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Summary

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

Pauline Durant’s neurasthenia has stolen her life for the last two years, and the greatest doctors in Europe have been unable to cure her. Professor Feversham is her father’s last hope for returning her to normalcy. But hers is the most challenging case he has yet seen, and his initial efforts seem fruitless.

“It must be a matter of stimulation. She must have more to break down her barriers and get through to her, allowing her release.”

Will the Professor’s latest invention—the violet ray device—provide the extra stimulation Pauline requires? Will it cure her dreadful neurasthenia and finally grant her the release she so desperately needs?
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NEURASTHENIA

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But what about his views on neurasthenia?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Professor perked up at that. “Client?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lord Ashenhurst and Miss Durant,” she announced.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“If I may?” the Professor asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Miss Sheldon?” Feversham said.

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

“Come in.”

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

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

“Examination Room Six, Miss Sheldon.”

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

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

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

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

“Let me help you undress, Miss.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Professor answered from her side as he used a metal wheel to lower the device suspended above her.

“This is the most recent incarnation of my hysteria prognosticator,” he explained. “With it I can measure tiny electrical impulses inside your body to determine the exact nature and degree of your affliction.”

Miss Sheldon placed a cool hand on Pauline’s forehead as the Professor moved to the cutout in the table between her outstretched legs. Pauline could not see what he was doing, and her heart began to thump and she tried to lift up, but the nurse held her steady.

“You mustn’t disturb the Professor’s instruments, dear.”

Something cold and wet dribbled into the slit between her legs and slowly seeped down into the cleft between her buttocks. She squirmed a little then forced herself to hold still. Only now was the mortification beginning to set in—she was naked in front of strangers! The professor was between her widespread legs where he could see every bit of her exposed sex! Before the thought could truly sink in, thick fingers slid along her outer lips to rub the fluid onto her skin. Pauline quivered as they hovered at the virgin entrance to her womanhood. Strange tingles rippled along her skin before shooting deep between her legs, then warmth bubbled low in the pit of her belly. She gasped as fingers discovered that forbidden place at her root and rubbed slickly against the tiny knot hidden there. It stiffened against the Professor’s light touch with an ache that echoed deep within her.

“Oh!” she gasped in surprise.

“Please relax,” Miss Sheldon urged. “He has to prepare you.”

Prepare her for what? Those fingers moved down again, lower, until one impudent digit pressed between her buttocks and found the tight rosebud of her anus. She gasped again, but although it was shocking the sensation was not unpleasant. The Professor’s finger was slow and gentle as it deliberately massaged the viscous fluid into her nether region. Her muscles tensed in tiny spasms as his fingertip swirled against that crinkled hole, but slow waves of pleasure spread out through her lower body at his touch and she slowly relaxed. It was wicked, but it felt so good that she did not wish for him to stop.

A startled squeak broke from her when that finger pressed firmly against that forbidden opening, and her sphincter tightened automatically in response. With the thick liquid as a lubricant, though, the finger squeezed past her clenched ring and wormed its way into her bowels.

“Professor! What are you doing?”

The finger twisted inside of her as it probed deeper.

“As Miss Sheldon said, you must be prepared. Otherwise this will be far less pleasant.”

His finger thrust far up inside of her and she tried to wriggle away, but then his other hand stroked against her swollen pearl once more and she subsided. Pleasure swept through her, more intense than anything she had felt at all in months. Her nipples puckered into hard cherries while her breasts swelled with prickling heat. None of the many other treatments she had received over the last two years had been anything like this!

Between her legs she felt a deep, gnawing emptiness that craved for her to have something there, something more than the finger still wriggling in her rear passage. The craving grew until it was like an insatiable demon inside her demanding to be fed, and she whimpered with her need. It grew even worse when the Professor’s finger slowly withdrew and left her feeling more hollow than before.

“Now, then,” the Professor murmured to himself.

His strong fingers pried apart her buttocks and something else, something far larger, nudged up against the still-quivering hole he had just vacated.

“The prognosticator uses three probes which are inserted into your body to measure the electrical fluids there. With that I can gain a picture of your inner health which will aid me in my diagnosis.”

Pauline blanched at his words. Surely he wasn’t going to put one of the probes there?

The rounded tip of the probe pressed against her, but despite her struggles it slowly spread her straining muscles apart until it popped past the tight ring and slid inside of her. Pain tore through her bottom as it stretched and stretched to accommodate this new intruder, and she felt as though she was being split in two.

“I can’t!” she wailed. “It’s too big!”

“There, there,” Feversham soothed. “It’s almost all in now.”

Her muscles gave way and her body sank back against the table. The thick rod seemed to fill her completely. It was uncomfortable, but as Feversham twisted it around to seat it firmly inside of her she found it also not altogether unpleasant. Heat from her stretched sphincter spread slowly out to awaken a quiver deep between her legs so that the empty aching there grew stronger.

