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Summary

“You are looking at my latest invention—the hysteria prognosticator.”

Professor Feversham needs a new test subject to try his experimental hysteria prognosticator on, but his strict requirements rule out any of the young women currently undergoing treatment at the Academy. Fortune offers him Miss Eleanor Stanley, a young woman afflicted with neurasthenia and hysteria who has travelled the continent with her father in search of cures for her ailments. Despite the humiliation of her initial examination Eleanor is overcome with gratitude that the world-famous Professor Feversham has agreed to take her as a patient—until she is strapped down to a table and she realizes just what all those probes and clamps are for. Will Eleanor submit to being the Professor’s lab subject and everything that entails?
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PAROXYSM

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Insatiable wench.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not at all. Please show her in.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Very well, then. If you will leave her in our hands for an hour or so my nurse and chief assistant here, Miss Sheldon, will perform an examination to determine whether the young lady is a suitable candidate. If she meets our criteria then I will ask you to bring her back here tomorrow morning at ten o’clock to begin her treatment.”

“Of course, of course. Strike while the iron is hot, and all that, what?”

Miss Sheldon offered the young woman a bright smile and motioned towards the doorway. “Come along, Miss Stanley.”

Seeing his daughter’s reluctance Sir William cleared his throat. “Go along with her, Eleanor, there’s a good girl.”

“One moment, Miss Sheldon,” the Professor called, and pulled her outside the office door where he could have a private word. “I need my subject in a completely natural state,” he whispered to make sure they weren’t overheard. “So no teasing, no toying, no playing, and you are absolutely not to allow her release during the examination. Understood?”

“Yes, Professor Feversham.”

“Very well. See that you follow my instructions. I know how you enjoy flouting me, Lettie, and in most cases I don’t mind. But I am quite serious in this.”

“I understand.”

*          *          *

Lettie led the young woman down the hallway to the public treatment rooms. Examination Room 3 would be best for this one; the soft pastels of the wallpapers and the lack of any potentially frightening medical paraphernalia openly on display made it ideal for their more timid patients, particularly the young women here for their first visits who required an extra degree of reassurance. She was not quite sure what to make of this one yet. While beautiful as a china doll, she also seemed just as placid and docile. That might work for the Professor, although he usually preferred patients with more fire, more passion that he might awaken during his treatments. Of course it didn’t hurt that most of that sort eventually participated in much more personal treatments as opposed to the purely mechanical ones.

With a fond smile for the great lecher she pointed to the open doorway. “In here, Miss Stanley.”

The young woman entered without a word, her eyes vacant and disinterested as she took in their surroundings. When Lettie closed the door behind them Eleanor slumped a little and sighed.

“Tired, Miss?”

“Yes, Miss Sheldon. All the time.”

Lettie took out a notebook and pencil. “What are your other symptoms?”

“Anxiety. Nervousness. Irritability. Weakness. Insomnia.” She rattled them off quickly, apparently accustomed to the question from her previous encounters with doctors.

“Are you a virgin?”

For the first time a hint of color appeared in Eleanor’s face. “What sort of question is that? Of course I am!”

“I’m sorry, Miss Stanley. This is a medical examination and it is one of the things that we must take into account when making your diagnosis and deciding upon a course of treatment.”

“But what does it all mean?” the girl wailed. “What is wrong with me?”

“I’m afraid that as I am merely Professor Feversham’s assistant I’m not allowed to make a diagnosis.”

“Will he be able to help me, though?” she pleaded.

Those imploring eyes awakened the nurse’s sympathies. How well she remembered her own misery before the Professor took her in hand! “Oh, yes, my dear,” she assured the other woman, softly patting her hand. “If you’re accepted into his care I assure you that he will help you. He’ll have you right as rain in no time. Now,” she added briskly, “I’ll need you to undress so I can perform the physical investigation.”

Whatever reluctance Eleanor might have exhibited was apparently stilled by the nurse’s insistence that the Professor could bring her relief from her ailment. She submitted to disrobing without a fuss and Lettie had a few moments to admire her slender, strawberries and cream charms before helping her slip into one of the examination gowns. With ease born of long practice the nurse quickly took down Eleanor’s weight, blood pressure, respiratory rate, and pulse, and then withdrew one of the long, glass rectal thermometers from its metal storage tube.

“All right, let’s get you up on the examination table so I can take your temperature.”

