubiously. “How does one insert it?”

“It’s easier with someone to help, Miss.”

The young woman blushed, but realized that she had very little left to hide. “All right. Show me.”

“Please bend over the arm of the couch and spread your legs.”

She did as Miss Sheldon asked, resisting the urge to crane her neck to look over her shoulder when she felt the gown being lifted up to bare her legs and behind. Soft, smooth hands caressed the still-sore flesh of her ass before running down her flanks to caress the tops of her thighs.

“Good. Now hold still, this may be a little cold at first.”

Cool fluid splattered into the crevice between the cheeks of her ass and ran in sluggish droplets down to her slit. Sophia flinched, but held herself in position for Miss Sheldon. No need to encourage the application of more negative reinforcement! Slender fingers stroked along the bottom of that narrow crevice to coat her skin with the thick liquid. Once more Sophia shuddered, but this time from pleasure as those fingers teased gently against the clenched rosebud of her anus. Fingertips drew lazy swirls around her tight ring, dancing lightly across that skittish flesh.

“Easy,” Miss Sheldon whispered. “Relax, Miss. Let me prepare the way and it will be pleasure, not pain, when we introduce your new toy.”

Sophia took a deep breath and tried to let the tension ease from her muscles. It was easy to lose herself in Miss Sheldon’s soothing ministrations. A slow heat began to swell deep within her loins, despite her earlier release, and her fingers twitched with the urge to massage the hard lump at her root. Would she ever learn to control her urges as the Professor wished? She curled her fingers into fists and made herself take deep, deliberate breaths while the other woman continued massaging her nether regions. By the time the tip of the percuteur pressed against her asshole, she was dripping wet and throbbing.

“Relax, Miss Hamilton,” the auburn-haired nurse murmured.

Her fingertips discovered Sophia’s clit, coaxed it free of its hood, and Sophia sank heavily against the couch. In her bliss she hardly felt any discomfort at all when the tip of the percuteur broke the plane of her sphincter and slid into her ass.

“Slow, easy does it.”

Little moans broke from her throat as her tiny back hole stretched to take in the broadening pear-shaped object. Miss Sheldon worked it in carefully and applied more of the thick lubricant, but still her rectum began to sting.

“Oh, it burns,” she whimpered. “Please, Miss Sheldon. I can’t take any more.”

“Yes, you can, Miss. Some of the women we treat take far larger than this.”

She cried out as she stretched again. “Larger? Surely not.”

The nurse just laughed. “You are very sensitive and responsive,” she replied. “Other patients require more stimulation to reach their release.”

Just when she thought she must split in two, the widest part of the percuteur slipped inside of her and her ass squeezed shut again behind it. Gasping, Sophia clenched her fingers into the couch. Sharp aches ran through her bottom as her sphincter tried to return to its normal size, and inside she felt stuffed completely full. That was less painful than odd, but with Miss Sheldon’s fingers still fondling her clit, Sophia did not have it in her to complain.

“All right, Miss. Here we go.”

The device lodged in her ass jerked and began to thrum inside of her. Sophia jerked with a squeak of surprise, but was too addicted to the touch of the fingers between her legs to pull away. Instead she ground her hips back, eager for more sensation, and basked in the ripples of delicious warmth pulsating through her ass.

“Does that feel better, now?” the nurse asked.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed.

It took only seconds before she was flying again, and just as swiftly as the tension built between her legs it shattered and she cried out in ecstasy. Panting, she hung limply from the end of the couch while Miss Sheldon fiddled with the device lodged inside her rectum.

“All right, Miss Hamilton. The device is fully wound and should maintain its vibrations through the night. Professor Feversham’s instructions are that you leave it there until morning, and that you are not to touch yourself or to seek further release on your own.” She patted the young woman’s bare buttocks gently. “We’ll take care of that for you during tomorrow’s treatment.”

“Yes, Miss Sheldon,” Sophia agreed dreamily. After such release—twice—she could not imagine needing it again soon.

She woke in the morning to find herself sadly mistaken. The incessant humming of the device in her bottom had her clit hard and aching, and she throbbed deep inside her core with that desperate ache which had tormented her so the day before. Before she realized it she had thrust her hand beneath her nightgown to rub her swollen pearl.

After only a few seconds, though, Miss Sheldon’s words came back to her and she forced herself to stop. She whimpered in frustration as she pulled her hand away, but allowed herself no indulgence. Discipline. That was what Professor Feversham desired of her. If she wished to keep her position with Lord Dowling, she must learn to keep a firm grip on herself and her body’s cravings.