Fingers prodded at her again, this time at the slick entrance to her sex, but as Feversham caressed her nub with a fingertip moisture flooded her fluttering tunnel.

“There,” he said. “That will make it easier.”

His fingers spread her lips apart and opened her wide so that cool air washed over her moist skin and a rash of goose flesh rose over her whole body. Another object pressed firmly against her womanhood, but this time the passage was much easier. With a shuddering sigh Pauline felt it slip into her to fill the hollow void. She gave a low moan as the Professor twisted and adjusted it. It felt so good inside of her, and liquid heat pooled in the space between her legs. This was definitely far better than any of the other treatments she had received! Her eyes drifted shut as she floated on billows of velvet pleasure. Just let this go on and on and she would be perfectly content.

“Miss Durant.”

Her eyes fluttered reluctantly open to find Miss Sheldon standing over her with a gray rod with wires running from one end.

“You have to open your mouth for the third probe,” the nurse told her.

Pauline’s eyes widened in shock and fear. They wanted to put that thing in her mouth? She shook her head wildly.

“I can’t!”

“Of course you can, dear. Just open your mouth and relax, and it will be over before you know it.”

She tried to clamp her jaws shut, but Miss Sheldon pinched her nostrils closed and when Pauline was finally forced to gasp for air the nurse pushed the rod past her lips. She choked and gagged as it hit the back of her tongue.

“Loosen your throat, Miss.”

With no other choice, she stretched her jaws wider and relaxed her tongue so that it would pass. It slid deeper, far into the back of her throat, and Miss Sheldon tilted her head back so that the flared base fit against her lips.

“Good, very good. Hold still, now.”

Her throat burned, but the wonderful sensations between her legs allowed her to shut that out. Pauline closed her eyes and concentrated on her lower body. If she just focused on that, she could get through this.

*          *          *

Professor Feversham watched with interest as Miss Sheldon unclipped two metal clamps from the prognosticator. Squeezing them open, she quickly attached them to their patient’s two deliciously swollen nipples. The girl started with a squeal of surprise as they bit into her sensitive flesh, and his stiff cock jerked in response. Before she could relax, he affixed the third clamp to the swollen knob of her clit. She squealed again and thrashed against her restraints for a moment, then subsided.

“It’s almost over, Miss Durant. I just need a minute for the prognosticator to take its readings.”

His eye went to the fork of her legs, where the two larger probes stuffed her openings. Her skin was stretched taut and white around the thick rods which pierced her, and it was easy to imagine that it was himself filling her lovely holes instead of the lifeless probes of the prognosticator. The girl was truly lovely, and he wished he could have spent more time enjoying this, enjoying the lush pleasures of her sweet, young body and bringing it fully to life. But while she had responded to everything they had done to her, it had not been to the degree which he had expected. That was both surprising and intriguing, but this was only the preliminary examination, after all. Later he could try more interesting methods to stimulate a stronger reaction from her.

The Professor threw a switch on the prognosticator and the probes in Miss Durant’s ass and pussy began to hum with a low vibration. For a moment every muscle in her body locked, but then she relaxed with a low moan that escaped past the probe lodged in her throat. Her case was far from hopeless.

Gripping the rod stuffed in her anus, he twisted it a little and elicited another moan. Miss Durant writhed against it, and a droplet of her juices leaked past the probe in her sex to roll slowly down the curve of her buttock. Miss Sheldon caught it with one finger, which she popped into her mouth.

Delicious, she mouthed at him.

His swollen cock twitched and strained inside his breeches. Sensing his need, deft hands unfastened his pants and freed him. Lettie grabbed him with one hand and slathered his shaft with the olive oil they had used on Miss Durant earlier.

“Quickly,” he murmured.

Lifting her skirts, she turned to present the perfect, creamy curves of her ass to him, then guided his member between her cheeks to the narrow opening within. She rubbed the swollen, purple knob up and down a few times to lubricate herself, and then leaned back against him until his cock punched into the glorious heat of her bottom. In a moment he was buried in her balls-deep, and he groaned as she clenched and pulsed around him. He continued working the probe in Miss Durant while Lettie fucked herself slowly up and down his shaft. It did not take much of that before his balls tightened and began to prickle. Her ass was so tight and clinging, and his cock burned inside of her.

Lettie was bent over with her face almost right against the girl’s glistening pussy, close enough to taste it if she wanted. His cock swelled inside of her at the thought.

“Do it,” he whispered.

She braced herself on the edge of the padded table and thrust herself hard against him. Bending lower, her tongue flickered around the edges of the girl’s sex where the probe stretched the pink flesh so delightfully. With a small sound of glee she licked the moisture away from the skin, which elicited another moan from their patient. He twisted the probe harder, and Miss Durant finally began to respond as he had hoped. Her hips rolled with each thrust, exciting all three of them further until Lettie squeezed her sphincter around him to hold him deep within her bowels.

