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Summary

This machine was the Professor’s ultimate achievement. No woman who had lain on this table had yet been able to withstand it.

Lord Elliston is at his wit’s end with his daughter Emily. Nothing he tries seems to make the slightest impact on her deplorable behavior, and when she is caught stealing a handkerchief he knows that it is time for desperate measures. One name comes up again and again—Professor George E. Feversham. The founder of Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education has a reputation for reforming troubled young women of the lower classes, and his treatments for praefocatio matricis—female hysteria—are renowned in scientific circles. It seems that the Professor is his last, best hope for regaining control of his daughter. But what will the treatments mean for Emily?
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HYSTERIA

THE DARK WOODEN DOOR MIGHT AS WELL have had “Abandon all hope, ye who enter” engraved on it, and a shiver of dread ran through Emily Blackwell as her father twisted the doorbell. Only his iron grip on her arm prevented her from attempting to dash back towards the hansom cab which had dropped them off in front of the forbidding brick building whose brass plaque proclaimed it the “Feversham Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education.” That was a mouthful which boiled down to her father being sick to death of her antics and ready to try anything at all which might rein in her youthful exuberance and high spirits. To Emily it sounded suspiciously as though he wanted to cure her of being eighteen years old, but so far as she knew the only remedy for that was more birthdays.

A lovely young woman with wide green eyes and long auburn curls cracked open the door and eyed them warily. “Are you expected?” she asked.

Emily’s father nodded. “Lord Elliston and Miss Blackwell.”

“Please come in, then.”

The woman swung open the door and ushered them into an airy sitting room illuminated by the flood of golden afternoon sunlight pouring through the tall windows. “Please make yourselves comfortable. The Professor is finishing up a previous appointment, but he’ll be right out.”

As the girl vanished around a corner the faint sound of voices in the next room caught Emily’s attention and she sat up a little straighter on the couch, ignoring her father’s disapproving glare. If people didn’t want to be overheard then they should take more care to keep their voices down.

“Enjoyment? How dare you, sir?” a deep voice thundered in outrage. “I am a man of science, and I deeply resent the implication that I derive any sort of pleasure from the miserable afflictions of these unfortunate young women.”

Another voice responded, too low to make out although Emily strained her ears trying.

“Utterly preposterous! You may gather your infernal accusations and go straight to the devil, sir. Now take your leave immediately, or most assuredly I shall throw you out!”

A thin, harried youth in a threadbare coat scurried through the sitting room and bolted through the door. Thumping footsteps announced the arrival of his nemesis, and Emily and her father rose to their feet as a bear of a man strode in and stopped short at the sight of them. Thick, unruly black hair covered his head and a few loose curls dangled unnoticed down his broad forehead. While not what Emily normally considered handsome, his face had an angular strength that she found appealing. Or at least she might have if he hadn’t been so very big and powerful—to a young lady who could only manage her five-foot-two-and-eyes-of-blue on her tiptoes this man was more than a little intimidating.

“Three o’clock already?” he grumbled. “Well, my apologies for keeping you waiting. I was imposed upon by one of those vermin who call themselves journalists. Never speak to a journalist, young lady,” he said to Emily, shaking a warning finger at her and peering down with blue-gray eyes which still sparkled with indignation. “They will twist your every word into something vile.”

“Lord Elliston,” her father announced, “and Miss Emily Blackwell.”

“Professor George Edward Feversham,” the man replied. “Please come with me and we can discuss matters in my office.”

As they took their seats in two comfortably padded armchairs the Professor ensconced himself behind an enormous desk piled high with papers and heavy, leather-bound books. His own chair creaked ominously as he leaned back and steepled his hands on his breast. Emily kept her hands folded in her lap; she dared not meet that penetrating gaze again. Somehow it felt as though he could see right through her to unveil her most secret thoughts, and those were far too embarrassing for anyone else to ever learn.

“So what is troubling the young lady so badly that you felt the need to bring her to me?”

“Well,” her father said, “she’s been quite impossible lately. She simply refuses to behave like a lady in public and she’s openly defiant. Twice we’ve caught her attempting to sneak out of the house in the middle of the night, and she was actually caught stealing a handkerchief last week. Stealing! Can you believe that?”

