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      Helena

      

      “You had better take off your clothing, Helena,” Professor Simmons, the guardian into whose care my parents had placed me, said.

      According to the custom of Prosperia colony, I had come to visit him as the first step in my courtship season, the beginning of the process by which I would become a wife, and a full citizen of my world.

      I stared at him with wide eyes. We stood in the study of his rooms at St. Giles College in Prosperia University. I had never seen a bachelor’s residence before, let alone one in the masculine bastion of a university, where women came only on special festival days, or—as in my case today—at the invitation of a don. It had already cost me a good deal of embarrassment to pass beneath the eyes of the porter and the two undergraduates I had seen in the stairwell, who regarded me as they might look at an exotic animal.

      Professor Simmons’ rooms had the same rich aroma of pipe tobacco as my father’s library did, a fragrance my mother always called ‘fusty’ and was forever trying to get rid of, or at least to keep contained to my father’s sanctum. Even the entry hall of Professor Simmons’ abode breathed with that masculine scent, however, and it had made my brow crease as I had crossed the threshold.

      I had looked at my reflection in the hall mirror, though—at least my new guardian had one of those, to assist his lady visitors in arranging themselves properly. I had seen my pretty face, my golden curls under my stylish blue bonnet, and I had followed Professor Simmons into his study, with the shelves of books lining the walls and the desk of dark polished oak.

      Then he had turned to me, crossed his arms over his tweed-clad chest, and instructed me to undress.

      “What did you say, Professor Simmons?” I asked.

      I honestly thought I had heard my new guardian wrong, though the very possibility that he might have just told me to disrobe had sent a fiery blush to my ordinarily very pale cheeks.

      “Your blushes do you credit,” Mr. Simmons replied, looking me up and down in a way that only made the heat in my face blaze hotter. “As your parents told me, you have received the education suitable to the station to which your family and your world call you—including the inculcation of maidenly modesty. You are a lovely young woman, ready for courting by the suitors I approve, all of whom will, I’m sure, count themselves extremely fortunate to have the opportunity to prove themselves worthy of your hand.”

      Through this speech, despite my best efforts, I could not help chewing delicately on the inside of my lower lip, a habit I despised in myself for the weakness it showed. My schoolmates did it, I had noticed, at the mention of the other sex, those mysterious creatures we knew only in our fathers and brothers and occasional guests—always, even in the case of our family, kept at a distance, away from the feminine sanctuaries of girls’ school and young women’s social clubs.

      Thus the founders of Prosperia colony had arranged it, in order to return at least our world’s portion of humanity to a golden age of material wealth and moral rectitude. Now I had reached my eighteenth birthday, and the next phase of my own contribution to my planet’s greatness would begin. I would marry the man I chose from among the suitors my guardian selected.

      I would learn all the things about which my teachers at girls’ school said, “And that, Helena, is a matter for another day, when you are a married woman. Your husband will instruct you in such things, to the extent he wishes.”

      For I had been a very curious girl at school, asking for examples about Prosperia’s origins in the first migration, from our mother world, Magisteria—why had our founders left such a wealthy, powerful world? Why did it seem that we alone knew how to regulate society?

      Those questions tended to receive gentler responses than the ones I asked about men, and about marriage, but the final answer always remained the same: your husband will tell you of such things, if he wishes you to know them.

      That had become the reason I, like my schoolmates, took my lower lip between my teeth at the mere mention of marriage. I loved my father dearly, but he frightened me a little—not because he showed my mother or me, his only child, any harshness, but because he seemed so distant. I could hardly imagine asking him about the founding of Prosperia, let alone about men, though I had even less capacity to imagine asking any other man about what it meant to belong to his gender, let alone the man who it seemed I would have no choice but to call my husband and to address as sir, the way my mother did my father.

      Watching my mother, and how she responded to his polite requests at home for the newspaper or for a particular dish at dinner, I wondered if she had asked him such questions, when they first wed. Her sphere seemed so different from his: had she ever been as curious as I?

      Surely if anyone could answer questions, a professor could? I looked at Professor Simmons and quailed, for he seemed quite disinclined to answer a young woman’s inquiries on any topic whatever, let alone the matters that my teachers at girls’ school had placed so firmly in the forbidden category of marital affairs.

      And yet, it seemed, he had just instructed me to disrobe. He continued, “Yes, lovely. I am sorry to have to violate your modesty, but as your guardian this task falls to my lot. I’m afraid you heard me correctly. Please remove your clothing, or I shall be forced to do it myself. I’m rather surprised your mother didn’t inform you of the nature of your visit here today, but so be it: she has always been a rather timid woman, though possessed of a gracious and gentle nature.”

      I stared at the professor, my lips parted. I had no idea whether I should thank the tall, dark, neatly bearded man for the compliment to my family, or object to his calling my mother timid. Those two possibilities, however, seemed extremely remote in comparison to my suddenly desperate need to know what in fact I had come to my new guardian’s rooms to do, or to undergo.

      “You are here,” he told me rather coldly, “for an instructional inspection.”

      “A what, sir?” I asked, feeling my eyes go very wide. I don’t suppose I had ever known that two such innocent words could come together into so very alarming, and yet so terribly vague, a phrase.

      “You heard me, Helena Breverton,” my guardian said. “As your guardian, to prepare you for marriage, I must inspect you thoroughly, and tell you certain important facts about courtship and marriage. We will have these inspections weekly, until you choose a suitor. Thereafter, he will be the one to inspect you. At that time, you will also go with your mother to the doctor for your premarital examination.”

      I had heard about a prospective bride’s visit to the doctor’s office, and though what occurred there remained a closely guarded secret, I had seen my married friends blush when the topic arose—so of course here, with the professor, I blushed myself, and lowered my eyes to the bare surface of his desk, behind which he had taken his seat.

      Regarding me now with what seemed a calculating air, as if he meant to gauge my reaction in the color of my cheeks, he said, “Some guardians prefer to leave the majority of the instruction involved in these matters to the girl’s husband, but as an educator myself I consider it worth my time to provide a young lady with more information, arming her—so to speak—for the courtship campaign that awaits her. You will therefore spend a good deal of time here with your knickers down, Helena. Let us begin. Please put your hat on the table over there, and remove your dress.”

      My jaw had slackened. At the very same time I realized that Professor Simmons meant to inform me of the very things as to which I had felt such curiosity, part of my mind came to the conclusion that I didn’t truly wish to know about those things after all. It seemed from what my guardian said that they must be learned in the most humiliating—unthinkably shameful, indeed—way imaginable.

      I stood mute before him, my eyes casting about, seeing the table he had meant, my cheeks aflame at the thought even of removing my favorite blue hat and placing it there, let alone my matching gown.

      He had said the word knickers. Only at that point did my mind fully register that I had just heard my guardian use a word I had—I realized—thought men must not even know. I could never imagine my father saying knickers, at any rate. My blush only grew fiercer as I began to understand just how much about the other sex I didn’t understand.

      Much, much worse, Professor Simmons had said I would… I could barely conceive of it at all… he had said I would spend time in his study with my knickers down. I swallowed hard, and my eyes closed against the sight of the room that had itself become shameful.

      “Helena, my dear,” my guardian said, a tinge of regret coming into his tone, “it seems we will have to begin with a lesson in obedience. I did not wish to have to do this, but spirited young ladies like yourself who have not received proper discipline at home do often require it. Once you are undressed you will receive six strokes of the cane for this hesitation to obey me. It will be twelve if you delay any further.”
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      Helena

      

      My heart fluttered wildly in my chest. I had read education novels, of course, which made reference to the customary disciplining of older pupils in colleges like Professor Simmons’. My tummy always seemed to flip over, out of sheer anxious sympathy for the characters in those stories, who nearly always underwent their punishments unjustly.

      Always male, to be sure, those stalwart students received their chastisement with a noble, stoic air that sometimes made me shed a compassionate tear. It made me wonder what I, or any other young woman, might do should I find myself in similar circumstances.

      I had wondered also, I remembered now in Professor Simmons’ study, about the details of how that old-fashioned sort of discipline was conducted. The educational novels never dwelt on that part of the story at any length. Propriety, I had always supposed, must prevent their authors from giving the reader any exact idea of what happened when a young man must make a visit to the headmaster’s—or the professor’s—rooms to receive the consequences of his actions. I didn’t know precisely why propriety should interfere with the reader’s full understanding, but what they called the caning, or even the whipping, of a naughty undergraduate always happened behind a door closed to the reader as well as to anyone else’s prying eyes.

      Afterward, the young man walked stiffly, and sometimes he winced when he sat down. Thus I understood, with a shiver and a blush every time I thought upon it, that the cane must be applied to a miscreant’s backside. I didn’t like to think upon it, I told myself. I merely wished to know within myself how I would respond, should I be unjustly accused like those students, though of course such a thing could never happen to a young lady.

      Now as I looked at my guardian, it took me a long moment to understand fully that he had just not only threatened to apply that sort of corporal punishment to my own backside, but indeed had promised to do so. Nor had Professor Simmons given me any cause for doubt as to a question about the educational novels that I had never yet resolved: whether the cane was applied to the offender’s bare bottom, so as to make the painful lesson as memorable as possible.

      To my dismay I knew the answer now.

      “Come, Helena,” my guardian said, his voice growing impatient. “It is time you begin to understand what it truly means to be a marriageable young lady. I know your mamma has doubtless filled your head with visions of dancing and servile young men, begging for your hand—and you will certainly receive your share of such things. But as your guardian it is my duty to ensure you also receive the start of your training in obedience to the masculine authority that will rightfully impose its requirements upon you, and in particular upon your lovely young body.”

      My lips had parted, but no sound emerged. My face blazed like my world’s sun, whiter than old Earth’s and farther away, but just as hot on the face as any noon day in an ancient book.

      “Spare me,” the professor continued, shaking his head slightly, “any of your missish ‘I cannot conceive you’s’ and ‘I do not understand what you mean, sir’s.’ I know you do not understand, Helena, for you have been kept ignorant by design, and you have been taught modesty in order to increase your attractions for your suitors. Here and now, nevertheless, you will disrobe for me, and I will whip you for your delay in following my instructions and then inspect your maiden charms. You may choose whether you receive six cuts of the cane or twelve, but that represents your only liberty.”

      I swallowed hard, remembered the stalwart young men, and how they had gone of their own free will into their headmasters’ studies. They had known what awaited them, and yet they had gone and received their unjust punishments.

      I, on the contrary, had shown myself disobedient. I could plead on my own behalf that I did not understand, and that it seemed to me strange and even monstrous that a young lady of eighteen years should receive from her guardian the command to remove her clothing.

      I had known before coming to Professor Simmons’ rooms, however, that my parents had appointed him my guardian. Then I remembered for the first time since my mother had said it that morning, her admonition to “Do as your guardian says, even if it should seem strange.”

      I felt the blood drain from my face for a moment as I began to understand that this scene must represent the ordinary course of events when a young lady turned eighteen and went to see her guardian, to begin the courtship process. My mother must have undergone the same indignities, I realized, my brow furrowing deeply and the heat returning to my cheeks in a rush.

      My body then did two contradictory things at the same time. My hands, trembling violently, rose to take off my hat, as if to signal to the professor that I meant to obey him. At the same time my feet began to retreat toward the door of the study.

      My eyes remained fixed on my guardian’s as I backed away, my fingers fumbling at my hat pin—the static charge mechanism that served my bonnet in the same capacity a real metal hat pin would have on ancient Earth. The stray, frustrating thought came into my mind that at least young ladies of those long-ago days had carried with them a long, sharp weapon with which they might fend off ogres like Professor Simmons.

      But my guardian’s face told me despite my mind’s best efforts to make him seem ogre-ish that he had nothing truly monstrous in his character. He heaved a sigh, rose from the chair behind his desk, and began deliberately to make his way around it toward me.

      “I can see that you wish to obey me, Helena,” he said, his voice betraying a little strain, as if he wished to keep his natural temper in check. “I do know how new this phase of life will seem to you, and how different from what you expected.”

      As he advanced, I continued to retreat, little by little, until my back came up against the door, the full skirt of my lovely blue visiting dress bunching up behind me and making me feel ridiculous. My right hand found the button of my hat pin, and I froze entirely. I wished at one and the same time to show myself a good girl, and press the button—and to lower my hand to find the doorknob in hope of turning it in order somehow to escape.

      My guardian stood now only a yard away from me; much closer than he had come since he had first opened the outer door to his rooms and invited me in, allowing me to brush past and stand, as a lady should stand, in the center of the room with my skirts outlining the proper space between individuals that a Prosperian girl learned from the moment she donned her first gown. Professor Simmons’ brown shoes, I saw as I glanced downward, had come almost to the hem of my skirt, a sight that made me bite my lip in distress, and ensured that my limbs trembled all over, even as they seemed unable to move.

      He extended his hand. “Come, my dear,” he said, more gently, “give me your hat. Let us get this over with.”

      I pressed the button on the hat pin, and, slowly, I removed the hat to hand it to him. Then, as he turned a little to put it on the table, I found my self-command again. I moved my right hand behind me and found the doorknob. I turned it, pulled the door open, and I tried to dart away, moving as nimbly as I could in my dress to slide round the door and out into the hallway, where I could just see the outer door.

      Behind me I heard my guardian let out a sigh of exasperation. Then, before I had even reached the door jamb and to my utter horror, I felt his hand upon my upper arm, grasping me firmly and pulling me backwards toward him.

      “Oh!” I exclaimed. “Oh! Sir, please…”

      I tried to make my tone indignant, but my words emerged only in the accents of one pleading for mercy.

      “You try my patience, Helena,” the professor said, his voice now sounding entirely exasperated. “We shall have to do this the difficult way, I suppose.”

      If the first touch of a man’s hand upon my person, other than my father’s light and occasional embraces, had horrified me, what happened next rendered me entirely speechless, as well as blushing all the way to my bosom. My guardian pulled me bodily against him, so that I felt the strength of his masculine form against my back, my skirts now entirely bunched and disarranged between us.

      He put his left arm tightly around my waist as with his right hand he shut the door again, closing out the escape I had envisioned, impossible though it would surely have proven in this men’s sanctuary, the university. The thought of what might have happened, the way some other man—the porter or even an undergraduate—might have returned me to the professor’s study, suddenly came to my mind and made me feel faint, and that dizziness seemed all the greater at the sensation of my guardian’s hard body pressed against my back and even my bottom.

      My bottom, the place where he had made it very clear I must now undergo a chastisement of which I had scarcely dreamt.

      I watched his right hand come toward me. For a moment I could not even imagine what he meant to do with it, and then I felt its touch upon my dress, just upon my breastbone. I should have understood immediately what it meant, because I myself—and my ladies’ maid, and, when I was young, my governess and my mother—touched that place several times a day for the same purpose. As with so much else that had happened in my guardian’s study, though, it had never occurred to me that a man might have the same ability.

      The place the professor touched, called the ‘clasp,’ served a Prosperian woman as the mechanism that allowed her to undress easily from the sort of gown an ancient Earth woman would have required much more effort to remove. Only the owner, and her ladies’ maid, could open it, keyed as it was to their genetic signature. Professor Simmons’ touch upon it should have done nothing at all, and thus I did not understand what he intended until my dress began to open and to slip from me as instinctively I clutched at it to try to hold it up.

      “What?” I cried, turning about from side to side with the beautiful silk of my gown spilling through my fingers as it assumed the convenient form designed into the fabric, a small, folded oblong ready to be put away. I clutched both my hands to my bosom, over my white camisole, until I realized my guardian could also see my drawers below, and I lowered one hand to put in front of the joining of my legs, the place every Prosperian girl knows must never be seen even in her drawers—that embarrassing garment, whose other name, the one the professor had used, must never be uttered aloud. “What’s… how did you…?”

      “As your guardian,” he said now, stepping back to pick up the gown and lay it next to my hat on the table, “I have the authority to undress you when I choose, my dear. Now will you remove your underthings for me and bend over my desk like a good girl, or must I compel your obedience in that particular as well?”
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      Helena

      

      I whirled around fully to face him, crouching a little so that I could better shield my gauzy camisole and drawers from my guardian’s eyes. Professor Simmons regarded me with an ironic, detached expression that only increased my embarrassment. At the same time, I had the anxious feeling that I could see something more—and more disquieting—behind his amused eyes. I felt my forehead crease as I wondered, suddenly, if my guardian desired me, in the way wicked men desired young ladies in the educational novels.

      Wicked men had those passionate desires, I told myself, but didn’t suitors also have them? Yes, but in a different way, surely. The desires of wicked men would ruin girls, if they should fall into those men’s clutches, while the desires of their suitors made young ladies feel a corresponding affection.

      But my guardian… he didn’t fall into either category, did he? Nor did I have the slightest idea, I suddenly realized, what the word desire meant, when it referred to a man. I merely caught a glimpse, behind the little smile of superiority the professor gave me, of a smoldering compulsion, a will to do something to me, or to make me do something… and the unshakable impression that whatever that something might be, it could only bring me shame, could only involve the end of my maidenly modesty.

      Of course my guardian had already promised a good deal of that in the humiliations he had already inflicted, and those he had told me of. The idea of disrobing alone, and the fact that he had just asserted his control over my very clothing and begun to undress me himself, should have given me a strong enough idea of the embarrassment in store. Looking into Professor Simmons’ face now, though, I saw a strange hunger behind his eyes. I had a sudden fear that this man, into whose charge my society had given me, wished me to learn much more at his hands, and with a much greater cost to my modesty, than he had even yet told me.

      Now, to my surprise, he moved away, withdrawing back around his desk and seating himself again in his chair. I remained where I was, in the spot where he had caused my gown to fall away from me, my hands still trying to cover the places on my camisole and drawers where I felt such anxiety that the light might reveal the shameful secrets of my private places.

      I saw him reach into the pocket of his tweed jacket, just as he sat down, and I heard a distinct metallic click behind me. A little gasp burst from my chest as I understood, and I couldn’t help turning around again to try the doorknob, desperately, and to find the door locked.

      “An oversight, my dear,” said the professor from behind me. “I did not think you would prove so disobedient.”

      I heard something else from his direction, the sound of a desk drawer opening.

      “Turn around, Helena,” my guardian said.

      I closed my eyes, and then opened them, trying to summon a modicum of mental strength. Slowly I turned around, to see the professor leaning back in his chair, holding something long and thin, with a crooked end. For a moment, I could regard it almost with dispassion, because I had never actually seen this sort of cane before—the sort used for whipping naughty students, and naughty young ladies.

      Then I could no longer press back my understanding, and I bit my lip hard, emitting a humiliating little whimper from my throat. Dread seized me from head to toe and the hand that I held in front of my drawers suddenly darted to the rear, as if the horrible piece of rattan already menaced my poor bottom.

      “Helena Breverton,” the professor said, “remove your camisole and your drawers and come here this instant, or I shall have to come fetch you, and your punishment will be doubled.”

      “Sir,” I begged. “Please… I’ve never… I don’t know how…”

      I meant my words sincerely. Although I had read about the young men entering their headmasters’ studies for discipline, I had no idea how even the bravest and most noble of them comported themselves inside. I didn’t know how to be a good girl, when my guardian decreed that I must be punished, even if I had wished to be one.

      “Don’t be ridiculous, Helena,” he thundered, clearly exasperated now. “You certainly know how to remove your underthings. Do so at once.”

      I watched with horror as he rose again, and tapped the horrible cane in his right hand against the palm of his left. I gave a sob, and I put my hands to the hem of my camisole, fingers trembling so violently that I could scarcely catch hold of the fabric. I closed my eyes again and, feeling my whole body blush, I raised it over my head, grateful that for a moment my guardian could no longer see my face.

      I held the little garment there for a moment, suddenly struck motionless by the terrible knowledge that Professor Simmons could see my little breasts. I remembered my governess telling me, soon after my bosom began to assume a more womanly shape, that a young lady’s mature figure could excite unwelcome attention, and I must now have clothing that concealed it properly. The thought of my guardian’s eyes, of his unwelcome attention made my face burn.

      From outside the momentary little cocoon of the muslin, then, I heard him say, “Those are lovely breasts, my dear, but please proceed. We must see more.”

      The feelings this shameful compliment and command awakened in me made me bite my lip. I did not understand them at all, and at that moment I did not wish to know their meaning. I tore the camisole off and dropped it onto the table. My bosom was not by any means generous, but the feeling of the cooler air on my little nipples and the slight swaying of my breasts brought even more heat to my cheeks.

      I put my hands to the waistband of my drawers, feeling faint and hardly believing I could do it. If a young lady’s bosom should always be covered and concealed, the place down below, where my governess had once whispered a husband’s greatest interest lay, carried much more shame.

      “Go ahead, Helena,” Professor Simmons said, his voice sounding a little gentler now that I had begun to obey him. “You will have to become accustomed to me seeing you this way.”

      I let out another sob, and stepped out of my shoes, which like all Prosperian footwear sensed my movement and loosened automatically. I pressed the place on my drawers’ waistband that loosened it enough to draw the garment down. I told myself I had no choice, and I let them fall, putting my right hand in front of my private part, where the golden fur had only started to grow a few months before, and my left before my bosom as I faced the professor with blazing cheeks and thudding heart.

      “Take your hands away from your person, my dear,” he said. “Put them at your sides, if you please. You are not to cover yourself in front of me again, any more than your husband will allow you to cover yourself when he instructs you to undress for him.”

      I obeyed. I have no choice, I kept telling myself. With my eyes on the ancient Turkish carpet of the professor’s study, I lowered my hands to my sides, clenching them into little fists against the bare, bare skin of my hips.

      “Yes, very lovely,” my guardian said. “We shall remove your pubic hair of course. Some guardians allow the accepted suitor to make the choice, but I prefer to inspect a girl who looks as tidy between her thighs as possible.”

      I closed my eyes and tried to choke down the sob of mortification that rose into my throat. I had not even known what the word pubic meant until then.

      “Look at me, my dear,” he commanded. I opened my eyes and raised them, to see that the desire in my guardian’s eyes had gained the upper hand over his detachment. My heart beat even faster. To my astonished dismay, I suddenly became aware of how very handsome, and not indeed very old, Professor Simmons was, as well as how very frightening was the length of rattan in his hand. “There, you are beginning to learn, despite all your blushes.”

      He had pushed his chair well back from his desk, and now he rapped the dark polished surface of the desk with the cane.

      “Come here, and lay yourself down, now. You have a lesson to learn.”

      My knees wobbled beneath me as I did as he had bid, lowering my eyes to avoid his dark gaze, thankful for the excuse of having to look in front of my feet at the carpet, and then the desk. When I turned my attention there I realized to my shock that my guardian had pulled from somewhere under the desk two straps of leather that were affixed to the far edge of its top.

      I turned to look at him, my lips parted to object, but then I felt his hand upon my back, and I started violently tensing. The professor pressed firmly nonetheless, and his eyes locked onto mine as he enforced his will, bending me over.

      “Eyes forward, Helena,” he said very sternly. “Arms in front of you.”

      I bit my lip and tried not to whimper as my guardian strapped my wrists down.

      “This is so you can’t hurt yourself while you are whipped, my dear,” he said. “Now spread your knees, if you please. It is important that you feel yourself exposed during punishment, and it will allow me to inspect you properly.”

      I found I could not obey, even if I had wanted to. My legs trembled too much to allow me any control over them.

      Professor Simmons sighed. “I should give you extra strokes of the cane for that disobedience, Helena, but I understand how new this is. Know that in the future I shall punish you severely for any reluctance in exposing your quim and your bottom-hole as I require.”

      “My…” I gasped. I had never heard the word, but its very sound seemed shameful.

      “Your quim, Helena,” said Professor Simmons rather coldly. “Your cunt, as men call it, or your cunny, as a husband may say with affection. Perhaps you have heard it called a pussy, by naughty girls at school.”

      I could not reply, for I had grown faint with shame. The very idea that men would have a special, filthy name for a girl’s private part sent a strange and terrible thrill through me.

      Then, much worse, I felt my guardian’s hands between my knees, spreading them for me, so that my feet had to shuffle apart. Worst of all, I suddenly became aware of an odd warmth in the secret place the professor had just exposed to his view.

      “There we go,” he said, with an evident satisfaction that sent a rush of heat to my face. I turned, not sure what I wished to do or hoped to see, but desperate to have some control over this hideous inspection. “I told you, Helena Breverton,” the professor thundered. “Eyes forward. You must learn to offer this part of you to the man who has the right and duty to discipline you, and someday soon to enjoy you as well. Your thrashing will commence when you turn your face forward.”

      I felt his left hand come down upon my back. For a moment I thought he meant he would wait until I had done as he had ordered before he began to punish me, but then I saw him raise his right hand, the cane held high. I cried out as he brought it down with a terrible swishing sound and then a crack across my poor bare bottom.

      I gasped, thinking for just an instant that perhaps it wouldn’t hurt as much as I had feared. But the sting almost immediately became a fiery line of agony. Tears seemed to spring from my eyes as I turned my face forward, knowing I would do anything to shorten the awful lesson.

      I felt him shift, and then I heard the terrible sound, and the cane came down again. I screamed and struggled against the straps, my bottom clenching and unclenching in a mortifying and vain attempt to soothe the smart.

      “Count for me, Helena. That was one.”

      “One,” I sobbed.

      “One, sir,” said my guardian, tapping the cane against my bottom, so that I cried out in fear.

      “One, sir,” I yelped, and then he struck again.

      “Two, sir,” I wailed, and then, “Please, sir… it hurts…”

      He caned me again, and I sobbed, “Three, sir,” as my backside bounced up and down atop my guardian’s desk.

      “Of course it hurts,” said Professor Simmons. “That is how a young lady learns obedience.”

      He brought the cane down again, lower down on my thighs, and I screamed in agony, writhing over the hard wood, and for a moment the pain afflicted me so greatly that I didn’t remember to count until he tapped my bottom with the awful cane again.

      “Four, sir,” I said, and he struck again immediately, across the middle of my bottom.

      “Five, sir.” My tears had made a little pool on his desk.

      “I saw how wet your quim was when I spread your legs, Helena Breverton,” the professor said. “I shall inspect you now.”

      My lips parted. Through the pain of my thrashing I tried to understand him.

      “Wet, sir?” I asked, my voice choked with tears.

      Without warning, my guardian took his left hand from my back and thrust it between my thighs. I thought for an instant that he meant to hurt me there, and I cried out, but then a shock of something else, something so pleasant I knew immediately that it must be wicked, radiated out from my private part through my whole body. His fingers moved upon the part of me he had called my quim and to my mortification my hips responded, riding those fingers as they taught me a very different sort of lesson.

      “Yes,” my guardian murmured above me. “Yes, you are very much in need of your bridegroom’s governor, aren’t you, my dear?”

      Then he took his hand from my pussy—for, yes, I had heard that word whispered at school—and replaced it on my back, where I could feel the shameful wetness of which he had spoken. I sobbed with frustration, and then I heard the final stroke of my caning and felt it across my bottom.

      I returned home with a blushing face and a single determination: to learn what my guardian had meant by the word governor.
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        * * *

      

      I found the Anti-Governor Resistance League in less than an hour of illicit searching on my father’s workstation. What I learned through them turned me into a traitor to my own world—at least until Professor Simmons caught me, a mere six weeks into my courtship season.
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      Gerard

      

      I discovered Helena’s treason when she attempted to access a sensitive administration file from my dataport. I felt terribly foolish for having allowed her access to the data port, especially when I discovered that she had installed, with the help of her contacts in the misguided Anti-Governor Resistance League, a set of programs that masked her illicit searches behind innocuous ones.