It was more than he could take, and he exploded with a scalding burst of cum that seemed as though it would never stop spurting. He shoved the probe completely into the girl’s bottom and she gave a strangled cry that masked his own grunt as he spasmed inside his nurse. Lettie allowed his member to slip, now spent, from her ass, straightened her skirt, and after one last flick of her tongue along Pauline’s clit returned to the other end of the table to begin freeing their patient.

An hour later, after Miss Durant had been returned to her quarters for a well-deserved rest, Lettie poured a cup of tea for Feversham in the quiet of his office.

“You’re disappointed,” she said.

His massive brow furrowed in a frown. “I am… Puzzled.”

“She did respond,” Lettie pointed out.

“True, but not as I would have expected of a girl her age and in her physical condition.”

“What did the prognosticator reveal?”

Feversham shrugged. “Nothing is obviously wrong—nothing that a hysterical paroxysm or two would not cure her of, at least.” He gazed off into space as he pondered the problem. “It must be a matter of stimulation. She must have more to break down her barriers and get through to her, allowing her release.”

“I have no doubt that you can manage that,” his nurse said with calm surety.

“Perhaps the overnight insertion of one of the clockwork percuteurs?” he mused, then shook his head. “No. In her case the prolonged stimulation might make her plight worse by deadening her to it. What she needs is the rapid, intense stimulation of her most sensitive parts all at once.”

“What?” Lettie asked as a slow smile spread across his face.

“One of my experimental devices. I have not even tested it out on you, my dear. But I believe it could be precisely what is called for in this instance.”

Lettie’s lips turned down in a pretty pout. “Why does she get to go first?”

“Because it is experimental. I have not completed more than a basic working model so far.” He drained his tea and stood up with renewed vigor. “I shall be working half the night to get it completed. Please bring Miss Durant to Examination Room Twelve at ten o’clock in the morning. Then we shall see.”

“Very well, Professor. Does she require any special preparations for the treatment?”

Feversham considered briefly. “Depilation. It will both render her more sensitive and provide better access for my device.”

“I will have Constance take care of that in the morning, then. Or,” Lettie continued with a sly smile, “perhaps I may do it myself. Unless you have any objection.”

“None in the world. Indulge yourself. A little more stimulation beforehand might actually help with poor Miss Durant’s treatment.”

“It will be my pleasure—and hers.”

Feversham watched her go with a fond smile. He would be up late working, but not that late. One could always make time for the important things.

*          *          *

To her surprise, despite the strange surroundings Pauline slept quite well and awakened much refreshed when the servant brought in her breakfast the next morning. She had just finished her repast when Miss Sheldon appeared.

“Good morning!” the nurse sang out.

Pauline colored as memories of her examination of the previous day flooded back. The humiliation of it was not nearly so bad as the sudden return of that aching yearning deep between her legs.

“Good morning,” she replied shyly.

Miss Sheldon laughed softly at her reaction. “Don’t fret yourself, Miss. It’s a normal response. That is the entire point of this facility, you know! The Professor wishes no one to suffer, and does all he can to alleviate the distress caused by female humors such as those afflicting you.”

Pauline lowered her head, unable to meet the other woman’s gaze. “But such things are wicked, Miss Sheldon! And to be handled so, to be stimulated in such places…” To feel such forbidden longings. “Surely there are other ways to treat women such as myself.”

The nurse sat down beside her and patted her knee. “These ailments are best treated exactly as the Professor does. Why, this is the most popular clinic for treating praefocatio matricis in all of Europe—possibly the whole world—because the Professor knows his business so well. He even treats royalty, you know.” She nodded as Pauline’s eyes widened in surprise. “Princesses, duchesses, marchionesses—they all come to Professor Feversham because they know his treatments will work. It is all done very discreetly, of course. Just as no one will ever know what you have gone through here. What happens within these walls is as sacrosanct as the confessional. There is nothing for you to fear or to be ashamed of.”

Pauline regarded her dubiously. “Do you really think the Professor’s treatments will help me?”

“Absolutely, dear. He knows what he is about. Tell me, don’t you already feel somewhat better than yesterday?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

“Then trust me. Trust him. By the time he has done with you, all will be well again.”

“I hope you are right. So there will be more treatments today?”

“The next is at ten o’clock. I am not sure exactly what this one entails, but I am here to prepare you for it.”

At that moment a dozen girls came in bearing buckets of steaming water, which they deposited in the large tub in Pauline’s dressing room. Miss Sheldon rose to her feet.

“The first order of business is a nice, hot bath. I will assist you with that, and then prepare you for your next treatment.”

Pauline gave in, knowing that it was pointless to concern herself about her nakedness in front of Miss Sheldon after yesterday. The nurse kept up a light patter of conversation, and the girl found herself loosening up and even enjoying herself as the other woman scrubbed her and then washed her hair. By the time Miss Sheldon had finished, Pauline was pleasantly warm and drowsy.

“Wait here,” Miss Sheldon told her. “I won’t be a moment.”