Emily wished the earth would open up and swallow her. It was true, all true, but having it discussed in front of a stranger was too much to bear. She bit down hard on her lip and clenched her hands together until her knuckles went white.

Professor Feversham regarded them with narrowed eyes. “Most assuredly I can believe it, my lord. Tell me, Miss Blackwell, do you frequently suffer from sleeplessness?” When she nodded he continued. “Irritability? Nervousness? A heaviness or ache in your lower abdomen?”

As she nodded to each of these in turn his smile became steadily more confident. “Well, there you have it.”

“Have what?” Lord Elliston asked, clearly perplexed.

“Praefocatio matricis. Or as it is more commonly known among lay folk, female hysteria. Did you know, my lord, that almost seventy percent of women are afflicted with this dreadful malady?”

“That many?”

“Indeed. Our prisons teem with members of the weaker sex because of its nefarious effects. The entire reasoning behind my founding this academy was to eliminate this scourge of womanhood. I have focused all of my not inconsiderable mental faculties on the issue, and the treatments I have pioneered here are proven to restore the humors of these poor women to their rightful balance. Now in partnership with the courts I take in troubled young women who have been convicted of the worst sorts of iniquities, and under my guidance they are transmogrified into the most docile, obedient creatures imaginable.”

“Incredible! But while that’s all very well for common girls, what about my daughter?”

“Oh, I have treated young women from some of the finest families in the nation—all without a breath of scandal. You have heard of none such, have you my lord? Of course not. We live and breathe discretion here.”

Lord Elliston leaned forward eagerly. “What must we do?”

“The first treatment will take about an hour. Simply leave your daughter in my care and I’ll send her home in my own carriage when we’ve finished. It does sometimes require multiple treatments over a period of time to achieve the full effect, but you have my word that you’ll see a pronounced difference in her this very day.”

“That would be splendid.”

The Professor placed his large hands flat on the desk and gave Emily a stern look. “I do require that you give me a free hand in how I handle her, though, my lord. Often the young women object to their treatments and we must use more strenuous means of persuasion—just as sometimes a child must be coerced to take a bitter medicine. It is all for their own good.”

“I understand completely, Professor.” Lord Elliston turned disapproving dark eyes on his daughter, who shrank still further into her chair. “Emily, you are to follow all of Professor Feversham’s instructions—to the letter, girl. If I receive a bad report of you, that will be the end. I’ll ship you straight off and have you locked up at my brother’s house in Sutherland where you can wither away as a miserable spinster. Do you understand me, young lady?”

Knowing that he truly meant it this time, Emily gave one sharp nod. Satisfied, Lord Elliston rose to his feet.

“I leave her in your capable hands then, Professor, with my gratitude. No, you needn’t get up. I’ll just see myself out so you can get right to work.”

Emily hardly dared to breathe. She could feel the weight of the Professor’s gaze bearing down upon her, although she could not bring herself to look up at him. Oh, what must he think of her? The sharp, clear ringing of a bell in that ponderous silence made her start and she lifted her eyes for a moment—just long enough to be ensnared by the Professor’s blue-gray stare. Caught, she found herself unable to look away, entranced like a bird by a snake until the arrival of the pretty redheaded girl broke the spell.

“You rang, Professor?”

“Please take Miss Blackwell to Examination Room Number Three and prepare her for the usual treatment regimen, Miss Sheldon. I’ll be along in a moment.”

“Of course.” She turned to Emily with a polite smile. “Please follow me, Miss Blackwell.”

The glint in the Professor’s eyes told Emily that she had no choice at all, that her choices had all vanished with her father. She was at his mercy now, and regardless of what she said or did he would give her this treatment exactly as he had promised her father he would. With a sigh of resignation she rose and followed the redheaded woman through the silent house past a number of closed doors until they went around a turn and passed into another part of the building.

Miss Sheldon directed her through the first doorway they came to there, and when the lights came up Emily gasped. A strange padded table with a cutaway section on one end occupied the center of the room, while odd devices whose purposes she could not begin to fathom were scattered about. A long counter took up the whole of the far wall, and its immaculate white tiles held a sundry of frightening medical and scientific instruments, some soaking in jars of alcohol, along with a number of metal canisters and glass jars. Yet another strange contraption of brass and wires hung suspended from the ceiling on a multi-jointed mechanical arm like some glistening, malevolent insect.