      Since her initial inspection, Helena had come to my rooms in college once a week. On those occasions I had inspected her lovely naked body, paying special attention of course to the hygiene of her quim and bottom. I had also spoken with her about the progress of her suitors’ courtship of her.

      Then, if she had shown herself obedient, I would allow her to dress and, as a reward for her compliance, I would invite her to spend some time using my university dataport, which furnished resources far beyond those Helena might access at home. I could tell how grateful this small favor made the girl, and it gratified me to please her.

      For I must admit to the strong affection I had developed for Helena. I had found very early on—indeed at her first inspection, when I had been forced to whip the girl’s sweet little bottom—that alongside my natural and unavoidable sexual desire for such a beautiful young lady, delivered into my care, I admired her in a more platonic way as well. Helena Breverton possessed every charm and attainment of Prosperian young womanhood to such an extent that I found myself beginning to question my choice of life.

      I had always before thought myself a perfect bachelor don. The genius of Prosperia’s social system meant that I need not, as the dons of old had done—or at least as they had been expected to do—go without the delights that only a good, masterful fuck can provide a man like me. My twice-weekly visits to my favorite pleasure house, and the occasional naughty girl sent to serve my gentlemen’s club, had always given me all the scope my dominant libido required.

      I had known the honor of serving as guardian to three previous young ladies. Despite the naturally cock-stiffening consequences of doing my duty by them in the way of guidance, inspection, and discipline, I had not desired to claim them as my own. Or, rather, I had found myself easily able to repress that wholly natural desire while inspecting and disciplining those previous young ladies, and then to discharge it in the velvety cunt or tight bottom-hole of a pleasure girl.

      Miss Helena Breverton had proven quite another matter, however. Somewhat to my chagrin, since her first visit to me I had not paid a single call to any of my favorite young women in Prosperia City’s pleasure district.

      More notably, thanks to my involvement with the intelligence service and its efforts to aid the Magisterians in rooting out Vionian spies, a disobedient young lady had been sent to my club a month or so after my first inspection of Helena. The foolish girl was quite a lovely auburn-haired thing, in fact, but I had passed up the opportunity to fuck her. Not only did I decline to make an individual appointment to interrogate and to discipline the girl, but I even absented myself from the Saturday night revel when the girl received her full comeuppance at the hands and cocks of my fellow members.

      Of course, as a part of my duty of care, I had checked up on her network activity after she had used the dataport. I had seen that she had sent a few books—educational novels, generally about ancient days on Earth—to her account from the university library. She had also, it appeared done a little clothes shopping. I had smiled to myself at the bit of intimacy this afforded, and I had noted down the items she had looked at.

      When at our next appointment I had asked her, in a jocular tone, about whether she still wanted the pair of shoes for which she had shopped, I should I suppose have grown more suspicious at the furtive manner that came over her. My foolishness, however, only stood revealed the next week.

      Helena had come for her fifth appointment with me. Her progress seemed rather slow on the courtship front, and I had begun to notice signs of immorality between her legs when I inspected her. On my advice, Mrs. Breverton had ensured that Helena learned how to shave her quim and rear cleavage, so I had an unobstructed view of her private places as she bent before me.

      “My dear,” I asked gently, placing my middle two fingers on the sweetly wrinkled hood of the girl’s clitoris, “are you quite sure you do not touch yourself here, perhaps in the shower, more than is necessary for cleanliness’ sake?”

      “No, sir,” Helena whispered. Since I had stimulated her during her caning, at her first visit, I had not made reference to her clearly wanton nature. I had hoped that in the course of her courtship the successful suitor would discipline her properly when I had informed him of the potential problem. By then the girl’s governor would be installed, and the potential for immodesty would be much less. If Helena had begun to masturbate, however, the situation could present additional difficulties.

      “You are getting wet, Helena Breverton,” I said a little sternly. Indeed, her little pink quim showed an alluring pearl of girlish passion now, and I could scent on the air her burgeoning need. A lucky suitor, I thought to myself, would enjoy himself greatly when he had her for the first time—and thereafter. If I had that honor, I thought wistfully to myself, I would fuck this adorable young lady every night and every morning.

      She didn’t respond in words, but rather made a whimpering sound deep in her throat. I noted that she had begun to strain against the straps binding her to the desk, as if she would have covered her cunt if she could.

      “Very well,” I told her, not wishing to extend her ordeal for fear I might lose control of myself. My cock had naturally grown very hard at the sight, the feel, and the fragrance of Helena’s untried quim. “You may get dressed and use the dataport.”

      I left the study to allow her some time. To my astonishment, I received an alert on my handheld only a minute later, if that.

      Sensitive Access Requested Via Dataport at Your Residence. Allow?
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        * * *

      

      Helena

      

      Professor Simmons burst through the door of his study. I hadn’t even put on my underwear before I had gone to the dataport, so urgent did I think my mission. I had crouched a little, and started trying to find out what had happened to my contact Wasp. Now I turned to see my wrathful guardian standing in the doorway.

      At the sight of me, naked in front of the keyboard and screen of his dataport, he seemed for a moment to be on the verge of saying something—or yelling something. Instead, he strode across the carpet to take hold of my upper arm and draw me up and away from the keyboard and the screen.

      I had not even realized what the message, Authentication Required. Notification sent, meant. I had supposed it might mean that some bureaucrat somewhere in downtown Prosperia City would have a notice in their mail of the three hundred people who had looked at the report marked Sensitive: Known Agents of Vionian Auxiliary Organizations. If my guardian had access to the report, I thought, surely many other men must also have it.

      I should have grasped the meaning of the document being available on Professor Simmons’ dataport in the first place. More important, I should have seen the significance of the fact that he could even request editorial access. Thrilled to see it, though, with my heart pounding, I had clicked the button that said ‘Edit,’ in hope of deleting Wasp’s name from the list. The moment I had opened the document, I had seen that she must be the sixth of the eighteen names, Viola Hammersmith: her address was the only one that fit with the location of our dead drop.

      But as soon as the professor came through the door, my mind put together what my hope had prevented it from realizing before. My guardian must have a much more important role in the administration than his position as a professor of history at St. Giles College would indicate. This document undoubtedly represented only the tip of the iceberg, when it came to the Prosperian administration’s efforts to help our Magisterian allies roll up the espionage networks the Vionians had put in place on my world.

      I sobbed in frustration as I looked at Professor Simmons’ wrathful face. How foolish could I possibly be? Even if I had deleted Wasp’s name from the list, the system would have tracked the revision: for that idiocy I could plead only a young lady’s thorough ignorance of the workings of the technological world that on Prosperia lay entirely within men’s control.

      Yet I had done so much to cover my tracks, in the initial illicit investigation that had led me to make contact with the Anti-Governor Resistance League. Sneaking into my father’s library, I had accessed on his dataport only publicly available files—publicly available to men, of course, but none of them sensitive in the slightest.

      My guardian used his hold on my arm to prostrate me on the carpet, my naked breasts pressing down into its scratchy material and my nipples instantly stiffening at the touch so that I whimpered in alarm and, much worse, arousal. Since the first time the professor had bent me over his desk, I had learned a good deal about women’s needs. The Prosperian administration, in the documents I had read, invariably called it that—the thing I always felt at my inspections despite my mortification and my desperate attempts to hide my body’s response to his gaze and his touch.

      They called it women’s needs, and they controlled those needs with the tiny device they placed between the thighs of every Prosperian girl before she reached the age of nineteen: the governor. Though I had dedicated my existence, only three months earlier, to its abolition, I suddenly and perversely wished I had one down there, on my clitoris.

      If I had a governor, and the man in charge of me—my husband or, in the case of an unmarried woman, my guardian—decided I shouldn’t experience sexual pleasure, I wouldn’t feel what I felt now. I wouldn’t be blushing furiously at the terrible excitation caused by the professor shifting his left hand to the small of my back to hold me down as with his right he took hold of my whole bottom and raised it up.

      “What were you doing, Helena Breverton?” he demanded in a growl, squeezing my bottom hard, his middle fingers pressing firmly against my shaved pussy as if to remind me that he had decided I should be so smooth and bare there. “What were you looking at?”

      To my horror I knew that he must already know: whatever notification he had received must have had that information. The question could only represent the beginning of the professor’s effort to break me. If I began to confess, I felt certain, I would crumble entirely.

      “Let me up, sir!” I exclaimed, my voice muffled by the carpet but as indignant as I could make it under the circumstances. “I wish to go home and to consult with my father!”

      My guardian’s only response was to lift his hand from my backside and then to begin to spank me, hard and fast, his hand moving from right to left. I gasped, then yelped, then cried out. I tried to twist away, tried to lower my backside to evade the terrible slaps of the professor’s big hand, but that hand seemed to follow my bottom wherever I moved it.

      “Your father, miss, will be very grateful that you won’t be going home for quite a while,” he said very coldly, even as he delivered spank after spank. “Now arch your back and offer your bottom properly. Our discussion of your misconduct won’t begin in earnest until you obey me in that particular.”
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      Helena

      

      So ominous did the professor’s words sound that I almost complied out of sheer panic. Suddenly there welled up in my chest, though, a spirit of resistance that I found nearly unaccountable. True, I had resisted my world’s administration to the point of outright treason, but I had done it with my offended mind and my wounded heart—not with my whole self.

      Not with my body.

      Now my back hunched instead of arching, and my knees bent instead of straightening—despite the knowledge that my guardian would keep spanking me until I obeyed him, and only then begin to give me the further punishment he had in store—I tried to crouch into as tight a posture as I could. I tried to refuse his big hand access to my posterior, and I tried to writhe away.

      Professor Simmons grunted, and I heard surprise in that sound even as I felt his grip upon my back shift to my hip to keep me in place, even as I felt his other hand find my bottom with a spank. Indeed that spank hurt less than the previous ones, and a thrill of victory went through my bosom. Of course I knew, at the back of my mind, that my triumph would live only for a moment, but the idea that I could successfully defy my guardian seemed to nourish a part of my soul that I had not previously seen within myself.

      Then, with a strength that simply overwhelmed my feeble attempt at resistance, the professor replaced his left hand on the small of my back while his right seized my whole backside, very roughly, his fingers deep between my thighs. As I cried out in shame and alarm, he grasped my pussy and my bottom firmly, as a man might take hold of a piece of luggage, or the handle of a basket, and raised that most embarrassing part of me into the air despite every effort of my muscles to remain in my protective crouch.

      He spoke cold words, his voice barely betraying any strain from the force he had employed to put me in the humiliating position he had commanded.

      “You may tell me, Helena, when you are ready to keep this posture and accept my discipline. I wish you thoroughly to understand the meaning of this arrangement of your limbs. Your impertinent bottom, your maiden cunt, and your tight little anus are uppermost for a reason. Naughty young ladies forfeit their right to be treated like young ladies, and must instead be treated the way a natural man treats a pleasure girl.”

      I blinked, my limbs startled for a moment into relaxation under my guardian’s strong hands.

      “A what, sir?” I couldn’t help asking, though my whole body already felt hot with embarrassment. I had never heard or even read the term, but my illicit research had informed me sufficiently of the nature of marital relations that his crude words had stirred terrible visions in my mind.

      Professor Simmons pressed harder with his hand upon my back, and tightened his grasp of my private parts. I gasped into the carpet as I felt the ball of his thumb find the tiny aperture that my humiliating posture had rendered shamefully visible and accessible to his eyes and touch.

      My body attempted defiance again, of its own accord, desperate to escape though I knew no escape was possible. For a moment, my heart and mind felt a corresponding thrill of hope and even of freedom at the idea that my limbs could even try to resist my guardian’s strength.

      Then that hope became something else entirely. The professor pushed his thumb further into my bottom-hole, and he used the tips of his middle fingers to rub hard at the sensitive place where I had learned my husband’s governor—or, much worse, my guardian’s, if I failed to accept a suitor—would go. A wave of need washed over my entire body, and to my utter dismay a moan broke from my chest.

      My hips jerked, and that rubbed my tiny nipples against the rough fibers of the carpet, and the arousal redoubled. I felt myself warm under Professor Simmons’ firmly grasping hand, and I heard an awful, wet sound as he moved his fingers over my bare pussy lips. I found my body trying again to struggle, and then I understood the true depth of my predicament.

      For with each movement of my muscles in opposition to my guardian’s will I learned more thoroughly how simple a thing it was for him to keep me in place. Every bit of hopeless resistance was merely a rediscovery of how easily he could keep me prostrate, in abject humiliation with my bottom and my virgin pussy uppermost, exposed to his eyes and available to his hands—and, much worse, to something else.

      My terrified, confused mind after all understood, despite my continuing ignorance of the true particulars, something about marital relations. I knew that a frightening thing lay concealed between my guardian’s own massive, masculine legs, though I had no idea what it looked like. I knew that a bridegroom used this male member upon his bride, that he sought to put it inside her. That he had the right to do so, and to do it whenever he pleased, regulating her own pleasure in the act by means of the horrid governor she wore on her clitoris.

      And with every rediscovery of my guardian’s mastery of my body with his hands—the one holding me down and the other with its fondling, probing fingers between my thighs and the little globes of my backside—the worst circumstance of all grew clearer to me. The slightest act of bodily defiance on my part made the wanton ache in my womb grow greater, and my pussy grow hotter and wetter beneath his hand.

      “A pleasure girl,” said Professor Simmons, still working me between my thighs so that a low, whimpering moan emerged from my lips even as he spoke, “is a young woman who serves the lusts of men. Her cunt and her anus are her principal possessions, and her bottom is where she receives just chastisement if she should fail to provide those places as readily and as pleasingly as she should to the men who use her there, and take their ease between her thighs and, if they choose, between her bottom-cheeks as well.”

      The more I tried to pretend his words had nothing intelligible about them, that I simply could not understand what he meant at all, the more my treasonous body responded to the low growl of his voice. To my horror, my hips continued to move with the motion of his fingers. When, suddenly, he withdrew his right hand, my backside tried to follow the tormenting, terribly pleasurable presence that had laid bare my wickedness.

      I felt his left hand shift slightly, and I knew what would happen next, for I had not only kept my bottom where my guardian wanted it, but I had even attempted to raise it higher. Part of me still wished to resist him, but another voice in my mind told me that perhaps if I showed myself as a good girl, the professor would allow me more pleasure. Immodest as that impulse seemed, my wanton loins cried out for it, and the notion that if my guardian wished to touch me that way it must be proper inflamed me even more.

      Especially, I thought, if he punished me as well, and guided me on the correct path. It did not occur to me that such an idea ran thoroughly counter to my attempt to betray my world to the Vionians in order that women could be free of the shameful control their governors imposed on their private parts. The need in my own pussy seemed to block everything out.

      The image in my mind’s eye of the handsome, dark-bearded, and dark-eyed Professor Simmons stooping over me with one arm holding me down and the other raised to spank my poor bare bottom as I had deserved filled me not with dismay but, to my horror, with desire. I knew my guardian as a good and just man, a wise man, despite his cold manner and the indignities his duties had imposed upon me. I had made little progress with my suitors in large part because the professor’s face had dwelt in my mind, and every time I had taken a government document from my father’s library to the dead drop I had feared not so much for the vague authorities to find me out, but for Professor Simmons to do so.

      With a sob I raised my backside still higher, and then my guardian’s big hand came crashing down with a report that rang off his study’s walls. The pain made me bend my knees and lower my bottom again despite myself, as the cheeks clenched and then unclenched. My face grew hot with the knowledge of the display I made of myself before his eyes, and the blush became fiery when he spoke again.

      “Get that bottom up, Helena Breverton. Show me what you need.”

      I sobbed again, and complied, feeling again the awful thing that had happened when I had received my first whipping: the pain somehow became a different kind of warmth as it faded away. I lifted my backside shamefully, and my guardian spanked me again, on the other cheek, and kept spanking me.

      “What… were… you… doing… on… my… dataport, you… little… minx?” he demanded, each word accompanying a terribly hard smack.

      I could only wail in response, because my bottom felt like I had sat on a hearth full of hot coals. Again, unable to bear it, I tried to lower my backside, but the professor took hold of my pussy again, even more roughly this time. I felt the arousal flood back into my loins, even more strongly now, as his thumb pushed so hard at my tiny anus that it penetrated there half an inch.

      I cried out, my head rearing back at the terrible humiliation. I could not help thinking of the crude things my guardian had said about pleasure girls, and I could not help wondering what it would be like to have in my poor bottom whatever the male member was, for the professor’s enjoyment and not for my own.

      The thought, unaccountably, only seemed to add to the heat beneath his fingers, as he fondled me there once again. My hips began their shameless rhythm again, trying to ride my guardian’s hand, and my whimpers sounded in the same cadence into the carpet where he held my upper body so firmly down.

      “What were you doing?” Professor Simmons asked in a softer voice.

      “Oh, no,” I whispered. “Oh, please… sir, no.”

      “You shall come for the first time, Helena, if you tell me,” he murmured. “I can tell you wish to come, my dear, like the little whore you so clearly are.”

      I bit my lip, glad at least that he could not see my blushing face. I had heard the word whore, and now I suddenly understood that it must represent the same thing as pleasure girl did. The idea that I, Miss Breverton of the Grant Street Brevertons, might behave like a whore made something happen between my legs that I had not felt before, or perhaps had never felt so strongly: a contraction upon the professor’s hand that made me gasp as the pleasure thrilled through my body.

      “Ah, that makes your cunny clench, does it?” the professor asked. “Do you begin to understand the power a man has over a girl like you?”

      His fingers kept working me, and helplessly I kept riding them. I could sense something ahead of me on this shameful ride, some release, if my guardian would only keep forcing my pussy toward it. I cried out, and then he took his hand away.

      “I told you—” he began, but then his handheld rang.

      I heard him wiping his right hand against his trousers, and the blood came anew to my cheeks. Then, still holding me down with his left hand, he said, “Simmons.”

      I could hear an urgent voice on the other end of the line, but the words were indistinct.

      “You jest. Miss Helena Breverton? Truly?”

      The voice replied. Dread crept into the pit of my stomach.

      “Very well,” my guardian told whomever he spoke to. “Yes, certainly, that would be the best course of action.” To my ear, his voice sounded a little reluctant, though, to accept the course of action proposed, whatever it might be. Then he said, “I will regard her as the property of my club from henceforth. I will have a governor installed today and convey her to the clubhouse this evening. I promise we shall get to the bottom of this, Minister.”
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      Helena

      

      “Helena Breverton,” my guardian said, placing his hand back on my bottom, “it seems you have been a good deal naughtier than I thought you capable of.”

      I felt my brow furrow against the roughness of the carpet, and my chin worked hard; another, even greater surge of gratitude rose in my bosom that he could not see my face. If he had caught a glimpse of the mingling of need, fear, and guilt that I felt certain beamed from my eyes, I knew Professor Simmons would instantly have detected the terrible truth of whatever the minister had told him.

      My face remained pressed against the floor, however, and I had the wild hope that I could yet extract myself from this danger. If I could only prevail upon my guardian to let me go from his rooms, I could perhaps vanish into the outskirts of the city, where I had often heard my father say the off-worlders permitted to remain on Prosperia lived. I didn’t know what I would do if I reached an off-worlder, of course, but surely they would aid me, a refugee from my oppressive culture?

      “Sir,” I said, with all the dignity a naked girl prostrate on a gentleman’s floor with her backside in the air could muster, “I have no idea what you mean.” My hope of escape drove my mental processes now, and my mind seemed to come back under my control at least for the moment. I saw a thread of falsehood, and I began to weave it into a tissue of lies. “I meant to use your dataport to see how our enforcement services were doing in cleaning up the terrible scourge of treason that my father—and Mr. Jacob Miniver—have told me about.”

      Yes, I thought. That’s it. Mr. Jacob Miniver was one of the three suitors my guardian himself had chosen, a man from his gentleman’s club. My face grew hot for an instant as I remembered what the professor had said into his handheld about that club, but Mr. Miniver’s membership in it held nothing of importance to my present attempt to invoke his name.

      Mr. Miniver, despite his brooding good looks and golden locks, had not impressed me in the slightest, but he worked at the Ministry of Law and he had indeed spoken, in a vague way, of the same troubles on Prosperia my father had often mentioned. I did not, of course, mention to Professor Simmons my own consciousness of being an important part of those troubles, as what amounted to a Vionian spy.

      I had never truly thought of myself as serving my world’s enemies. As an intelligent young woman, however, I had certainly understood that the documents I stole would help the other side in the war.

      That war in the end had lasted mere weeks. In the month leading up to it, and once during the brief period in which everyone on Prosperia knew that hostilities had commenced twenty lightyears away in the Magisterian expanse, I had delivered a grand total of three sets of printouts to the dead drop appointed in the note pressed into my hand, from behind, in a crowded shopping center.

      

      Refuse barrel Little Houghton Street, under lid. Destroy this note.

      

      It all flashed into my mind, there in my guardian’s study, still in my humiliating posture. I knew my guardian would see it, or at least some small indication of my guilty thoughts, in my face, and so, feeling a sudden surge of pride in my newfound cleverness, I attempted to rise, struggling against his strong grip.

      I had known what his response would be, and he did not disappoint me: he pressed me more firmly to the floor, so that my guilty face remained safe from his dark, discerning eyes.

      “Stay where you are, Helena,” the professor growled. “You are not to move until I instruct you to do so.”

      “I demand,” I said, in a sob that I rendered as piteous as I could, “to be allowed to go home and consult with my father about this matter. I merely wished to see what had happened in our world’s efforts…”

      Theatrically, I choked back another sob, using the feeling of my nakedness and the slight roughness of the carpet to motivate my performance.

      “Our world’s efforts… I clicked the wrong… the wrong…”

      I felt my guardian’s hands relax a little on my back. I let out a plaintive wail.

      “Mr. Miniver…” I gasped, remembering another girl’s hysterical fit in school at the news that war had come to our great civilization and trying to adhere to the memory as an outline for my own flood of feigned tears. I began to think I could face the professor now, so long as I could appear overwrought; that aspect would conceal my guilt, surely, for I had noted in my limited experience that men had great difficulty even looking at a weeping woman.

      His hands left me, and I sensed him standing up and withdrawing a pace from me. In order to continue to seem as pitiful as I could, I remained on the floor, turning my head to gaze up at him, confident in the effectiveness of my tear-stained visage.

      I expected to see the dawning of sympathy in his eyes, if he could even look me in the face. I hoped even to see shame in his expression, and those piercing eyes turned away from my weeping plea.

      To my utter dismay, my guardian looked back at me coldly.

      “This fabric of lies would perhaps have worked better, Helena,” he said, his mouth quirking up into a mirthless smile, “if Mr. Jacob Miniver had not followed you to Little Houghton Street yesterday, a street that crosses the one where a certain Miss Viola Hammersmith dwelt, before her arrest.”

      My lips parted, my tears suddenly forgotten. “Sir…” I began, but realized I had nothing to say. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched the professor move to his desk and open the terrible drawer where he kept the cane.

      “Sir,” I tried again. “Please.”

      He did not bring out the cane. My guardian instead produced from the drawer a length of stiff black leather with a wooden handle. Idly he tapped it against his other palm as he walked slowly back around toward me.

      With a cry of alarm I tried to rise from the carpet, but as soon as I moved the professor sprang upon me, his left hand on my back to hold me firmly down and his right hand bringing the horrible strap to my bottom with a crack that seemed to fill the little room with its sharpness.

      Somewhere inside me, a part of my mind tried to cling to rationality by asking itself whether the thick stitched leather hurt more than the cane. On the whole, at first the strap didn’t seem to inflict quite as much agony, for the sharp, fiery line of the cane, with its terrible promise of a welt one had to look at in the mirror for the next several days, was not present.

      The posture, however, in which my guardian held me, seemed a great deal more humiliating even than his securing me over his desk had been. For that reason even those first few lashes with the strap seemed the most awful thing that had ever happened to me. The strap’s flexible surface followed my backside no matter how I tried to escape by weaving to the side or bending my knees to offer him less of my bottom. When I crouched more tightly, the professor didn’t command me to offer my posterior to him but rather growled and kept wordlessly whipping me in his wrath for my treason and my falsehood.

      “Please,” I screamed. “Sir, please… I can’t… I can’t bear it!”

      For he had given me so many lashes now that my poor bottom felt like he had pressed me into a chair made entirely of thorns. I wouldn’t have the terrible neat lines of the cane, but I would have a network of purple bruises to show the mirror, as I blushed to see the evidence of my lesson from the professor.

      He responded to my screaming plea by shifting his left hand’s grip, moving it to my hip so he could pull me close against his legs, almost over his knee like a naughty little girl. To my horror that allowed him to raise my backside back into the posture he had commanded earlier, with my bottom and my private part offered for his discipline.

      I could flail with my arms, now, and I did, crying out and trying to find leverage for my hands or perhaps to strike my guardian. To no avail, for he held me tighter and kept whipping my bottom, as if he wished me to understand that what I had done required retribution so fierce and painful that he could be bothered to do nothing but bring the leather to my bare backside.

      I went limp, then, for my strength had nearly exhausted itself, and the consciousness of how much trouble I had gotten into broke upon my mind with the fury of the professor’s chastisement.

      At last he spoke, and as he told me of my terrible fate he slowed the pace of the whipping, but did not cease it, so that every few words I was made to punctuate his speech with a sobbing cry of agony.

      “I keep this strap for naughty girls, Helena. It is meant to punish a young woman as a little girl is punished when she has done something so willful and disobedient that she has lost all title to adulthood. Where you are going now, though, we will make a new, better adult of you, with the help of strict discipline and a new life of service to the men who bestow it on you. You will confess to us all your misdeeds, and if you learn your lesson well you will be allowed to return to your family and to marry one of the men who uses your body for his pleasure.”

      He gave me one last lash, low down on my bottom where the strap had already visited my tender flesh so many times. I cried out, my naked body jerking against his serge-covered thigh.

      “I don’t understand,” I sobbed, as he held me there, close to him.

      “You will understand soon enough,” my guardian replied coldly. “Certainly you have done enough illicit research, it seems, to grasp the general outline of the thing. You have been given to my club for interrogation, correction, and service. Come, it is time to get up and to dress. The doctor will meet us at the clubhouse, to install your governor. Then we will give you some new underthings to wear, and I shall have the pleasure of questioning you and enjoying you first.”

      Something in his voice told me that the professor had mixed feelings for all his apparent wrath—that he regretted the necessity under which my treason had laid him. That thought made me shudder, and wrenched another sob from my chest even as he lifted me up and forced me to my feet, cowering before him. He gestured to my clothing on the table.

      “Do as I say, Helena,” he said, his voice rough now, as if he tried to conceal the ambivalence I had thought I heard before. “Put on your clothing. I shall call a cab. I hope you don’t need to be reminded of what happens when you disobey me.”

      I felt my face crumple and tears spring to my eyes. I had put my hands instinctively in front of my breasts and my pussy, and they trembled violently at his words as I remembered my first visit to this room, and how I had supposed it to be the worst thing that could ever occur. He did not even tell me to take them away, now, and that frightened me even more, because it seemed to indicate that soon enough my guardian would not even have to issue such a command: in the place to which he would take me, in the clubhouse, it would not matter whether I tried to cover myself—or attempted any other means of defense.
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      Gerard

      

      Helena squirmed upon the seat of the autocab, tears running down her cheeks at the pain she clearly felt from her well-thrashed backside. She nevertheless behaved herself in the autocab on the way to the clubhouse, but when I helped her out onto the pavement before the grand facade that bore the inscription Drake’s she quailed back, and then tried to take her hand from mine and to run away. I didn’t allow her to pull away, and an awkward moment resulted that I would rather have avoided—for her sake even more than for mine, and for the sake of my club’s honor.