When she had the girl arranged properly, on her side and facing away from Lettie with her upper leg drawn up towards her stomach, the nurse unstoppered a glass bottle of thick, viscous olive oil.

“Now don’t be alarmed,” she said softly. “This will be cool, but it’s just olive oil. We use it as a lubricant for the thermometer.”

Pouring a generous amount on her fingers she lifted the hem of Eleanor’s gown and slathered the oil into the crevice between her rounded cheeks. The girl squealed and flinched away, her pale buttocks clenching to force the intruding digits out.

“Miss Sheldon!”

“Professor Feversham insists that we take temperatures this way because the readings are far more accurate than those taken orally,” Lettie explained patiently. “I understand that it is a bit of a shock, but I assure you that every young woman—no matter how well bred—who comes into this facility for treatment has undergone the same experience.”

“Well… All right, then.”

As the girl settled back down Lettie slid her greasy fingers deep into the cleft of her bottom, working the oil into the skin until she was slippery as an eel, then moving deeper to the tightly clenched sphincter nestled at the heart of that dark valley. Lettie’s breath caught as her fingertip trailed over the wrinkled little knot and it tensed and quivered at her touch. Unable to help herself she used her free hand to pry open the girl’s buttocks just enough so that she could see the small, pink rosebud which now glistened with a sheen of olive oil. Her tongue itched to lick, to taste, to make this lovely girl burn from her teasing.

At the angle between her legs Lettie’s clit stiffened and pulsed with a deep ache, and her nipples puckered hard beneath her dress. Biting the corner of her lower lip she slid the bulb of the thermometer against the girl’s rectum and eased the tip inside. Eleanor gasped and squirmed on the table, but this time she held herself steady and did not flinch away. Hardly daring to breathe she gently twisted and pushed at the thermometer the way that Professor Feversham had done to her own bottom countless times, remembering each sensation and striving to deliver the same pleasure to the young woman on the table.

*          *          *

The thermometer was firmly seated in Eleanor’s bottom now—an odd feeling that, to be sure! It was a little uncomfortable, but the friction Miss Sheldon generated by sliding it in and out to position it as she wished sent odd tingles spreading through her lower body. The warm heaviness in her womb grew and made her clench her teeth in frustration. Professor Feversham had to cure her, or else she must surely go mad from this incessant ache in her loins, this emptiness, this horrible need which consumed her.

With the thermometer in place the nurse released Eleanor’s buttock and slipped her hand between the girl’s legs. Eleanor shivered as Miss Sheldon’s fingers grazed along her thin nether lips then probed at her virgin maidenhood. Despite her body’s urgings she held herself still for the examination, while deep inside she trembled and quivered with longing for an unknown something. There was a bit of pressure as the nurse’s finger pushed lightly against her hymen, but then she moved up to the edges of her furrow.

Sensation exploded at her root in a hot burst that sucked her breath away and then made her cry out in anguished passion as Sheldon’s slick fingertip stroked feather-soft against the hard little knot that seemed to be the wellspring of the ache which consumed Eleanor. Such pleasure! She had never felt anything like it, never imagined that her body could withstand anything so intense. Surely such sensations must consume the very nerves themselves until she was left a hollow shell?

She wanted the other woman to stop. She never wanted her to stop. The excitement building throughout her body terrified her, but she at the same time she longed to give herself up to it fully.

“Oh,” she moaned. “Oh, Miss Sheldon. What are you doing?”

“Does that feel good, dear?”

Eleanor squeaked as the other woman’s fingers lightly pinched her pink pearl and her insides pulsed with a wicked heat. “So good,” she panted. “Please. Please don’t stop.”

*          *          *

While her fingers rubbed the girl’s clit, Miss Sheldon gently began to stroke in and out of her ass with the thermometer. “Poor dear,” she murmured. “I do wish that I could give you what you need.”

She wished that she could give both of them what they needed. Her clit was no less hard and aching than that of the girl on the table before her, but the Professor had been very explicit and she didn’t quite dare defy him when he gave orders about his experiments. With a little frown and toss of her head she pushed her yearnings back, forced herself to ignore her own arousal, and carefully withdrew the thermometer from its narrow sheath. She gave the poor girl’s swollen clit a final stroke and then stepped around to the other side of the table.

“You did very well, Miss Stanley,” she said. “Now I need you to roll over on your back for the final part of the examination.”