She returned shortly with a small razor and a bottle.

“What is that for?”

“The Professor ordered that you be depilated before your next treatment.”

“Depilated?” Pauline’s hands flew to her long, blonde hair.

Miss Sheldon laughed merrily. “No, silly! Down there.”

She pointed to Pauline’s lower body, which was still submerged in the tub, and the girl blushed again.

“Oh, don’t worry. I do this all the time for the new girls who enter my wing. The poor dears are often infested with vermin, and it is the best way to get them cleaned up.”

“How do you…”

“Sit on the seat on the edge of the tub. It will be easiest if I join you.”

“Join me?”

Pauline gasped as Miss Sheldon quickly stripped out of her clothes and climbed into the tub with her. Her face went hot, and she tried not to stare at the other woman’s lushly curved body. Who would have believed the pretty little nurse looked like that under her nurse’s uniform?

Miss Sheldon arranged Pauline so that she was perched on the edge the small seat, then pushed her knees apart and knelt between them. Pauline shivered as once again her sex lay totally exposed to the other woman’s gaze.

“This won’t take long.”

She poured a dollop of gel from the bottle into her hand, which she then rubbed into the fine blonde hair covering Pauline’s mound. The girl sucked in a sharp breath as the cool gel touched her skin, then sighed as Miss Sheldon’s talented fingers began to massage it over her with slow, gentle swirls. When the nurse moved lower between her legs and reached her nether lips, Pauline tingled down to her toenails. Fingertips brushed against the small nub at their root, which stiffened into a hard knot and racked Pauline with that aching longing all over again. The soft touches against her most intimate places were driving her insane with desire—desire to be filled, desire for release. She did not understand it, she simply knew that she needed it more than anything else in the world.

  Pauline’s heart throbbed in her breast, and she quivered deep within her center. She grew wet, and not with the water from her bath. A low moan passed her lips, and Miss Sheldon looked up at her with a peculiar little smile.

“Hold still, now.”

Steady hands guided the razor across her skin, and their touch did nothing to ease the burning desire between her legs. With every stroke the nurse sent fresh waves of prickling fire shooting along her tortured nerves until Pauline could barely stand it. Her nipples were stiff and swollen, her breasts hot and heavy, and inside she grew wetter still. Surely Miss Sheldon could tell, and Pauline thought she might die of embarrassment. 

“There. All done.”

The nurse rinsed off the last of the shaving gel, then cleaned her own hands off in the tub. Pauline uttered a tiny whimper as Miss Sheldon’s hands left her, and the other woman met her gaze with a knowing look.

“Poor dear,” she murmured. “It’s all right. I will take care of you.”

She lowered her gaze to Pauline’s freshly shaved body. 

“How lovely you are,” she breathed.

Pauline could not look down for mortification, and she closed her eyes. Shaved bare, she felt even more naked than she had before, and her skin was alive to the faintest hint of air across it. When Miss Shelton bent down for a closer inspection, the moist heat of her breath sizzled across that sensitive flesh so that Pauline began to tremble. The sensation of a soft cheek resting against her inner thigh snapped her eyes back open with a start.

“Miss Sheldon!”

“Just a taste,” the other woman murmured. “For both of us.”

She placed her hands on Pauline’s thighs then pressed her face into the furrow between the girl’s legs. Velvet warmth embraced Pauline as the nurse’s tongue glided against her moist lips in a slow, lingering caress.

“Oh,” she sighed in sudden delight.

Tingles crept out and filled her, swelling in her depths until her walls trembled. It felt wonderful, and her whole body came alive in a way that Pauline had never known before. The soft tip of Miss Sheldon’s tongue lazed its way up her slit to her very root until it uncovered the hard pearl nestled there. She traced it in slow circles that were an agony of pleasure, and Pauline could no longer hold in her moans. Each tiny lick sent her flying higher, as though she was floating in midair. She no longer cared if what the nurse was doing was wicked or not. All that mattered was that she did not stop.

Afraid that she might tip off the edge of the tub, Pauline buried her fingers in Miss Sheldon’s hair and held on for dear life. One hand vanished from her thigh, and a moment later fingertips brushed against the slippery opening of her sex. They teased at the edges until Pauline was ready to scream with longing, and then finally dipped inside. The fingers probed deeper to rub against her slick walls, and she was wet, so wet, that she could hear the sucking sound as the nurse moved them in and out of her and juices seeped out and dripped slowly down to spill into the crevice between her buttocks.

Miss Sheldon was there, too, and Pauline moaned helplessly as a slender finger rubbed against the tight knot of her hidden, pink rosebud. Hot tingles shot from there into her center, mingling with those coming from her clit and her tunnel until she was ready to drown in pleasure.

She could not get enough air into her lungs, and gasping she flung her head back and closed her eyes. Miss Sheldon’s tongue never stopped, and her fingers played Pauline like some instrument of sweetly aching flesh. Pressure built inside of her lower belly, a spring coiled too tightly that demanded to be released.