      The Drake’s clubhouse stands in the most fashionable district of Prosperia City, on Lourcy Street, the thoroughfare that runs between Founders’ Park and New Bond Street, where the best shops have their storefronts. As such, many of the best people in the city frequent that pavement, and as I conducted Helena toward the entry I saw two other women passing in front of the clubhouse. Their upswept hairstyles indicated their married status, and their eyes were curious to see the little spectacle my treasonous ward had decided to make of us.

      Helena looked wildly about her. I watched her notice the fashionable wives, and I saw an unmistakable gleam of hope come into her eyes. I sighed inwardly as I perceived precisely what she would do—and instantly did it, calling out to the women in a desperate voice.

      “Help me, for pity’s sake! This man is… is taking me into his club!”

      I had of course no fear that the girl could hinder the progress of her interrogation and punishment in this way. Rather to my dismay, however, I had found that even as I had heard her pathetic attempt at a story to conceal her abominable treachery, and even as I had whipped her, my affection for Helena had only grown.

      A young lady misled, her noble heart turned in the wrong direction and her intellect exploited by enemies of her world… Helena’s plight called out to me, just as much as her burgeoning submissive sexuality did. There on the pavement in front of my club, where I would soon have the privilege of deflowering her and enjoying her at last, I wished to spare her the indignity I knew she would now undergo. Miss Helena Breverton—I could see in the eyes of the ladies to whom she had addressed her plea—would learn in the next few moments how very badly she had misjudged her planet’s customs.

      I gripped her hand more tightly and then drew her close enough to place my other hand upon her elbow. I hoped to make this difficult encounter as brief as possible, and so I began to guide her forcibly toward the door that our loyal old doorkeeper Jones had already swung wide to admit us.

      Helena resisted with all her strength, her face wild and tears springing to her eyes. The fashionable ladies had not responded in any way except to look at one another. I could see that the expression they exchanged had a good deal of amusement in it, but I knew Helena would probably see only the sympathy that accompanied it. These wives understood how difficult a time some young women had in their courtship seasons, and their eyes had no lack of compassion.

      “See!” Helena cried to them. “He is… he is…”

      I could see no way to avoid it. Having secured the girl’s upper arm in my right hand, I turned to the women and doffed my hat with my left.

      “Good day, ladies,” I said. “I apologize for this young woman’s outburst.”

      They smiled back at me, and I heard Helena gasp at my side as she understood that these respectable wives had no intention of intervening in her duly decreed punishment.

      “Has she been very naughty?” one of the ladies asked. I thought I could see in her dark eyes a hint of mischief, as if she would willingly have followed us inside the masculine sanctuary of Drake’s to witness Helena’s comeuppance.

      “Very,” I replied, keeping my tone as light as possible, so as not to reveal to these women just how criminal Helena’s conduct had been, and perhaps to excite gossip concerning Mr. Breverton’s shocking lapse of judgment in allowing his daughter access to the documents she had stolen. “I’m afraid she has much to learn today.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Helena

      

      I felt as if all the breath in my body had suddenly been reft away. For a moment, truly, I felt I could not take another, that I would expire from lack of oxygen on that horrible spot, before the imposing stone portal that yawned just in front of me, with the elegantly dressed older servant holding it open with a horribly knowing smile on his face.

      How could that woman have uttered those words?

      Has she been very naughty?

      For a moment I tried to pretend to myself that I had heard incorrectly. That she had instead said something like, Have you the authority to take her through that door? or even Unhand that young lady, sir! How dare you?

      But the expression in her eyes, burned into my memory though I had turned away, looking for any other aid I might find in the vicinity, told me much more than I wanted to know about how matters stood—on my world generally, and for me in particular.

      The woman who had spoken, clearly a highly respectable lady of the city, clearly understood precisely why a Prosperian gentleman would have to conduct a young woman forcibly into his club. Her silent companion wore a similar expression: she too knew that naughty girls must occasionally be taken inside such obviously masculine preserves, there to receive the terrible consequences of their misbehavior.

      “No,” I cried weakly, darkness swimming before my eyes as my guardian propelled me past, toward the servant and the open door. “No… please…”

      I thought that the woman would simply ignore my words. It would have been better if she had, for my state of mind at any rate. But she clearly had something in her own character that, to my horror, wished to see naughty girls learn their lessons. She spoke in a tone so haughty that the very sound drew a sob from my chest.

      “Go in, miss, and receive what you have earned from your guardian, and from his friends. I hope you emerge a better girl.”

      I wanted to shout back at her, to demand how she could live as a Prosperian wife, made to wear the horrid governor imposed by her husband, and wish a similar—no, a worse!—fate upon another woman. But the woman had already turned away, to whisper something in her friend’s ear.

      The resistance faded from my muscles, and I allowed Professor Simmons to guide me the final steps to the door, my cheeks bright red and my whipped bottom making me wince with every movement of my lower body. The last I saw of those ‘respectable’ ladies was the look of amusement on their faces as they shared their mirth at my expense, and I understood at last that the shameful destiny assigned to me did not appear an outrage from the viewpoint of respectable society.

      The things my guardian had promised, all the terrible punishments as well as the humiliations I had through my forbidden knowledge come to associate with marital relations… they would befall me in the edifice to which he had brought me. In the portal of that grand building, the servant in his old-fashioned black suit looked at me closely and smiled at my guardian.

      “Hello, Professor,” he said in a voice that reminded me of the leatherbound books in my father’s library. “The gentlemen will be happy to see this young lady, I know.”

      “Jones,” said my guardian, “meet my ward Miss Helena Breverton, who will be staying with us for the next few days to pay the price of her abominable misdeeds.”

      I tried desperately to keep my face from crumpling into tears, but without success. I found I couldn’t look at the doorkeeper, but had to gaze at his shoes instead.

      “She’s a pretty one, no mistake,” Jones said. “Miss Breverton, I hope you’ve made up your mind to be a good girl here at Drake’s. Professor, Doctor Elias arrived a few minutes ago, and he asked me to tell you to come to the morning room. I believe Batson has set up the chair there for you.”

      I closed my eyes for a moment, hoping that perhaps what the doorkeeper said had nothing to do with me, pretending even that the words concerned some other matter entirely. My guardian’s reply, however, rendered that effort impossible.

      “Thank you, Jones. We’ll have this naughty young lady in that chair in a very few minutes, if you’d like to come up and take a look for yourself. Her little cunny is quite an adorable sight, and I’ve thrashed her soundly so her bottom looks a pretty picture of well-deserved justice.”

      My breathing came in little gasps, and my cheeks blazed like the sun.

      “I shall ask Batson to spell me,” Jones promised. “Thank you kindly, Professor. Miss, I can hardly wait to see you in your birthday suit.”

      I knew my guardian had carried on this horrid little conversation expressly in order to humiliate me, but the knowledge did not lessen my mortification in the slightest. My whole body seemed to flush as he guided me further into the building, toward a grand staircase in the middle of a soaring lobby. My consciousness of the reason for this humiliation, the lesson I had in store for what I had done, made my shame even worse. Professor Simmons had justice on his side, in the eyes of my world; if the facial expressions of the respectable ladies outside had told me anything, they had told me that both men and women viewed a guardian’s rights and duties as sacred. To my dismay, this idea made me feel faint not only with embarrassment but with other, much more complicated feelings—the same unwanted emotions and bodily sensations that afflicted me when the professor had punished and inspected me in his study.

      Up the stairs we went, onto a spacious second floor landing, adorned with oil paintings of the men who I assumed must have founded the club soon after the founding of Prosperia City itself, three hundred years ago. Several corridors branched off from this landing, as well as two sets of double doors, one of them open to show a large room full of chairs, and tables with reading lamps set upon them. Sunlight from large picture windows at the far end of the room made me think it must be the morning room, even before I saw the piece of furniture, set close to the window, that must represent the chair mentioned by the doorkeeper, and a man in a white coat standing beside it.

      Though I knew it could do me no good whatever, I tried to stand still, tried again to draw away from my guardian. Young ladies of Prosperia did not have to undergo the sort of medical examination for which that variety of chair was used until they reached eighteen. I had in my illicit research learned something about that kind of chair, however, and about the circumstances in which physicians employed it.

      I suppose I should not have had any doubt before I saw it. My guardian had after all made my fate plain enough. To have the reclining examination chair with its gleaming knee stirrups confront me thus, however, with gentlemen of Drake’s club seated around it waiting to watch the procedure unfold, made me frantic.

      “No!” I cried. “Please… no… I won’t… you can’t!”

      I struggled desperately now, so that Professor Simmons nearly had to wrench my arm to move me forward. His right hand gripped my upper arm so tightly that I yelped in pain. I saw the heads of some of the men in the big, comfortable chairs turn to look at me.

      “Oh, my dear,” my guardian said, his eyes narrowing as he controlled me almost effortlessly with his masculine strength. “We certainly can.”
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      Helena

      

      Inexorably he drew me forward, every step sending an electric thrill of remembered pain radiating from my punished bottom-cheeks. Still I struggled, though I knew both my tears and my limbs’ feeble attempts at escape could only humiliate me further in the eyes of the fine gentlemen who sat in the leather-upholstered easy chairs.

      As I turned my head from side to side, searching desperately for some source of aid, I could see that the members’ interest in the young woman brought to the morning room by her guardian had increased; most of the twenty or so well-dressed men I saw had put their newsreaders aside onto the little tables that stood between the chairs. They regarded me with a mixture of interest, scorn, mock sympathy, and worst of all amusement.

      I wanted to assume a dignified air, then. I wanted to draw myself up and to stop resisting Professor Simmons. I wanted to march in front of him with my chin high though the tears streamed down my face, showing myself a proud patriot, unjustly accused. Yes, I had broken the laws and customs of my world, but I had done so in defense of the rights of my sex.

      Much as I tried, however, I couldn’t stop struggling, though the more I struggled the more foolish I knew I looked.

      “Please… help me, for pity’s sake,” I cried to the men who watched my guardian march me forward toward the doctor at the other end of the room, and his chair in the best lit area of the large room, by the windows. “I’ve… I’ve done nothing wrong!”

      I heard the professor growl deep in his throat at this protestation, and I felt my cheeks blaze. I knew that from his point of view—and doubtless that of every other gentleman in the morning room—I had just told an untruth. That knowledge drove me to a further desperation, and I began, when we had advanced halfway up the room, to say things which the reasoning part of my mind told me I shouldn’t.

      “You… you tyrants!” I began, and though I could see in their eyes that I had driven all sympathy from even the most compassionate of these men, I felt a surge of defiant energy thrill through me, and I had the illusion of power. “You put your horrible governors on defenseless women, and think you have the right to… to…”

      My guardian had me to the front of the room, now, and the gray-bearded doctor stood only a yard away, next to his awful examination chair. He shook his head as he listened to me, a sorrowful expression on his face.

      Professor Simmons hissed into my ear, “Helena Breverton, you are about to learn what happens to young ladies who speak of things they shouldn’t.”

      He used his grasp upon my arm to turn me about, so that I had to face the seated gentlemen, who had begun to murmur loudly at my last outburst. They all wore angry scowls now, and I understood with a rapidly sinking heart that by mentioning the governor I had outraged their sense of decency so thoroughly that any appeal to that sense would fall on deaf ears.

      I felt my guardian’s left hand, coming across my chest, touch the fastener at my neck, and I let out a piteous cry as I understood just how thoroughly he intended to humiliate me. I was not even to be allowed to undress in some reasonably dignified manner. My gown fell away from me and within a few seconds, as I gazed down at the light blue carpet of the Drake’s club morning room with a deep crease in my forehead, I stood in my underclothes before the assembled gentlemen of the club.

      I thought I had experienced the greatest mortification a young woman could know, then, but I learned very swiftly how mistaken I was. For the members applauded. They clapped, politely but enthusiastically, as if to acknowledge the gift my guardian had brought them, and the presentation he had made of my nearly naked body.

      I wished to vanish into the floor and under the earth. The abasement had, however, by no means reached its limit, though already I felt faint with shame, and the blood rushed in my ears.

      At that moment, along with the many other embarrassments this entry into Drake’s club had brought, I noticed that Mr. Miniver sat in the front row, looking of course straight at me. I couldn’t suppress a little cry at the sight of his narrow eyes and the slight smile on his lips. My hands, which I had managed to keep at my sides to this point, partly through my vain efforts to escape Professor Simmons hold on my person, now flew instinctively to cover myself, as the heat blazed up, an inferno in my cheeks and—horrid, horrid—elsewhere.

      My guardian responded instantly, stepping behind me and taking hold of both my wrists, to twist my arms backwards and hold them there, not painfully but so as to ensure I must display my half-clothed body without hindrance to the eyes of Mr. Miniver and every other member of the club.

      “Miss Helena Breverton,” he announced in the voice he must use while lecturing his undergraduates in the halls of St. Giles College, “has a great deal of false modesty, does she not, gentlemen? I assure you, she thinks it real, despite her lamentable tendency to speak of things a maiden should not even know of. Here she stands before all of you, and in particular before me, the guardian whose trust she has abused abominably—and Mr. Jacob Miniver, the suitor she teased with her charms, and who did Prosperia the great service of discovering this young lady’s treason.”

      Again I wished to lift my chin, to show defiance. Again my resolve failed me utterly. I sobbed, and struggled feebly against the professor’s grip on my wrists.

      “Mr. Miniver, would you do us the kindness of standing to receive our thanks?” he said now.

      I closed my eyes as I heard them applaud the suitor who had—in my eyes—betrayed me. The consciousness that in truth I had betrayed him, and everyone else on my world, crept in upon me, but I pushed it angrily aside even as I felt tears begin to stream down my cheeks.

      “See how she weeps,” my guardian said as the applause faded away. “She will weep more, today, if I have anything to say about it.”

      Then, to my horror, he continued in his lecturing voice, but with words addressed to me.

      “Helena Breverton, you are now to be examined before us, and to receive the feminine disciplinary device of which you so prematurely gained knowledge.”

      I could only hang my head, my eyes still shut and my lower lip between my teeth.

      “We will discover, you little whore, the full extent of your treason, and you will pay for it through the pleasure these gentlemen receive in punishing you and using you for their enjoyment however they see fit.”

      Through parted lips I drew gasping, sobbing breaths. I tried to tell myself that I heard a reluctance in my guardian’s tone, as if he uttered the terrible public sentence with some conflict in his breast. I did not know, however, whether I had simply imagined that conflict.

      The professor now addressed the doctor.

      “Let us proceed. Miss Breverton has lost the privilege of deciding whether to remove her clothing of her own accord, so if you and Mr. Miniver will assist me in holding her in place I will strip her for the examination and installation.”

      I don’t know if I would have consented to remove my camisole and my drawers if my guardian had given me the choice, but suddenly I felt desperate to do so, as some silly final assertion of my dignity. Feeling the abased modesty burn in my cheeks and knowing how fiercely I blushed, I began again to struggle against his hold on me, even as the doctor came to take my right hand and—much, much worse—handsome Mr. Miniver came to take my left, raising them above my head.

      “Please,” I cried. “I’ll do it… please, let me!”

      The gentlemen did not deign to give a response to this request. Instead they held me firmly as I writhed in their grasp, their big hands like manacles around my wrists.

      The urge to look at Mr. Miniver came upon me so strongly I couldn’t resist it, though my reason screamed inside me that I would see nothing in his face that I wished to see. His blue eyes gazed coldly back at me as he held my arm high, and the little smile only widened a bit as I felt Professor Simmons begin to raise my camisole.

      “No… please…” I wailed.

      To my horror, Mr. Miniver answered in his usually pleasant tenor, the tone mocking.

      “Perhaps you should have thought of displaying this sort of modesty before you betrayed your world, Miss Breverton,” he said, his voice coming to my ears through the sheer fabric of the camisole that now covered my face.

      “Aren’t you the lucky suitor, Miniver?” asked another voice from nearby—probably the man seated in the seat next to Mr. Miniver’s. “Look at those sweet little tits.”

      A ripple of laughter ran through the whole room at this degrading ribaldry. My guardian lifted the camisole up my arms, and my captors released my wrists for a moment so that he could draw it all the way off. Tears of shame leaked through my closed lids as I felt all their eyes on my little breasts, the peach-like roundnesses with the cherry nipples that I could feel stiffen mortifyingly under their gaze.

      “You’ll have your turn, Bradley,” said Mr. Miniver, his voice so jocular that a hot thrill went through my whole body. Then he said, “Professor, may I?”

      Confused as to what he might mean, I opened my eyes to see that Mr. Miniver had turned to look at my guardian with an inquiring expression upon his face. The doctor and my erstwhile suitor had lowered my arms but still held them outstretched from my sides, clearly wishing to allow the gentlemen of the club the best possible view of me clad only in my drawers and about to have even those taken from me.

      Professor Simmons answered from behind me.

      “Certainly, Mr. Miniver. I think it only fair.”

      Then, to my horror, he and Mr. Miniver switched places: the blond man of business moving to stand behind me while my guardian took hold of my left arm.

      I thought I understood the worst of what this new arrangement meant, but I had not grasped the half of it. I expected to feel Mr. Miniver’s hands upon the fastening at the waistband of my drawers. Instead they extended themselves around my sides a good deal higher, and even as I cried out in protest they took light hold of my breasts to weigh them gently and teasingly upon their thick masculine fingers.

      “Wanted to do that for a while, have you, Miniver?” asked the joker in the front row. Another ripple of laughter traveled through the assembly as I closed my eyes and let out a humiliating whimper. The nipples that Mr. Miniver squeezed between his thumbs and forefingers now grew terribly stiff, and though I bit my lip I could not help the moan the forcible caress drew from me.

      “False modesty indeed,” said my guardian. “Her little quim is doubtless even wetter than her eyes right now. The girl is a little whore who found about what marriage truly means and decided she could not bear to be a respectable woman.”

      My moan became a sob that I knew betrayed the terrible truth of the professor’s statement.

      “Let’s see,” the doctor said from my right side, his voice sounding curious. “We must measure her wantonness before we install the governor.”

      “Yes,” called another man, from further back in the room. “Let’s see that sweet young cunt.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

        

      

    

    
      Helena

      

      Mr. Miniver’s hands moved downward over the tender skin of my belly.

      “Oh, no,” I whispered. “Oh, please, no.”

      “I’ve adjusted the touch control,” I heard Professor Simmons say. “Any member of the club may take down her knickers from henceforth.”

      My whole body shuddered, as much at the casual degradation in my guardian’s words as at the touch of Mr. Miniver’s fingers on the spot on the waistband, directly above my virgin cleft. My forehead furrowed so hard it hurt, and I bit my lip in a fruitless attempt to keep from whimpering. A wave of unwelcome arousal shot through me, so strong that my knees wobbled even as I had that awful spasm between my thighs that at the same time felt so terribly bad and so terribly good.

      Even my guardian, when he had inspected me in his study, had allowed me to pull down my own drawers.

      From henceforth…

      I cried out as I felt Mr. Miniver’s touch open the fastening, and the waistband of my underpants loosened, so that he could begin to tug them down over my trembling hips and my gently rounded bottom. The fabric brushed against the soreness of the welts there, and to my horror I understood my erstwhile suitor would see the humiliating signs of what the professor had done to me thus far in recompense of my treason.

      “You’ve whipped her already, I see,” Mr. Miniver said in an appreciative tone that drew another sob from me.

      “Indeed,” my guardian replied. “She attempted to conceal her crime when I first discovered her at my dataport. I have to admit to having given the girl extra out of sheer frustration with her conduct, but certainly no more than she deserved.”

      “Let us see, Professor, there’s the good man,” called Mr. Miniver’s friend—Mr. Bradley, I remembered as I chewed the inside of my cheek, trying to pretend I had somehow nothing to do with the awful scene. “Turn her around.”

      “And bend her over,” said the other voice, the one who had wanted to see my pussy, “so we can see everything at once.”

      Mr. Miniver had not even let my drawers fall fully to the floor yet when this terrible exchange of crude masculine pleasantries occurred, but he did so now. I felt their silken fabric pool around my feet, and I felt the air moving in the morning room of Drake’s, an establishment whose interior a young lady should never even have seen.

      It moved over the parts of my body a man should never see unless he had some very special part to play in a girl’s life: doctor, guardian, husband. Each of those roles, and the embarrassment they awoke in a young woman’s breast, belonged to a special place, as well—the physician’s office, the guardian’s study, and the marital bed. She should by rights never have to fear, in Prosperia’s traditional society, exposure to men’s leering eyes otherwise.

      But all these men, I realized now, with their lewd talk, had a special role in my life, now. I had gone outside my society’s rules, and my body had been delivered to them for their use and enjoyment.

      The abject humiliation of that thought, that whole debasing chain of reasoning, flashed through my mind as I understood that all the men in the morning room, seated in their comfortable chairs, could see my naked body. I tried not to open my eyes, but something in me, fearful and somehow also naughty and rebellious in the same instant, made me open them, for though I did not wish to know I also had to know.

      I cried out when I saw my worst idea confirmed: their eyes traveled over me, settling between my thighs to look at the shaven slit there, moving up to regard my little breasts, then up further with satisfied smiles to see my mortification. To my dismay, my hips jerked, and jerked again, because the perverse, wayward wantonness the professor had discovered at my first inspection seemed only to grow the greater, the more masculine gazes beheld my nudity.

      Thankfully, my guardian and the doctor had begun to turn me already, so the involuntary movement of my body at this terrible exposure did not shame me even further. I could conceal it in the movement of my legs as I complied, sluggishly, with their urging me about. Some defiance returned to my mind and my heart at this tiny victory.

      I felt foolish to think thus, but I grasped at the notion: perhaps I could conceal from these ogres my body’s shameless response to their cruel degradation. They intended to inflict their false justice upon me, and I had no choice it seemed but to receive it. I would not show them, however, how my body betrayed me at the rough touch of their big hands and the lewdness in their roaming eyes.

      Even as I found this hope of resistance in my thoughts, however, Mr. Miniver, who stood now in front of me, said, “Shall we bend her over, gentlemen, and gratify Justice Warren?”

      Justice Warren. My face blazed with heat. My father counted the chief magistrate of the colonial court among his closest friends. Justice Warren had come to dine at our house soon after I had turned eighteen, and had paid me several compliments.

      “Certainly,” the professor replied. “Put your hands upon your knees, you little minx.”

      For a moment I did not understand that he had addressed me, because I had become lost in the shame of the news that the man who wished to see me bent over before him knew me as a fine young lady, seated in maidenly modesty and honor at my father’s table. Then I felt his hand upon my left shoulder, and the silent doctor’s upon my right, forcing me over, and I understood the posture they wished me to adopt.

      At the thought of it, mingled with the moment of hopeful defiance I had experienced just before and the shame of knowing that a family friend wished to see my pussy and my whipped bottom, I stiffened all my limbs. I refused to be bent, though the tension in my muscles sent another thrill of need through my hips.

      “Do you think to defy me, Helena?” my guardian said, his voice cold and haughty. “That is unwise.”

      The doctor spoke for the first time since the terrible ordeal had begun. “Place your hand on her shoulder blade, Simmons,” he said in a tone that sounded as clinical and dispassionate as I thought a voice could sound, “and bend her elbow like so.”

      I felt him do as he had instructed, and I cried out at how suddenly all my resistance flew away at the skillful touch. The right side of my body seemed nearly to collapse, my back bending despite all my muscles’ efforts. The doctor spoke again, even as my guardian began to imitate the manipulation inflicted by the older man’s medical knowledge, and my left side, too, began to bend.

      “That will keep her from any injury, save those we wish to inflict for her own benefit.”

      I let out a choking sob as the two men placed my hands upon my knees for me, and I felt how the posture displayed my backside to the room. Another murmur seemed to travel through the assembled men, and Mr. Bradley said in his jocular accent, “Oh, well done, Professor. She won’t be sitting comfortably any time soon, will she?”

      I remembered the seat of the autocab we had taken from St. Giles to the club, and how much I had squirmed upon it despite its padding, and I felt my tears flow freely at the thought of the continuing ‘lesson’ provided to me by my guardian’s horrible strap. Instinctively I rounded my back and tried to tuck my bottom inward and down, but I felt Professor Simmons hand upon my spine.

      “Push your backside out,” he commanded. “Display yourself, Helena Breverton. I am going to teach you to be ashamed of your misconduct if I have to show your whipped arse and your bare quim to every club in this city.”

      I cried out, and I tensed against the pressure; they had bent me, I thought desperately, but they could not break me. The doctor spoke again.

      “I believe I can recommend an effective way both to ensure compliance from Miss Breverton and to demonstrate to the audience what sort of young lady has been given into their care. I have a little exercise I like to use with young brides whose husbands find them unsatisfactory on their honeymoons. Mr. Miniver, if you would be so good to take hold of the young lady’s head—firmly but not roughly—and bring her face into contact with the front of your trousers, as if you meant to inform her she must furnish her mouth for your pleasure…”

      I had held my eyes shut for the last several minutes, as I tried to keep Mr. Miniver from my sight though he stood so close to me that I could hear the rustle of his woolen suit and smell the pleasant sandalwood scent of his cologne. My eyelids flew open, however, when I felt his hands take hold of my face at either side, rather gently in truth. I saw his upright form before me and the charcoal gray of his trousers.

      “And,” the doctor continued, “Professor, we shall make her bend her knees sufficiently that Mr. Miniver may hold the girl’s face just at the level where his no doubt erect membrum virile stands ready.”

      The physician’s words, whose full meaning remained unknown to me, sent a loud laugh through the morning room. Somehow in the laughter I heard a tone that made me blush more fiercely than even my forced disrobing had accomplished.

      “Miniver, you dog,” Mr. Bradley called, “is it so? Do you confess it?”

      Mr. Miniver had followed the doctor’s instructions, stepping forward a little so that my nose and mouth pressed lightly against the scratchy fabric of his lap. I could feel his body move with the laugh with which he responded to his friend’s ribaldry.

      “How could matters stand any other way, with this little whore in our power?” my erstwhile suitor said. “Do you deny that your own prick is hard at the sight of the girl’s virgin cunt, Bradley?”

      “Come now,” I heard Justice Warren say, his voice sounding a little annoyed, “you young bucks have a good deal to learn yourselves. We’re all hard, of course, at the thought of possessing this girl and watching her receive what she deserves—but we don’t interrupt our fellow gentlemen’s demonstrations. Doctor, please continue.”

      The shame that came upon me felt so overwhelming that I again had not only the wish that I might vanish through the floor, but also the strange sensation that I had—or rather that I had somehow floated above myself, to look down at the naked girl held in place by three men, bent over in front of twenty more. On the one hand, it seemed to make me better able to bear the ordeal. On the other, however, I felt immediately how between my thighs this odd detachment had allowed an increase of the warmth that had already seemed to radiate from my sore backside to my exposed private part.

      I took a little breath through my nose, and I scented the pleasant, laundered smell of Mr. Miniver’s clothing, and a little more of his manly cologne, and… something else, rich and earthy, faint but powerful and also, some primal instinct told me, wicked. The idea that I had caught the fragrance of what he had underneath his clothing, in the unknown region that a wife must learn to serve, made the heat flow up and down my body, from the blush in my cheeks to a tingling in my whipped bottom.

      “Just rub her face in it, for a moment, as it were, Mr. Miniver,” the doctor said. “Let her feel how different nature made you there, from the way nature made her.”
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      Gerard

      

      I could see in Miniver’s expression the easy blend of honor and liberality that had made me choose him as a potential husband for Helena. Even as he performed this humiliating exercise upon her in the presence of the club, he had a certain tenderness in his expression that indicated a regard for her, and for her education.

      With a calm blue gaze he looked down upon the girl’s crimson face as he rubbed her nose and mouth against the rigidity that strained the placket of his woolen trousers. The little smile of satisfaction upon his lips and the gentleness of his hands in her golden tresses made me think of my own affection for the girl despite the monstrous fact of her treason.