Eleanor’s face was flushed pink and her chest heaved with little gasping breaths as she obeyed Lettie’s orders. When she had rearranged herself Miss Sheldon gripped one slender ankle and strapped it into a metal stirrup which folded out from the side of the table. Ignoring the girl’s protests she quickly affixed the other ankle in the same fashion so that her legs were spread well apart to expose her pretty pink slit.

“Miss Sheldon!”

“A pelvic exam is vital to understanding the full state of your health, Miss Stanley,” she replied, bending closer to examine the girl’s glistening cunt. “The more we know about you, the better Professor Feversham is able to diagnose you and determine a pattern of treatment. This is why he is the most sought-after man in Europe when it comes to dealing with female hysteria.”

One of the reasons, anyway. Lettie’s eyes roamed over the young woman’s perfect pussy, the shapely, narrow coral lips, the perfect oval of her still-untouched entrance. A twinge shot from her own clit and speared deep into her core until her own pussy trembled. The girl was so lovely that she longed to bury her face between her legs and taste the sweet honey which sparkled like dew on her lips. Such a pretty little playmate she’d be—almost worth risking the Professor’s ire by ignoring his warning.

Almost.

With two fingers she eased the lips apart to fully expose the wet hole which called to her, and even as her nurse’s professional side took careful note of the size and state of the girl’s hymen, the wanton side of her decided that a simple taste could not possibly hurt anything. Lettie dipped her fingers into the girl’s juices and brought them to her mouth, rubbing the tips along her lips until they were smeared with that musky dew. The tart flavor spread like wildfire across her tongue, and she sighed with longing as she sucked her fingers clean. Perhaps when the Professor had finished with Eleanor, he might allow Lettie a chance to play as well.

“We’re all finished, Miss Stanly,” she said, adopting a businesslike tone as she unstrapped the girl’s legs from the stirrups. “Based on what I’ve seen the Professor will most likely take you on as his experimental patient. I know you feel utterly miserable now, but he’ll take care of that. I promise.”

If anything the girl seemed more anxious and halting than before, and Lettie could only imagine her inner state of distress at being wound up so tightly without being granted the release her body craved. It seemed cruel, but while the Professor was stern and generally a strict disciplinarian, he did not have a cruel bone in his body. No, he had a reason for his insistence that Eleanor be left to suffer, and it would all undoubtedly turn out for the best.

Lettie left the girl in the front sitting room to await her father’s return and then went back to the Professor’s office with the notes from her examination.

“Thank you, Miss Sheldon,” he said absently as he took them from her, his eyes scanning the page to quickly take in the details. “All perfect for my purposes, down to the annular hymen.”

“And she’s quite responsive,” Lettie noted. “Just as you had hoped.”

“Excellent. Please let her know that I accept her as my patient, and remind her that she should return at ten o’clock in the morning to begin.”

“Yes, sir.”

She was at the door when he cleared his throat. “Wait, Miss Sheldon. One last thing.” He walked towards her, bent his shaggy head down as though he meant to kiss her, and sniffed delicately.

“Lettie, I can smell her on your lips.”

She swallowed nervously. “I just had a taste!”

“What did I tell you?”

There was a dangerous rumble to his voice that made her insides tremble with fearful excitement. “I know, but… I’m sorry, Professor Feversham.”

Those thick lips curled downwards in a frown. “In personal matters I grant you considerable leeway, Lettie. But in professional ones my word must be law. Come back here after Miss Stanley has gone. You’ve earned ten strokes with the birch rod for disobeying me.”

“Yes, Professor Feversham,” she murmured. Her ass was already prickling with anticipation just from thinking about it, and her nipples and clit were hard as stone by the time she delivered the good news to Miss Stanley.

*          *          *

The next morning Eleanor stepped down from a hansom cab in front of the forbidding, red brick building where her father had brought her the day before. She paused at the brass plaque by the door which read “Feversham Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education” and traced the thick letters with a fingertip. Her examination by the nurse, Miss Sheldon, had left her so anxious and irritable that she had hardly slept a wink all night. There had been times she wanted to scream in her frustration, and her poor maid had been in tears when Eleanor finally left the house for her appointment.

Could Professor Feversham truly cure her? Every other treatment Father had procured for her had failed and she had very little hope left, but the quiet whispers she heard among the other young ladies in her social circle suggested that Feversham was practically a sorcerer in his medical abilities, capable of dealing with the very worst cases of female hysteria and providing relief for even the most severely afflicted.

