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Summary

Professor George E. Feversham, the founder of Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education, has a reputation for reforming troubled young women of the lower classes, and his treatments for praefocatio matricis—female hysteria—are renowned in scientific circles. Fathers from all over Europe bring their gently-born daughters to him knowing that they will be in the very best—and most discreet—of hands.

This collection includes the first four stories of the Professor Feversham’s Academy series: Hysteria, Correction, Paroxysm, and Discipline.
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HYSTERIA

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

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

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

“Please come in, then.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That many?”

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

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

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

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

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

“That would be splendid.”

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

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

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

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

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

“You rang, Professor?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 

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

*          *          *

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

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

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

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sir, I cannot possibly—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

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

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

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

“Miss Sheldon, please start the electromechanical percuteur.”

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

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

What was he doing, anyway?

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

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

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

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

“Miss Sheldon.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So am I cured, then?”

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

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

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

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

The End






CORRECTION

“CONSTANCE BREWER.”

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

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

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

“This way. Move along.”

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

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

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

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

“Stand up,” he ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Professor Feversham,” she murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Professor! How could he have known?

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

“Naturally. Bring her inside to my office.”

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

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

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

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

This room turned out to be no worse than the one she had originally occupied, with the exception that there was no window and the door bolted from the outside. Knowing there was nothing else to be done Constance crawled into bed and closed her eyes. It was a long time before she could get to sleep though, for her mind kept pondering the meaning of the Professor’s words. Just what kind of correction did he mean to provide?

The next morning a maid delivered her breakfast, and at eight o’clock sharp the Professor appeared at her door with Miss Sheldon. For an instant she thought of hanging back or even struggling, but what would be the point? It was this or Newgate Prison, and despite her transgression the Professor had not lost his temper or yelled at her. He gestured for her to follow Miss Sheldon, who preceded them down the hallway, and he trailed them both, his shoulders too broad to allow them to walk side by side in the narrow corridor.

“I am disappointed, Miss Brewer,” he rumbled, “although this was not at all unexpected. Still, I had hoped to begin your first day in a more pleasant fashion, and instead your first lesson will be one of discipline.”

A cold little chill ran through her. “What sort of discipline?”

“I have many punishments at my disposal for correcting the wayward behavior of willful young women such as yourself, but the first time is always a spanking. Always. I find it reinforces the nature of our relationship in the mind.”

Constance recoiled in shock. “A spanking, sir? Certainly not. I am not a little girl.”

“Miss Brewer, you are a spoilt little brat with no self control and you shall be treated like one until you reform your behavior. Now, you entered into a legal agreement with the Academy of your own free will, agreed to abide by my instructions and grant me your total obedience. Yet within a couple of hours under my roof you deliberately broke my rules and attempted to escape. Surely you did not think such an act would not have consequences?”

“No, Professor, but—”

“There are no buts. You will either submit to my discipline and learn obedience, or you will go back to Newgate and spend the next nine years locked away. This is the last time I shall give you the choice.”

The calm, matter of fact tone he used was worse than shouting. Constance tried to swallow but her mouth had gone horribly dry. A spanking was soon over. Nine years—why, that was half her life already! All those years stretched out before her, day after endless day of dull misery, with her an old maid before she ever walked free again.

“I’ll take the spanking, Professor.”

“Then follow Miss Sheldon and do exactly as she says. I’ll be along momentarily.”

Half in a daze Constance allowed herself to be disrobed and put on the strange gown Miss Sheldon handed her. It was indecently short, and cut oddly in the front so that she had to hunch forward to hide her décolletage, but whenever she bent forward the back opened up behind her to reveal her bare bottom. By the time the Professor came in Constance’s face glowed cherry red from embarrassment at revealing so much of her body to perfect strangers.

The big man gestured at the low, padded table at the center of the room. Its edges bristled with odd metal gadgets and leather straps, and there were strange cutaways in the table itself. “Up on the table, if you please.”

Miss Sheldon helped her climb up with a footstool, and then had her lie on her side while the Professor looked over the notes his assistant had already compiled. With a satisfied nod he removed a long glass thermometer from a tube and opened the stopper on a dark glass bottle. Without a word he passed behind her and then she felt his hands open her gown and touch her buttocks.