      Miniver would not marry Helena Breverton, now, of course. Indeed, unless she emigrated to another planet, marriage did not lie in the girl’s future at all. Helena had fallen, in the eyes of her society, and would remain that way always.

      Some fallen women, however—to my mind the most interesting kind, and truly from my perspective the best sort of women in the galaxy—won the continuing protection of gentlemen like Miniver, and like me. After receiving the consequences of their misdeeds, they had the opportunity to lead a life of active, useful service to their world—not merely in the beds of their protectors but in whatever milieu their talents permitted them a place.

      At the moment, however, Miss Helena Breverton must learn her lesson. I felt exceedingly fortunate both on her behalf and on my own that the man to discover the full extent of her treason was Mr. Jacob Miniver. He held her sweet, disobedient face in his hands, pressing it against the well-outlined shape of his cock, and he clearly understood precisely what Doctor Elias intended Helena to learn from her humiliating position.

      The girl’s little sobs indicated that she, too, understood. From now on, the sexual desires of the men in charge of her naked person would be as law unto her. If a man wished to use her face as source of pleasure, she would bend and he would do as he liked. Even more piquant and, for me, cock-stiffening, was the other element of her education: Doctor Elias meant Miniver to teach Helena just how strong a sway the male member had upon her, even unseen.

      Her hips gave a little jerk, and a louder sob emerged from the front of Miniver’s trousers as if the girl felt keenly the wanton immodesty of that bodily movement. The doctor had been waiting for such a sign, it seemed, for he said to me, “Professor, if you would just stroke the buttocks, now, I think we will gain Miss Breverton’s compliance while also instructing her in the benefits of obedience.”
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        * * *

      

      Helena

      

      The doctor’s words imparted no sense to my ears at first. My world comprised the shamefully warm front of Mr. Miniver’s trousers, the stretched wool and the hardness beneath it against which he moved my face. With gentle thrusts of his hips, too, he pressed the big, unseen thing against my nose and mouth in a slow rhythm. Though he made no sound, I could feel the tensing of his muscles, and I had the overwhelming impression that the man who had once courted me, who had discovered my treason, was taking great enjoyment from these obscene movements that degraded me so thoroughly.

      When Professor Simmons’ hand moved to my bottom, though, I found the doctor’s words in my memory, and I replayed them, understanding them with a new blaze of heat in my already scarlet face. That warmth seemed as nothing though, compared to the much more mortifying sensation beneath my belly, the nearly scalding electric thrill that made me cry out into Mr. Miniver’s lap.

      My guardian’s gentle fingertips caressed the terrible marks he had made with his strap. I felt tears prickle in my nose as I remembered his kindness in letting me use his dataport. I remembered the sympathetic way he had questioned me about my courtship. Despite his guardian’s duty to inspect me for signs of immodesty in such a humiliating fashion, he had tried to introduce me gently to the necessities of Prosperian womanhood.

      The simple physical sensation of those knowing fingers joined with those memories, uniting mind and body. The professor moved them down a little, and inward a little, toward the place I wanted them most—and did not want them at all. Mr. Miniver held my face gently against his unseen masculinity and I caught again the scent of his manly fragrance.

      “Show us you can be a good girl,” the doctor said from somewhere nearby. “Kiss the membrum virile through Mr. Miniver’s trousers, and show these gentlemen your vulva properly, and your guardian will give you your first orgasm.”

      The fingers on my bottom moved so close to the very center, caressing the tender places the professor’s hand had punished so severely. The soreness from my whipping and the warmth from my wantonness merged. I moaned, and I understood even without being told that if I submitted with my mouth and my backside, my obedience would have a reward I longed for above everything despite not truly knowing why, or what it meant.

      I kissed the fabric that covered the hard thing, and I arched my back, feeling how it showed my shaven private part to the assembled gentlemen. I cried out in shame and need, once just to know they could see me that way, my whipped bottom and my wet pussy.

      Then I cried out again, because my guardian had moved his fingers to fondle me even more intimately, using an urgent rhythm upon my virgin cleft, spreading my shameful wetness upward. When he touched me in the place that seemed to burn the hottest, my whole body shuddered and bucked. I thrust my bottom out even further, the terrible immodesty of it only seeming to increase the heat there. To my dismay, all my resolve not to show my need flew away, and I began to ride the hand between my legs shamelessly, like a little girl on her first pony ride.

      “That’s it, you little whore,” I heard Justice Warren say. “You know what you need.”

      As I kissed Mr. Miniver’s lap, the inkling of an understanding from which I had always previously shied away began to come to me—the idea that what lay hidden there might go in the place my guardian caressed. My whole body seemed to go white hot at the thought, and the impression that my ride upon the professor’s hand had a destination gave way in an instant to that ecstatic, humiliating release.

      The hands on my face, on my arms, on my back held me in place as I screamed with the pleasure of my first climax. My body writhed in their grasp, and the resistance seemed to make the shudders of ecstasy reverberate through my muscles. As the spasms left me, I heard the applause of the audience, and I let all thought depart from my mind so as not to have to know the abject shame of what had just befallen me.

      They led me thus unthinking to the awful chair, and I allowed my still trembling, nearly limp limbs to be positioned by the doctor and my guardian. Mr. Miniver had returned to his seat.

      “Strap her in, there’s a good fellow, Professor,” I heard the doctor say. “Better if there’s no question of her interfering with the procedure.”

      I watched my guardian do it, wondering why I didn’t struggle against the belt they buckled around my waist, the cuffs around my wrists. With the heat surging in my face, I even watched him buckle straps around my thighs, just above my knees, to hold them in the horrid stirrups. Between my spread, raised legs, I saw the faces of the gentlemen of Drake’s club, looking closely at everything a nude young lady could show them, and that sight made me close my eyes at last, with a little sob at the terribly mingled feelings that ran through my body.

      “There,” the doctor said. “Now you can see her fully, gentlemen. I must say she’s quite pretty. A physician must remain objective about these things—including in the matter of acknowledging his quite subjective feelings. So I do not hesitate to say that I plan to enter the lottery for an individual session of intercourse with Miss Breverton.”

      I tried not to understand. I certainly didn’t understand the word intercourse. The chuckle that ran through the assembly, however, told me that the doctor had just made known his wish to enjoy my body as a husband—so my reading had said—enjoys his wife.

      As I knew now these men would enjoy me, whatever my opinion on the matter.

      The doctor continued, “I was able to get a very good idea of the girl’s lubricity and the strength of her sexual needs from the little exercise we just put her through, and so we may proceed to the installation of her governor. We shall apply it in such a way that you all may get a look at its immediate effect on her pudenda. Professor, perhaps you would like to show Miss Breverton the device that will allow her to regain her modesty?”

      I opened my eyes; I could not help it. The doctor had just handed something to my guardian—something too small for me to see at first, until the professor held his palm open before my face and I saw it, the terrible instrument against which I had fought in vain.

      “Here,” he said, “is the object you committed treason to avoid, Helena. You will receive not your husband’s governor, now, but the club’s, for you belong to us from henceforth.”

      It resembled nothing so much as a tiny shield, as from an ancient legend of chivalry, its color the same blue that adorned the arms of Drake’s club. I could just see the delicate little wires that would enter my skin, though I knew they would not hurt. With horror I had read of this little ritual, of girls spread for the installation of a man’s control over their most private place. I struggled feebly against the straps that bound me to the chair, faint in the knowledge that I had no choice, now: I would wear my masters’ governor as long as they saw fit for me to serve them.

      Professor Simmons turned to the gentlemen in their comfortable seats and said, “You do not yet know, my fellow members, what sort of treason my ward committed to bring her here as our plaything. She aided the foolish criminals of the Anti-Governor Resistance League.”

      That drew a murmur and a laugh from the audience. My brow furrowed as I kept my eyes on the tiny blue governor on the professor’s palm, my lip caught between my teeth.

      “I am sad to say that she learned of the governor through accessing information forbidden to young ladies, on my own dataport.”

      The sounds from the members of the club seemed much more sympathetic to my guardian than angry at him. I closed my eyes and felt tears trickle beneath the lids.

      “A true comeuppance, then,” I heard Justice Warren say with satisfaction.

      “Just reach down and place it on the young lady’s clitoris,” the doctor said. “The governor will orient itself correctly, and position its electrodes properly on its own.”

      Again I found I could not keep from watching. My eyes flew open and I saw my guardian’s hand reach down over my bare hip. Now I struggled in true earnest, but the belt and straps held me fast. The tiny thing on his forefinger moved inexorably toward the part of me that—worst of all—wouldn’t stop tingling as if in traitorous anticipation of these men’s control over my naked body.
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      Helena

      

      I could just glimpse the wrinkly hood that covered the tiny bud atop my pussy, thanks to the way the chair held my knees up and apart. I watched with a mixture of horror and fascination, trying to concentrate all my attention upon my guardian’s fingertip and the tiny blue device, so as not to think of the keen interest of the gentlemen in my naked body, shamefully spread before them as an offering to their lust.

      A little whimper emerged from my throat when I felt the pressure of the professor’s touch, and a tremor traveled through my lower body. That lightest reminder of the climax the same hand had just forced upon me set my private part tingling again.

      To my dismay, the idea of the governor, which had horrified me so deeply that I had undertaken to betray my world, now seemed to make the aftershocks of what the doctor had called an orgasm much worse. I still loathed and feared it, and yet it affected me another way, too. Somehow the knowledge of its operation, and of the subservient status it would inflict upon me, warmed me down there, despite my rational mind’s pleading with my body to resist.

      Delicately my guardian moved his forefinger. The governor dropped onto the folded hood of my clitoris, where I could barely feel it, so insubstantial a thing was it despite all the minuscule circuitry inside.

      I gasped as at the same time I saw it move, of its own accord, and I felt the motion, too. My hands twisted at my sides, instinctively trying to move to brush the tiny thing away. As I encountered the restraint of the cuffs that kept my wrists in place, the whispery feeling of the governor’s movement made me bite my lip hard. I let out a whine through my nose, my forehead creasing hard at the teasing sensation.

      The governor darted out of sight, then; there was no other way to describe its rapid motion. In what seemed the same instant it disappeared within the complicated, sensitive folds of skin atop the cleft of my outer lips and I felt it find its place upon the tender nub so alive with wanton arousal. I cried out, my hips bucking: for the briefest moment, as the wires made their way into my skin, I felt a pleasure more intense even than what my guardian had done to me while Mr. Miniver had held my face against his trousers.

      Then, just as suddenly, that pleasure disappeared completely. My eyes went wide with shock at the change it had brought to my whole body. I closed my eyes and lay back in the exam chair. Tears again leaked from my eyes. They had done it, the horrible thing I had dreaded.

      Now, at least, I thought to myself, I shall find it in me to resist them. They had freed me from the shameful immodesty brought upon me by the wayward need between my thighs. When I opened my eyes I would be able to look at the gentlemen of Drake’s club with contempt—even though I would do it through my bare, spread knees. They had strapped me into this awful chair; it was they who should feel shame for what they had done to me.

      But to my horror when I did raise my eyelids, expecting to regard them all with the fiery vision of an avenging angel, and I saw my guardian looking down sternly into my face, the cry I emitted came not in rage but in abject frustration. The absence of the stimulus between my legs seemed not to dull but rather to sharpen the mental hold that darkly bearded face had over me. My first instinct told me not to scream at him of injustice, but to beg him to touch me down there again, to restore the sensation the club’s governor had taken away.

      In desperation, I turned my eyes away from Professor Simmons. I sought out Mr. Miniver, whom I could see watching me with an air of amused interest, his blue eyes moving between my face and the exposed places between my open knees. Surely the thought of what I had been made to do, the shameful kisses they had forced me to bestow upon the hardness underneath his woolen trouser front, would bring a disgust that I could hurl into his face.

      Instead, my face puckered into a pathetic expression of beseeching, for the sight of his handsomeness made me long for more—made me long to be put in front of him again, and forced to do even more shameful things. The wanton thought awakened no feeling between my spread thighs, but that merely made the idea all the more insistent inside me.

      “She’s set to zero, Doctor Elias?” I heard my guardian ask.

      The doctor chuckled, and I looked wildly at him, trying to discover the meaning of what they had done to me. “Yes, zero. You can see it clearly in the confusion she’s experiencing.”

      I noticed then that he had a little silver thing in his hand, about as long as his forefinger and two fingers wide. I thought I could see figures glowing on its surface. As I watched, the doctor moved his thumb against the lower part of the device.

      My bottom squirmed at the sudden return of immodest sensation between my waist and my knees. My nipples tingled. I realized that those parts hadn’t actually become numb when the governor exerted its full effect, the way the Anti-Governor Resistance League always seemed to imply it would, but they had instead simply lost the excess of feeling that seemed to lead to warmth and wetness in my pussy.

      On the silver surface of the thing in Doctor Elias’ hand, I saw a red light appear, and something like a line move a little way up its length. A soft buzzing came from somewhere inside it.

      “She’s becoming aroused, now,” he said, holding up the device. “Miss Breverton, this is the controller for your governor.” He displayed it to me, and I watched the red line go up and down, noticing that as I fixed my attention upon it the line descended in a clear relation to what I felt between my thighs: my focus on the controller took my mind off my mortifying exposure to the audience, and the red line nearly vanished.

      Then, however, I understood that whoever held the controller would know what happened in my private part. I felt the heat rush to my face in response to the humiliating realization, and at the same time the little bit of sensation allowed me by my governor returned, down below my belly. The red line flashed, and shot upward nearly half the length of the controller.

      “That’s level one, Miss Breverton,” the doctor said. He held up the controller so that my guardian, and then the audience could see the extent of what had just happened. A wave of chuckles went through the room: the members of the club clearly understood precisely what that horrid red line meant. “Gentlemen, I would advise keeping her at one or two most of the time, frankly, given how very lubricious she is. Professor, would you rub her bottom for me, please, as a demonstration?”

      “No,” I whispered, “please.” I could already tell how insidiously the governor really affected the woman who wore it. The tiny sensation that had come simply from the movement of my backside and the transmission of the soreness of my whipped cheeks forward to my pussy told me how much worse level one would prove for me even than level zero had done.

      I met my guardian’s eyes as he complied with the doctor’s request despite my plea. Again I felt the strange mixture of emotions that had affected me on my first humiliating visit to his study: dismay at how thoroughly I had come into his power, embarrassment at the intimate and terribly revealing nature of his duties with regard to my body, and strangest of all, helpless gratitude for the steady and yet sympathetic way he dealt with me despite my waywardness.

      I saw in that dark glance that Professor Gerard Simmons—for now for the first time did I think of him by that stately first name—did have my own good in mind, even when he must punish me. I knew it somehow above all because I could discern a hungry desire in his bearded face, but also the self-mastery that kept that passion in check.

      His little smile told me that he wanted me—and that he would have me. It said also, though, that he meant to have me, and to share me, only in such a way as to promote my welfare, because he understood all the shameful parts of my character, all the degrading needs I tried to deny.

      His eyes made my body respond even before his fingers did. Out of the corner of my eye, just before I felt Gerard’s fingers’ pressure upon the cheeks of the bottom he had whipped, I saw the red line on the controller flash and rise. When he touched me, our gazes still locked, I let out a sobbing moan at the muted pleasure in my pussy, my hips bucking in a desperate search for more sensation. The controller in Doctor Elias’ hand buzzed and let out a beep.

      “Raise her quim to level two, Doctor, please,” my guardian said. “I want her to understand the difference.”

      My eyes darted over to the doctor, and I watched him slide his thumb along the controller, while Gerard rubbed my bottom-cheeks very gently, moving his fingers closer and closer to my virgin pussy with each circle of his fingertips.

      I cried out softly at the increase of the sensation, and the way it made the need even greater. Again the red line flashed.

      “As you can undoubtedly feel,” the doctor said, “you are unable to experience orgasm now. The man in charge of you will thus be able to ensure your modesty and obedience without resorting to the cane.”

      “Though,” my guardian said in a soft voice that didn’t match his menacing words, “you will also be whipped when you need whipping, Helena Breverton.”

      To my horror, that promise sent a tremor through my lower body, and it made the controller flash and buzz. My mind fled, simply turned and ran away, from any contemplation of the meaning of that response to Gerard’s awful words: the burning place between my thighs, exposed to the gentlemen of Drake’s club clenched so desperately that I could think only of the ache there, of the need inside me for something I had never seen.

      That sensation lasted only an instant, though; I heard the controller beep again, and then I felt the governor’s effect, robbing my body of the pleasure but leaving the need. A low whimper escaped my throat and I took my lower lip between my teeth, trying somehow to become used to the muted feeling.

      My eyes turned from Gerard’s to Mr. Miniver’s, still gazing intently at me from the front row. Younger than Gerard, Jacob—for I began then to think of my erstwhile suitor, too, by his first name—seemed to have a similar purpose and, despite my treason, a similar regard for me. It made my cheeks burn all the hotter, especially when I saw the leering look upon Mr. Bradley’s face, and turned my eyes involuntarily to seek out Justice Warren’s piercing, censorious gaze.

      Perhaps a year older than my guardian, the magistrate had a fuller beard, more flecked with gray. He leaned forward with his hands atop the head of a rosewood walking stick. I couldn’t keep back a little cry of fear at the way he looked at me—as if he meant to use that length of rosewood upon me, to enforce the law.

      “Doctor,” Gerard asked, “are you satisfied?”

      “Indeed yes,” the physician answered. “The girl is quite ready for discipline and service.”

      As my guardian addressed the audience, I had to close my eyes, for I couldn’t bear to see them any longer.

      “The first order of business,” he declared, “is to get from the girl the whole truth concerning her treason. I should like the assistance of Mr. Miniver and Justice Warren, if those gentlemen would kindly join me in the chamber of discipline, after I have finished with her in the chamber of pleasure.”
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      Helena

      

      As the other members of the club turned back to their papers, the doorkeeper, Jones, who had indeed come to see me stripped and humiliated, stepped forward at my guardian’s request. I could see in the man’s face that he knew precisely what Gerard wanted: his kind but frankly admiring eyes told me that he had done the same service for many willful young women.

      “Don’t make a fuss, miss, if you please,” he said as he began to loosen the straps that held me to the chair. “I have the honor of leading you to the chamber of pleasure.”

      As Jones freed me, I turned to see that Gerard had taken a step back, to regard me from behind the chair with his arms folded across his chest. The look in his dark eyes seemed unreadable.

      “And what…” I began, my voice sounding so strange to my own ears that I had to stop and swallow hard, then try again. I felt as if I could no longer be the young lady who had that voice, after my guardian had displayed me before his friends and placed the awful governor in my most private place. “And what will… will befall me in…”

      I found I couldn’t even say chamber—let alone of pleasure. My face went hot, and then I heard a beeping sound. My eyes went wide as at the same moment I located its source in Gerard’s hand and I felt again the operation of the governor: the way it stopped my private part from growing warm, the mere shadow of a tingle making my forehead crease. The furrow in my brow only deepened as I realized that the device had left, in my thoughts and feelings, the idea of what might occur in the chamber of pleasure—and the notion that my guardian and his club had discovered in me the sort of girl who belonged there.

      Desperately I began again, and finished my sentence as best I could, doing everything in my power to turn my face to stone, and knowing that I succeeded hardly at all. “What will happen there, sir?”

      Gerard allowed Jones to unfasten the last restraint, the belt that held me down upon the chair, watching in silent satisfaction as the man helped me to my feet. When it appeared my guardian didn’t mean to answer me, I felt my face threaten to pucker into a weak, tearful plea, but to my surprise—and sudden, if small happiness—I managed to keep my composure. I held my eyes upon his handsome, bearded face, hoping my dignified demeanor, despite the degradation of my nudity, would shame him into some concession.

      Then I started, for I felt Jones’ hands—and not merely his hands—touch me from behind. I had accepted the man’s help to a standing position without thought, for servants performed such duties regularly, helping one out of a vehicle for instance. I had not really even thought of my nakedness, as I had taken his proffered hand.

      The way the man in his doorkeeper’s livery touched me now, however, his hands upon my waist, represented an enormous affront to my modesty—the modesty at least that I had had until this terrible day. So shocked was I that at first I didn’t even feel that the man had something in his hands, which indeed represented the purpose of the touch. I leaped forward, trying to get away, but Jones clearly knew his job very well: he held me firmly around the hips, and then I felt the stout leather belt with which he had already encircled me there, and had already begun to buckle behind me.

      “Helena, you minx,” Gerard said, his eyes cold, “hold still for Jones. Young ladies of your kind need restraining, to keep them obedient in the chamber of pleasure.”

      I shuddered violently, struggled against the hands that now took hold of my wrists and bound them into the cuffs at the sides of the belt. I felt how even that resistance drew a response from the device between my legs, and I watched my guardian smile at another beep from the device in his hand.

      The sound brought me back to my resolve, though, and I remembered the power I had found in myself before they had strapped me into the chair: the power to deny. Perhaps the governor could control my body’s responses, and even tell my captors of their strength. It could not, however, see my true thoughts and feelings.

      I stopped struggling, then, and I stood straight despite the horrible bondage into which the doorkeeper had placed me. I looked Gerard straight in the eye.

      For a moment my guardian held my gaze without speaking. A small smile curved his lips, of evident satisfaction with my demeanor and my appearance, naked and bound before him. A perverse, answering rush of pride rose in my chest that threatened to send the blood surging to my cheeks again, but I fought it angrily back, and lifted my chin.

      “Come along, miss,” Jones said, putting his hand on my elbow. “You’ll see the professor in the chamber, won’t you now?”

      Another jolt of muffled arousal between my thighs made my nose twitch, but I didn’t waver in my glare at Gerard.

      He spoke at last. “You know what will befall you, now, Helena. You are a clever girl, and Doctor Elias has just demonstrated to you how very badly you need fucking. You simply have not allowed yourself to understand that the man who will deflower you, and fuck you for the first time, in a very few minutes, is I.”

      My lips parted, my heart thudding hard in my chest. I had never heard that word before. It sounded sharp and terrible. I had never heard it, and yet the way Gerard had said it made my bottom squirm and another beep come from the controller in his hand. The resistance went out of my muscles, and I let Jones turn me toward the back of the room, and draw me the first step in that direction.

      My eyes, directed at the floor, caught a glimpse of my gown and my underthings placed carelessly to the side of the chair. Without considering my bound state, sheerly on maidenly instinct, I turned toward them, sure that I would be allowed to don my clothing now, even if I would be required to remove it again in the odious chamber of pleasure. Gratitude even filled my bosom for a moment at the idea, as weak as the defiant part of my mind found that emotion.

      “No, miss,” the doorkeeper said, a tinge of compassionate regret in his tone. “You won’t be needing your clothes no more. Not for a long while anyway.” His strong hand upon my elbow pulled me back around so that I lurched awkwardly, feeling in that instant all the degradation and even the ridiculousness of my nudity here in the morning room of Drake’s.

      Around me the finely clothed gentlemen in their armchairs no longer seemed interested in me; they had all become absorbed either in quiet conversations that I knew probably concerned politics or finance, or in the daily journals. I, naked, had been delivered over to the doorkeeper, to follow him to my shameful destiny.

      A single sob escaped my lips, even as I felt how the mortifying predicament affected me, down there, and the way my governor suppressed the bodily response. For a moment my right hand, bound to my side, tugged toward my lap, its fingertips stroking the crease of my thigh as if of their own accord. The fingers stretched vainly toward the place where I didn’t feel what I wished to feel, where the masculine control of my most feminine place forbid the pleasure for which I suddenly felt desperate.

      The instant I noticed the wanton, instinctive movement, and understood how thoroughly it demonstrated the presence of those degrading needs my guardian spoke of, I jerked my hand away. With a supreme effort of will, I kept myself from looking around me to discern whether any man had seen the movement. Once again I raised my chin, gazing only toward the door as Jones led me away, doing everything in my power to keep my face impassive.

      “It’s just down the hall, miss,” said the doorkeeper as we reached the back of the room. I didn’t respond; it seemed the very act of walking upright required all my attention.

      I suppose the corridor down which Jones led me truly did not occupy a great deal of distance in the real world. In my troubled mind, though, the journey from the morning room to the two doors at the end of that hall took an eternity.

      The carpet underfoot cushioned my bare feet, and I didn’t see any other members of the club. As I approached those doors, however, I began to make out the paintings with which some talented artist among the Drake’s membership had graced them. Every step seemed to occupy more space, and more time, during which those images could humiliate me not only with their lewd meaning but with their effect upon me.

      I could not keep my eyes from them, my gaze moving from the painting on the right door to the one on the left and back again, even as my mind told me to focus my attention on the floor instead. I could feel the governor at work between my thighs with every glance at the figure of the young woman in the paintings, fair-haired like me, naked like me, at every glimpse of the ordeal to which the bearded gentleman put her. I knew that each sensation of muted arousal must be visible to my guardian on the silver controller.

      But I couldn’t stop looking, for the expression on the naked girl’s face, depicted with such lifelike accuracy that I thought I beheld my own blushing visage, would not let me turn my eyes away. And the gentleman’s handsome face, not unlike Gerard’s, with its arrogant air of command, made my heart thud in my chest.

      On the right, under a painted scroll that said merely Pleasure, the clothed, dark-haired gentleman stood over the naked, golden-haired girl. He had placed her on a bed, in much the same posture my guardian had put me in, when he had whipped me with the strap in his study, her bottom raised and her knees parted. I could see her hairless pussy between her thighs, pictured as she was in three-quarters perspective from behind. The artist’s lewd vision had rendered her face, from that angle, just next to the bare pink cleft where I thought I could even discern a glistening pearl of immodest yearning—though the expression upon her face seemed to plead with the gentleman for the sparing of her maidenhood.

      He, for his part, obviously had no intention of going back upon his intention of deflowering her immediately. He had his right hand upon her hip, and his left busied itself between his legs, though the artist had spared the viewer’s embarrassment as far as to conceal what if anything might occupy his grasp in the turning of the gentleman’s body. He looked down at her with satisfaction and hunger at once, it seemed to me; satisfaction at the position in which he had placed the girl, and hunger to… to…

      To fuck, my mind whispered, the remembered sound of the word making me turn to look at the other painting, on the other door.

      I stood now between the doors, and so I had a full sight of the image beneath the scroll that read Discipline. A soft cry of dismay escaped from my throat as I saw how lovingly and cruelly the artist had rendered the consequences of the young lady’s misbehavior.

      “Yes, Helena Breverton,” I heard Gerard’s voice say from behind me, only a yard behind me. “That is what happens to girls who show themselves disobedient in the chamber of pleasure—or of course to those who commit treason.”
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      Gerard

      

      I regarded the lovely painting—the work of Drake’s most talented artist, Victor Delft—alongside Helena for a moment, enjoying the rosy blush upon her cheeks so greatly that I didn’t wish to end the moment too soon. Through her eyes I experienced all the delicious wantonness of the scene anew, with the benefit also of the cock-stiffening sight of her nudity.

      Perhaps I should have felt a bit more compassion for her mortification, but I reflected that for the girl’s own good, as well as that of Prosperia itself, exemplary discipline needed carrying out. My basic affection for her remained. Helena, however, had a great deal more humiliation coming, in order that she would truly learn the lesson she needed.

      The chamber of pleasure would teach her a great deal of that humility, of course, and I had never looked forward to fucking a girl as much as I anticipated deflowering my lovely ward. In the chamber of discipline, whose door we now contemplated, the girl’s true comeuppance would occur. Delft’s marvelous illustration conveyed that message so clearly to Helena’s eyes and mind, I could see, that I felt her governor’s controller buzz in my breast pocket.