Emily’s heart stuttered and thumped wildly as she took it all in and little fingers of terror worried at her. What infernal purposes could all of these gadgets serve, and how were they to be used in her treatment?

“Now Miss Blackwell, if you’ll just step over here and remove your clothes…”

Emily blinked at the other woman in surprise. “My clothes?”

“Yes, Miss. The Professor must do a thorough medical examination before he can begin your treatment. It’s quite all right. I’m a nurse, but I have been trained as a ladies’ maid so I can assist you.”

The thought of being in Professor Feversham’s control was bad enough; Emily had no intention of rendering herself even more helpless. “Undress here? No. Absolutely not.”

Miss Sheldon threw a worried glance towards the door. “Miss, the Professor doesn’t stand for having his orders flouted. In this house he expects to be obeyed in all things, no matter who you are outside. And I swear to you that young women of far higher standing than your own have given way before him.”

 

Emily lifted her chin and clenched her teeth. This was her line in the sand. “I will not,” she stated.

*          *          *

In his office Professor Feversham dashed a half inch of whiskey into a glass from a crystal decanter and raised it to his lips. This girl Emily was simply exquisite—a tiny little thing with ebony hair and limpid blue eyes and lips that formed a perfect rosy bow. It took very little imagination to picture those lips stretched taut around his thick cock, and he tossed down a gulp of the whiskey to fortify himself. However pleasant it might be to dwell upon, with this being her first treatment it was too soon to take her down that path. He would allow himself to hope for the future, though, and in the meantime there was always Lettie Sheldon, his favorite little nurse.

Tossing down the rest of the whiskey he followed after them, arriving just in time to hear Emily’s defiant refusal. A tiny smile twitched his lips, which he was careful to wipe away before he stepped into the room. He had been hoping she’d give him an excuse to correct her behavior.

“You did hear your father’s instruction to obey me in all things, did you not Miss Blackwell?”

The girl jumped in surprise and spun to face him, those enticing blue eyes wide and uncertain, her cheeks flushed deep pink. She was not nearly as self-assured as she had pretended to be with Miss Sheldon, and his sudden appearance had unnerved her. He allowed a small smile of disdain to curl his lips.

“Well? You may obey as you have been instructed, or you shall be spanked as the willful little brat your father described you to be. It is all one to me. Just remember that he said I was to have a free hand. I would suggest you not push to find out just how free.”

For a moment he thought she meant to carry her defiance to the limit, but to his disappointment she sank in on herself and surrendered. Too easily. This one had a core of spirit that would persist and was merely waiting to erupt again. Well, he would be ready for her when it happened. His cock twitched at the thought of her creamy buttocks turning an angry scarlet beneath his palm. Soon.

*          *          *

Once Emily gave over resisting, Professor Feversham withdrew and Miss Sheldon quickly removed the girl’s dress, which she folded neatly and set on the counter before unlacing the girl’s corset and stripping off her chemise. Overwhelmed with shame at being naked before this stranger, Emily hastened to slip on the shapeless cotton gown the redheaded woman handed her. She quickly realized that it did little to assuage her modesty, however, as it was low cut in front, open in the back, and even as short as she was it did not quite reach her knees. While her face burned with shame Miss Sheldon looked her over and gave a nod of satisfaction.

Emily allowed herself to be measured and weighed and then climbed up onto the padded table with the aid of the nurse and a footstool. The gown kept falling open and she felt like a juggler as she struggled to keep herself covered, first in front and then in back. She had just managed to settle into a more stable position when the Professor returned and Miss Sheldon handed him the card she had written Emily’s information down on.

“Eighteen years and three months of age, five feet and one inch tall, six stone and twelve… All perfectly normal.” Handing the card back to the nurse he produced a pocket watch and gripped Emily’s wrist. “Pulse is strong, ninety beats per minute. A bit elevated, but under the circumstances that’s understandable. Now, let’s get her temperature.”