“Oh,” she moaned again. “Please.”

Golden stars swam in the darkness behind her eyelids. Pauline could no longer speak, could not think, and the muscles in her thighs trembled. She was hovering at the brink of some precipice and needed only a final nudge to send her hurtling over the edge.

As if able to read Pauline’s mind, Miss Sheldon sucked the girl’s swollen nub between her lips and lashed it furiously with her tongue while fingers thrust deep within her tunnel and slipped just inside the tight pucker of her anus. Exquisite pleasure exploded inside of the girl, and she cried aloud as a gush of fluids erupted from her tunnel to flood over Miss Sheldon’s hand. Shocks of exhilaration rocked her, and she cried out again and again as each new wave swept over her. Her vision grayed and she went lightheaded, so she clung helplessly to the nurse who continued to push her on until she could take no more.

When she came back to herself, Miss Sheldon was regarding her with smug satisfaction.

“Do you feel better now?”

Pauline nodded dumbly, not trusting herself to speak. She simply had no words to express how she felt. Miss Sheldon stood up, water droplets pattering from her bare skin into the tub, then bent and kissed her gently on the lips.

“Let’s get you dressed, then. We’re going to be late for your appointment with the Professor if we don’t hurry.”

As Miss Sheldon stepped out of the tub, Pauline could taste her own sex on her lips from the kiss—tangy and a little salty. Somehow that excited her even more.

*          *          *

When the two women joined him in the examination room at ten o’clock, Professor Feversham had to hide a smile. The listlessness of the day before had vanished from Miss Durant’s eyes, replaced by a dreamy look that he was certain was Lettie’s doing. His patient was certainly in a much better state to benefit from this new type of therapy than she had been yesterday. He was almost tempted to simply hand her off to Lettie for the remainder of her treatments, but given her condition when she had arrived and her halfhearted responses during her initial examination it was probably better to follow his original instincts, though. This new experimental treatment did need a real clinical trial before he could add it to the rest of his normal regimen, after all, and she was a perfect test case.

“Good morning, Miss Durant. Are you ready to proceed with the next phase of your treatment?”

“Yes, Professor,” she replied meekly.

“Good, good. Miss Sheldon, please help her disrobe and onto the table, then.”

While they carried out his instructions he wheeled over a cart upon which was mounted a large metal box. A jointed arm protruded from the top of the box with three vibratodes coated in gray India rubber affixed to its tip. After a moment’s consideration the Professor unscrewed the curved upper vibratode and set it aside.

“What is that?” the girl asked, her eyes wide.

“This is my patented triple-function percuteur. It is used to stimulate the lower body, but due to the nature of the treatment I will be administering to you today, two functions are all that is required. Will you secure her, Miss Sheldon?”

As she had yesterday, the nurse fastened the girl’s wrists and ankles to the table then strapped a large belt across her middle.

“Now, if you will insert the vibratodes, I will see to the rest of the equipment I need.”

It had taken him all night, but the new apparatus was complete and ready for its first test. He only hoped it performed as he expected.

Lettie positioned the cart in the cutout between the girl’s legs and picked up a stoppered glass bottle of light olive oil.

“Relax,” she said, but from what Feversham could see the girl was already practically limp.

Miss Durant uttered a whispery sigh as the nurse poured a generous dose of the oil onto her cleanly shaven privates, and then choked back a gasp of pleasure when Lettie began to slather it across her skin. Feversham paused to watch as the girl writhed in ecstasy while Lettie’s fingers massaged her swollen clit then glided slowly down her glistening lips to her entrance. The tangy aroma of her sex soon filled the air, confirming Feversham’s earlier suspicions. Lettie was indeed a marvel.

Expert fingers teased into the girl’s pink tunnel and worked steadily in and out to apply a coating of the oil for lubricant, although Feversham very much doubted more was needed than what the girl was already providing for herself. As Lettie’s fingers moved lower to press into the crack of the girl’s perfect ass, the Professor’s cock swelled and stiffened inside his breeches until he was as hard as the steel arm of the percuteur.

When Miss Sheldon was satisfied that the girl was ready, she coated the vibratodes with oil as well and moved the machine into position, aligning the prongs with the girl’s awaiting passages. Miss Durant groaned when the lower, thicker one pressed against the tight wrinkle of her nether hole. For an instant she resisted its intrusion, but under the pressure she soon gave way and the first inches of the shaft slid smoothly into her ass. The girl let out a sharp squeal when her tight little sphincter muscle stretched around it, but then she sighed and relaxed against her restraints. As her narrow passage filled, the second vibratode reached the opening of her sex. Lettie carefully guided it in, adjusting its position with a small knob on the arm of the machine so that it penetrated at precisely the right angle.