If he could deliver as he and Miss Sheldon had promised, Eleanor was ready to do anything at all that he asked. She would play Faust and make a pact with the Devil for her soul itself if she could only rid herself of these terrible longings. Still, she hesitated with her hand on the doorknob. Yesterday she had been embarrassed and shamed by her examination; but was that really such a horrible thing to endure if she could emerge from this place cured? Was it not worth a bit of humiliation to get her life, her self back?

In the end she had very little choice. She twisted the knob and went inside.

“Right on time,” Miss Sheldon noted approvingly. “Come with me and we’ll get you ready for Professor Feversham.”

A cold finger of panic prodded at Eleanor’s stomach. “The Professor? Will he be examining me himself?”

“Of course,” Miss Sheldon replied as she led the younger woman down the same hallway they as the day before. “He personally handles all of the research cases at the Academy. He’s the only one who truly understands what he’s doing, you see. This way—right in here.”

This room was very different than the room where Miss Sheldon had examined her. While a padded table occupied the center of this room as well, it was mounted on eight thick glass pillars, and had odd cutaway sections and strange folding metal structures protruding from its four corners. Mechanical contraptions whose purposes she could not begin to fathom lined the walls, while a sinister device of brass and wire hovered above the table, suspended by a multi-jointed metal arm lined with thick cables.

Eleanor shivered in apprehension. Perhaps she had been just a little too hasty in agreeing to submit to anything Professor Feversham asked.

“Please undress, Miss Stanley. The Professor said to dispense with the gown today because it will just get in the way.”

For a moment Eleanor thought to argue, but as she had discovered yesterday the gown did little to preserve her modesty anyway. A cure for her illness. She must focus on that and accept whatever happened with gratitude to the Professor for his help.

“He is a doctor as well as a scientist, you know,” Miss Sheldon said, apparently sensing Eleanor’s nervousness. “It will be quite all right.”

With the nurse’s help Eleanor quickly disrobed and took her place on the padded table. Miss Sheldon had her stretch out on her back and scooted her down the table so that her naked bottom rested just at the edge of one of the cutout sections.

“Good morning, Ladies,” Professor Feversham’s voice rumbled cheerfully as he wheeled in a metal cart bearing a large wooden box. “Please restrain her, Miss Sheldon. I can’t have her thrashing about while I’m trying to obtain my readings.”

“Yes, Professor,” Miss Sheldon replied. “Stretch your arms and legs out towards the corners of the table, Miss Stanley.”

When she complied the nurse unfolded the metal structures at the corners of the table and adjusted them to line up with her limbs. In moments Eleanor found herself bound by stout leather straps at each wrist, elbow, knee, and ankle while a wide belt across her stomach held her so that she could scarcely move. With her legs well apart and her knees spread wide her sex was completely bared to the room. Her heart pounded in sudden panic and she let out a little whimper of fear.

“It’s all right, dear,” Miss Sheldon murmured. “The Professor will explain in just a moment.”

Eleanor’s eyes cut to the side where she watched in nervous fascination as the bearish man pulled a leather sleeve from the wooden box. When he unfastened it she saw loops holding a dozen rubber cylinders of various sizes, each with a rounded end mounted with two small metal buttons. Some of the cylinders were as small as her little finger, while others were much larger. What possible purpose could they serve?

“I’m sure you’re wondering what this is all about, Miss Stanley,” the Professor boomed. He removed one of the smaller rods from the sleeve and began screwing its base onto a cable he pulled from inside the box. “You are looking at my latest invention—the hysteria prognosticator. The device measures tiny fluctuations in the electrical fluids which permeate your body, and I can then use those measurements to determine the exact degree and nature of your particular case of praefocatio matricis.”

Thick fingers plucked two more rods from the sleeve, each one thicker than the Professor’s thumb, and proceeded to affix them to cables as well. “The table you recline upon is mounted on glass legs to insulate you from any external electrical impulses which might confound my measurements. This is also why I had Miss Sheldon restrain you—I can’t have you moving about and disturbing my electrodes while I am performing my measurements.”

He wheeled the cart around into the open area between her legs, just below her bottom. Despite his reassurances her heart stuttered and she had to swallow a lump in her throat.

“All the theoretical work is complete,” he said, bending low to do something out of her range of vision. “It merely awaited the arrival of an appropriate test subject.” He turned his back head to beam a smile at her. “And here you are.”