Miss Sheldon hurried over and handed him a long, glass thermometer and a stoppered bottle, which he opened and set in a recessed cavity at one edge of the table. Emily eyed them dubiously as the Professor turned back towards her.

“All right, Miss Blackwell. Please lie down on your stomach.”

If she did that the back of the gown would fall open and reveal her naked buttocks to him. “But Professor, I—”

“No arguments, please. I must take your temperature and this is the most accurate way.”

Understanding dawned and Emily blushed crimson. He was going to put the thermometer in her bottom! The muscles there clenched tightly at the mere thought of any intrusion and she drew back from him as far as she could without falling off of the table.

“Sir, I cannot possibly—”

With a menacing growl the Professor leaned forward. “I have had enough of your insolence for one day.”

Quick as thought his great hands captured her arms and yanked her towards him. For just a moment she struggled, purely from reflex, but then she remembered her father’s words and went limp in his grasp. She must submit unless she wished to suffer permanent exile to the cold, empty dreariness of Sutherland. Seemingly without effort Professor Feversham lifted her, turned her and bent her over the edge of the table, holding her there with one hand while the other spread open the back of her gown to reveal the creamy white skin of her bottom. Emily expected to feel the prodding of the thermometer and steeled herself for it; what she did not expect was the sudden burst of fiery pain which exploded through her as Professor Feversham’s huge, bare hand cracked across her buttocks.

Her startled squeak was cut off midway as he struck her again, and her body went rigid at this shocking imposition. Why, she had not been spanked since she was a tiny girl, and even then it had been limited to the occasional light swat by her overindulgent nanny. Now, with each blow that fell upon her waves of burning misery streaked through her lower body, until it felt as though everything below her waist was aflame. Her cries seemed to drive the Professor to new efforts, but to Emily’s surprise the pain actually began to recede, the fiery sting replaced by a hot tingling that awakened an odd, gnawing ache deep between her legs. The strange feeling spread, a warm glow up her belly that heated her breasts, and her nipples crinkled so painfully against the fabric of her gown that she gasped. That forbidden place between her legs grew damp, and the wicked longing to fill it came close to overwhelming her.

It took almost a full minute for her to realize that the spanking had stopped.

“Correction is a part of the therapy offered,” the Professor explained, “but only a part. Be a good girl and you’re liable to find that you don’t mind any of it nearly as much as you think you ought.”

Emily was beyond answering, her breath short and her body tense with the hollow need aching inside of her. She had no name for the feelings which gripped her, but caught on the edges of pleasure she knew that they must be terrible and wicked indeed. The question foremost in her mind, however, was whether she cared so long as her yearnings were fulfilled.

She gave another startled squeak when the Professor spread her buttocks open and Miss Sheldon slowly dribbled the contents of the glass bottle onto Emily’s exposed flesh. The cool fluid hitting her skin made her flinch, but that iron grip still held her firmly against the table.

“It’s only a bit of olive oil,” the Professor said. “To ease the passage of the thermometer. Steady, now.”

The girl could not help but tense at the first prodding of the glass tube against her nether hole, but Professor Feversham applied a little more pressure and the tip slipped past the tight little ring of her sphincter. The sensation as the lubricated cylinder slid into her was decidedly odd, though not altogether unpleasant, and Emily tried to relax for the Professor and not squirm as he worked it deeper and twisted it about.

“There we are, Miss Blackwell,” he said, his fingers stroking soothingly against the still-heated flesh of her buttocks. “Hold still; it will take a few minutes to register. Tell me, have you had any problems with piles or constipation?”

“No, Professor,” she murmured. “Not recently, anyway. When I was a little girl, sometimes.”

“Hm. Probably best to do a thorough physical examination anyway.” He paused to look at his watch and then back at the thermometer. “There, that will about do it. 99.1 degrees, Miss Sheldon.”

The ache between Emily’s legs gave a sharp twinge as the Professor slowly withdrew the thermometer with a gentle corkscrewing motion. The friction of the slippery glass sent little jolts of hot pleasure through her bottom that made her quiver deep inside, and a part of her wished that she dared ask him to do it again, but she feared it would make him angry if he thought she was enjoying something so wicked. She sighed a little as he pulled it free, and then Miss Sheldon cleaned her carefully with a wet cloth. The feel of another’s touch there, where she had been inviolate since childhood, made her shiver.