No matter how very much she wished she could give in to them.

Miss Brewer, the ladies’ maid, had Sophia dressed and ready when Miss Sheldon appeared at the door to escort her to the Professor for her next treatment. Although it had run down and no longer vibrated, the clockwork percuteur remained stuffed inside her bowels, an uncomfortable yet still stimulating presence. Sophia found that as she walked behind Miss Sheldon, the slippery handle rubbed pleasantly against her anus as well, so that by the time they reached their destination, her poor pussy was soaked and quivering and she was in almost as dire a state as after her first examination.

This new room was different, although it had a similarly odd examination table in its center. Directly above the table an airy confection of glass, wire, and brass hung suspended, while two metal carts rested to either side. Professor Feversham offered her a smile when she walked in.

“Good morning. Are you ready for today’s treatment?”

“Good morning. I suppose so,” she replied, a little unsteadily.

“If you’ll kindly disrobe and take your place on the table, then.”

With Miss Sheldon’s help it was the matter of a few moments before Sophia had exchanged her clothes for one of their infernal robes and lay flat on her back staring up at the strange device which floated above her. She could not imagine what its purpose might be, and she was too afraid to disturb the Professor to ask.

Miss Sheldon arranged her so that her legs stretched wide to straddle a U-shaped cutout at the bottom of the table and then strapped her ankles down tightly. Although she bit her lip, Sophia held her tongue. Discipline. She would learn to master herself. Once her legs had been immobilized, the nurse fastened her wrists to a steel ring which was attached to the table above her head. Despite her reassuring smile, butterflies swarmed in Sophia’s stomach. She was not at all sure that she was ready for what would come next.

*          *          *

Feversham considered the girl stretched on the table before him. “I believe I shall try the new electrical motivators on the nipples, while using the triple function steam-driven percuteur to stimulate the lower body. I’ve achieved excellent results from our more sensitive patients with that combination.”

Lettie nodded and gave him a sly smile. “Very good, Professor.”

He lowered the motivator apparatus until it floated only a couple of feet above Miss Hamilton’s chest, then released two insulated cables from their hooks and pulled them downwards. Each cable ended in a shiny, spring-loaded clamp.

“All right, Miss Hamilton,” he murmured as he adjusted the top of her gown to expose her breasts.

Both were high, creamy white, and satin soft, with nipples slightly crinkled from the cool air. His cock stirred in interest, and he longed to take those firm cherries in his mouth and suck on them until she begged him to stop, but it was far too soon. Perhaps after a few more visits she would be ready. They usually were.

“This will probably hurt a little at first,” he warned her, “but you’ll get used to it in a minute or two.”

Her eyes widened as his hand holding the first clamp moved towards her nipple, but she made no sound as he affixed it firmly to that rosy gumdrop. She flinched and uttered a tiny whimper when he attached the second one, but that was all. The girl was progressing nicely. Lord Dowling would be quite pleased.

At the other end of the table, Lettie had wheeled one of the metal carts into the cutout area between Miss Hamilton’s legs. Atop the metal box, a jointed arm protruded with a triple-pronged vibratode at the end. Two prongs like outstretched fingers were longer than the third, which curved above the other two like a shorter thumb over the fingers, and soft, gray India rubber covered all three.

The nurse positioned the device carefully so that it was less than a foot away from their young patient, with the prongs pointed straight towards her open slit. Once it was in place, she unlocked the catch on the arm of the device and pulled it forward until only a couple of inches remained between the prongs and Miss Hamilton’s sex.

Satisfied that she had achieved the optimal placement, Lettie pulled a bottle of light olive oil from the cart and poured a generous amount onto her hand. Feversham came around the table to watch as she squirted more of the pale fluid onto the young woman’s bare slit, allowing it to run in thick streams from her clit all the way down into that tantalizing crevice between her round, fleshy buttocks.

“I’m going to remove the percuteur now, Miss Hamilton,” she said softly. “Try to push a little, and it will make the passage easier.”

With their patient pushing, it took little effort for Lettie to remove the thick vibrator from its lodgment. The lubricant helped it along, and Miss Hamilton only whimpered a little as her anus stretched uncomfortably around its widest point. With that out of the way, the nurse was ready to prepare her for the coming treatment.  