Mortification stilled her tongue—she was a virgin girl and here was a man not only viewing her naked body, but his face was mere inches from her bared sex! What was worse, something about her current situation had set her body aching and quivering again, every bit as badly as Miss Sheldon’s examination. What must he think of her should he notice her state of agitation?

Eleanor blinked as Miss Sheldon’s warm hands came to rest softly on her shoulders. “Relax, now.”

As slippery fingers pushed into the crevice between her buttocks—just as Miss Sheldon’s had yesterday—the girl shuddered and had to suppress a moan. She knew exactly what was coming next.

*          *          *

Professor Feversham licked his lips as he poured a thin stream of olive oil onto Miss Stanley’s pink slit and watched it ooze slowly down her furrow to disappear into the crack of her ass. Seeing the perfection of her bared pussy for himself he almost felt guilty for the whipping he had given Miss Sheldon. Who could resist such a lovely little cunt, such a perfectly rounded ass?

Fortunately he didn’t have to.

With a shiver of delight his worked his fingers into the crevice between her buttocks, spreading the olive oil all over her creamy skin while he searched for her anus. Fingertips skimmed over that wrinkled knot, so tiny and tight, and then his forefinger pushed carefully into her. When the first knuckle was fully inside he paused to twist it around and coat her with still more oil to ease the passage of the remainder of his bulky finger. Thicker than the thermometer, Miss Stanley apparently found him more difficult to accept him in her bottom than the glass tube, for she squirmed and wriggled against his hand in a most delightful fashion that soon had his cock swelling and stiffening in his breeches.

At last the soft folds of her bowels brushed against his finger and her tight ring squeezed him as though she intended to pinch him off inside of her. His finger worked, pumped against her to further lubricate her ass, luxuriated in the heat of her innards. Good Lord how that would feel on his manhood! Much as he favored Lettie, this girl might well be her match. Satisfied at last that she had been adequately prepared, he withdrew his finger and retrieved the biggest of the three rubber cylinders.

“The principle is simple,” he explained as he spread her cheeks and placed the rounded tip of the rod at the hole he had just vacated. “I insert insulated rubber probes deep into the orifices most intimately concerned with the interaction of your humors and womb.” With a bit of pressure the tip of the cylinder forced its way into her bottom so that Miss Stanley cried out as she suddenly stretched around it.

“Each probe has a positive and negative terminal at the end, which are each connected to the prognosticator.” Feversham twisted the smooth rod around inside of her, corkscrewing it deeper into her ass with every turn. The young woman’s desperate moans as it stretched and filled her went straight to his cock and left him tense and throbbing. “The prognosticator measures the electrical properties of your body at each point, and I can then compare the measurements to a series of charts which Miss Sheldon and I have compiled to determine the exact state of your inner health.”

The rubber rod had disappeared entirely, swallowed by the stretched pink ring of Miss Stanley’s ass all the way to the flared base at the end. She groaned and squeezed against it.

“It’s so big,” she whimpered. “I can’t take it. It’s splitting me in two.”

“But my dear, brave girl, you have already taken it.” Feversham picked up the smaller of the two remaining rods. “And now you shall take the second one.”

Using the fingers of his left hand he spread her pussy so that her hymen spread before him, the teardrop shaped opening in it stretched wide. With a delicacy that no one would have expected from those slab-like hands the Professor carefully lined up the tip of the probe with that opening and eased it inside. Already wet from her repressed excitement, the girl’s pussy slipped around the rod and took the whole thing in one quick swoop. Miss Stanley moaned again, but rather than pain this time her voice held a note of wonder.

*          *          *

Her lower body burned and tingled with sensations that threatened to overwhelm her. “Oh, Professor,” she breathed. “What is that?”

“That is the second of the three probes.”

As he held up the third one her eyes widened. He had already filled both of her openings—where was this one to go?

“Open your mouth, please, Miss Stanley.”

A shiver ran down her spine. How was that supposed to fit in her mouth? No, it couldn’t possibly. Without thinking she clamped her jaws shut and shook her head.

“Miss Sheldon.”

The nurse’s hands moved to her head, one palm on her forehead to hold her steady while the fingers of the other pinched her nose. When she opened her mouth to gasp for breath the Professor was ready and thrust the tip of the rubber cylinder inside.

Eleanor slumped against the table and relaxed her jaw. She would not fight him; the Professor was her last hope and even if his methods were decidedly uncomfortable surely they were no worse than the discomforts she was subjected to every day already? As soon as he realized she had submitted herself to him Professor Feversham patted her cheek.