“All right, Miss Blackwell. Back up on the table, if you please, so I may continue my examination.”

Obediently she allowed him to help her up, and she tried to ignore the way her gown flapped and exposed her with every movement. At his urging she laid flat while he unlatched two metal footrests and positioned them to either side of the table, and then he grasped one ankle and placed her foot on the rest. While he held it in place Miss Sheldon snapped a leather strap around her leg to hold it in place.

“So you don’t get tired, dear,” she said when she noticed Emily’s look of trepidation, “or inadvertently move while the Professor is examining you.”

Her other leg was swiftly secured and the Professor sat down just below her hips on a leather stool. Before she could object he lifted the hem of her gown and tugged it up so it bunched up over her belly to leave her lower body completely exposed to him. Once more Emily’s skin flared with mortification at being seen thus. How would she bear the memory of it? How could she ever face either the Professor or Miss Sheldon again knowing that they had seen every inch of her most private places?

Gentle fingers prodded near her sex, teased against her pink lips, spread her open so that she gasped as cool air struck her moist flesh. Below her belly she felt a flutter, a trembling ache, and writhed on the table. What did this awful, empty feeling mean?

“Labia are well-formed and engorged,” the Professor said to his nurse. “Clitoris is erect and responds to stimulation.”

As he spoke his fingers brushed against her aching clit and a sharp cry burst from her lungs. Emily had never felt anything like it in her life; it seemed as though every nerve she possessed was joined at that one point and at the Professor’s touch her entire body responded with a sensation so intense that she was not even sure that it was pleasure. A tempest of feeling snatched her breath away as his fingers slowly circled that taut skin and she lifted her bottom off the table, pushed herself towards him. More; she wanted more—needed more, and she whimpered in frustration.

“How is that?” he asked as his fingertip brushed across her once again.

“Good,” she moaned. “So good. Oh, Professor, what are you doing to me?”

“Giving you the release your body craves, Miss Blackwell.”

*          *          *

The girl responded to his touch even better than he had hoped, and left him in no doubt that she would soon be a regular patient with a steadily recurring need for his treatments. Such a pretty little pussy, too; so perfectly formed and almost dainty with those thin, even lips. He had to restrain himself from bending over to taste her rich nectar, and the sharp scent of her arousal set his cock throbbing. Such intimacies could simply not be rushed, however. In due time, if he was patient and conveyed to her the types of pleasures she was capable of experiencing he might take things further.

While he continued to massage her clit the Professor pressed the end of one finger inside the girl’s slick tunnel in a tentative probe, but his questing digit soon met the barrier of her still-intact hymen. A virgin, just as he had expected. That could be a problem for his later designs on her, but there were always other avenues he might exploit for their mutual pleasure. Using his thumb to stroke against her hard nub he slid his fingers along her wet furrow and down into the tight cleft beneath. Her anus was still slick from a mixture of olive oil and her own leaking juices, and he teased against it with a fingertip.

She moaned a little at the tentative pressure, but made no attempt to evade him. Oh, this straitlaced little Miss Blackwell was indeed something of a closet wanton. He reached for the olive oil and spilled the viscous liquid onto her clit until a thick, glistening layer covered her entire cunt. All the while she rubbed against him and moaned at every touch like a little whore until inside his trousers his cock strained and begged for attention. 

“The treatment for female hysteria,” he intoned as he kneaded her clit with the heel of his hand, “involves at this stage a firm pelvic massage to right the position of the uterus within the abdomen. When it is once again properly aligned you will experience what we is known as a hysterical paroxysm.” The tip of his finger dipped into her opening, teased, rubbed along the slippery rim. “After this occurs you should feel noticeably calmer and more relaxed.”

He could not tell if she heard him; she seemed lost in the animal urges which consumed her. It was time to increase her stimulation.

“Miss Sheldon, please start the electromechanical percuteur.”