      “She looks rather like you, does she not?” I asked quietly. “The girl in the paintings?”

      Helena turned to me with a deeply creased brow and apprehensive eyes. Enjoying the suspense, I turned to Jones and nodded. The loyal old doorkeeper returned the gesture with a smile and a wink, and glided away down the corridor, leaving me with my lovely, bound, naked ward.

      When I turned back to her, I saw that she had lowered her eyes to the carpet in embarrassment. It would not do.

      “No, my dear,” I remonstrated. “Look at the painting, if you please. I would like you in particular to consider the implements of discipline in the gentlemen’s hands.”

      From the way the girl bit her lip as she turned with evident reluctance to face the picture again, I could tell she hadn’t yet actually noticed that each of the three men in the painted scene had in his hand a different tool suitable for the punishment of disobedient young women. One man, a redhead, held a cane. A second, fair-haired, had a strap. These implements of course had already become well known to Helena, to her distress—and to the detriment of her backside, upon which I now boldly placed my hand in order to remind her of my duty and the way I had fulfilled it to this point.

      Helena started and gave a little whimpering cry, her bound hands moving at her sides as if she wished to use them to ward off my unwelcome caress. I held her bottom tenderly in my hand, though, soothing the bruises I had made and standing close enough to follow her eyeline to the precise spot in the painting on the door that had drawn her attention: the bearded gentleman who had enjoyed the naughty young lady on the opposite door, but who in this illustration held the tool of discipline Helena had not yet experienced, nor, doubtless, ever seen.

      He stood over the golden-haired girl, whom the men had bound over a discipline bench with her woebegone face downward so as to echo her posture in the image on the door of the chamber of pleasure. Her knees opened a little wider than they had for her first fucking, bound as they were in stout leather cuffs, so that her pretty pink quim, nestled between thighs that bore several well-laid stripes from the cane, was most evident to the viewer’s eye, well presented to the special implement her guardian held. I could not help thinking of him thus, of course, for truthfully the man in the painting did resemble me, just as the young lady resembled Helena.

      “What is it?” she whispered now, clearly fascinated despite herself. I suppressed the urge to take the controller from my pocket to see just how much arousal her governor was currently suppressing.

      The device’s most important purpose was to train Prosperian women away from immodesty and toward obedience through controlling the sensitivity of their cunts to stimulation. That function had the benefit of also allowing a girl’s master—the legal term on Prosperia for a guardian or a husband—to get a very good idea of just how great a problem her wanton quim posed to her peace of mind and happiness.

      On Helena’s face, now, and in the restless movements of her hands at her sides as she contemplated the unusual paddle in the hand of the guardian in the painting, I could see the beginnings of the governor’s effects. I could feel the same restlessness in my palm and my fingers as I worked them further between the silky tops of her thighs to find out the intimate secrets of her quim’s private pout.

      She let out another little sound of need and frustration as she clearly felt how little remained of the pleasure she had felt when kissing the front of Miniver’s trousers, when I had given her the first climax of her life. Instinctively, now, she understood that as her master, I had the power to grant that pleasure again, and her body had begun to respond to me in the pleading way characteristic of a well-governed young lady, despite her evident attempt to retain her composure.

      “Do you see how broad the blade of his paddle is?” I asked gently. “Have you noticed how much thinner the leather is that composes that blade? Do you see how he holds it rather under hand than over?”

      To each of these questions Helena gave a little nod.

      “It is a cunt paddle, my dear. He is about to whip the naughty girl right upon her quim.”
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        * * *

      

      Helena

      

      I shuddered violently. I managed to avoid crying out, although my guardian’s fingers between my thighs had emphasized his terrible words with a pressure that sent a thrill of muted arousal through my senses. I heard something buzz near my left ear, and I realized with a hot blush that Gerard had put the controller in the breast pocket of his jacket.

      “Spread your knees, and bend them, girl,” he said in my ear. “I wish you to examine this lovely scene closely, and to consider whether you wish to obey me as you ought.”

      “Oh, heavens,” I whispered. Sensation, thought, and feeling mingled in my mind and body. Gerard’s humiliating command stirred defiance in me, but the fear inspired by the vision before my eyes of the horrible thing in the hand of the bearded man in the painting seemed to seize my limbs. I obeyed, desperately trying to persuade myself that I would gain nothing by refusal save further torment.

      I bent my knees a little, and I shuffled my feet awkwardly apart. My guardian’s hand moved further, and he took my whole pussy into his grasp. I managed to keep myself from making any sound at all. For a moment, as I felt the governor lessen the sensation Gerard’s probing fingers evoked in the virginal slit he had just so abominably threatened, I felt a thrill of hope and even of triumph. The governor’s muting of the wicked, immodest feeling down there seemed to make it easier to keep my composure, easier to deny that my guardian had correctly called me wanton.

      Then I found myself focusing on the thing in the painting, though—the thin, broad blade of the paddle, so obviously destined now to come down hard upon the golden-haired girl’s most tender place. Shaved like mine, her poor pussy appeared very rosy to me as I contemplated it more closely, as if she had already endured several strokes of the horrid implement in her guardian’s hand.

      To my dismay, I felt my own pussy contract, and I felt the warmth rush there and then stop as the governor fulfilled its cruel function. The controller beeped in Gerard’s jacket, and I let out a piteous sob as I felt his hand work me gently, fingers sliding between my private lips, pushing in where I now understood all too well he meant to possess me in the room behind the other door.

      My hands, bound at my sides, made little fists. I could not help myself now; I rode Gerard’s knowing hand again just as I had in front of all the assembled gentlemen in the morning room. I could not feel the same pleasure, but to my horror that fact seemed to make me even more desperate, even more wanton.

      “Please,” I whispered. “Please… not with that… please don’t whip me with that…”

      “We shall see, my dear,” Gerard said. “You may certainly prove to me that you have a firm purpose of amending your conduct, in the next half hour or so.”

      I didn’t want to understand him, or at least I wanted not to show that I did, but it seemed he did not care whether I took his meaning or not. He laid his left hand on my elbow, and he turned me around with his right hand still between my legs, still fondling me in the lewdest possible manner. When I faced again the door whose painting lay beneath the word Pleasure, he reached out and opened it, then propelled me through and into the room beyond, still controlling me by means of that degrading grip. With a sob, I entered, and saw within a well-appointed space dominated by an enormous bed.

      To this bed, covered with a red comforter, my guardian conducted me immediately. He bent me over, placing his hand upon my back to enforce his will. Then he unclipped the cuffs that bound my wrists from the belt at my waist. Surprised, I thought for a moment he meant to free me, but instead he clipped the cuffs together in front of me.

      “Hands flat on the bed,” he said. “I’m going to demonstrate to you exactly how you will be taught to obey me and those with whom I share you.”

      Confused, I complied, frightened of what he might do if I resisted though determined not to part with my maidenhood without a fight.

      “I’m turning your governor up to five, now, so you can feel just how effective a device it is at controlling female behavior.”

      My heart jumped in fear. I hadn’t expected this; I had supposed a woman’s governor was always left at level two, or perhaps three at most. Gerard’s hands had left me, so I felt nothing at first, and wondered whether he had done what he had said, or if perhaps the governor had malfunctioned.

      Then he laid his hand again on my private part, much more lightly and gently than he had done only a few moments before.

      I cried out at the need and the pleasure that instantly awoke there. My hips bucked and my bottom squirmed shamefully against his hand, seeking out more pressure.

      “Oh, no,” I sobbed. “No.”

      “Now I shall turn it up to ten, my dear. That is the tradition, so that a virgin may enjoy her first fucking as much as she can. It will hurt at first, of course, when I break through your sweet little hymen, but that will soon pass.”

      “I… I…” I said through gritted teeth, as Gerard’s fingers continued their teasing caress. “I will not…”

      I felt certain he meant to have me by force. When I felt the governor’s control disappear entirely, I supposed he would do the terrible thing he called fucking, and end my virginity on the instant. I intended to receive this atrocious ravishment like a stoic heroine, since I knew I could not avoid it. I knew I would not consent in my heart.

      But Gerard had different intentions, more shameful ones as it seemed to me the moment he worked his two middle fingers gently inside me, deeper than they had gone when he had brought on my first climax.

      “You’re going to beg for my cock, Helena,” he said softly. “Right in here, where you need it so very badly.”
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      Helena

      

      “Oh, no,” I whimpered. “Oh… oh, no.”

      I heard something that I knew could only be the sound of a man disrobing in my presence. I had never heard the distinctive sound a man’s clothing makes as it leaves his limbs; the electrostatic rustling of the fabric after the wearer has touched the fastener has a different quality from that of a woman’s gown, and my first experience of it made me cry out softly. I wanted to look, and I didn’t want to look.

      I heard another, softer rustling, and I knew it must represent Gerard’s having pressed the fastener on his drawers. I had seen a man’s drawers, once, in a picture another girl at school had shown to me. Not the man himself, in the drawers; only the drawers, with the whispered explanation, through a giggle: this is what a man wears under his clothes.

      It had made me feel so funny, then, I remembered—and the memory brought such heat to my face now that I could hardly believe my cheeks did not catch fire. For the funny feeling had, I understood then, only constituted the pale precursor of the aching, wanton need Gerard’s hand, still between my thighs, brought to my pussy now.

      I turned my face over my shoulder, for I could not help it: I could not keep my naughtiness in check enough not to look at my guardian without his clothing on. He had it in his hand, the thing I had been made to kiss through Jacob Miniver’s trousers. He held it loosely in his palm and he pumped it gently up and down.

      With a sob of shame, I turned away, my heart and body filled with emotions and sensations I could not name, but which all seemed to center in what Gerard’s other hand did between my thighs. His fingers, gentle now, moved in and out, probing just to the place where I felt that nature had imposed a barrier, as if to tell a young lady what she might and might not do. It made a sensation of pressure, each time, that brought fear into my mind—but somehow also a wayward, wicked neediness… a greed, almost, to experience what I understood now so many women had experienced… the thing that indeed had turned them into women.

      “No, Helena,” my guardian said. “Look. I wish you to see the cock that will enjoy you.”

      My sob became a moan, because Gerard moved his fingertips from inside the virgin sheath of my pussy to the place where he had put the governor, the center of shameful sensation that seemed so terribly precious to me now that I had undergone its deprivation. Somewhere, discarded in my guardian’s clothing, I heard the controller beep, just as I felt one of those immodest, mortifying contractions.

      Gerard chuckled. “I felt that, my dear. Doctor Elias was not mistaken about you—nor was I. You are a little whore.”

      I turned to look at him, as he had instructed, wishing to accuse him of cruelty and indecency with my eyes rather than to see again the thing he called his cock. I gazed into his smiling eyes, and I saw to my confusion that he had not meant to condemn me, truly, by calling me a whore. No, my guardian’s frank expression told me that though he had certainly intended to degrade me thus, he had also meant the word as a sort of praise.

      “Yes, my dear,” he said softly. “You are my little whore. Look at the cock now. Have a good look at your guardian.”

      He let go of the long, hard shaft, and I saw it clearly for the first time, the plum-like head and the rigid, throbbing length that jutted out from the nest of dark hair upon his loins. The thought of how he had decreed I should be smooth between my legs and even between my bottom cheeks brought new heat to my face.

      His right hand soothed me there, on my shaved pussy, finding new wetness with each gentle movement into my vagina and spreading it to my clitoris, making my body jerk with each gliding motion back and forth between my private lips. He reached out with his left hand, and though I cried out like a small, frightened creature he began to fondle my little breasts, squeezing the nipples between thumb and forefinger so that I whimpered and to my embarrassment pressed back against his caressing hand.

      With his hands he seemed to tame me, to train me as a man trains a steed. I kept my eyes upon his threatening, masculine hardness through it all, for I could not have moved them away even if my guardian had commanded me not to look at the immodest sight.

      His left hand went further under my body. Startled, I tried to move my hands to brace myself for whatever he intended—to ward it off or to assist it, I could not tell. I felt again the cuffs upon my wrists, how they bound my hands so that I could not interfere with my guardian’s pleasure. The reminder of my submissive state sent a thrill of arousal shooting from my clit, so strong, so urgent and dismaying that I suddenly wished that he would turn down the governor.

      My lips parted as Gerard took hold of me and moved me toward him, toward his cock. I wanted to cry out that to my horror I understood why the woman on the pavement, in front of the club, had thought me so foolish. I intended never to admit it to anyone, least of all my guardian, but I forgave all the Prosperian women who had submitted to the imposition of their governors with mild docility.

      Across the comforter he pulled me, until my face was only an inch from where his hardness hovered, moving gently of its own accord. Fascinated, I saw the vein that ran along its length, and I understood that it throbbed with each pulse of Gerard’s heartbeat.

      “Open your mouth, my dear,” my guardian said softly. “You must learn to suck the cock.”

      I felt my brow crease so deeply that I had an instant’s worry it might stay that way, furrowed all my life into this helpless expression of shame and wanton arousal. My mouth and tongue formed the beginning of the word no, for I knew I could never, would never do that degrading thing. They had made me kiss Jacob Miniver’s hard member through his trousers; they had given me no choice at all. I would not put my mouth on it, though—not even for Gerard… especially not for Gerard… despite the way I could sense how much dominant pleasure it would give him… how much power that would give me, to serve as that pleasure’s instrument…

      I could look only at the rigid penis in front of me, could feel only his hands: the left upon the back of my head now, guiding my mouth firmly toward the head of his cock; the right between my thighs, training me to do as I was told here in the chamber of pleasure. My guardian must have seen the n of no forming upon my lips. He took his right hand away, and with his left twined in my hair, he held my face close, so shamefully close, to his manhood.

      A shudder passed through my whole body, centered in my back, my hips, and my already terribly punished bottom. The no died on my lips as if my mouth, too, acknowledged the awful ambivalence of my thoughts and feelings. I knew what Gerard would do, and I found to my horror that the part of me that wished to say no to the degrading, servile thing he had commanded had grown weak.

      For I understood that he would spank me now, to remind me that he had the duty to teach me and to train me. He had the duty to whip me when he must—and had I not betrayed my whole world? Should I not be made to demonstrate that I should become, that I had become his little whore as a result of my misdeeds?

      I cried out even before his right hand came down with the spank that rang like the report of an antique firearm off the blue walls of the chamber of pleasure. Then I yelped, I sobbed, and I felt the word please rise from my chest, with the knowledge that I did not mean to beg him not to do anything—that the word, if I spoke it, would rather represent the fulfillment of his humiliating prediction that I would beg my guardian to make a woman of me… to fuck me.

      To fuck me in my cunt. In my mouth. In my…

      My poor little bottom burned with the spank from Gerard’s hand. It had renewed all the soreness of the terrible whipping he had given me in his study. I remembered how it had felt to know the gentlemen of Drake could see the little cheeks Professor Simmons had punished, and that they could even see the tiny hole between them.

      Please… sir, fuck me in my…

      I didn’t know how I could even think it, when my mind could not form the sentence. I sobbed at the thought, at the feeling in my backside.

      My mouth formed the p of please, and then, hardly to my joy, I won a tiny victory. Instead of begging for the most shameful thing imaginable, my lips parted instead, and I put out my tongue with a tiny whimper that hoped would signify to Gerard that I longed, desperately, to obey his commands and to have the hard staff of his masculinity in my mouth.

      With a grunt of satisfaction, a primitive noise of mastery that made my pussy clench under the hand that now returned to it, Gerard drove his cock inside my mouth and immediately began to move it rapidly in and out. Overwhelmed by the sensations, astonished that the feeling of being filled that way by penis and fingers felt so good in its sheer wantonness, I cried out around my guardian’s rampant manhood and suddenly, astonishingly to my still-inexperienced mind, started to come.

      The thrills of pleasure loosened my limbs, and I writhed under Gerard’s grasp. I felt the cuffs on my wrists and I struggled against their restraint. I tasted the slightly acrid, salty, humiliating taste of him where a man’s private part should not go. I wanted suddenly to do my best to please him, and I tried to soften my mouth, to widen my jaw to make myself a better place for fucking.

      “Oh, good girl,” Gerard groaned. “That’s it. Come for your master, now. Get me ready for your sweet little cunny.”

      Every word sent an electric dart of pleasure through my senses and provoked a new contraction of that little cunny, the untried pussy my guardian’s hand kept preparing for his possession. I cried out around the thrusting cock again and again, feeling the tension in Gerard’s hand as he—it seemed to me—tried not to thrust farther than I could bear, in an effort to teach me well how to make my mouth a good place to fuck.

      Abruptly he pulled his hardness out of my mouth completely. He turned my face up to look into his eyes. The pleasure and the hunger and the sheer aggression in that dark gaze made my heart jump with fear, even as his hand, still probing my virginity, made me thrust back to get more of his fingers inside me.

      “It’s time, Helena,” he said in a growl. “Kneel on the bed. Hands out in front of you and face in the comforter. Offer me this little quim.”

      Gerard emphasized his degrading words with a motion of his fingers inside the still-unopened sheath of my vagina, as if I might have some doubt what he meant. I bit my lip and sobbed from deep in my chest.

      Then he enforced his command with his strong hands, picking me up bodily and lifting me, turning me until he could set me down at the edge of the enormous bed, facing the ornate headboard of dark polished wood. I gasped at the terrible, sudden question that rose into my mind: How many girls have lost their virginities upon this bed?
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      Helena

      

      The thought of other girls claimed by other men’s cocks did not remain long in my mind, though. The here and now presence of Gerard’s hardness, pressing gently into the sheath he had prepared for his pleasure, took control of my mind and my body at once. At the same time, he pressed upon my back, holding me down into the very posture in which he had whipped me, only a few hours before.

      Just this morning. This morning I had been a free young lady, trying to cover the tracks of my treason, sure that even if I should be caught I would suffer no real consequence except perhaps embarrassment. My indulgent parents would marry me off, and since I would have a say in the choice of suitor, I would choose the man who seemed most sympathetic to my cause.

      I cried out at the feeling of double restraint: my wrists in the cuffs that I could see now before my face as I looked up the bed, my body bent by my guardian’s hands.

      “Beg me, Helena,” Gerard growled, the gentle back and forth motion of his hardness between the lips of my pussy seeming to me like the opposite of the way his hand held me down in the humiliating pose, my bottom high and my knees apart, kneeling as he stood behind me to claim me as his ward once and for all. “Beg me to fuck this pretty little quim.”

      I bit my lip as a choked sob rose from my chest. I wished it was a sob of protest, rather than of aching need, but at least my bitten lip kept me from obeying him immediately. Again my face blazed into heat at the sudden, irrepressible wish that my guardian would turn my governor up, so that the sensation of his cock in my untried vagina wouldn’t inspire such a desperate, wanton desire for more of it, more of him.

      “Shh, my dear,” he said. “Let yourself feel it. Unless you are a very good girl, you won’t be allowed much pleasure as intense as your cunny is feeling it right now. After I break you in, I’m going to turn your governor down.”

      “Oh, heavens,” I whimpered. I almost begged him to do it now—to turn the governor down, so I could somehow resist the sensation. But my body didn’t want that, and my mind, truly, didn’t either, for the understanding of how my world truly worked had at last begun to come to me. Prosperian law and culture had limited my choices; indeed, at this moment, I had no choice at all but to accept the ecstasy my guardian, the good, handsome man who truly cared for my well-being, had chosen to bestow on me with his hard manhood. “Please. Please, sir.”

      “Please what, Helena? I wish you to say it. The word is a man’s word, but when he commands his fucking piece to say it, she must do as she is told.”

      I closed my eyes so that I wouldn’t see the headboard that must have watched the fuckings of so many young women, or the leather bonds that held my hands so distant from any hope of warding off Gerard’s possession of my most intimate secrets.

      “Please fuck me, sir,” I whispered, every sense suddenly thrilling with the shame of saying the terrible word. “Please fuck my little cunt.”

      “Such a good little whore,” my guardian murmured, still moving the head of his cock in and out, but pushing in deeper now with each thrust, so that I took sobbing breaths with each inward motion. “Such a sweet quim. Time for its first real lesson from its master.”

      I cried out as Gerard accompanied his degrading words with a stronger thrust, his hand going to my hip to grasp me firmly there. With the traction he gained, he held me in place and drove into my vagina hard with his rigid cock. I knew with a moment’s panic that he had decided to delay no longer, that he would enjoy me, and have me, now.

      I felt a flash of pain that made me cry out again and buck under his thrusting hips as my guardian began to fuck me. His hands kept me positioned for his cock, though, and his hardness burst through the barrier of my virginity and rushed so deep inside my pussy that it took my breath away.

      I heard him let out a low, contented noise of pleasure as his muscular naked lap came up against my raised bottom, making me think again, with a hot new blush, of how he had whipped me. He held himself deep inside me that way, and he stroked my flank with his hand as a man might praise a filly for her submission to his riding her hard.

      “Good girl,” he said. “Your quim feels nice and tight on my cock.”

      I let out a sob, for the discomfort and newness of the sensation still seemed to me greater than the pleasure. Though I felt a strange, willful pride even then in having become a woman at last, I also felt deep humiliation in having experienced my defloration this way, in a gentlemen’s club’s chamber of pleasure, with my hands bound before me and my guardian’s manhood inside my private part—my innocence taken as a punishment for my misdeeds.

      Then Gerard began to fuck me, to ride me, in earnest, and the pain seemed to recede so far, the pleasure to increase so greatly, that my body became utterly lost in the sensation.

      “Oh, heavens,” I whispered, and then I could not help saying it aloud, “Oh, heavens.”

      He held me still in place, though now my muscles struggled against his hands not in resistance but in the effort to match the rhythm of his hard thrusts. Greedily I tried to push my bottom back against him, wanting more of the hard thing that turned pain to joy.

      “Such a little whore,” my guardian said. “I knew it the first time I caned you.”

      I remembered, and despite the lingering pain in my pussy from the thrust that had deflowered me—or perhaps even because of it—I felt another orgasm wash over me. I closed my eyes, shutting out the sight of the dark headboard and my bound wrists, and I saw Gerard’s study, the desk over which he had bound me to give me my first experience of his discipline. I felt the thrusts of his lap against my bottom as a reminder of the strokes of his cane, teaching me to obey my guardian… teaching me to submit to his will for my body, and to my own wanton needs, when the man in charge of me allowed it.

      The curious floating feeling that I had experienced above all during the humiliating ceremony in the morning room came upon me, as the climax stretched on and on. Gerard’s hardness drove in and out relentlessly, his hands gripped me firmly. I felt, to my confusion, both degraded and completely safe in his hands.

      That idea somehow caused my mind to rise out of my body, or so I felt. My guardian knew how to use me, and he knew how to train me; all I needed to do was allow his shameful demands to be law for me, and truly I had no choice in the matter. Even my pleasure, this limb-loosening ecstasy that Gerard forced upon me, represented only a means to the end of his own pleasure and my full obedience to him.

      Very distantly I felt him withdraw his manhood from my vagina, and I cried out in shameless dismay, for I knew that another orgasm lay only a few thrusts away. I tried to rise upon my elbows and to turn to him, forming my features into a mask of piteous pleading for more. His hands held me down, though, so that I could not look at him. With a rush of heat that seemed to flow to every part of my body I remembered that I was not a bride in her marriage bed but a traitor being punished with my master’s cock.

      “Until we judge you on the road to reform,” Gerard growled, “no man who uses you will climax in your cunny, Helena. A different pathway to a worldly gentleman’s pleasure will receive our seed.”

      “What?” I whispered to the comforter, unable to think in any rational fashion. My mind could not grasp enough of his words even to know what I meant by what? His seed? A different pathway? A worldly gentleman? None of it would have made sense to my cognition had I been fully in possession of my wits; as matters stood, I could not seem to grasp the slightest thread of his meaning.

      Then I cried out as I believe I had not cried out even under my guardian’s strap, as I imagined I might cry out under the horrid thing in the painting, the thing Gerard had called a cunt paddle. For he had pulled apart my bottom-cheeks, and he had used his fingertip to indicate to me precisely which pathway he intended to employ for his pleasure.

      “Oh, no,” I whispered, again trying to rise up, to struggle against his strong grip. But my guardian used his left hand upon my neck to keep my face to the mattress and my bottom high as his right moved back between my thighs. “No… please. Sir, please… please.”

      His skillful fingers had begun to work me, though, rousing again the boundless need he seemed to have awakened in my pussy. I felt myself covering those probing digits with the evidence of my wantonness, and I knew that the word please deserved all the different interpretations my master might place upon it. I felt wicked to be so open there, so ready for a man’s enjoyment, and though I wished to find that wickedness abhorrent, I could not: I wanted more, in the warm, wet place where Gerard had two fingers, now.

      Even the terrible idea of the other place, the other pathway he meant to use, inflamed me further. When he took his fingers from my vagina again, I lifted my bottom, arched my back despite myself, desperate for more in the sheath Gerard had opened for himself, for his rigid penis to come and go as he chose. His hand moved, but not back to the place I wanted it—rather the fingers went to the place my guardian meant to have me.

      I felt him rub my own pussy’s slick essence onto the tiny ring of my bottom-hole. One finger entered, and I gave a little whining moan.

      “Shh, little whore,” Gerard murmured. “You must learn to open here.”

      I tightened instead, and the strange, filthy pleasure of it, of having a man’s finger in my bottom, washed over me, from my spine to my needy clitoris, where the governor did not mute any of it. I sensed again the terrible power of the device, and how it could not only deny me the wayward pleasure of my pussy but also make me even needier, even greedier when my master decided to allow it.

      The finger moved in and out, teaching me the most degrading lesson imaginable. With my cheek held against the comforter and my hands bound before me, my guardian seemed to have great patience in the training of my private ring. He had it seemed all the time in the galaxy to prepare that most shameful path for his enjoyment, and he wished to make his pleasure exquisite when at last he took it.

      “Two fingers, now,” he said, and I cried out as he worked the second digit inside. My bottom learned; it seemed I could not help it. So desperate for forbidden delights that even Gerard’s most humiliating use of my body seemed to make it catch fire, I pushed down there, my cheeks blazing at the shame of it.

      “That’s it,” Gerard said softly. “There you go.”

      My blush grew hotter as my guardian praised me for something so wanton.

      Then my cheeks blazed inferno-like at his next words.

      “Time for my cock, Helena. Prepare yourself, you little whore.”
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      Gerard

      

      I had never, I thought, been so hard in my life. My rigid manhood showed the arousing evidence of my conquest of my ward’s maidenhead: a little crimson from her lost hymen and, even more provocatively, the creamy signs of her own need’s strength. Jutting from my lap, ready to complete my possession of her, my cock seemed to send its throbbing pulse directly to my brain, urging me to an indecency of speech in which I seldom indulged.

      For I could not have stopped calling my lovely girl a whore for all the riches of Magisteria. Something in her face, when she tried to turn it toward me, at once beseeching me for mercy and begging me not to spare her, told me my instinct had the force of natural law: Helena Breverton needed to know her master would treat her in this filthy way, would degrade her completely. Only thus could she come through to the other side of her ordeal as the new kind of woman I understood she must be and deserved to be.

      She had betrayed her world, but in her eyes as much as in the lascivious movements of her backside I could see the true reason for that misdeed. Helena’s submissive and loving nature, masked by her extreme intelligence and her remarkable, independent will, had caused her to seek out the misguided resistance.

      Perhaps she should have learned earlier and much more frankly of the governor’s role in Prosperian society. Perhaps that role should even receive a reevaluation—and when she had suffered her comeuppance fully perhaps Helena Breverton could play an important part in bringing it about. That did not excuse treason, of course, but it made the girl’s prospects as a happy woman, and even a happy wife, much greater.