“That’s a good girl. Easy does it. Relax your tongue and your throat—it must go in deep to get a proper measurement.”

The rubber was cold and slick against her tongue as it slid into her mouth. Just large enough to make her stretch out her jaws, it filled her whole mouth so that she was forced to breathe through her nose. Patiently the Professor worked it deeper, moving it around to coat it with her spit and ease it along until the tip pressed against the back of her tongue. Eleanor’s throat convulsed as her body tried to gag and expel the rubber intruder, but Professor Feversham held it firmly in place until the spasm passed.

Her throat burned and hot tears brimmed in her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. Still Feversham pressed the rod deeper until she had to tip her head back as the rounded end slipped into her throat. Again her body writhed with the reflex to gag, but this time she fought it and after a struggle accepted the foreign object lodged in her. She had taken the Professor’s three probes—now he could get his measurements and it would all be over soon.

*          *          *

As Miss Stanley took the last probe in her mouth and it stretched out her pale throat, the Professor looked up at Miss Sheldon who was still holding the girl’s head. The nurse’s green eyes simmered with a dark fire that matched his own and sent a twinge of desire racing through his erect manhood. Below him the girl moaned against the thick rubber rod in her mouth, her eyes desperate and entreating, begging him for it to be over.

Not quite yet.

Three more wires lay coiled in the wooden box which housed the hysteria prognosticator, each ending in a pair of small metal bars bound by a rubber coated spring which acted as a coiled fulcrum. The devices looked much like a clothes-peg and indeed their function was quite similar—only while a clothes-peg was meant to grip fabric, these clamps were designed to grip flesh. Feversham passed two of the clamps up between his patient’s legs to Miss Sheldon, who squeezed the ends and opened them to their maximum extent just above the crinkled, red cherries of Miss Stanley’s nipples.

His patient’s eyes widened and she made a noise of protest as she realized what the nurse was about to do, but Miss Sheldon lowered the clamps and allowed the springs to squeeze them closed on the young woman’s delicate nipples. As the metal gripped her she squealed, the sound muffled against the rubber probe stuffing her mouth, and her body shook like a leaf. Feversham’s gaze dropped back between her legs and noted the growing moisture gathering there.

“Just one thing more,” he murmured soothingly, while two fingertips found her clit and drew slow whorls around the tender flesh, “and then it will all be over, Miss Stanley.”

That pink pearl gradually swelled and grew at his touch until it poked from its hood and provided enough of a surface for his clamps to grasp. Pinching lightly around it to hold it in place he eased the last clamp into place on it and held it there while Miss Stanley bucked and squealed. A small gush of fluid squeezed out from around the rubber probe inserted in her pussy and ran down her perineum and into her ass. How wet she was already, and just from the application of his measuring devices. He hadn’t even begun her treatment yet! She was so sensitive and so lovely, while at the same time so obedient to his wishes. It was a pity he couldn’t keep her as he kept some of the young women he rescued from the depths of the prisons, but perhaps he could turn her over to Lettie for some additional training after her treatments were underway.

Her slender body stretched across the table, bound and stuffed and clamped, and his manhood throbbed and ached just as he imagined her clit must be doing. With a quick look at the measuring instruments inside the wooden box he nodded. He had all he needed.

Well, almost.

“Miss Sheldon,” he murmured.

By then the young woman on the table was beyond noticing what the nurse did, and Lettie gave up soothing her and came to kneel between the Professor’s legs. Bright green eyes sparkled mischievously up at him as her slim fingers opened his breeches.

“Do you still blame me for not being able to resist tasting her?” she whispered.

“No,” Feversham replied, moaning as her warm, wet tongue slithered leisurely along his gnarled member. “I completely understand. She’s quite irresistible.”

The nurse smirked in satisfaction. “Very well, then. I shall have to punish you in payment.”

As she scooped his rod into her mouth with her tongue, Feversham’s eyelids flickered and he gave himself fully into her hands. Whatever punishment she wanted to hand out he would gladly accept, knowing that in the end he would enjoy it every bit as much as she did.