The nurse had to stand on her tiptoes to reach the cord dangling from the mechanical contrivance which hung suspended from the ceiling, but the whole affair dropped silently lower on well-oiled joints. With slow, deliberate tugs on the cord she swung it around so that the smooth rubber vibratode was aimed at the girl’s sex, and at a nod from the Professor she turned it on. The device came alive with a deep, thrumming hum like a hive of bees, and the rubber tip became a blur as the electric motor pulsed it six thousand times a minute. This machine was the Professor’s ultimate achievement. No woman who had lain on this table had yet been able to withstand it.

With infinite care he nudged the arm forward until the soft rubber tip grazed Emily’s clit. Her sharp intake of breath told him when it was positioned properly, and he eased his hand back out of the way to let the device take over. No doubt it would serve admirably to keep her distracted for a while.

From a drawer beneath the table he withdrew a pair of supple rubber gloves, the finest and thinnest available. Laying aside the left glove the Professor eased the right one onto his hand, the rubber stretching over that large paw and requiring some finesse to get it adjusted properly without tearing it. Once that was accomplished he availed himself of the olive oil, spreading a lavish coat over his index and middle fingers until they were as slippery as young Miss Blackwell’s dripping pussy. With the olive oil bottle placed within arm’s reach to replenish his lubrication should it become necessary Professor Feversham was ready.

It was time to proceed to the next step of Miss Blackwell’s examination.

*          *          *

Emily’s eyes were closed, her entire being focused on the crescendo of pleasure building in her loins. Nothing in her short life had prepared her for this, nor had there been any hint that it was possible to derive such bliss from that tiny part of her body which the Professor’s machine stimulated. She had touched her clit on more than one instance—purely by accident, of course—but while there had been some small amount of gratification it had been nothing compared what she felt now. A rapturous heat suffused her entire body to leave her torpid and anxious with a tension she could not name. Desire swelled, but a desire for what? She ached inside, yearned for fulfillment. It seemed as though something should be there inside of her, something to occupy the emptiness she felt within, something to still the odd trembling deep between her legs.

Her hands had gripped at the edges of the table, unsure of where to go or what to do under this strange assault on her senses, but as her breasts grew hotter and heavier and the prickling warmth in her nipples became almost unbearable her fingers wandered up to brush those hard pink knobs through the thin cotton of her gown. So sensitive! Her head tipped back and her spine arched at the jolt of almost unendurable pleasure-pain of that touch. Hesitantly her fingers returned, tentative in their next attempt, and Emily hissed between her teeth at her body’s response. Down between her legs she was wet, so very wet that it felt almost as though she had lost control of her bladder. Was this normal? The Professor had not commented on her state, so surely it must be as he expected.

What was he doing, anyway?

“Remain calm and relaxed now, Miss Blackwell.” His voice sounded calm and far away. “I’m going to complete your examination, but you want to be careful and still so as not to interrupt your treatment.”

The last thing Emily wanted was to interrupt her treatment. She wished it could go on forever, even though the prodigious tension building up inside her must consume her eventually.

His finger grazed her lower lips and a frisson of anticipation swept through her—would he touch her there and fill the growing ache of need emanating from her sopping tunnel? But no, he moved on, his fingertip tickling along skin that was nothing but raw nerves. She wanted to move, wanted to force his fingers inside of her, yet she could not bear to part herself from the wonderful device still massaging her swollen, pink pearl. Even so she flinched as his finger prodded between her buttocks, still unused to any presence there. The memory of the subtle pleasure of the thermometer sliding into her was still fresh in her mind, though, and she lifted up just a little and shifted so that he might find his way more easily.

An insolent fingertip found her forbidden passage, teased the outer pink rim with small, slow circles. The olive oil made it slippery so he glided easily against the bare, sensitive flesh. Emily knew that it was depraved, but his touch felt wonderful and sent fresh pulses of sluggish heat radiating from her bottom into her quivering sex. She found that with a bit of care she could move a little to meet him without losing contact with the vibrating machine, and so increase this forbidden pleasure still more.