      As my wife, with the special status of a young woman who has been given to a club and then judged marriageable nonetheless. My wife, shared when she needed sharing—when we agreed upon her being shared. With Miniver and Justice Warren today, and, later, with others Helena fancied and I approved.

      All of that came into the hunger I could hear in my own voice when I called my girl a little whore, and pressed the head of my cock against the tiny ring of her bottom, so well lubricated with her own quim’s wetness. She gasped, and let out a low moan. Her peach-like cheeks surged around my cock, working to admit me.

      “My little whore,” I added softly, curling my fingers around her waist to steady her, using the belt there as traction to keep my place and make the pressure steady.
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        * * *

      

      Helena

      

      “Oh… oh… heavens,” I breathed into the softness of the comforter, my eyes tightly shut.

      His little whore. Gerard’s. My guardian’s.

      I cried out, and I felt how something about the way Gerard had pronounced that single syllable my had changed my inner reality. My hips jerked, my back arching, and I remembered what I had learned only a few moments before: how to yield myself, how to give a man the most shameful, private part of my body as his own possession, for his enjoyment.

      It pressed in, penetrated me where nature had never intended a man to have a girl. I understood, somewhere, as the floating feeling took even stronger hold of me, that I belonged to Gerard now—much more thoroughly even than I had the previous moment, when I had only yielded mouth and pussy. My guardian, my master… he owned me, and to my confusion I liked it.

      “Sir,” I whispered. “Oh, sir.”

      “Good girl,” I heard Gerard murmur behind and above me. “You like it, don’t you? You like it in your bottom.”

      But I couldn’t say it… I couldn’t say the thing I had myself thought only the previous instant.

      “No,” I whispered, though I knew he could tell I did not speak the truth, and I didn’t intend to deceive him really. My only power lay in the deception I could still perpetrate with my words and my silence.

      For a moment Gerard didn’t respond; instead he gripped the belt around my waist more tightly and pushed his rigid penis deeper into my smallest place. I jerked a little under him, and cried out in discomfort and desperate need, feeling that my true punishment had begun at last.

      From somewhere to the side, a soft beeping sounded from the horrible controller.

      “Don’t lie to me, Helena,” my guardian said. “Your governor will tell me when you lie.”

      I felt him shift his weight a little, and his right hand left the belt. The fingers traveled down between my legs, and when I understood what he meant to do I cried out even before Gerard found the new wetness in my vagina and spread it forward to my aching clitoris.

      Then I screamed, so loudly that I felt sure every gentleman in Drake’s could hear, and would understand immediately what had occurred in the chamber of pleasure. A girl, a treasonous girl, had just climaxed with her master’s hardness up her bottom. Her guardian had begun to move in and out of her littlest place, had begun to use her in the most degrading way, even as he brought what seemed a never-ending, infinitely submissive orgasm to her wanton cunny.

      “Oh, no… no,” I sobbed, feeling that somehow the enunciation of some fruitless refusal might excuse the wayward pleasure I felt.

      “Yes, my darling,” Gerard said. “Yes. Push up your bottom. Give yourself completely.”

      His fingers made me obey, the intensity of the sensation still so much greater than when he had turned my governor down. He had called me darling for the first time, my floating mind realized with a thrill of warm affection that went through my whole body. With his cock in my anus, he had called me darling.

      I heard him grunt, as if my final yielding had given him a special pleasure. I screamed again, for he commenced to ride my bottom hard, and I sobbed as I felt his lap come up against my cheeks over and over, filling me completely. Then, suddenly, Gerard’s rhythm changed, and I understood that he must at last be on the verge of his own climax.

      His hand underneath fondled my pussy so gently, even as he thrust so hard into my anus. I felt his cock pulse, his hips jerk. He gave a shout that seemed to burst from him like a thunderclap, and held still with his left hand firmly on my hip, covering the belt and also stroking my skin, as if he meant to remind me of how I had come into his power and the power of his club, how I would from henceforth be not a pampered bride but a bound plaything.

      He withdrew his hardness slowly from my bottom. For the first time I felt how a man’s penis softens after he has taken his pleasure, and I felt gratitude to nature for it, since my guardian had used my little ring so roughly. To my surprise, Gerard became tender, now; he laid me down upon the bed and lay down beside me, and took me in his arms.

      He held my cheek against his firm chest, and another first thing overwhelmed my senses: the massiveness of his muscular frame and the feeling of his naked skin against mine. His lips pressed against the top of my head in a kiss that took me by surprise, and then even more astonishingly Gerard turned my face up to his so he could move that kiss to my lips, as his hand held my bottom, the place he had trained me so strictly, as if to remind me of my terrible lesson.

      I had never been kissed by a man before—even upon my cheek. My face blazed with heat as I considered how very different this sort of kiss was from the first kiss I had expected. I had betrayed my world, though, and I had learned that on Prosperia, bad girls got the discipline they earned. To my dismay, I felt my body yield to his caress despite the soreness Gerard’s hand reawakened and despite my mind’s still begging the rest of me to save a shred of my dignity at least. I whimpered into my guardian’s lips, and yielded to the ravishment of his tongue, probing where he had first placed his rigid manhood. With my hands bound between us as he embraced me I felt myself utterly possessed, a toy for Gerard’s use as he saw fit.

      When he broke the kiss and spoke, he said, to my blushing astonishment, “Good girl. Your bottom was exquisite.” He kissed my mouth again, and then he turned my face back to his chest and held me tightly for a long moment. At last he spoke again.

      “I know how difficult an ordeal this is for you, Helena. And the worst part is still to come, for we must make certain you have told us everything—and that you will never meditate such treason again.”

      I tried to find within myself some shred of my defiance, and I kept myself from sobbing, at least, but my heart quailed at the thought of the painting on the door that led to the chamber of discipline.

      “You have deserved the punishment you will receive, however,” he said, putting his hand in my hair now to turn my face up toward his again, a little roughly. I heard the same roughness come into his voice as well, as if his masculine hunger and his guardian’s justice had returned to him. “I will ensure that you will have it as fully as you need, and accept the consequences of your actions. You are my little whore, now, and you will be treated only as such until I am satisfied you have earned better.”

      As I stared wide-eyed up at him, he released me from his arms and rose from the bed. He touched the intercom button and said, “Jones to the chamber of pleasure, please.” He began to don his clothing.

      I scrambled, as best I could with bound hands, to my knees upon the bed. By the time the knock sounded at the door, and Jones entered a moment later, my guardian had his clothing on, but I remained kneeling naked upon the bed where he had deflowered me.

      “Help Miss Breverton off the bed, please,” Gerard said to the doorkeeper. I watched him withdraw the silver controller from his breast pocket, glance at it, slide his thumb along it. Between my thighs I felt the governor exert its effect, muting the tingle of wanton arousal that the entry of the doorkeeper had to my distress brought to my newly opened pussy.

      Jones advanced toward me, and I cowered back, my eyes going from him to my guardian and back. The tenderness of a few moments before seemed to have vanished completely.

      “Not so proud, now, is she, Jones?” Gerard remarked, turning to see my alarm. “Once you get her off the bed, Miss Breverton may bathe. Have her pay special attention to her quim and her bottom, please. I’ve turned her governor down, of course, so you shouldn’t have much trouble with any naughtiness in the shower.”

      Jones had said nothing to this point, his demeanor that of the respectful servant but his eyes roving freely over my nude form.

      “The belt and cuffs back on after her shower, I suppose, sir?” he asked now.

      “Indeed,” Gerard replied. “Then bring her to the chamber of discipline.” He turned to me again. “I will see you there, my dear. Please pay some attention to your appearance, as I’ll be sharing you for the first time in a little while and I wish you to please Mr. Miniver and Justice Warren as fully as possible.”

      Jones conducted me to the bathroom that adjoined the chamber of pleasure, a sumptuous, pink-tiled room with a vast bathtub and a shower. He made me stand in front of the mirror as he removed the cuffs from my wrists and the belt from my waist. His hands moved steadily, as if he had bound and unbound hundreds of naked girls.

      His blue eyes, however, seemed to tell a different tale. They met mine in the mirror. Then they moved boldly to look at the little breasts Gerard had fondled, the tender cleft whose innocence he had stolen, the whipped bottom where my guardian’s penis had spurted his seed. My face burned.

      “Run along into the shower, miss. You heard your master. Get that cunny and bottom-hole nice and clean for the gentlemen.”
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      Helena

      

      I washed myself with my back to Jones. I fancied I could feel those eyes on me, that doorkeeper’s gaze somehow both polite in a servant’s customary manner and mortifyingly frank—as if the man knew his station, but also knew that his employers had given him permission to look as he pleased at the naked young women consigned to his care.

      With a deep crease in my brow, I ran the soapy washcloth between my thighs and then between my bottom-cheeks. I bit my lip to keep from moaning at the feeling of warmth that remained there even with the governor turned down; of the mingled soreness from my guardian’s hard cock and comfort from the soothing water.

      Gerard must, I thought, have reduced my arousal to two, or even to one; I could still feel the faint echo of need, but the sensation had not gone away completely, as I remembered it doing with the horrid device at zero. Again, as in the chamber of pleasure, I had the unwelcome thought that I would have an easier time of it if my guardian simply applied the governor’s full effect.

      I felt the warm water of the shower cascading over my shoulders, and I tried to concentrate only on that, but instead I kept thinking of Jones’ eyes, watching me clean my private parts. I thought of Gerard’s dark eyes, too, to my distress—as if through the doorkeeper’s right of inspecting the club’s sexual playthings, my own master exercised his dominance.

      I had to bite my lip very hard, then, as I felt the faint thrill of a tingle, and then the now familiar, though still very odd, sensation of the governor keeping me in check. The beginnings of pleasure that the washcloth had brought down there faded away, and I blushed hard thinking of how the controller must have beeped in Gerard’s distant pocket.

      I focused all my attention on the pain in my lip, still caught in my teeth, to keep a sob of helpless need down in my throat. Trying to use the washcloth as delicately as I could, I cleaned the places where my guardian had used his rigid, driving manhood to take me as his own.

      “Finish up now, miss,” Jones said behind me. “No use dawdling.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The doorkeeper watched me move to the electrostatic body dryer, though I tried to pay him as little mind as I could. Next to the dryer was a sink with a mirror above it, and I had a more difficult time keeping my eyes from Jones’ face in the glass as I wove my hair in a loose braid.

      Next to the sink I found a glass dish piled high with hair elastics in the same blue color I had seen on the tiny governor before Gerard had placed it between my thighs. As I fastened my golden braid I tried not to wonder how many elastics the club went through in a month, or a week—how many girls found themselves in the chamber of pleasure, and then brought here to wash up after their masters used them.

      I looked at myself in the mirror, saw my brow pucker at the thought, and to my distress felt the governor at work again down below my belly. A desperate urge to put my hand down there, to do everything I could to increase the muted sensation, came upon me. I wondered how my guardian could possibly have told Jones that he shouldn’t have much trouble with any naughtiness in the shower.

      Had he been joking? Or did he expect that, because I could feel my need so very strongly now that the governor had lessened my pleasure, I would feel even more ashamed to touch myself? I stood there, looking into my blushing face, until suddenly I felt Jones’ hands on me, putting the belt back around my waist. Unable to help it, I started, and tried to shake myself away.

      The doorkeeper’s hands, surprising in their sudden strength, held me in place.

      “Don’t make a fuss, now, miss,” he said in a bland servant’s voice that utterly belied the menace in his words. “I’m allowed to use the strap on you if you make a fuss and I have to tell you I would do it with the greatest pleasure.”

      I closed my eyes and forced my hands to the front of my body, their fingers balled into fists. Jones began to buckle the stout leather belt around my waist. I felt again the location of its fastening, on my back. Again I knew my masters were telling me without words that my body was at the command of the club.

      I nearly whimpered as I felt, once more, the operation of the tiny device between my legs. The knowledge that somewhere, nearby but out of sight, somewhere close to the dreadful-doored chamber of discipline, the controller in my guardian’s pocket had just beeped, made my whole body seem to flash with mortified heat.

      “Your hands, miss,” the doorkeeper said, and I couldn’t keep back a tiny sob as I lowered them and allowed him to place the cuffs around my wrists, then clip them to the belt.

      Jones led me back through the chamber of pleasure, his hand on my elbow. I tried not to let my eyes fall upon the huge bed where Gerard had enjoyed me. The task of controlling my wayward thoughts proved much more difficult than that of keeping my gaze upon the carpet; I could not stop wondering what ideas occupied the mind of the servant who treated me with such efficiency, but also revealed his own masculine hunger for my naked body.

      We passed through the door of that chamber, and again I saw the terrible painting under the word Discipline. Three men punished the girl who resembled me. Their leader, her master, had the dreadful implement whose awful name and function Gerard had told me.

      I remembered him, the man whose duty was it seemed to reform me, speaking of sharing me. I remembered that I belonged not only to my guardian but to the gentlemen of his club. Jones’ hand on my elbow made me shudder as he propelled me forward, because I wondered suddenly if the sharing extended to servants… if it meant sharing the right to punish me, to use me, with the establishment’s doorkeepers.

      I took a hesitant step, my eyes fixed on the awful thing in the bearded man’s hand.

      Cunt paddle. To whip a girl between her thighs.

      Another step, at the urging of Jones’ insistent right hand. He reached out the left to grasp the ornate brass knob upon the horrid door.

      The wide paddle’s trajectory, not from above the way a man would swing a strap or a cane, but curving up, from the side, the blade moving toward the poor young woman’s exposed private lips. I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out just at the idea of the doorkeeper opening that door, of his forcing me toward it with my hands bound at my sides.

      Then I saw what lay on the other side of the door, and I drew back. I twisted, and tried to pull my arm from Jones’ grip. I had no real thought, I knew even in that wild instant, of what I would do if I should manage to get my elbow free: I imagined even as I felt the doorkeeper’s hand tighten to keep me in place that if I should run naked down the hall in all probability I would stumble and fall headlong.

      Perhaps I would tumble face-first into the gorgeous tile outside the morning room for all the passing gentlemen to see; to my dismay I could see it in my mind as I felt myself drawn roughly into the chamber of discipline with its red walls and its terrible furniture. The wild, wayward thought came to me that perhaps at Drake’s club, if a gentleman or gentlemen found a naked girl that way, prostrate with her backside uppermost, she would belong to him for the moment. Perhaps he would not have to return her to her master immediately, but would have the right and even the obligation to fuck her right there, taking his cock out and bestriding her on the landing, doing his best to assist in her chastisement and her training as a fucking piece for the club’s enjoyment.

      I emitted a soft cry of dismay, because at the thought of such abject degradation and at the sight of the chamber of discipline before my eyes I felt the wantonness grow between my thighs, and I felt the governor control it. My hands stirred at my sides, and I clenched my fists desperately, cheeks blazing hot as I barely managed to keep them from drifting inward and presenting Jones with evidence of immodesty that he might use as an excuse to punish me.

      I needn’t have taken the trouble, though, for the doorkeeper said, “Right, miss. The professor wished you to obey me, and you just tried to get away. I’ll have to whip you for that, I’m afraid.”

      I knew by sheer instinct that everything in that room pertained to the punishment of wayward young women. I could scarcely comprehend the actual nature or operation of the things I saw in the chamber at first, however, with the notable exception of the one toward which Jones propelled me now. It was a post of a height a few centimeters lower than my own. Made of dark wood, it had gleaming brass fixtures at its top. To these, I understood as soon as the doorkeeper had me in front of it, he intended to fasten my wrists.

      Entirely unable to help myself now, I began to struggle wildly against him, crying out in fear at the thought of what would occur next, as soon as Jones had me bound to the post.

      “Please…” I begged. “Please… no. I’ll do as you tell me… I’ll be good…” I babbled as he held my waist firmly by the belt and unclipped my left wrist from it. A terrible, wild thought came into my head. “I’ll be a good girl for you,” I tried. “I’ll… I’ll do… things. Those things. To make you feel good.”

      Jones only chuckled as he easily controlled my struggling arm and fastened the clip on the cuff to the ring on the post. “You will, miss. You certainly will—if I know the way of the club.” He shifted me around a little, changing his hands so he could perform the same operation on my right wrist. “For now I’m going to whip you extra for being such a little whore as to offer yourself to the doorkeeper.”

      “Oh, heavens,” I cried, for not only had my face blazed up like a bonfire, but I had felt the governor again between my legs, suppressing a thrill of arousal that Jones had called up by calling me that same awful thing Gerard had.

      Bound to the post, now, I turned my face back over my shoulder to look at him. I saw that he had moved to a wooden rack that stood near the door, on which dangled several lengths of leather, all slightly different in their size, width, and thickness, my vision now confirmed. I shuddered violently as Jones selected a long thin strap with a divided tail.

      With this horrid thing in his hand, he turned to me. “Eyes forward, miss,” he said. “Let’s get this over with.”

      My face puckered into a mask of woe, but I could not obey, for I still cherished a hope that he would show mercy if I made him look at my piteous face. The thought of turning away and presenting him, the doorkeeper, with my bare backside for his menial discipline, filled me with dread.

      Worse, it also filled me with the other feeling, the shameful heat down in the place Gerard had claimed and then, it seemed to me, delivered to this servant. The sensation of the governor’s control there nearly made me turn my face away in mortification rather than obedience.

      Only when I heard the beeping, and saw my guardian come into the chamber of discipline, however, in the very next moment, did I do that. I saw the expression upon Gerard’s face at the sight of Jones about to whip me. I understood to my dismay that he approved, though I could see also his disappointment and annoyance that I had earned such a punishment.

      I turned away, averting my gaze downward to the base of the wooden post so that I wouldn’t have to look at any of the other things in the room. A sob burst from my chest.

      “Carry on, Jones,” Gerard’s voice said coldly. “Give the girl what she’s clearly earned.”
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      Helena

      

      “It wouldn’t have been so much, Professor,” I heard the doorkeeper’s voice say. “Only Miss Breverton… well, she offered herself to me as I was fastening her to the post.”

      “Oh, did she?” Gerard’s voice was amused. “How explicit was the little whore?”

      “Explicit enough, I’m afraid,” Jones replied. “I believe miss said she wished to do those things to make me feel good.”

      I turned, my cheeks blazing, to look at my guardian, the man who had taught me to do those things only an hour before, in the chamber of pleasure. I don’t know if I meant to deny that my words had carried the slightest explicitness in them, or to accuse him of hypocrisy for wishing me punished for the immodest offer I had made to the doorkeeper. The look in Gerard’s eyes brought even more heat to my face.

      A new expression upon his narrow, dark gaze told me of a purpose that made my whole body tremble: I could see there that he meant to convince me of an awful truth. The terrible discipline he bestowed upon my body, and the punishment given me by those to whom he delegated the task, would befall me whether just or unjust. These men would whip me because they enjoyed whipping me almost as much as they enjoyed fucking me.

      “I told her,” Jones said in a stern voice that made me look over at him, my heart beating wildly, “to face forward, sir.”

      I saw to my horror that the doorkeeper accompanied his words with a step forward, and then another. I saw that he had already raised his arm, the two-tailed strap in his hand. Then, before I could even think to turn away in late obedience, I watched his arm come down as my body tried instinctively to move away.

      Much too late, for Jones, with what seemed a very well practiced skill, turned his body as he came on, and he grabbed me around the waist so that he could hold my backside completely steady. Swiftly he pulled me away from the post two or three feet so that my arms stretched uncomfortably and my rear end presented itself more fully and more vulnerably. At the very same time, as I cried out in fear, he brought the strap down across my bottom-cheeks, and then without pausing at all he repeated the lash twice more as I wailed in agony.

      My bottom, aflame with pain, surged against the doorkeeper’s restraining arm. I could see now only the back of Jones’ livery coat, so I whirled my face instinctively over my other shoulder, tears filling my eyes as I gave Gerard a beseeching look.

      He still had the terribly hard expression in his eyes. Gazing back coldly at me, he said, “You’re a clever girl, Helena. I’m sure you will remember soon enough to face forward when you’re being punished. Jones, you may carry on.”

      “No, please,” I wailed, still looking into my guardian’s eyes, spellbound even in that awful moment by the ambiguity in his face: the two unshakable ideas that he cared very deeply for me and that he meant to provide me with the harshest possible discipline, if that’s what was required to make a better girl of me, alongside the other element of his expression—the element that made my heart jump in fear even as I could feel the horrid governor work between my thighs. Gerard’s intention to use my naked body for his pleasure exactly as he pleased, because he found that naked body so desirable.

      The strap came down again, its flexible tails curling to embrace the halves of my bottom with fiery pain and the sharp crack of the stroke sounding off the red walls of the chamber of discipline. With a final sob, I turned away, closing my eyes.

      “There, miss,” Jones said, giving me another terrible stroke so that I cried out pitifully. “That’s it.”

      “You certainly will serve Jones, my dear, and show how you’ve learned to make a cock feel good,” I heard Gerard say behind me. I hung my head, my body still struggling feebly and instinctively against the doorkeeper’s grasp, as he continued to whip me while my guardian spoke. “But first things first. Ah, Justice Warren. Mr. Miniver, welcome. You can see the little whore has already earned some additional punishment, even before we interrogate her. That’s enough, I think, Jones.”

      I felt, alongside the fiery pain in my backside, the strangest sensation. It had a great deal to do, I believe, with what I had felt while Gerard had taken my virginity in the chamber of pleasure: the detachment from my body that allowed me to experience for the first time the acme of pleasure upon his rigid manhood. Now a similar floating feeling seemed to deliver me from the agony of the doorkeeper’s strap, though the terrible burning it imparted remained. I went limp under his arm even as he ceased to whip me, and I gave myself to the sensation of his strength and the degradation of knowing that three gentlemen had witnessed my humiliating punishment—that they all looked with keen interest at my whipped bottom.

      “As you say, Professor,” Jones said. “Do you wish me to display the quim and the anus?”

      “Indeed yes,” I heard Mr. Miniver’s voice say, “since you have her in that lovely position already. Let’s see where Professor Simmons had his fun.”

      I sobbed, but it seemed I had yielded control of my limbs to these men; Jones’ big hand pressed between my thighs, urging my knees apart. Then I moaned as to my dismay I felt his fingers spreading me open, showing my most private places to my guardian and the men with whom he had decided to share my training.

      “Is the bottom very tight?” asked Justice Warren. “It certainly looks that way.”

      “Very,” my guardian confirmed. “We’ll start to change that this afternoon of course.”

      “You have a lovely pink cunt, Miss Breverton,” said Mr. Miniver, his voice very cold. “I would have enjoyed breaking you in more gently than I’m sure your guardian did, had I been your bridegroom.”

      “Would you like a ride now, Miniver?” Gerard asked, as if he were asking whether Mr. Miniver wished to read the newspaper after Gerard had finished with it. “You mustn’t be gentle, though. The girl needs it rough.”

      “I don’t mind if I do,” the man who had once sought my hand in marriage said. I let out a choked moan. “Shall you turn her governor up for me? Jones, if you would, put a finger in her cunt to see whether she’s wet after her whipping.”

      The sound in my chest, in my throat, built shamefully as I felt the servant’s fingertip press into me. I would have sworn the instant before that I would never give these ogres the mortifying satisfaction of finding me aroused. But at the touch of the rough digit, I felt my clitoris tingle, as if the terrible soreness in my bottom from the strap had awakened my pussy even further. I felt the device at work, and worst of all I heard the beeping in Gerard’s pocket. My moan became a sob.

      “She’s very wet indeed, sir,” Jones confirmed in a tone that suggested the sort of approval one might express for a filly who has just cleared a fence.

      “And that’s with her quim set to two,” my guardian said dryly. “On the contrary, Miniver, I think I’ll turn her down to one for her first acquaintance with another man’s penis.” Then, worst of all, he spoke to me. “My dear, I wish you to think about how much nicer this fuck would be for you if you were a good girl, and I allowed your quim to feel more pleasure in it. Perhaps someday you will look forward to being shared with other men.”

      I turned my face over my shoulder again, because I felt the inescapable need to see the expression in my guardian’s eyes that went along with these words, so degrading that, together with the presence of the doorkeeper’s probing fingers in my pussy, they made me feel faint. I knew somehow that what I would see in Gerard’s face would complicate my thoughts and feelings terribly, but I needed that complication above all things.

      His eyes gazed straight back into mine and I saw what I had thought I would, and it made my heart leap despite the shame of seeing him with the controller in his hand—and of seeing Mr. Miniver beside him just opening his fly to reveal his long, thick cock, the manhood I had kissed through his trousers in the morning room, now revealed before my eyes. On my guardian’s other side, Justice Warren had also begun to undo the front of his suit, but my attention remained fixed on Gerard’s face. What his expression said to me, the lesson it taught me, held me spellbound.

      Instead of a careless disregard for what I felt about his having consigned my pussy to Mr. Miniver for a rough ride on another man’s hardness, I saw in that expression that Gerard cared very deeply indeed about his humiliating words’ and actions’ effect on me. The same hunger I had seen in my guardian’s handsome, dark-bearded face when he had prepared to deflower me in the chamber of pleasure confronted me now, and the same keen interest in making me understand what it meant to serve a man’s lust. But the narrowness of Gerard’s eyes and a slight contraction of his brow seemed to tell me so much more.

      I bit my lip to see it, that knowing look, for it made so very clear that my guardian realized how wanton a girl he had in his power. I could deny it, and I would deny it… how the sight of Mr. Miniver’s rigid manhood and of Justice Warren just pulling his own out from his fly to pump it in his hand made my pussy ache and made the horrid governor beep. I could not, I thought, ever willingly tell him that being shared with other men made my heart jump with involuntary arousal as much as with fear.

      To my mingled joy and dismay, though, I saw in Gerard’s face that he knew. I saw that in giving me to Mr. Miniver for fucking he meant to train me not only to his pleasure, but to mine as well. I even saw, with a realization that made me bite my lip very hard, that he loved me.

      The little silver controller beeped again in his hand, as I watched his thumb move on its surface. I let out a sob at the further muting of the pleasure between my thighs brought by Jones’ thick finger inside the sheath Gerard had opened on his cock.

      “Shall I work her cunny for you, sir, before you fuck?” the doorkeeper asked, the hopeful tone in his voice bringing a terrible heat both to my face and down where he already did work me. “You’ll probably be wanting the anus stretched a bit too, I should think.”

      I held Gerard’s eyes still; he had not told me to face forward yet, as if he felt as entranced as I did by the contact of our gazes. I tried to beam a plea to him, across the intervening space, that at least I should be spared the degradation of what the servant had proposed, but I saw that my desperation had the opposite effect to the one I had intended—at least consciously, for the hard look in Gerard’s eyes seemed to say that he knew how deeply in reality my body cried out for Jones’ shameful ministrations.

      “By all means,” he said. “Since she apparently cannot be persuaded by any other means to keep her face oriented properly, a few minutes of your fingers in her bottom may help, Jones. That’s alright with you, Miniver, I imagine?”

      “Certainly,” Mr. Miniver replied, pumping his hardness in his hand. “Jones is so good at it that I’ll rejoice to watch and learn.”
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      Gerard

      

      Helena gave a little cry of alarm, and turned her lovely crimson visage forward to face the wall.

      Jones did certainly know his work, I observed, while also noting my own exquisitely mingled response to the climactic moment—though to be sure the moment would produce no climax for Helena. As skillfully as the doorkeeper would stimulate her, and as resolute a ride Miniver and Justice Warren would have in her quim and anus before we began to discipline her properly, the device between her thighs would keep her from orgasm.

      My cock as hard as a bar of iron, I freed myself from my trousers just as Miniver and Justice Warren had done. Each whimpering cry from Helena seemed to make my hardness throb in my hand as I watched Jones’ fingers inside her sweet cunny, moving in and out remorselessly, causing the girl to thrust back in desperate search of the pleasure the governor denied.