*          *          *

Her entire body felt full, stretched and stuffed to the bursting point, and though the clamps gripping her nipples and clit squeezed her without mercy, yet Eleanor did not quite feel tortured. She tottered on a line somewhere between pleasure and pain, her mind clouded from the sheer enormity of sensation which rushed through her in an unceasing flood. The fat rubber plug in her bottom had stretched her so badly at first that she thought she would tear to pieces, but now that it was settled inside her and she became accustomed to it, warm pulses spread out like ripples from the tightly spread ring of her anus. As thick heat bubbled between her legs quivers ran through her middle so that the inner walls of her sex trembled against the smaller rod embedded there.

She felt very wet down there, and she was certain that not all of it was because of the olive oil Professor Feversham had spread so liberally over her private parts. After he had finished she had sensed herself growing wetter as he inserted his rubber probes, and then even more so when he rubbed her clit and put on those terrible metal clamps. It was inside as well, so that now she could feel the liquid bathing the device which rested inside of her sex and it no longer seemed so tightly lodged as at first.

As for those clamps—she had thought that the pressure on her sensitive flesh would kill her, but like the fat rod in her bottom after a while the pain had blurred into something much closer to bliss. Her breasts swelled hot and heavy with the tingling in her pinched nipples, while the ache between her legs where the metal clamped onto her clit surged and ebbed with her heartbeat. She needed… Needed what? Normally she felt hollow and achy and her body craved something between her legs, but now she was crammed tightly with the rubber probes and still she was not satisfied. Remembering the sensation when first Miss Sheldon and then Professor Feversham had rubbed her clit Eleanor felt an overwhelming desire to reach down and touch herself, but the leather straps held her tight. She whimpered with longing; was she to be left to suffer, her body once again denied the relief it craved? A tear of frustration rolled down her pale cheek.

The rubber cylinder in her bottom moved, twisting at first to loosen it and then sliding out and then back in. Her muscles tensed involuntarily as it rubbed against her and the friction swamped her with fresh waves of heat, her thighs flexing and toes curling and she moaned. More, she needed more, and that was what the Professor gave her as he slowly pumped the rod in the greasy tube of her anus. Greedy for it she stretched out to meet him, thrusting against him as best she could with her body bound so tightly to the table. Again and again he plunged it into her, making her feel so full and stuffed that she thought she must explode.

There was pleasure now, all pain forgotten and she rode high on a wave of euphoria. Then the smaller rod inside her stirred, sloshing against the sopping walls of her sex as another hand moved it within her in opposition to the shaft in her rear. They alternated filling her, stroking against her screaming nerves, to lift her further and further from the heavy dullness which had held her down for so long. She burned with it, her body trembling under the dual assault until she could scarcely breathe. Desperate for air she thrashed with her tongue until she dislodged the probe filling her mouth and it slipped out to fall to the table beside her head.

She could breathe—just in time to gasp in a great gulp of air and cry out as the first orgasm of her life burst through her like a thunderclap and shattered her awareness into a million glowing shards of bliss.

*          *          *

Lettie forced him to wait, refused to allow him to finish before the girl on the table. Time and again her mouth on his shaft and her slim fingers on his balls took him to the very brink, but then she eased him back from the edge only to begin pushing him towards it again immediately after. His motions as he fucked Miss Stanley with the rubber probe in her ass would become jerky and frantic as he neared release, and then become regular again for a few seconds as the boiling pressure in his balls eased.

Through it all, somehow his nurse managed to pleasure both him and his patient without losing her pace with either until Miss Stanley finally surged up on the table and filled the room with her high, sharp cries of relief. At the sound Lettie sucked him deep and fondled his balls while her throat squeezed around the tingling head of his cock. Just that quickly it was over—a hoarse grunt forced between his clenched teeth and his hot seed spurted into the back of his nurse’s mouth and down her throat until his legs trembled with the force of his release. With a look of intense satisfaction Miss Sheldon returned his manhood to its rightful place and stood to check on their patient.

*          *          *

“Do you feel better now, Miss Stanley?”

It took a second for Eleanor to realize that the words were directed at her. She looked up into the smiling face of Miss Sheldon, who was unfastening the clamps on Eleanor’s nipples. The girl swallowed and blinked, trying to free her mind of the post-orgasmic fog.

“Yes, thank you. Was that the treatment?”

The nurse worried at her lip. “Not exactly. The Professor had originally only intended to use this device to diagnose your problem. Once he got his readings, however, it became apparent that it would be a simple matter to use the devices already in place to quickly induce a hysterical paroxysm and return your womb to its rightful place.”

“I do feel ever so much better,” Eleanor said. “So wonderfully relaxed. That dreadful tension is completely gone.” She uttered a laugh tinged with wonder. “Thank you. Thank you both so much.”