Miss Hamilton’s body jerked as Lettie’s fingers touched her bare flesh, but soon relaxed under the tender caress of the auburn-haired nurse as she rubbed the oil into her skin. When the young woman’s pink slit and lips were glistening with a slick coating of oil, the nurse moved her fingers upward to slowly caress her clitoris. Her efforts brought forth a succession of low moans from their patient, and it wasn’t long before that little nub swelled and hardened into a reddish-pink pearl between Lettie’s fingers.

Lettie shifted her hand lower to ease a fingertip into Miss Hamilton’s sopping wet pussy. With practiced ease she continued her clitoral massage while sliding that finger in and out of the girl’s virgin passage. At the same time she worked another finger lower into the slippery crack below, probing until she found the tender rosebud hiding within. Having already been prepared by the passage of the electromechanical percuteur, Lettie had no trouble squeezing her finger through the sphincter, so she was able to gently massage both the girl’s openings at once.

Feversham smiled as his patient’s groans of discomfort slowly turned to low moans of delight. His manhood twitched again as he continued to watch Lettie’s fingers slowly pleasure the girl, and when his nurse turned to him with a saucy, knowing smile he stiffened to full hardness. He allowed himself a small smile in reply. It would be her turn on the table, later.

“Miss Sheldon, I believe she’s prepared well enough. Please insert the vibratodes so we may proceed.”

Swiftly the nurse withdrew her hand from the young woman’s posterior and slathered the rubber-coated prongs with oil until they gleamed under the bright lights. With great care she extended the jointed arm and lined the prongs up with her patient’s already-lubricated passages. The lower prong was the longest and thickest, and the girl’s asshole dimpled under its pressure before suddenly giving way. Miss Hamilton let out a squeak and bucked against her restraints, but sank back in submission under Lettie’s steadying hand on her thigh.

With gentle pressure the nurse eased the vibratode forward, and the girl’s tight, pink asshole slowly swallowed the thick rod. By the time she had taken the first two inches of it, the second prong was sliding into the entrance to her pussy. Lettie guided it in as well, adjusting the separation of the prongs slightly with a knob on the vibratode so that it would fit more easily. On the table, Miss Hamilton moaned as this new device penetrated her. Lettie continued extending the vibratode until both the girl’s holes were stuffed and the third, shortest prong slid into place against the swollen lump of her clit.

She double checked the placement, squirted another dollop of olive oil into the top of the patient’s slit, and then locked the vibratode’s arm in place.

“Ready, Professor.”

Feversham assured himself that everything was in place, then returned to his place by his patient’s side.

“Miss Hamilton, this treatment will submit your body to such sensation as you have never before imagined. The purpose, however, is discipline, rather than relief from your symptoms. Therefore I wish for you to restrain your natural urges and prevent yourself from attaining release until I give you my permission. Is that understood?”

The young woman’s eyes were wide and uncertain as they met his. “Yes, Professor.”

“Very good.”

He reached up and turned on the switch to send a small trickle of current through the electrical motivators clamped to her nipples. For a moment nothing happened, and then Miss Hamilton’s head tilted back and her lips curved in a shocked “O” of surprise.

“Oooh,” she gasped.

Feversham nodded in satisfaction, then hurried around the table to the device positioned between the girl’s legs. With the turn of a knob he activated the steam mechanism inside of the metal box, and the vibratode at the end of the folding arm began to hum softly. Miss Hamilton’s body stiffened as the vibrations stirred inside of her, but again Lettie’s hands soothed her to quiet submission.

“Remember, you must restrain yourself until I give you my permission.”

“Yes, Professor,” she responded, tension already thick in her voice. Her eyes drifted closed as warm bliss wrapped her in a cocoon of pleasure.

In a heartbeat Lettie knelt between his legs, her quick fingers nimbly freeing his cock and guiding it towards the wet heat of her mouth. Feversham groaned as her lips embraced him and her tongue swirled against the underside of his shaft. She swooped down and swallowed his entire length until his head butted against the back of her throat, then drew back to tease him with the tip of her tongue.

With a grin she licked up a thick drop of his pre-cum, then spread the sticky fluid around the edges of her mouth with her tongue. He groaned again, his fingers burying themselves in her soft, auburn curls as he thrust his cock deep into her mouth once more. Lettie’s hands went to the base of his cock, one to stroke along his slippery shaft and the other to cup his balls.