      With one hand the immaculately liveried servant held the prettily marked cheeks of Helena’s backside open for us to see exactly what he did, while with the other he trained her for our pleasure. In a steady rhythm his two middle fingers, glistening with the girl’s helpless arousal, glided easily in and out of the lovely vagina I had opened.

      At what seemed to me the perfect moment, he anointed his thumb with her cunny’s abundant juices. Firmly he pressed the ball against her adorable, rosy bottom-hole, so that Helena, moving backward at that moment, impaled herself half an inch onto the servant’s thumb. She gave a shameless cry of need, her back arching and her arms going taut, her fists clenching as she strained against the bonds that held her to the whipping post.

      Every inward movement of Jones’ fingers now produced a pleading, begging moan from Helena’s throat. Her bottom moved in a lewd, beseeching rhythm to the cadence of the doorkeeper’s masturbation.

      Miniver, at my side, said, “If you don’t mind, Professor, I’ll have my fuck now.”

      I turned to him, and the varied thoughts and feelings of the moment seemed to rise to a crescendo in my head, my heart, and my manhood. Seeing the desire in the eyes of Helena’s erstwhile suitor—the man I had nearly decided upon as the candidate most worthy of the hand of the girl with whom I had secretly fallen in love—I grasped again the strange providence of the moment.

      Helena Breverton had betrayed her world, it seemed to me in that instant, only because her destiny demanded no ordinary life. I loved her deeply, but I knew the girl, even having only just reached womanhood, needed more than a staid life with a professor. Miniver, I could see, had a certain callowness and I frankly did not believe him capable of the sort of affection I felt for Helena—but his manliness and his attractions of face and body would prove extremely useful to her training, just as the very different capacities of Justice Warren would.

      In her restless quest for something more, the curiosity that had driven her to find the resistance and to aid Prosperia’s enemies, Helena had shown a free will I planned to treasure. In the focus of that curiosity on the lewd, forbidden knowledge of the device she now wore upon her own clitoris, she had demonstrated the lubricious nature that rendered this degrading ordeal of discipline necessary both for her and for her master.

      I would do all in my power to give her what she needed.
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        * * *

      

      Helena

      

      Jones’ fingers, those awful, probing, pleasuring presences inside my most private places, stopped their movement.

      “Certainly you may,” Gerard said to Mr. Miniver. “Jones, you may go. I’ll ring when we need your services.”

      I felt my face crumple. I hung my head and saw only the red carpet as the doorkeeper’s hands left my sore backside at last. Your services. I had terribly little doubt what that meant; my guardian had clearly decided that Jones had earned a share of me, a session with me…

      A turn. They will take turns, now. The very thought sent another aching thrill through my body, and another humiliating moment of suppression by the governor. My mind cried out against my limbs’ shameful desires: how could I wish the thing I wished—to see Jones’ manhood, to do the servile, lascivious things I had offered to do for him, if Gerard commanded it.

      If Gerard commanded it. As he had just commanded that Mr. Miniver should… should have… what had Mr. Miniver said? In what horrid way had he phrased it? “If you don’t mind, Professor, I’ll have my fuck now.”

      Had the brutally degrading words truly sounded in the room? A sob burst from my chest as my mind succumbed to the knowledge that they had. Three men stood behind me with their penises jutting from their trousers: the magistrate who had come to dinner at my home and praised my vivacity; the suitor who had wooed me with honeyed words and followed me on my treasonous mission; and the handsome, brilliant, wise guardian I had betrayed.

      He… Gerard… my guardian… had fucked me. He had fucked my mouth and my cunt and my bottom. He had made himself my master. To prove that he owned me, he would share me. The others would have their turn—even the doorkeeper.

      And I…

      I felt a hand on my hip. I closed my eyes and let out a long moan at the way that simple contact, the fingers curving possessively about my waist, made me push out my bottom. The frustration of Jones’ work, the desperate need for release that the governor would not allow, forced me to arch my back, to present myself shamelessly. I supposed the hand on my hip must belong to Mr. Miniver, but with a thrill of shame I realized I didn’t care: Gerard had commanded I should be fucked, and I agreed.

      “Miss Breverton,” I heard his usually pleasant voice say softly in my ear. Its mocking tone sent a thrill of shame and need from my face to my feet, so that I found myself extending my backside even further, despite my mind’s desperate wish to show some, any defiance of this careless use of my naked body. “Not so coy with your favors, are you now?”

      I gave a little cry of surprise, my brow creasing, at this reference to our brief courtship; how Mr. Jacob Miniver had waited an hour for me to compose a reply to the letter he had sent up. I understood then that he had grown suspicious for precisely that reason—with good reason, for I had in fact been engaged in transcribing one of my father’s documents so that I could leave it at the dead drop for Wasp to find. He had followed me that day, I now understood, doubtless unhappy with the one-line response, Miss Breverton apologizes, but she is not at liberty to see Mr. Miniver this afternoon.

      It pressed against my aching pussy, then, even as my body shuddered at the humiliating memory: the firm, soft head of his rigid manhood. I felt the woolen fabric of his suit as the front of his muscular legs came up against the naked backs of mine, as he prepared to thrust his cock into my body, the ultimate revenge for my negligence and my treason.

      “Beg for it, you little whore,” Mr. Miniver murmured. He teased me with his penis, moving it up and down along the pout of my pussy lips, probing gently with it at my clitoris, where over and over I felt the tingling and then the suppression of the governor.

      “I…” I sobbed. “Please…”

      “Do we yet know,” I heard Justice Warren ask my guardian, “whether this naughty young lady has any other contacts in that ridiculous resistance organization, besides the one apprehended today?”

      “Please… Mr. Miniver…” I said again, my mind in a whirl, my inner vision divided between this shameful scene and the picture of a man’s face, seen for an instant but terribly memorable thanks to the scar across his cheek.

      “We do not,” Gerard replied.

      The hardness against my pussy had continued to move, tormenting me, as the little exchange between the magistrate and my guardian had taken place. Now Mr. Miniver thrust it into my slit just a little ways, no more than an inch, so that I raised my head with a soft, happy cry, and once again tried to press back, to get more of the cock inside me.

      But my former suitor stopped the movement, both his hands moving to my waist to immobilize me, to hold me by the belt that girded me there.

      “Do you have something to tell us, Helena?” he asked sternly.

      “Oh, no,” I whispered. “Please, sir. Please.”

      Mr. Miniver thrust his cock into my vagina with a single, deep motion, using the belt as traction, so hard and fast that I cried out. My body bucked helplessly against his restraining hands as he began to fuck me very hard and very fast. I heard the controller beep, I felt the governor suppress my pleasure, but still I wanted it, wanted the rigid shaft to enjoy me in hope of some taste of the ecstasy my pussy needed.

      Suddenly the pounding cock stopped, though, with only the tip inside me. I trembled as Mr. Miniver once again held me in place.

      Now it was my guardian who spoke.

      “Helena, my dear, answer Mr. Miniver if you please. Have you something to tell us?”

      “N-no,” I stammered, my voice half a moan and half a sob. “Please… Jacob…”

      “Don’t forget yourself, girl,” Mr. Miniver said. “You are not to address me that way any longer. Perhaps a hard ride in your bottom will help you recall.”

      “Oh, heavens,” I whispered, my eyes tightly shut.

      “Yes, Miniver,” suggested Justice Warren. “Take her anally, and I shall do the same. We needn’t rush to have her answer, really; there will be time as we punish her in earnest to offer the necessary incentives.”

      “I approve,” Gerard said. “My dear, I’ll turn your quim up to three for your bottom-fucking, to give you an idea of the benefits of compliance. Miniver, let me know when she’s yielded that arsehole, will you? I shouldn’t wonder if she tells us everything she knows just to have me raise her governor to four while you’re in her bottom.”

      I understood then, to my horror, that the image in my mind, of the man with the scar who had taken the papers from Wasp, when I had lingered too long in the street with the dead drop, represented a secret I must keep. As I felt Mr. Miniver withdraw fully from my vagina and move the head of his manhood to the tiny ring my guardian had rendered open for my master’s pleasure, a terrible sense of dismay and confusion took hold of me, and I sobbed pitifully.

      I had thought I need only suffer and endure, and now I must worry about a further betrayal of those I had wished to help, even as my wanton body betrayed me, and to my mortification I found I wished to have the penis in my bottom—if only Gerard would reward me with a little more pleasure.

      Nevertheless, at the same moment my mind seized upon this realization that I did have information—information that would doubtless be of value to my tormentors. They had stripped the clothing from my body, inspected me nude before all the gentlemen of the club, and brought me to a shameful climax in the morning room. My guardian had already claimed every part of my anatomy as his cock’s possession. But locked within my mind I had the means of a defiance that their penises and their paddles would not, I vowed to myself, ever touch.

      I cried out at the pressure of the hardness against my littlest hole. I felt Mr. Miniver’s hands spreading my punished cheeks, exposing the tiny ring there just as Jones had done. I felt the head of his cock demand of me the humiliating service Gerard had taught me to give.

      “Let me into this little arse, Helena Breverton,” my former suitor growled. “Your guardian will reward you when you show me you can be a good girl.”

      “Or,” Gerard said, from further behind me, “we can whip you until you’re ready for the cock there.”
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      Helena

      

      The threat had a greater effect on me than the promise of a reward, despite how desperate I felt for any pleasure Gerard might allow. Of its own accord my bottom surged in that humiliating way my guardian had taught me. I let out a wrenching sob and Mr. Miniver’s cock entered the little hole.

      My whole body shuddered with the exquisite mixture of discomfort and fullness and distant pleasure. I opened my eyes, because I felt a terrible need to see the bonds around my wrists, their attachment to the awful post in front of me. I clenched my fists and tugged hard at the posts, to confirm to my mind and body at once that I had no choice, that they had bound me here before they began to use me. That desperate need for submissive pleasure that thrilled through every nerve… I had not sought it out, nor begged… nor even asked for it.

      “Good little whore,” Mr. Miniver growled from deep in his throat, his tone so arrogant and mocking that the sound itself made my hips buck, as if to demonstrate that, yes, I had become his little whore just as I was Gerard’s. He pressed his hardness deeper, his hands upon the belt to give the necessary leverage, keeping me in place so that the rigid shaft, slick from my pussy, drove another inch inside me. At the fullness, the stretching, I threw my head back and cried out, my eyes watering with discomfort. “Professor, you can turn her cunt up now.”

      I felt it instantly, and it sent a thrilling suspicion into the recesses of my mind, where rational thought seemed to have traveled for refuge—that Gerard’s thumb had hovered over the surface of the controller, waiting impatiently for the confirmation from the man using me that I had complied with his shameful requirements. That my guardian cared more for my pleasure than he had let on.

      That, more degradingly and yet also somehow much more affectingly, he took his own pleasure in supervising every aspect of his sharing his naughty ward with other men. That he wished me to learn not only absolute obedience to the dictates of his lust but also obedience to my body’s wicked desires—the mortifying skill of listening to my body cries for forbidden pleasure.

      My clitoris tingled. My pussy ached. But the penis in my bottom-hole at the same time denied me any satisfaction in those neediest places and seemed to stimulate me there, giving me just enough that I wanted so much more. The raising of the governor’s threshold made it so much better and so much worse, for now Mr. Miniver’s cock felt more bearable, the pain itself somehow changing into a strange sort of pleasure—but the need in my pussy had grown as well.

      To my horror, without any of the men speaking a word about it, I had a sudden urge to tell them about the man with the scar on his cheek. If I told them, surely they would turn the governor all the way up, and spare me the punishment? My mind knew the thought as utterly false, but my body, shafted on the manhood that moved steadily in and out, deeper with each thrust of Mr. Miniver’s still-clothed lap, seemed to have gained a voice. Inside my head it assured me that of course these gentlemen would reward me for my honesty.

      “Oh, that’s a good little arsehole,” Mr. Miniver said. “I would have used you there every night of our honeymoon, Helena Breverton, so perhaps you can thank heaven I don’t marry treasonous whores like you.”

      I gave a low whimper with each thrust of the cock, biting my lip to keep from begging him to touch me between my thighs. I felt his grip upon the belt tighten, the movement inside me becoming swifter and more urgent.

      “I’m going to come now,” Mr. Miniver told me, his voice thick with his pleasure. “I wish you to have my seed where nature did not intend it, as a lesson in humility.”

      The formal, almost ritualistic words made my brow furrow in abject shame. With a final driving thrust, Mr. Miniver impaled my bottom fully on his hardness, the woolen fabric of his trousers pressing against my punished bottom-cheeks. I let out a sob as I felt him pulse inside me, his hips jerking with his climax. He remained utterly silent and allowed his rigid penis, filling my backside much too full, to finish teaching his terrible lesson.

      “I shall not even use the girl’s quim,” said Justice Warren even before Mr. Miniver had withdrawn his cock from my bottom. “A traitoress such as she does not deserve that. I should like her mouth lowered, though, if that’s convenient for you, Professor, so that she can prepare me for her arse.”

      “Oh, certainly,” I heard Gerard say. At the same moment he replied to the magistrate, Mr. Miniver did pull his softening penis out of me, so that I couldn’t be entirely sure I had heard in my guardian’s voice what I had thought I had heard, but it sounded in my ears as if Gerard’s Oh, certainly did not truly have the supercilious conviction he meant to convey. The idea that he did not want to share my mouth—that he wished to keep that part of me for himself—sent a thrill to my clit that my mind, an instant later, angrily condemned.

      I heard a click behind me, as of a wall’s control panel being manipulated, and suddenly the post to which they had bound me began to sink downward to the floor, bringing my wrists and my upper body along with it. I let out a little cry of alarm, but then I felt what must be Justice Warren’s hand at my waist, upon the belt, keeping my bottom high and steadying my stance, teaching me how to adopt the humiliating pose he desired.

      I felt his other hand upon the back of my head, turning my face to the left, where his clothed legs came into my view.

      “Here you go, naughty girl,” said his voice from above me, even as I saw his rigid penis come into my view, jutting from his night black trousers. I could see his face, too, looming over the lowered whipping post, foreshortened by my perspective and seeming even more severe because of the angle from which I viewed him. I felt a sob rise in my throat as I thought of how he, a few years older than Gerard but with only a hint of gray at his brown-haired temples, had seemed to dote on me at my family dinner table—how my mother had said, after that dinner party, “I believe you made a conquest of Justice Warren this evening, darling.”

      His right hand moved down from the belt, over my bottom. He took the right cheek into his hand and squeezed it so that I cried out. Something about the casual way he did it, and then moved to the left side and did the same, made my hips jerk with wanton need; the magistrate had a terrible, almost indefinable air of authority that made his handling of my punished backside seem like a shameful judgment on my character and my value.

      “Open your mouth, Helena,” he said in a voice whose patient, jaded quality matched the way he gripped my bottom.

      I bit my lip and shook my head, all the reasons for resistance becoming jumbled in my head: I must not speak of the man with the scar, I must not demonstrate to these men how their degradation aroused me.

      Justice Warren’s hand let go of my bottom, but then it returned with a sharp spank that made me yelp in surprise and pain.

      “Open that little mouth,” he said again. “You must prepare me properly for your arse, girl.”

      Another spank, and then another, rang out. I heard a little cry emerge from my mouth with each one, though they seemed almost to come from some other girl, who had earned such an awful fate with her misdeeds.

      “Harder, Warren,” Gerard’s voice said from farther off. “She needs to learn the consequences of disobedience.”

      I sobbed at my guardian’s words, for their coldness and the way I could hear behind the coldness something else—the same strange, masked affection I had thought might lie behind Gerard’s voice earlier. He meant to share me so as to enjoy me all the more fully, but that enjoyment could only come from my understanding of what I needed, no matter how shameful.

      That abstract thought vanished from my mind almost the instant it arrived, though, for Justice Warren complied with Gerard’s request. His hand came down hard on the cheeks Jones had whipped, and it kept coming down, over and over. Each spank wasn’t a truly severe blow, but the repetition made me sob and beg.

      “Please… I’ll do it!” I opened my mouth and put out my tongue, so that my cries became whimpering noises with each crack of the magistrate’s palm against my bottom.

      Suddenly his hand plunged between my thighs, and I cried out in a terribly different way as two of Justice Warren’s fingers pushed into my pussy while at the same time he moved my head and leaned forward so that his cock entered my mouth. With a muffled cry, as the controller in Gerard’s hand beeped and the governor made me long for forbidden pleasure, I tried to please the hardness that now surged in and out with the movement of the clothed lap in front of me.

      My efforts made very little difference, I could tell, because Justice Warren interested himself only in fucking my face; he held my head still and thrust in and out, seeking the back of my throat. In that terribly awkward position, I came near to gagging with every movement of the huge, hard cock between my lips, against my tongue, using me for its owner’s pleasure without any regard for my comfort.

      Between my thighs his fingers moved in and out of my vagina brutally, his thumb against my bottom-hole. He pressed inside me there, where Mr. Miniver had taken me so roughly, and I sobbed around the penis as it plunged into my mouth.

      “Is it nice and wet, girl?” Justice Warren asked. “I hope so, for the sake of this little arsehole.”

      Abruptly he pulled his cock away, and moved behind me. With the whipping post still lowered I felt my bottom even more exposed, more fully offered, than it had been before. When the magistrate removed his hand and pressed the head of his manhood against the tiny hole, I cried out in shame at how terribly the posture degraded me, but I could also feel, I thought, that it helped me open to the penis more readily.

      I needed that momentary relief desperately, because Justice Warren clearly meant to discipline me with his hardness. I could feel that my saliva had helped ease his passage, but he took the belt in his hands and began to fuck my anus hard and deep from the beginning. I screamed with the fullness, and sobbed as I was made to have it that way, the most humiliating use the gentlemen of the club had made of me yet.

      Through the terrible ride the magistrate had in my backside, I felt the governor ease its control over my pleasure. Startled, I cried out at the way it transformed the stretching and the discomfort, the way it changed the balance so that to my mingled dismay and delight, suddenly the humiliating discipline of Justice Warren’s cock seemed like the proper reward for a wanton girl.

      “That’s it, Helena Breverton,” the magistrate growled. “Take it now.”

      I realized distantly that Gerard had let me have more pleasure without telling the other gentlemen, and with each thrust of Justice Warren’s rigid penis I felt my guardian’s paradoxical concern for me. My body, immobilized by the cuffs and by the hands of the man who used my anus for his rough delight, shuddered as if in a memory of the climax the governor still denied.

      With a final grunt the magistrate held himself in deep, and came inside me, where nature had not intended. I whimpered at the pulsing of his erection in my bottom, at the feeling of his trousers against my sore, naked bottom.

      “Have you anything to tell us, girl?” he asked, holding me there, impaled on his cock.

      Desperately clinging to my defiance, I sobbed, “No, sir.”
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      Helena

      

      “We’ll put her on the horse now, I think,” Gerard said. “A punishment ride should loosen that tongue.”

      I tried not to turn, but I simply couldn’t help it. The idea of a punishment ride—especially considering that I felt I had just received three disciplinary fuckings that might be described the very same way—made my heart jump and my face burn. I felt I had to see again that ambivalent expression that perhaps only I could detect, the look that told me my guardian didn’t mean to break my spirit entirely.

      But this time I saw him framed by the other two men, all of them just finishing putting their manhoods away inside their trousers and all of them regarding me with visages so stern that I felt my brow furrow in a weak, pleading way. Gerard, in the middle, folded his arms across his chest as he looked at me. Suddenly I became terribly conscious of my posture and, much worse, of the seed of the two gentlemen trickling from the tiny hole they had used for their pleasure, just as my guardian’s seed had done in the shower after he had deflowered me in every orifice. I swallowed hard, and forced my blazing face into the hardest expression I could manage.

      “I don’t know anything, gentlemen,” I said, doing my best to fill my voice with scorn. “Mr. Miniver discovered the whole extent of my resistance activity. My treason, as you call it.” I forced myself to forget the humiliation of delivering these words while bent with my thoroughly punished, roughly fucked backside raised and my wrists tied to the whipping post, and I continued. “Though I must confess that I still cannot conceive of it that way—especially now that I have your horrid, tyrannical device installed in my body against my will.”

      I saw Gerard’s eyes widen slightly, and then narrow again, suddenly ablaze, it seemed to me, with vengeful fury. For a moment, I had a full realization of how thoroughly I had just betrayed the truth that lay hidden in my heart, and I almost let my defiant demeanor slip. I angrily pressed down the will of my body, the ache that would have me beg my guardian to raise the governor’s threshold just a single notch, in exchange for the one bit of information I still concealed.

      But a plan had come to me, a plan that would save me some shred of my dignity, I hoped, in the end—a way to save the man with the scar. If I could pose some resistance to the terrible ordeal I felt certain lay in store for me now, and then show my repentance, perhaps these implacable gentlemen would relent, and leave me with a final triumph. I would become their bed girl, their sexual plaything, and I would pretend to submit, but they would not know what I had seen in the street.

      All of this flashed through my mind in much less than a second. Then it all flew away again for the moment, as Gerard strode forward to grasp me around my waist with his right arm, while he used his left hand to free the cuffs about my wrists from the clips that bound them to the whipping post.

      “We shall see, you little whore. I knew enough not to trust your hypocritical show of remorse earlier. If I must break you entirely, I shall not hesitate. Your lovely body will still provide me and all the gentlemen of my acquaintance with a great deal of pleasure, at any rate, after you learn the true meaning of justice.”

      I gave a startled cry, trying to conceal the abject fear in it beneath a simple yelp of surprise at the way he began to haul me around to my left, to behold an article of furniture I had seen when Jones had first brought me to this chamber but which I had not recognized at all, let alone comprehended.

      Behind me, Mr. Miniver said in a horrible jocular tone, “What do you think, Justice Warren? I should say you may already have taught the slut the meaning of justice. Isn’t a stiff prick all the way up her insolent young bum a fairly good representation?”

      He laughed, and the magistrate chuckled. I, now fighting against Gerard’s movements, struggling out of pure fearful instinct, had to resist the urge to spend some of my strength in turning to look at them. I wished them to see the face of the young woman they thought to teach some masculine moral lesson. I knew if I did, however, they would only mock me, and Gerard would have all the easier a time bringing me to what I knew must be the horse.

      “Oh, certainly,” Justice Warren replied. “But the professor, I believe, said the true meaning of the word. I should say that to complement a good, hard arse-fucking with a ride on the discipline horse, with the cunt paddle attending to her proper training, may perhaps, shall we say, provide an even truer representation.”

      I gritted my teeth over the fearful whimper that threatened to burst from my throat. I transmuted it, inside my chest, into a grunt as I defied my guardian’s forceful movements, his inexorable conveyance of my body toward the bench that bore at its far end, I saw to my horror, a sort of mockery of a horse’s head, as if to remind the rider of younger days, of a childhood rocking horse.

      My lips pursed, forming a p. The word almost came out—yet another weak please. I didn’t allow it. Instead I raised my tongue, and with a force that I knew betrayed my fear much more than my defiance, I shouted, “No!”

      But Gerard had exhausted the strength of my resistance, now. My muscles ached and burned, and though I continued to writhe feebly under his arm as he hauled me across the wooden floor, I couldn’t impede my progress toward the horrid horse any longer.

      The bench had fixtures, for the cuffs and belt I wore, and to these my guardian bound me, once he had with distressing ease maneuvered me astride it. The cuffs he fastened to the sides of the horse’s ‘neck,’ such as it was. I twisted my head around, setting my face into a look of scorn for the benefit of Mr. Miniver and Justice Warren, who had shifted to observe me more closely in my new position in the room.

      To my horror, they had each taken an implement from the rack close to the chamber’s door: Mr. Miniver had a cane while Justice Warren had taken a wooden paddle of some sort, with holes in the blade that I understood must be to allow the awful thing to travel faster on its journey to a young woman’s bare bottom. I felt my lips move as if to betray my scowl into a pleading, lip-quivering expression, and I turned away with an attempt at a toss of my head. If I could show myself defiant and rebellious for a time, I told myself and my traitorous body, they would never doubt their own prowess in having broken me, and my secret would remain safe.

      Meanwhile Gerard saw to my feet. I made no attempt to resist as he placed my feet on the wooden shelves that extended from the lower part of the horse in the guise of stirrups, though my heart quailed at the feeling of him bending my knees and fastening stout leather straps around my ankles. He had placed me fully in the crouched posture of a girl on a rocking horse.

      Between my thighs rose the bench, which I understood now had something of the shape of a saddle, to which Gerard had clipped my belt at either side with the assistance of short lengths of metal chain, which clanked softly but menacingly as I moved. Gerard pressed down upon the back of the belt, so that with a startled little cry that I changed into a recalcitrant grunt as it passed my lips, my private part descended firmly onto the leather surface.

      I felt instantly how exposed my backside was in this posture, and that understanding nearly made me whimper in fear, as my guardian made the ordeal much worse. He turned a crank at the front of the horse, and the ‘neck’ between my bound wrists descended toward the floor, bending my back and pushing my bottom upward so that I felt how the ‘saddle’ supported only the front of my body’s most tender part. The air moving behind me, over my exposed private lips and even my bottom-hole, made my cheeks burn with shame.

      Despite my efforts to remain rigid and silent, the gentlemen’s own silence seemed to force words of resistance from me. I turned to look at them, now standing again as a trio behind me, contemplating the humiliating position into which Gerard had put me. To my horror, my guardian had in his hand the terrible thing I had seen in the painting on the door, the thing he had called a cunt paddle, though the very thought of that name sent a thrill of mortification through my whole body.

      “I don’t know what you hope to accomplish,” I said, putting the scowl back on my face. “I don’t know anything. I copied documents and I brought them to the place where you saw me, Mr. Miniver.”

      “The most important goal of your presence here, Helena,” my guardian said, “is to begin your reformation by bestowing on you just punishment. Miniver, let us commence. Six strokes of the cane.”

      “Wait!” I said, as Mr. Miniver stepped forward in response to this instruction from Gerard, which had taken me completely by surprise. I twisted myself as best I could atop the horse. Its ‘mane,’ made of brown yarn, brushed distractingly against my face as I turned it first one way and then the other, vainly trying to look Mr. Miniver in the eye. I could see to my horror that he had raised the cane in his right hand, putting his left hand behind his back in what seemed like a terribly formal posture, as if he knew the proper etiquette for whipping a naked, disobedient girl.

      He had stopped his motion, however, and now I heard him say, “Why, Helena? Is there something you’d like to tell us?”

      For a moment I thought I had entirely destroyed my plan: I had shown them clearly that I did indeed have something to tell them, for why else would I say Wait! My mind seemed utterly clouded and unable to reason in my terror of the cane, but then I hit upon a desperate solution. I need only give them something babbling and useless.

      “I… I… saw an advertisement!” I blurted. “I sent a letter to an address in the city, and… they… they put a note in my hand… I didn’t see the person…”

      “Whip her, Miniver,” Gerard said coldly. “Helena, it is of the utmost importance that you understand that with your compliance you will only soften your punishment. You will not avoid it.”

      “Oh, heavens,” I cried, and then I swallowed hard and regained possession of myself, so that I could look back at my guardian again with a modicum of defiance.

      “You are a vexing creature, Helena Breverton,” said Justice Warren, “despite the heavenly tightness of your anus. I’m sure your guardian won’t object to me informing you that the six strokes will not begin until you do as you have been told several times, and face the wall while you are having your bottom whipped.”