Slowly the Professor increased the pressure against her, curling his finger to spread the olive oil lubricant more evenly as he eased inside. This felt different than the thermometer—his finger was thicker and it stretched her clenched muscles so that even with the oil there was more friction. For a moment she felt a twinge of pain, but then it receded to be replaced by still more rolling waves of tingling heat as his finger worked its way deeper. It was not exactly what she craved, did not quite fill the need between her legs, but each thrust sent her higher and she gradually released the last of her grip on the world and let herself float up and up on this tide of bright bliss.

*          *          *

The girl was actually fucking her ass down on his finger. That was not so unusual in itself, but typically his patients required more treatments before they let themselves go to embrace the full experience of sensation that he offered. Miss Blackwell was indeed a marvel, and as her rectum squeezed his finger in little spasms his stone-hard erection pulsed in time with it.

“So hot,” he murmured. “So tight. Oh, if only…”

Her easy surrender gave him some solace that he would not have to wait nearly so long as he had originally believed, but the divine heat and pressure on the finger resting inside of her was driving him mad.

“Miss Sheldon.”

His voice was hoarse with his own need, and the petite nurse hurried to his side. Deft fingers plucked at his trousers, unfastened the buttons to release his straining manhood from his drawers. She gripped the shaft where it jutted erect from his clothing, her fingers unable to quite close around his girth, the hot meat pulsating in her hand in time to his rapid heartbeat. He groaned at her touch and the dark, mushroomed head flared even larger.

The nurse held his eyes and gave him a saucy little smirk before running her tongue lasciviously over the engorged, purple head. With another groan Professor Feversham slid down a little on the stool; Lettie had been one of his first patients, and the ungrateful little wretch never let him forget how he drew out her own release that first time on the table. Still, she was a skillful nurse and as lecherous a woman as he’d ever met, so she was his perfect companion in this enterprise. All that was lacking was a bit more pity where he was concerned. On the other hand she knew exactly what she was doing, and he would not have changed her for the world.

As her soft, pink lips wrapped around the tip of his cock her tongue swirled lazily around the spongy flesh, seeking out the spots she knew to be most sensitive for extra attention. Somehow she managed to keep her eyes locked on his, those enormous, clear green eyes in her sweet pixie face making her look like some little urchin fresh off the street. Oh, she knew how to play that role as well, even though she was over twenty now, and knew it well enough that she taught her skills to the young women in the other wing of his academy.

The Professor’s eyelids fluttered as she swallowed half his length while continuing to ply him with the expert velvet of her tongue. Soft, wet heat enfolded him, almost made him forget about the girl still on the table, and then Miss Sheldon’s free hand thrust into his drawers and found his tight, swollen balls. She squeezed them lightly, and then massaged them in a slow, steady rhythm with her slender fingers.

More of his manhood disappeared into the nurse’s hot little mouth and he forced himself to take a few deep calming breaths. Miss Blackwell still needed attending to, and once he had himself back under control Professor Feversham resumed the smooth pumping of his finger into the girl’s tight asshole. She rocked with him now, her soft moans a constant low music that did nothing to soothe the beast within him. Her animal sounds and the way her sphincter clenched his finger at each thrust had him boiling, and the sharp, musky smell of her arousal wrapped itself around him to drive him straight to the brink of ecstasy.

Miss Sheldon knew him well enough to sense that he was nearing his limit so she redoubled her efforts on his manhood, her tongue flying against his taut skin while her mouth squeezed and slid along the shaft and her fingers toyed with his balls. His eyelids drooped again and he allowed himself to imagine that rather than Lettie’s mouth his cock was sunk to the balls in the burning grip of Miss Blackwell’s luscious, round ass. As the fantasy swept him up he worked his finger deeper, fucked her harder with that oily digit until they both rocked and moaned together in a frenzy of shared lust.

With one final slurping suck the redheaded nurse buried the head of his cock against her throat just in time to receive the first blob of his cum as it shot forth. The Professor’s body went rigid as the muscles of his groin tightened and he emptied the rest of his seed into the eager mouth of his young helper, his finger still thrust completely inside Miss Blackwell’s clenched rectum.