While he watched the girl slowly writhing in rapture on the table, Lettie eagerly fucked him with her mouth and hands. It took only seconds for her to coat his erection with a glistening coat of saliva and his own pre-cum, and she used both hands at once to squeeze his shaft until he was ready to explode. Her eyes gazed up at him while she swirled her tongue around the purple head of his cock, teasing around the base, flickering across the tip, until his jaw clenched with the effort of holding off his orgasm.

Miss Hamilton’s moans deepened, her fists slowly clenching and unclenching as her body undulated under the onslaught of pleasure. However much she might wish to obey his order, Feversham knew that she could not possibly hold her own release at bay much longer.

With a grunt, he tightened his grip in Lettie’s hair and shoved his cock deep into her mouth. She relaxed as the head glided along her tongue and slid into her throat, taking every inch of him into her lovely, velvet embrace. The Professor’s breath quickened, and he held her head firmly as he began to fuck her face, his hips rocking faster and faster as his need came upon him, burning with a fearsome urgency. Later, he would take his time and fuck her properly. For now, he had to relieve himself of the boiling pressure in his balls.

His eyes fastened on the vibratode penetrating the young woman’s pussy and asshole, at the pink skin stretched tightly around those thrumming rods, and could take no more. He growled deep in his throat and drove his manhood fully into Lettie’s mouth as the first gobs of his cum spurted out. Her throat muscles worked, squeezing his head delightfully as she swallowed gob after gob of his thick, hot semen.

Knees shaking, he held himself upright by his grip on her head as he fought to clear his head. He still had a job to do.

“Now, Miss Hamilton,” he said hoarsely. “You may release yourself now.”

Long seconds passed and he wondered if she had heard him, but then her back slowly arched, and her hands reached up as though she was grasping for the lights overhead. The girl’s legs strained against the bonds holding her ankles, toes stretched then curled. Biting her lip, she seemed to struggle to maintain her control for a moment more, and then she bucked against the table as she shattered. Long, helpless cries echoed off the bare walls until she seemed to have no breath left, and then she collapsed panting against the leather padding.

With a gleeful smirk, Lettie returned the Professor’s drained, glistening cock to his pants and rose back to her feet.

“I do hope to get my turn later,” she whispered.

“Never fear.”

Legs a little wobbly, Feversham staggered to the table and began to remove the clamps on Miss Hamilton’s nipples, while Lettie turned off the steam driven percuteur and slowly withdrew it from their patient’s still-pulsating orifices. Little moans and coos emerged from the girl’s throat at every movement.

“Oh, Professor. Was that all right?”

“You performed marvelously, young lady. The treatment was a total success.”

“That’s wonderful,” she breathed. “And I feel ever so much better, now.”

“Excellent. I believe that you will be ready to return home to the baronet this afternoon after one more treatment. Just remember,” he continued as he unhooked her wrist restraints, his gaze focusing onto the luscious swell of Lettie Sheldon’s ass as she bent to lock the arm of the vibratode in place on the cart, “it is only with discipline that we may rise above ourselves to achieve that which we desire the most. And from that discipline we attain the greatest pleasures that we may know.” 

The End

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

Professor Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]






Sneak Peek: Neurasthenia

PROFESSOR GEORGE EDWARD FEVERSHAM regarded the younger man sitting before his desk through narrowed, blued-steel eyes. A water doctor from Bath, his visitor had called to get a second opinion on a patient. Unfortunately for him, the Professor’s first opinion had been far from favorable.

“Neurasthenia can be difficult to treat,” he rumbled in assent, “but using my methods clinical diagnosis I have almost always found it rooted in deeply buried praefocatio matricis. You are only treating the symptoms, I am afraid, and not the underlying cause of the disorder.”

The younger man threw him a pained look as he held up a battered, leather-bound book. “But according to Psychopathia Sexualis—”

Feversham cut him off with an irritated snort. “Rubbish. Suitable only for fish wrapping.”

“Professor Feversham, this is regarded as the seminal work on—”

Feversham cut him off again. “Regarded by whom? A pack of mental midgets who solemnly wag their heads at every word, although they have never lifted a finger to do the slightest research of their own, or even to follow the publications by those who—like myself—have devoted their lives to the rigorous studies of female neuroses? Balderdash! The man wouldn’t know a clinical study from the minutes of a Women’s Temperance meeting.”

“But what about his views on neurasthenia?”