“Unfortunately you are probably not completely cured,” Professor Feversham said from below her. “It often requires multiple treatments, and sometimes regular ones, to keep a young woman’s body in good health.”

Her eyes turned up to search Miss Sheldon’s. “Is that true?”

The nurse nodded solemnly.

“So I’ll need more treatments?”

“I’m afraid so, Miss.”

As the Professor pulled the large rubber rod from her twitching bottom, a fresh surge of tingles swept through Eleanor’s belly and her nipples puckered.

“How soon can I get the next one?”

The End

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

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

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






Sneak Peek: Discipline

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

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

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

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

“I’m pleased that you’re satisfied.”

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

“Do you think so?”

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

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

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

The Professor frowned. “Is he alone?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You have my condolences.”

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

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

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

“I believe I understand.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I have your full confidence?”

“Indeed, yes.”

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

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

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

Continue reading Discipline…
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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.

Bred by My Dad’s New Boss

You’re the kind of guy who when you walk into a room you own it. And every woman in the room can feel that.

When Leah meets her dad’s new boss at the company picnic he’s not the socially awkward computer geek she expected. Anthony is mouth-wateringly gorgeous, aggressive, and when he sees something he wants he goes after it. A brief kiss sets her on fire and leaves her reeling, and despite his warnings Leah can’t get him out of her mind. Her fantasies get wilder every night, and she can’t tell if she’s in love or in lust or just plain crazy, except that she has to be crazy to be obsessing over this dangerous man. Anthony wants her; she’s sure of that, but she isn’t sure she can give him what he wants. Will Leah do whatever it takes to please this man who can drive her wild with just a look, even if that means doing very private things in very public places and throwing out the condoms?

Straight A Student

“I will do anything to make an A in your class.”

Eighteen-year-old Holly is failing physics. Her sexy teacher, Mr. Edwards, is happy to tutor her, but when she bombs her test she realizes that studying by itself isn’t going to be enough. She’s going to have to work a lot harder if she wants to get her ‘A’ in his class.

Holly is still innocent, and she intends to stay that way to save herself for someone special. Mr. Edwards agrees to pass her if she’ll give him every other part of her body and do every filthy thing he asks of her, and everyone knows what ‘A’ stands for. But is she ready to give him her forbidden back door for the very first time? Just how far is Holly willing to go to make the grade?
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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



OPS/image28.jpg





OPS/image53.jpg





OPS/image10.jpg





OPS/image37.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

KELLI WOLFE |





OPS/image44.jpg





OPS/image61.jpg





OPS/image70.jpg
Pad's Best
Erien

T woL





OPS/image8.jpg





cover.jpeg
Kelli Wolke





OPS/image35.jpg





OPS/image60.jpg





OPS/image29.jpg
“The Preacher's Vintn Daughters
N






OPS/image52.jpg
é A o
R
ESISTIH£

{01





OPS/image38.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters






OPS/image43.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image7.jpg





OPS/image47.jpg





OPS/image17.jpg
O BIVEIA BLAKE






OPS/image42.jpg





OPS/image2.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image12.jpg





OPS/image68.jpg
4 Sy et My Bt et Dk
KELL!I WOLFE





OPS/image18.jpg





OPS/image55.jpg
%M's
i all G Tt

V4





OPS/image48.jpg





OPS/image41.jpg





OPS/image24.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image54.jpg





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image11.jpg
OLIVIABLAKE

THEWINTER BILLIONAIRES





OPS/image67.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image19.jpg
-
*IfIRST

E, /
L BLAKE





OPS/image49.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image36.jpg





OPS/image71.jpg
/u‘ 4
srmeur
ST\)DENT

<l

| Wa






OPS/image9.jpg
LM
STRAIGHT
STYPENT

<Pl

k.4
i wolfe





OPS/image58.jpg
o

e;s

Kﬂmmg





OPS/image23.jpg





OPS/image4.jpg





OPS/image15.jpg





OPS/image40.jpg
ZLL) Wolgs






OPS/image66.jpg





OPS/image57.jpg





OPS/image31.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters

> ‘\
"KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image59.jpg





OPS/image16.jpg
OLIV: BLAKE
.cv‘w B






OPS/image65.jpg





OPS/image3.jpg
AV
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image22.jpg





OPS/image13.jpg





OPS/image25.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





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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