      The conflict among my mind and my body and my heart grew into a storm in my chest. My muscles won the battle of that moment, for though I wished to turn my face slowly and scornfully, the fear that thrilled through all my limbs at the simple notion of having to take extra cuts of the cane made me move with alacrity that must have shown the gentlemen my fear. With my heart thudding audibly in my ears I gripped the ‘neck’ of the horse, my whole body tensing though I knew from my painful experience so far that the tension would only increase the pain.

      “There,” said the magistrate. “Now cane that naughty backside well, Miniver.”
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      Gerard

      

      Miniver brought the cane down with the satisfying, practiced swish of a true Prosperian gentleman. The thwack of the rattan against Helena’s creamy posterior, from which the red welts left by Jones’ strap had faded away, gave equal satisfaction.

      The girl’s response, though—a sob through gritted teeth—told me that Helena had become, rather unexpectedly, a difficult case. Her lovely round bottom, so beautifully exposed over the saddle of the punishment horse, squirmed and clenched in an involuntarily lewd movement, and her head reared back from the horse’s neck, but I thought I could see in the rigidity she maintained in the rest of her body that she had adopted some sort of resolution to defy us—and me, as her guardian, in particular.

      Miniver caned her again, the swish-thwack falling in near silence this time, as Helena somehow steeled herself to make even less noise, a mere sharp exhalation of breath through her nose, even as her back arched and her knees bounced atop the ‘stirrups’ of the horse.

      “Again,” I said impatiently, suddenly conscious of a battle of wills taking shape between my treasonous young lady and we three, tasked with her chastisement and interrogation. It didn’t seem she had anything to tell us, despite her occasionally seeming to keep a secret. Those accused, I reflected, often seemed guilty simply by their presence in suspicious circumstances.

      Miniver brought the rattan down again, and Helena grunted, her whole body shuddering as the bounce in her knees and the squirming of her bottom-cheeks grew more intense. One double line of red had appeared vividly across both those peach-like cheeks and another, just below it, had begun to form. As I watched that one became almost as bright, and a third showed itself, higher up than either of its predecessors.

      “Lovely, Miniver,” said Justice Warren.

      Helena’s breathing came in little puffs through her nose. I saw that her hands, bound to the sides of the horse’s neck, had taken hold of the polished wood, one hand atop the other, squeezing so hard that I felt certain her unseen knuckles had gone white.

      “Again, please,” I told Miniver. “Helena, you must tell us everything.”

      She had seemed to me, in the chamber of pleasure, to have begun learning her lesson. I had thought her on the way to accepting her position and the difficult notion of how well it suited her particular sexual needs. The resistance I could see in her sweet naked body under the cane certainly seemed, however, to tell a different tale.

      Miniver struck again, and now Helena bounced up and down atop the horse as if she rode a seat of fire. She had her lower lip between her teeth, and a low whine emerged.

      “Speak, girl,” I told her. “Who put that note in your hand?”

      Her shoulders contracted, her slender arms mobile, as if she were trying to ease the tension in them, having discovered how much more the cane hurts when applied to a tightened frame.

      “I told you,” Helena said, her voice emerging low from her chest and with an effort that made me think she was attempting not to sob. “I didn’t see.”

      Four double lines of red graced her young bottom now, the beginnings of a richly deserved comeuppance. I found it difficult to shake the feeling, however, that she had something more locked in her mind—something she at least thought important that she must keep hidden.

      “Give her the last two of the six, please, Miniver,” I said. “Then Justice Warren, you may take the paddle to that disrespectful backside.”
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        * * *

      

      Helena

      

      “No!” I shouted, fighting with all my will to keep facing the wall rather than turning to fix pleading eyes on Gerard. But I heard the whistle of the cane through the air again, and again it came down with the sharp sound, and again I felt the searing pain across my poor bottom, added to the fire Mr. Miniver had already brought there.

      This time I cried out. I simply couldn’t help it. I felt my muscles tense, and then relax as I began to move in that humiliating way that the designer of the horrid punishment horse had clearly intended: the bouncing movement like that of a girl atop a rocking horse, desperately and lewdly showing her whipped bottom and her exposed private part as she bounced on her knees in an attempt to ease her suffering.

      I had planned only to take so much of the whipping, hadn’t I? I had meant to show myself theatrically broken under their discipline, and to convince them that way of my no longer having any information to supply. Now as Mr. Miniver caned me a sixth time I found it very difficult to maintain any mental grip on that idea: there was my will not to show these gentlemen that I had truly deserved this shameful, painful treatment, and there was the mortifying need inside me to submit to their authority—to my loving guardian, above all, but also to the men with whom he meant to share me.

      I heard Mr. Miniver step back. Almost immediately, before the pain had faded even a little from the last cut of the cane, I felt the hand of Justice Warren on the belt at my back. Fear of the terrible wooden paddle I had seen in his hand, and the simple need to see it, as if perhaps I would see that it didn’t really look as painful as the image in my mind, possessed me. I turned, writhing, to one side and then the other, but the magistrate stood too close. I sensed his weight shifting behind me. I cried out, “No!” again and this time I couldn’t help adding that weakest word, “Please!”

      But Justice Warren began to paddle me nonetheless, speaking in a tone that seemed terrible in the contrast of its levelness, even its gentleness, with the fierce retribution of the heavy wooden thing in his hand.

      “There, girl,” he said. “There. You were very naughty, weren’t you? Now you’re only getting what you earned. That’s what justice truly is.”

      He had his face close enough to my ear, as he struck, hard and fast, over and over, that I could hear him speak even over my screams. For I began to scream almost as soon as I felt the paddle’s discipline over the searing welts of the cane.

      The idea that my body had been delivered to the ownership of Drake’s club, to be disposed of according to the pleasure of my guardian, had very clearly represented the underlying lesson of my whole ordeal thus far. Until that moment, when my mind again found that detached state where I seemed to regard myself from outside my body, I believe I had not truly absorbed that notion. With Justice Warren paddling me, however, I suddenly felt in my whole being that I belonged no longer to myself, but to Gerard, and to his friends. They would train me, and they would use me with their hands, their straps, their canes, their cocks just as they pleased. What I thought about the matter made no difference whatsoever, and neither did any secret I might keep or divulge.

      “She’s ready for the cunt paddle, I think,” I heard Gerard say.

      No, my mind said, though my body kept screaming as Justice Warren punished my thighs with the heavy wood, then my bottom. My hips rode up and down, my knees bouncing frantically atop my shameful mount. No… you have to let me say I’m broken… then I’ll be able to keep the secret…

      But my thoughts had grown distant and indistinct. As Justice Warren stepped away and my guardian took his place, left hand taking hold of the belt and steadying my motion, I managed to sob, “Please,” somehow thinking I would be able to say, Please, I’ve told you everything. You can use me as degradingly as you choose, but I don’t know anything more.

      Gerard didn’t allow me to gather the words into my head into any such form, let alone speak them. I felt him shift a little, and I heard a different sort of swishing sound, and then I felt the leather strike my pussy and heard its smack. I screamed, holding the neck of the awful horse so tightly my fingers hurt. Again the slight movement of my guardian’s body, almost touching mine, and again the sound, and now I cried out even before it struck, because it hurt so much already. I felt that they had turned the whole region between my waist and my knees—the region it seemed they meant to possess, above every other part of me—into a blazing fire with their justice and their training.

      Then, to my horror, my guardian paused, and in the same place he had just whipped me with the horrible special paddle I felt something else. He had turned my governor up, much higher than it had been since my defloration in the chamber of pleasure. Seven? Eight?

      “What?” I sobbed.

      Gerard struck again with the wide leather blade, and I cried out, my back arching, my head rearing. Then he put his hand there, gently—much too gently.

      “Speak, my dear,” he murmured in my ear, masturbating me so that in a terrible moment the pain changed to that other thing—not pleasure, but somehow greater than pleasure and infinitely more needy.

      He took the soothing hand away.

      “No,” I cried as I understood what would happen next, but he whipped me again with the paddle. I screamed in mingled need and agony and fear. I didn’t know what he meant to do then, but I thought I could stop it—knew I could stop it. “I saw a man… with a scar on his cheek… by the place where I left the documents!”

      “Ah,” I heard Justice Warren say.

      “There we go,” said Mr. Miniver. “Good girl.”

      Gerard’s hand came back between my legs. I cried out, and I rode his fingers shamelessly, trying to put from my mind the thought that I had just betrayed those whom I had hoped to aid. Whether their cause had any merit in the end I couldn’t say, and didn’t wish to; I had certainly come to understand that the governor represented a far more ambiguous thing than I had thought. I was a creature of my Prosperian society, to be sure, but to have my guardian in charge of my pussy seemed right to me—and perhaps I had only done the right thing in informing on my world’s enemies.

      As he comforted me between my thighs, and drove me onward toward a release I hoped desperately he would allow, if I pleased him, Gerard murmured, “Now I know you have told the truth, Helena. But do not fear for the man with the scar—he is the government agent who uncovered the plot.”

      I gasped, and turned my face over my shoulder though I could see nothing but the back of my guardian’s shirt at first. When he sensed my movement, however, Gerard leaned back so that he could look into my tearful eyes as he kept working my wet pussy with his knowing hand. He took his left hand from the belt, then, and used it to embrace me, and he kissed me gently, if a little awkwardly thanks to my position atop the punishment horse.

      “Oh, delightful,” Justice Warren said. “I should think you’d like to allow her a climax, Professor.”

      My heart jumped with hope, but Gerard took his hand from between my legs, then, and my hope seemed to turn to ashes. I gave a whimpering cry, a pathetic plea, even as he kept kissing me, and then I realized that he had put his hand in his breast pocket, for the feeling down there increased so intensely, from the mere aftershocks of the whipping and the soothing, that I cried out.

      Then the hand was back on my pussy, and Gerard was kissing me, and my bottom, under his gentle fingers, rode and rode a saddle of pleasure instead of pain. I cried out into my guardian’s mouth as I began to climax almost immediately.

      “That’s it,” said Mr. Miniver. “Get that little quim onto your master’s fingers. Work that whipped arse.”

      “What a pretty sight,” Justice Warren said. “Shall we fuck her atop the horse before we have her all together?”
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      Helena

      

      “By all means,” Gerard said. “She should have it again while she’s still bound in place, I think. Since you proposed the idea, sir, you shall avail yourself of this tight pussy.”

      “Look at me, you young whore,” said the magistrate, who I realized had taken a stand to my left side. Surprised, I obeyed, to see that the magistrate had begun to remove his clothing.

      It was, I realized with a jump of my heart in my chest, the first time I had seen a man disrobe. When Gerard had taken me in the chamber of pleasure, I had kept my eyes forward, my face burning. Now, with my guardian’s hand still between my thighs as I saw Justice Warren’s broad, bare chest and hard stomach come into view, and then his even harder manhood, my cheeks burned even hotter as I whimpered with need. Something about watching it happen, about seeing the handsome older man’s stern face and his taut body as he prepared to fuck me, brought on the start of another orgasm. I shuddered, and part of me wanted to close my eyes, but the thought that Justice Warren might punish me for it only made the intensity of that approaching climax seem greater.

      Then, to my dismay, I felt Gerard turn down the governor. The orgasm receded, and, desperate, I could not help riding my guardian’s hand harder, bouncing shamefully atop the saddle, though to no avail.

      “Oh, no,” I sobbed. “Please… sir.” I looked at the naked magistrate, watched him stroke his cock in his hand. Gerard took his hands away, moved out of my sight.

      Justice Warren said, “You turned her down, eh?”

      “Indeed,” replied Gerard. “Six, for now. I’ll turn her up as a reward if you say she’s a good fuck. Perhaps she’ll even earn another climax.”

      I felt my face crumple as my hips jerked lewdly at the mere thought of that promise. Justice Warren began to move to take a position behind me.

      “Do you think you can learn to be a good fuck, you treasonous little whore?” he asked in an amused voice. “You’ll be a very valuable acquisition for your master, if you can please his friends as you should.”

      I felt his right hand on the belt, keeping my backside in place as he put the head of his cock to the aching cavern where I needed something, anything. I wanted Gerard’s cock there so badly, yes, but suddenly I understood in a hot rush my essential whorishness, because I also wanted Justice Warren’s cock, and Mr. Miniver’s—and Jones’. I wanted the manhood of any other gentlemen, or servant, as well.

      I needed a fuck, and I wanted to be a good fuck for the men my master chose for me. The knowledge that I had given up my secret, and it had done no harm, seemed to have released me at last to yield to the needs Gerard had discovered in me.

      In what these men said, and in particular in what Justice Warren had said a moment before, I thought I could hear hints of some unexpected life as an acquisition. The humiliating idea seemed to take hold of me, to make my pussy ache even more, so that I felt the governor control me continuously, my bottom squirming as I tried to impale myself on the magistrate’s cock despite the firm hold on the belt that kept me in place, waiting for his thrust.

      I cried out with need, and I heard all three gentlemen chuckle. As the heat suffused my face at that masculine amusement, Justice Warren pressed the head of his manhood inside me, and I gave a soft moan, thinking he would drive it deep inside me in just a moment.

      Instead he murmured, “Do you need this, Helena? Do you need this cock?”

      I whimpered. I didn’t want to say it. Justice Warren put his other hand on the belt, so that he controlled me completely. He began to withdraw his penis, as if I had lost the privilege of his fucking me.

      “Yes!” I cried, so ashamed and yet so aroused. “Please, sir. Please.”

      The magistrate wasted no more time. He used the leverage of the belt to impale my vagina at full length, and he began to fuck me very hard, as I cried out with the muted pleasure and the need that would not resolve itself, thanks to the governor’s horrid yet effective operation.

      “Oh, she’s tight,” the magistrate said. “And she’s learning to move well on the shaft. Turn her up a notch, if you would.”

      That single notch, for just a moment, made me think I would climax, and I sobbed at the increase in my ecstasy. Quickly I understood that all pleasures were relative, though—and I grasped again just how great a pleasure awaited me if I could earn my master’s greatest reward.

      Mr. Miniver took Justice Warren’s place, and I hardly even noticed. I felt the magistrate’s hardness leave me, and then my former suitor’s slightly stronger thrusting, his slightly thicker cock, fucking me just as hard as the other man had.

      “Is she doing well?” Gerard asked from somewhere in the distance, over my sobbing moans as the second gentleman fucked me.

      “Certainly,” Mr. Miniver replied, his voice sounding thick with his pleasure.

      My guardian turned up the governor again, and again for a few moments I thought my body would explode with pleasure.

      A new voice seemed to ride over that wave of delight, then.

      “You rang, Professor?”

      It took me a long time, as it seemed to me, while Mr. Miniver took his hardness out of my pussy, to remember the voice. When I did, I couldn’t suppress a cry of mingled shame and helpless arousal.

      “Yes, Jones. Would you like a turn?”

      “I certainly would, sir,” the doorkeeper replied. “May I come in that sweet cunny, by your leave? I should like the young lady to have my seed to remember me by.”

      I turned, to see that Jones had already begun to remove his clothing. My lips parted to see the taut body he revealed: even the club’s livery had showed him to be a burly man, one who had perhaps cut timber in Prosperia’s forests—my world’s pride and joy—in his youth, but without any clothing on his muscular, broad-chested form made my brow furrow and my cheeks grow hot.

      He alone of the four naked men in the chamber of discipline had a few white hairs among the black upon his chest and around his enormous cock. The sight of a truly older man—though Jones was quite clearly still in his masculine prime—made me feel faint with a different version of the same sort of wanton desire I felt for Gerard and for Justice Warren. In that moment I understood, with another flush of mortification at the humiliating thought, that somehow I had never realized one part of my true need: as independent a young woman as I wanted to be—and as independent as I had made myself—I still craved a strong man to take care of me in every sense. I needed a strong man, a guardian, to teach me and, yes, even to discipline me when I made such mistakes as had led me here.

      The doorkeeper smiled at me with a wicked, hungry smile that still seemed to have in it a respect and tenderness that warmed my heart as well as my pussy. Next to him, Gerard stood, smiling as well, his eyes seeming to tell of his own comprehension of precisely the knowledge I had just grasped: he knew my needs, and the silver controller he had in his hand would help him satisfy them.

      “Don’t make a fuss, now, miss,” Jones said, as he advanced, his huge, hard penis in his right hand. “I know it’s big, but it will feel very good once you get used to it.”

      “Helena,” said my guardian, “I wish you to consider how lucky a girl you are to live on a world as merciful as Prosperia—not only will your treason be forgiven you, but with me as your master here at the club, and perhaps someday something more…”

      My lips parted, and then I swallowed hard. Could he mean what I thought he must? A different sort of marriage, one suitable to my particular character, but a marriage nonetheless and a way back into my world’s society. Even as my guardian spoke, the difference between me and a more conventional young woman took form: Jones had laid his left hand upon the belt and put the head of his enormous manhood at the opening where I needed that throbbing, hard tool so very much.

      My eyes, however, had gone to Gerard’s face, and I saw there that yes, my guardian spoke of a sort of life I had never imagined, because I hadn’t even understood myself. Yes, he had the controller of my governor, as he should. But unlike the sort of bride I had thought I would inevitably become, I wouldn’t have to choose a single suitor.

      The doorkeeper’s other hand moved to the belt, and then, with merciful slowness that nevertheless made me turn my head forward and down, made me arch my back as I tried to accommodate his thickness and length, he drove his cock into my pussy.

      “I’m going to turn her up all the way,” Gerard said. “Helena, you will come on Jones’ penis, now.”

      It happened only a few seconds later, the first time the enormous penis slammed into me, and the doorkeeper’s sinewy lap came up against my punished bottom. My climax began, and I screamed in its throes for what seemed long minutes. All the while, Jones murmured in my ear, his voice a soft growl.

      “There you go, miss. Such a fine young lady. Such a nice ride in a tight cunny. There you go.”

      I could feel how this shameful, dirty talk inflamed his passion as much as mine. I could feel his virility increase inside me, his penis growing even harder, even bigger. I sobbed at the sensation, and came again, and then suddenly Jones grew rigid and held still. He grunted once as he shot his seed into my womb, and then he patted my flank like a satisfied equestrian.

      “Good girl,” the doorkeeper said. “Professor, I congratulate you, and I thank you kindly for this gracious favor.”

      “Would you release her, please,” Gerard said, “before you go? You may put her on her hands and knees on the mat. We’re going to have her together.”

      “Of course, sir,” Jones answered, beginning to pull his penis from me. I whimpered at the sensation, the aftershocks of my climaxes still traveling through my muscles like sparks of electricity threatening to set me alight again.

      I felt, distantly, his strong hands on the clips of the leather cuffs, then on the straps that bound the belt to the punishment horse. At long last I let go of the horse’s mane. Everything seemed at a remove from reality—and not in any way a frightening remove, but rather, with Jones in charge of me and Gerard directing him, a wanton and yet delightful remove. The doorkeeper picked me up as if I were a feather, and carried me a few steps over to a place where the hardwood floor had been made as soft as a cloud and yet as firm as a board, it seemed to me.

      The perfect surface on which to have a young lady, my mind said from far away. My thoughts seemed to have ceased to rebel. Something in the prospect of an unconventional marriage to my guardian… or in the assurance that I had not actually betrayed my ‘friends’ in the resistance… or perhaps even in the terrible comeuppance I had received… or all of it together had left my heart, my mind, and my body in harmony for what felt like the first time in the long months since Gerard had first awakened me over his desk.

      He, my guardian, my handsome bearded protector, my master, came to kneel beside me on the mat. He put his hand on my bottom, on my pussy, and he leaned down to kiss me gently. Then he drew his lips away and looked into my eyes.

      “Are you ready?” he asked.

      I bit my lip, my brow creasing hard.

      “Will you… sir…?” I looked my plea into his eyes.

      Gerard smiled. “Yes, my darling. I’ll leave your governor all the way up.”

      My heart leapt with a sort of shameful, shameless joy. I wondered if someday, if I’d been terribly naughty, my master might have three men fuck me… one of them Jones… so hard, and with my governor turned all the way down. Not to zero, but to one, perhaps… because I had to learn.

      I shuddered at the tiny fantasy, my hips jerking as it made the walls of my vagina clench. For a moment I tried to understand how that could possibly be, that the thought of no pleasure could create such a need for pleasure. Then I put it down to the effect of the governor.

      My governor. Gerard’s governor.

      Gerard slid under me. My guardian took my poor punished bottom in his hands. He lowered me, and I cried out as I had his hardness again where I needed it most. Dimly I sensed Mr. Miniver and Justice Warren coming to stand nearby, but I had closed my eyes so that I could feel the cock in my pussy.

      “So lovely,” I heard Jacob Miniver say. “She’s better this way than as a virgin bride, isn’t she?”

      “Indubitably,” said Justice Warren.

      I sobbed, riding up and down, riding my guardian almost as I had ridden the punishment horse, my bottom in his hands, as he spread the whipped cheeks so that Mr. Miniver could crouch behind and press his own cock against my smallest place.

      Not so small anymore, I thought with a flash of heat to my cheeks. It felt tiny, though, and it made me scream as my former suitor slowly pushed inside while Gerard held me in place with only the head of his erection in my pussy.

      “Oh, heavens,” I moaned. “Oh, please…”

      Justice Warren, whose penis tasted of the antiseptic cleanser I had seen on a side table, stood before me to use my mouth. The men between my legs began to move me in a more and more urgent rhythm. I cried out around the manhood that thrust over my tongue and deep against my palate, and I felt fuller than I thought a girl should ever be. I began to come, and in the grip of the many climaxes that followed like trees falling in a forest, knocking one another down until the whole glade lay vanquished, I seemed to disappear entirely into a whirlwind of pleasure.

      They fucked me and fucked me, and at last they, too, came inside me: first Justice Warren, and then Mr. Miniver, and then finally Gerard, his hands still on the little bottom he had caned in his study. He held me atop him, immobile as I felt his cock spurt, and then he rolled me over so that he could look down upon me, the way I imagined a traditional bridegroom might have done. He kissed me tenderly. The other gentlemen had, I gathered, left the chamber of discipline at some point. I imagined them back in the morning room, reading their papers, and I almost giggled.

      “Am I a good girl now?” I asked him, when he broke the kiss.

      “You were always a good girl,” Gerard replied, smiling. “And you were always a little whore, who needed to be given to the club. I admit I didn’t realize it the first time you came to see me—or not fully.”

      “You whipped me,” I said, making my voice petulant. “Even though I was a good girl.”

      “Yes, I did,” my guardian replied. “You needed it. Perhaps it made you commit treason, but you did need it, didn’t you?”

      I bit my lip, and then I told the truth. “Yes, sir.”

      

      
        
        The End

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Afterword

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Stormy Night Publications would like to thank you for your interest in our books.

      

      

      

      
        
        If you liked this book (or even if you didn’t), we would really appreciate you leaving a review on the site where you purchased it. Reviews provide useful feedback for us and our authors, and this feedback (both positive comments and constructive criticism) allows us to work even harder to make sure we provide the content our customers want to read.

      

      

      

      
        
        If you would like to check out more books from Stormy Night Publications, if you want to learn more about our company, or if you would like to join our mailing list, please visit our website at:

      

      

      

      
        
        http://www.stormynightpublications.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Galactic Discipline Series

          

        

      

    

    
      War Bride

      

      Training Planet

      

      Given to the Daddies

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Institute Series

          

        

      

    

    
      Bought and Trained

      

      An Extreme Marriage

      

      Breaking Abigail

      

      At Leo’s Command

      

      Controlling Caitlin

      

      Thoroughly Trained

      

      Begging to Be Owned

      

      Reformed for the Senator

      

      Drastic Measures

      

      A Concubine for the Trillionaire

      

      Tamed by the Sheikh

      

      Sold to the Billionaire

      

      A Punishment Exam for Jane

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Institute: Naughty Little Girls Series

          

        

      

    

    
      The Oak Street Method: Wendy

      

      The Oak Street Method: Ginnie

      

      The Oak Street Method: Frankie and Mary

      

      The Oak Street Method: Heather

      

      The Oak Street Method: Renee

      

      Beyond Oak Street: Their Billionaire Daddies

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Institute: Bad Girls Series

          

        

      

    

    
      Where Bad Girls Go

      

      What Bad Girls Need

      

      What Bad Girls Get

      

      How Bad Girls Learn

      

      When Bad Girls Need More

      

      What Bad Girls Fear

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Institute: Shameful Arrangements Series

          

        

      

    

    
      Her Shameful Arrangement

      Her Billionaire’s Demands

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Bound for Service Series

          

        

      

    

    
      Bound and Initiated

      

      Trained by the Trillionaire

      

      Shameful Surrender

      

      A Shameful Punishment

      

      Shared and Punished

      

      The Shame Gambit

      

      Shameful Influence

      

      Harsh Training

      

      Broken for Him

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Beyond the Institute: The Future of Correction Series

          

        

      

    

    
      Shamed

      

      Subjugated

      

      The Sergeant’s Claim

      

      Buying His Mate

      

      Bought by the Doctor

      

      A Punishment Marriage

      

      Governing His Bride

      

      A Wife’s Correction

      

      Stolen by Her Master

      

      Claimed by the Machine

      

      The Most Shameful Game

      

      Serving in Shame

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Corporate Correction Series

          

        

      

    

    
      Shared by the Billionaires

      

      Theirs to Use

      

      A Shameful Experiment

      

      His Blushing Plaything

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Victorian Correction Series

          

        

      

    

    
      Innocence Examined

      

      The Duke’s School for Young Ladies

      

      The Lord’s Scandalous Bride

      

      The Modesty Cure

      

      His Blushing Rose

      

      Examined and Corrected

      

      Reforming Rebecca

      

      Kept for Training

      

      His Bride’s Shameful Training

      

      Properly Theirs

      

      Her Shameful Training

      

      The Duke’s Shameful Demands

      

      The Duke’s Shameful Game

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Shamefully Courted Series

          

        

      

    

    
      His Blushing Bride

      

      Claimed as His Bride

      

      Her Shameful Lesson

      

      Her Shameful Wedding Night

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            More Stormy Night Books by Emily Tilton

          

        

      

    

    
      The Count’s Discipline

      

      Geoffrey’s Rules

      

      Tamed by the Highlander

      

      Their Firm Men

      

      Bred by the Spartans

      

      Her Doctor’s Orders

      

      Her Daddy, Her Dom, and Her Doctor

      

      Her True Lord’s Claim

      

      The Emperor’s New Pony

      

      The Rancher’s Little Girl

      

      The Outlaw’s Daughter

      

      Assigned a Guardian

      

      Old-Fashioned Values

      

      Under His Watch

      

      Trained at the Castle

      

      Her Shameful Audition

      

      An Indecent Awakening

      

      Saved by the Highlander

      

      An Indecent Voyage

      

      A Legacy of Dominance

      

      Assigned a Daddy

      

      Shared by the Barbarians

      

      His City Girl

      

      His Little Runaway

      

      In Loco Parentis

      

      Their Wayward Wives

      

      His Little Troublemaker

      

      Five Naughty Little Girls

      

      The Immortal’s Pet

      

      The Correctional Program

      

      Taken from School

      

      His Old-Fashioned World

      

      The Billionaire and the Wedding Planner

      

      Her Old-Fashioned Husbands

      

      The Mercenary’s Girl

      

      In Need of a Master

      

      Under Alien Influence

      

      His Naughty Little Superhero

      

      Her Shameful Confession

      

      Shared by the Pirates

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Emily Tilton Links

          

        

      

    

    
      You can keep up with Emily Tilton via her newsletter, her Facebook page, and her Goodreads profile, using the following links:

      

      https://landing.mailerlite.com/webforms/landing/k8d6a9

      https://www.facebook.com/pages/Explorations-by-Emily-Tilton/524106554315976

      http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7048431.Emily_Tilton

      
        [image: Facebook icon] Facebook

      

    

  

cover.jpeg