“Stuff and nonsense, my lad. I am a doctor and a scientist and I tell you I have studied these matters myself. I did not simply confine myself to reading what lesser minds wrote down before. I daresay my first-hand experience trumps your third-hand readings of such drivel.”

The young man shook his head. “I am afraid I cannot agree with you. There is too much that I have seen in my own patients to be so cavalier about it.”

“Then you are as much a waste of my time as that,” Feversham said, waving a dismissive hand towards the book in question, “and I bid you good day with my condolences to your patients. John will see you out.”

He rang the bell on his desk with no little impatience. The water doctor rose from his chair, fuming.

“I have never been talked to in such a manner before in my life.”

Feversham regarded him with a sardonic twinkle in his eyes. “That does surprise me.”

He glanced towards the door, where John still had not appeared.

“Devil take it, I will see you out myself,” he muttered, and rising from his desk he fastened one great hand on the back of the water doctor’s neck and forcefully urged him towards the door.

The younger man squawked in outrage, but there was no getting away from the Professor’s bear-like grip. Feversham practically flung him down the front stairs, then slammed the door behind him and stalked back to his office, muttering under his breath the whole while.

“Fraud. Mountebank. Social parasite. Moral delinquent.”

He threw himself into his chair, which creaked ominously under his weight, and continued grumbling until he realized that his assistant and chief nurse, Lettie Sheldon, had followed him in. Her green eyes sparkled with laughter.

“I take it that he did not care for your second opinion?”

Feversham’s lips puckered in distaste. “That man is a pestilence on the dignity of the medical profession.”

“I quite believe you. And apparently so does the client on whose behalf he wished to consult you.”

The Professor perked up at that. “Client?”

“The young woman and her father would like to see you.”

“Don’t I have enough to do without bothering with that lot?”

The nurse shrugged. “You said that you wished for more difficult cases. I took the liberty of discussing the young woman’s predicament and I believe you might find her a suitable challenge.”

Bushy eyebrows climbed up in interest. “Truly, Lettie? It has been so long since I had a case that was difficult enough to provide any real interest.”

“I would not bother you with them if I did not think so.”

The Professor settled back into his chair. “Send them in, then.”

A minute later she ushered in a dignified man in his mid-forties and a girl who appeared barely in her twenties.

“Lord Ashenhurst and Miss Durant,” she announced.

Feversham rose ponderously to his feet and gestured towards the empty chairs. “Do please be seated. Professor George Edward Feversham at your service. Miss Sheldon tells me that I may be of assistance to you.”

Ashenhurst ran a harried hand through his prematurely thinning hair. “I do hope so, Professor. I am afraid that you are our last hope.”

“I often am. Please tell me what ails the young woman.”

His eyes evaluated the girl at the other man’s side. Barely twenty, he guessed, a beauty with silky blonde hair and curves that appealed to the mathematician in his soul, but her eyes were listless and she moved with a languor that he rarely saw outside of opium addicts.

“My daughter. Over the last two years some affliction has near ruined her life. She was always so lively and active before. But you see her now… She struggles with fatigue so that she barely rises from her bed some days. Whenever she does, she is so beset with anxiety that she seldom leaves the house. In addition, she suffers from violent headaches and dark moods which often persist for weeks.”

Feversham stroked his chin thoughtfully. The girl hardly seemed aware of where she was or that anyone else was in the room.

Her father continued. “We have tried everything, including experimental treatments by the best physicians in Paris, Berlin, and Stockholm. Nothing they have tried has made the slightest difference.”

“If I may?” the Professor asked.

He walked around the desk and peered deeply into the young woman’s eyes, then took one hand and held it briefly.

“And she was a patient of that water doctor whom I tossed, er, escorted out?”

“Yes. He suggested baths and a rest cure, but I urged him to seek the guidance of someone with greater expertise in the matter.”

The Professor regarded Miss Durant gravely. “I can assure you that someone with greater expertise is at hand. This case intrigues me. I should like your daughter to remain here for a few days while I ascertain the best course of treatment. I have several new experimental therapies which might be helpful, depending on the diagnosis. Miss Sheldon here maintains a wing for our patients who require extended visits. The rooms are quite comfortable, Miss Sheldon has trained ladies’ maids on staff, and all the young ladies are properly chaperoned. We have hosted some of the noblest young women of Europe there at one time or another, so discretion is of course paramount.”