Feversham swallowed hard and wished that he was in Miss Sheldon’s place, but he had work that only he could perform. Ah, the sacrifices he made for science! Turning away, he went to the counter where two wooden boxes sat waiting for him. He opened each and checked the settings on the instruments inside one final time. They were both fully charged, and the electrodes securely attached to their power sources. Methodically he switched on one and then the other, and found them to be working perfectly. With a nod of satisfaction he carried the boxes over to the table where Miss Durant lay.

“Switch on the percuteur, Miss Sheldon.”

The nurse twisted a knob on the metal box and the device between the girl’s legs hummed to life, rapidly vibrating the probes buried deep within her to further stimulate her. Miss Durant’s initial cry of surprise swiftly turned to low, prolonged moans of rapture. Lettie glanced down at the obvious bulge in his breeches then gave him a questioning look, but Feversham shook his head.

“The crudity of this experimental apparatus will require both of us to use it, I am afraid.”

He handed her one of the boxes, which contained a smaller metal box with several switches and dials to which were attached two long glass wands, each with a bulbous end.

“This is a violet ray machine. It uses a Tesla coil to create a high voltage, high frequency current, which then generates a plasma inside the bulb of the glass wand.”

He held up one wand and flipped a switch inside the box. There was a sharp buzzing sound, and after a moment a purple glow appeared inside the hollow bulb. When he moved his fingertip to within half an inch of the bulb, tiny blue sparks jumped across the intervening space to jolt him. Lettie watched the display in fascination, her green eyes wide with amazement.

“Are you certain it is safe?”

“The current is so low that no damage occurs, but it is certainly stimulating. There are two glass wands inside your box. I want you to use them to stimulate Miss Durant’s nipples. Do not touch the glass to the skin—hold the wands about half an inch away. I shall perform the same task with her clitoris.”

He promised himself that he would give his nurse a private demonstration of the violet rays’ effects later that evening to repay them both for forgoing their usual pleasures during the treatments.

*          *          *

Pauline was stuffed, filled to the bursting point by the two probes buried deeply within her so that the hollow aching inside was at last appeased. The vibrations from them amplified the sizzling tingles that radiated from both her nub and her center so that pleasure drenched her lower body in waves of warm honey. She did wish for the attentions of Miss Sheldon’s wonderful fingers and tongue, though. That would have sent her spiraling up into another one of those amazing hysterical paroxysms the nurse had introduced her to earlier, and she desperately wanted more of those.

As it was, she hung suspended in a limbo of bliss that swelled inside of her and she did not even try to hold in the constant stream of low moans which came unbidden from her throat. Release remained tantalizingly outside of her grasp, however. While she felt wonderful, it was not enough to bring her the fulfillment which she craved. She needed more.

“Please, please, please,” she whispered when she saw Miss Sheldon approaching.

The nurse held something in her hands, but Pauline was too far gone to pay attention.

“Please,” she begged again.

A low buzzing sound joined in chorus with the hum of the percuteur, and then a purple glow appeared above her. A moment later both of her nipples exploded with tingling shocks. Heat flared through her breasts and waves of raw sensation crashed through her center until her inner muscles clamped down like vices on the vibratodes which impaled her. She cried out, and then again as a fresh burst of electricity jolted her.

It did not hurt, exactly. It was almost exactly like when she walked across the thick carpet of the upstairs parlor and then touched the metal door knob. But this wasn’t her fingers being shocked, it was her nipples! Again and again the shocks scorched through her in bursts of stunning intensity that drove her body to the edge and left her unable to form a coherent thought. Then the first jolt hit her aching pearl and she shrieked as the blast rocked her and speared down into her core in a shower of golden lightning.

At the same time, the rods vibrating inside of her increased their tempo, and Pauline felt as though she was drowning in sensation. Liquid heat flooded her tunnel while the muscles of her anus quivered around the thick shaft lodged there. A gush of hot fluid pumped from her sex to run down the crack of her ass and puddle beneath her on the table. All the while her cries never stopped as she struggled in an agony of desperate need for her body to find its release. She was being drawn up and twisted inside, her center a knot between her legs coiling tighter and tighter until she could no longer bear it.

For seconds that felt like an eternity she hung there, her breath caught in her throat, her mind frozen, and then the bonds which had been holding her back shattered and she exploded in a blaze of colors and heat that left her wrung out and shaking in reaction. Her throat was raw from her cries, her chest heaving for air, her juices still spurting in slow waves from her pulsing tunnel.

The shocks stopped, and then the rods inside of her ceased their vibrations. She was still quivering inside as Miss Sheldon gently removed them and then unfastened her restraints. Pauline lay there limply, unable to move on her own just yet, and shivering from the diminishing aftershocks.

“Miss Durant?” the nurse’s voice finally cut through the golden fog.

“I’m all right,” she managed to respond.

Better than all right. She felt amazing—truly alive for the first time in years. Pauline wanted to bask in it, to revel in the delicious tingling which seemed to be emanating from her very bones. If only it could go on forever.