*          *          *

The finger stroking inside of her bottom moved faster now, driving her towards a precipice that she could somehow feel even while she did not understand what it truly entailed. She barely knew anything at all now, so lost was she in the throes of this assault on her senses from every direction at once. Unable to lift herself from the embrace of the table she lay there and wallowed in the successive waves of unbearable pleasure boiling out of her lower body, each more powerful than the last. Emily was deaf to the low sounds coming from her own throat, insensible to the way she ground herself against the finger intruding in her ass.

It was that finger which finally did it, shoving hard up against her in a series of violent thrusts that actually lifted her off the table. In response her muscles tightened, lost their grip on that slippery assailant so that when it pressed home once more the friction once again sent a burning pain through that small ring of muscle. Emily gasped as her whole body went taut in shock and then shuddered as a swell of pure rapture hammered into her. Back arched as she writhed on the table she did hear her voice now, hoarse cries that bounced from the bare walls of the small room. Strange colors swirled across her eyes and her pulse roared like a steam train. Was she dying? Oh, but if one must die then she would choose to go like this, in a rush of joy that lifted her and tore at her all at the same time. With a sigh she relaxed and gave herself up to the forces raging through her.

Long moments passed before she opened her eyes and found herself still among the living in Professor Feversham’s examination room. The Professor stood at her side watching her with a tiny smile of satisfaction as he held her wrist to take her pulse again, and Miss Sheldon busied herself with returning the vibrating machine to its original position high above the table. 

Emily blinked in amazement. Surely she should feel ashamed at her display before these two strangers? And yet all she felt was a warm glow that suffused her from her head to her toes, a relaxed sense of well-being which left her heart light as a feather within her breast.

“What have you done to me?” she whispered in hushed awe.

The Professor patted her arm soothingly. “I induced a hysterical paroxysm,” he explained. “This returned your errant womb to its rightful state, and so relieved the horrible tension which had built up inside of you and was causing all of the unpleasantness which you felt.”

“So am I cured, then?”

“Only temporarily, I’m afraid.” Professor Feversham said. “In many cases the effect wears off in time and you will require more treatments to restore your womb to its proper place. But for now you should be right as rain, Miss Blackwell.”

Miss Sheldon appeared at her other side with her clothes. “All right, Miss. Let’s get you cleaned up and dressed, and then our coachman will drive you home. The Professor has other patients he must attend to.”

As the Professor left the room Emily sat up and with Miss Sheldon’s help climbed down onto the floor. She stood in a daze as the pretty nurse dressed her and pinned up her hair, which had fallen loose at some point during her treatment. When she got home she was going to have to humbly thank her father for bringing her to Professor Feversham.

And then she was going to have to figure out just how much to misbehave so that she would be sent back regularly for more of these treatments.

The End

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

“CONSTANCE BREWER.”

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

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

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

“This way. Move along.”

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

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

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

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

“Stand up,” he ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Professor Feversham,” she murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Professor! How could he have known?

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

“Naturally. Bring her inside to my office.”

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

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

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

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

Continue reading Correction…
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Taking Kelsey

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

Kelsey is the preacher’s oldest daughter—still so innocent that she’s hardly even kissed a boy before. When her ride gets pulled over for DUI after they’ve been out drinking with some frat boys from their college she figures it’s all over for her. The preacher has threatened to kick her out if she gets in trouble, and she’s sure she’ll end up in jail for underage drinking.

But blue-eyed Deputy Jack Thompson has other ideas. He’ll keep her out of jail and cover for her with the preacher—for a price. He wants her in his bed, and he’s not interested in taking no for an answer. Will Kelsey trade her first time for an alibi?

Built for Sin

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

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

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

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

Enticing Erin

The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Sean and Vick have had it. Ever since the trio of sorority girls moved in at the beginning of the summer, they’ve been a perpetual pain in the ass. Loud, drunken parties last until dawn, somehow their trash always ends up in Sean and Vicki's yard, and music blares out of the house at all hours even when none of the girls are at home.

When Sean and Vicki wake up to a yard and pool full of bottles and broken glass, they finally hit their fuck it limit. It’s time to put a stop to the girls’ crap once and for all, and Vicki knows just how to do it. She has a brilliant plan to get even while teaching the girls a lesson they'll never forget - and she's going to immortalize the whole thing on video.

Polly and Her Neighbor

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}
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