Lord Ashenhurst nodded slowly. “If you think it best, Professor. At this point we are ready to try anything.”

Feversham’s lips twitched in a tiny smile. “As am I, my lord. Miss Sheldon will see to getting her settled in until I can perform the initial examination later this afternoon. If you would, please have some of her things sent over. This appears to be a potentially difficult case and may take several days to resolve.”

The other man rose to his feet. “Of course. Pauline, do as the Professor asks and I’m sure he’ll make every effort to help you.”

“Yes, Papa.” Her voice was a disinterested whisper.

“Miss Sheldon?” Feversham said.

The nurse led the girl out while Feversham guided her father to the door.

“I am putting the last of my faith in you, Professor.”

“I assure you that your daughter is in the best of hands, my lord.”

*          *          *

Two hours later there was a knock at the door of the pleasant suite of rooms Pauline had been left in.

“Come in.”

The pretty redheaded nurse, Miss Sheldon, stepped inside. “The Professor is ready for you now, if you’ll please come with me.”

Pauline did as she asked, though the lassitude which held her in thrall made every step feel as though she was striding through deep water. They went down a back staircase of gray stone blocks and into a part of the building she had not seen earlier. Numerous stout doors lined a long corridor, and the nurse started to open one when Professor Feversham’s voice boomed at them from further down the hallway.

“Examination Room Six, Miss Sheldon.”

The nurse turned towards him with a questioning look as he joined them, but he gestured them towards the doorway he had indicated.

“It is my belief that this case calls for a thorough examination from the beginning, rather than our more routine work-up,” he explained.

“Of course, Professor. Miss Durant, come and let’s get you ready.”

Pauline took in the room with a dull gaze, but it was so unlike any of the other places she had visited for treatments that it almost broke through her shell of disinterest. A padded table stood at the center of the room on eight thick glass legs. Each corner of the table had folding metal structures attached, while above it hung a bizarre apparatus constructed of bronze and complicated web of wires like some strange, glittering insect. A tiny twinge of apprehension struggled to the front of her mind and she shivered.

“Let me help you undress, Miss.”

She blinked at the nurse in surprise, but Miss Sheldon’s green eyes met her gaze steadily.

“The Professor must examine you, Miss. And he is a doctor,” she asserted with quiet assurance.

With a mental shrug Pauline acquiesced. What did it really matter, after all?

As soon as Pauline had removed the last stitch of her clothing, the nurse urged her onto that odd table. The other woman’s hands were gentle and surprisingly soothing as she arranged her to the Professor’s satisfaction. Flat on her back, Pauline studied the strange device suspended above her. What could it possibly be for?

The Professor’s voice rumbled from her side. “The restraints, Miss Sheldon.”

Quickly the nurse unfolded the metal structures on the table and affixed Pauline’s ankles and wrists to them with stout leather straps, then finished by fastening a broad leather belt across her middle.

Naked and bound so tightly she could barely move, apprehension gnawed its way through the calmness that usually held Pauline in its grip.

“What are you going to do?” she asked.

Continue reading Neurasthenia…
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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.

Taking Kelsey

She knew he could do anything he wanted to her, anything at all. And the most frightening thing was that some part of her wanted him to.

Kelsey is the preacher’s oldest daughter—still so innocent that she’s hardly even kissed a boy before. When her ride gets pulled over for DUI after they’ve been out drinking with some frat boys from their college she figures it’s all over for her. The preacher has threatened to kick her out if she gets in trouble, and she’s sure she’ll end up in jail for underage drinking. But blue-eyed Deputy Jack Thompson has other ideas. He’ll keep her out of jail and cover for her with the preacher—for a price. He wants her in his bed, and he’s not interested in taking no for an answer. Will Kelsey trade her first time for an alibi?

Choosing Cassidy

He had been the prime star of most of my adolescent fantasies, largely because he was completely inaccessible.

Just when I thought my spring break was going to fizzle out, I ran into Jude at the hotel. And I mean literally ran smack into him as I was coming out of the elevator. His body fit mine like he was made for me, and being in his arms felt like Heaven - for about two seconds until he realized who I was.

He was my dad's best friend, twice my age, and so far out of my league he probably couldn't even see my league from where he was.

But I can't get him out of my head. Even when I'm out partying with my friends, he's all I can think about. I just know he's the guy I've been waiting for, the one I want to be my first. Of course the whole idea is crazy. Jude would never in a million years go for me.

But what if he did?
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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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