But she allowed Miss Sheldon to help her up and get dressed, and then leaned on her as they ascended the staircase back to her room. The look of concern on the nurse’s face started her giggling, and she could not stop. Finally she collapsed onto the sofa with a contented sigh.

“Are you sure you are all right, Miss?”

“Quite sure,” she said. “But when can we do it again?”

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at the next Feversham story, Submission. 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: Submission

THE YOUTHFUL REBELLION of Miss Annie Courtney against her father and society came to its fateful conclusion one idyllic summer morning in June.

As her father’s coach halted before the steps of a dour pile of red brick well beyond London’s more fashionable districts, sudden fear roiled like icy acid in the pit of her stomach and she shivered a little although the air was pleasantly warm. The weathered brass plaque by the door proclaimed the building to be Professor Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education. The word Correctional leaped out at her from the others. She shivered again as her father ushered her and her best friend, Sarah, through the door and into the unknown.

Practically every girl of her age and class had heard the ominous rumors of this place—dark tales of recalcitrant young women sent here in order to be tamed and who were never quite the same afterwards. Something happened to them within these forbidding walls, although no one seemed to know exactly what, for the girls only ever spoke of it in hushed whispers passed along at third and fourth-hand. The matrons did not speak of it at all, except as a veiled threat. Feversham’s was the boogeyman for girls who were not obedient enough or who ran too wild, and now Annie was here and soon to find out for herself just what terrible secrets it contained.

As her mind conjured up possibilities of just what that might entail she quailed. She should have backed down before things went this far. Was there still time to withdraw her defiance to Papa? He had not committed to anything, yet. She could appear to give in, swear to be modest and good as he desired. Whatever happened here did not have to happen to her.

She traded a furtive glance with an obviously terrified Sarah. Poor Sarah. It was all Annie’s fault that Sarah had been dragged into this. She would have to be brave for her friend. She only hoped that would suffice to get them through their coming ordeal.

Annie gulped a little and gathered the tattered shreds of her courage while her slim fingers clenched until her knuckles went white. She would not be like those others. She was a strong, independent woman with own life to live, her own thoughts and desires, and she would not allow Papa to rule her as though she was still a child. She refused to meekly surrender.

With a deep breath she tried to slow the hammering of her heart in her breast. Whatever Professor Feversham had planned for her, she would withstand. She would not submit to Papa or to him.

*          *          *

Professor George Feversham hunched over his enormous oak desk, intent on a paper he was working on for submission to the journal Lancet. His six month journey through South America had provided both new insights and vindications for certain theories of female hysteria which he had long espoused, and Feversham intended to make sure both received due attention in the scientific journals. The incessant interruptions of his work at the Academy had set him back weeks, though, and he had reached the limits of his patience.

A gentle knock on his door stretched that patience to its breaking point. The professor emitted a low growl which rumbled through the walls like the sound of a grumpy bear roused from its winter hibernation. Despite this admonition, the door swung open wide enough to admit a pretty head draped with long, copper-colored curls.

“Professor...”

“Lettie, I said I wasn’t to be disturbed.”

“Yes, Professor. But Lord Derriwell is in the parlor.”

The glowering frown disappeared as the professor’s bearded face split in a delighted grin. Feversham claimed few friends, but he had grown up next door to Basil Courtney—now Lord Derriwell—and they had remained thick as thieves ever since.

“Send him in!” he called out.

Quickly he stood and moved around the desk to greet his old friend with a firm handshake.

“Basil! Wonderful to see you. Do sit down.”

“You’re looking well, Georgie.”

“I’ve been six months in the Amazon and Patagonia.”

Lord Derriwell repressed a shudder. “It’s a wonder you aren’t riddled with malaria. What the deuce were you doing there?”

 “Researching praefocatio matricis in native populations.”

“From what I hear, old boy, you’ve more than enough of that to keep you occupied here in London without traipsing halfway around the world looking for it.”

“Which was my whole reason for going. I am constantly on the lookout for new means of treatment and prevention. I’m preparing a new paper on my findings now.”

“British Journal of Medicine?” Lord Derriwell asked with raised eyebrows.

Feversham heaved a derisive snort. “With their medieval notions about women’s health?” He lapsed into a long string of invective describing the journal, its editors, and their dubious parentage.

Derriwell guffawed. “Did you discover anything useful on your little excursion?”

“There seems to be a much lower incidence of female hysteria in those regions, likely due to their more pastoral lifestyle. The native treatments usually involve manual stimulation, although some of the shamans suggested herbs which I’ve obtained samples of for further study.” He leaned back in his chair and regarded his friend curiously. “But what brings you to the unfashionable end of London, Basil?”

His friend shifted uncomfortably in his chair. “George, they’re talking about giving me the Board of Trade.”

“A cabinet minister? Congratulations! That calls for a celebratory drink!”

As Feversham pulled a decanter from the sideboard and rooted around for a pair of clean glasses, Lord Derriwell cleared his throat.

“I’m afraid it isn’t unalloyed good news.”

The professor splashed whiskey into both glasses and raised his in a silent toast before returning to his chair, which creaked ominously under his bear-like bulk.

“And this is why you’ve come to see me.”

“I’m afraid so. You remember my daughter, Annie?”

“Of course. Delightful child. She’s hardly a child now, though, is she? She’d be all of what, eighteen?”

“Exactly. She is the reason I am here. I need your professional help, Georgie.”

Feversham’s face settled into his doctor’s neutral mien. “Tell me.”

“She has been growing wilder the last two years. Headstrong and more difficult to control. I thought a husband and family would settle her down, but she absolutely refuses to even consider any of the young men I have introduced her to. Then last week...” Derriwell paused to mop his forehead with a handkerchief. “Last week my housekeeper caught her in flagrante delicto with the oldest daughter of the vicar! When I confronted her, Annie told me that they’re in love!”

Feversham frowned and stroked his beard thoughtfully. “I see.”

“Do you? The vicar’s daughter, George! They want to appoint me to the cabinet. What are the odds of that happening if this scandal gets out? It will get out, too, the way the two of them are carrying on., and locking Annie up or sending her away would be scandal enough all on its own. I don’t know what to do.”

Feversham steepled his fingers. “Hm. Perhaps I should ask what you want me to do?”

“You have a reputation for being an absolute wizard with ungovernable young women, George. I need you to work that magic on Annie and the vicar’s daughter, Sarah.”

*          *          *

Annie and Sarah were only alone in the parlor for a few minutes before the pretty red-headed woman returned to usher them to the office where Annie’s father and Professor Feversham were waiting. Annie’s face burned under the intense scrutiny of the bear-like man behind the desk. No doubt Papa had already told the professor all about what she and Sarah had been doing when his housekeeper had burst in upon them. 

The professor rose to greet them solemnly, however, with no sign of what he might be thinking of their behavior. The bass rumble of his voice sent quivers shooting through her belly, and it took all of Annie’s willpower to meet his blued-steel eyes. He regarded her for a long moment before turning back to her father.

“May I assume that the vicar has given his permission to treat Miss Plumtree as well?”

Lord Derriwell gave a sharp nod. “You may proceed with her however you will. The vicar can afford this type of scandal even less than myself. He has other daughters and cannot risk his appointment, so if you cannot bring her to heel he will have her shipped off to the Antipodes.”

“Very good. And what of your daughter, Basil?”

Derriwell’s lips tightened into a firm line as he regarded his daughter. “Do whatever you must, George. You will have Annie’s full cooperation, or I will have her locked up at my country estate until I retire from public affairs.”

With a cold fist knotting in the pit of her stomach, Annie realized that her Papa meant it. For the first time she understood that he would not allow his dreams of becoming a minister to be thwarted by the antics of his unruly daughter. He would sacrifice her to his ambitions if she forced his hand, and leave her locked away at Blackmuir Hall for the next twenty years. She would be shut up as though deranged, have no friends, no company at all except for the servants, never be allowed out of her rooms unchaperoned, and never leave the grounds at all. It was terribly unfair, but Papa was not concerned with fairness. He wanted obedience, and Annie would do whatever she must to avoid permanent exile at Blackmuir.

“Papa,” she said tremulously.

“None of that. You had your chance to surrender graciously already. Now Professor Feversham will make sure that both of you girls are properly obedient in the future.”

She gave a jerky nod of her head. For now she would do what they demanded to free herself and Sarah from the clutches of Professor Feversham. But once they were free, she would take charge of their futures again. Somehow they would escape and live their lives as they wished, without Papa’s interference.

“Miss Sheldon,” the professor addressed the red-headed woman, “if you would take charge of the young ladies and get them processed, I will be along presently.”

Miss Sheldon motioned towards the door. “Come on, you two.”

Annie bristled at the familiarity of her tone, but forced herself to comply meekly. She had to convince everyone that she was ready to be the obedient daughter her father wanted. As the door closed behind them, she caught her Papa’s final words.

“I’ll have their things sent over so they can stay as long as necessary. Do whatever it takes.”

“Don’t worry, Basil. The thing is as good as done. Trust me.”

The confidence in the professor’s voice sent chills down Annie’s spine. How could she hope to withstand whatever he had planned for them? Sarah threw her a pleading look, but she could only shrug helplessly in response. There was nothing either of them could do now except wait and see what the professor had planned for them.

Continue reading Submission…
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Built for Sin

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

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

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

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

Obsessed

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

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

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

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

Taking Kelsey

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

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

Choosing Cassidy

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

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

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

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

But what if he did?
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About the Author

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

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

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

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

Kelli
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

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

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

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

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



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



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

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

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

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

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

	}



	setupBookColumns();

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

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

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

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

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

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

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

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

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

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

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

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

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

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

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

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

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

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

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

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

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

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

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

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}
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