“Professor!”

“Miss Brewer, part of the examination is collecting your temperature. I find that this is by far the most accurate means.”

She trembled as his hands parted her, spread her cheeks wide, and then a finger prodded at her wrinkled, pink hole. It took a moment before what he was doing, what he intended to do, sank in. While she understood the basics of sex she had never dreamed of anyone trying to put anything in there! She squirmed against him, trying to wriggle away.

“I don’t think—”

A stinging slap landed on her ass and she gasped from the shock of it.

“Kindly hold still,” Feversham growled. “I am simply applying a bit of olive oil as a lubricant.”

With a shuddering sigh Constance forced herself to relax, and once she calmed she found that it was not truly unpleasant at all. The Professor’s finger was warm and he applied the syrupy liquid with slow, gentle swirls that made her bottom tingle with a languid heat. It was actually rather nice, although she felt quite naughty for thinking that. Feeling good for being touched there was so wicked. Still, she allowed herself to be caught up so that she was taken by surprise when the tip of one finger squeezed inside. She hissed, a sharp indrawn breath, and flinched away from the intrusion.

“Easy,” he murmured behind her. “The way must be prepared for the passage of the thermometer.”

It was that which she felt next, the cool, slick glass probing at her, its slimmer form penetrating easily into her lubricated hole. Constance moaned as the long tube greased with thick oil glided slowly through her clenched anus. It felt odd, so very odd having something inside of her there, but at the same time it excited her in a very naughty way. A swell of heat bloomed between her legs, settling low in her loins with a heavy ache that made her moan again, this time from a longing which she did not understand. When the Professor began to twist the thermometer in her bottom while working it in and out Constance was almost overcome by the sensations until her head lolled and her hand clenched unknowingly in her gown.

“All right, now. It takes a few minutes to register properly, so please lie still.”

She lay there with the long thermometer penetrating her in a place she never would have imagined, with her most private areas completely bared to this man, and even as her face burned with shame down between her legs she burned with something else entirely. She was lost in it, so lost that she barely even felt when the Professor removed the thermometer and his finger returned to the slippery pucker of her ass. This time his finger slid into her far more easily, and with a series of short thrusts that took her breath away he managed to work it completely inside of her until she felt his knuckles pressing into her buttocks.

“Your muscles are strong,” the older man said. “Very healthy grip. Are you experiencing any discomfort?”

“No, Professor,” she breathed, her bottom quivering around his finger.

Her eyes closed and she tried to relax, but something about having him inside of her there made her want to squeeze, to bear down—even when she wanted to hold that slippery digit wriggling around inside of her, to keep the sensations going forever. After a while he pulled out of her again, though, and Miss Sheldon came around the table to help her sit up.

“You did very well,” the Professor told her, and she felt an instant of pride at that. “But there is still the matter of a spanking. Miss Sheldon, prepare her.”

Resigned to her fate, Constance allowed herself to be rearranged so that she was standing bent over the table with her feet back on the floor. When Miss Sheldon had her positioned to her satisfaction she secured Constance’s wrists to the far corners of the table with leather straps, leaving her arms stretched taut, and then she cranked a small wheel on the side of the table which raised the platform until the young woman was forced up onto her tiptoes. It was not until the Professor moved to her side, a long, slender birch rod tapping against one hand, that she began to really have second thoughts.

“Fifteen strokes, Miss Brewer. Ready yourself.”

As Miss Sheldon opened the back of her gown to bare her for the Professor’s ministrations Constance stiffened and bit her lip. Feversham waited long seconds, allowing the anticipation to build before he struck, and then the tip of the rod made a whistling swish as it cut through the air to crack against the bare skin of her bottom. A line of fire slashed across her skin as though red hot coals had been pressed up against her, and her breath hissed through her teeth as she cringed against the table.

*          *          *

Professor Feversham’s eyes locked onto the satin skin of Miss Brewer’s ass where a scarlet welt now stood stark against one pale buttock. His arm lashed out and another streak of red sprang up to cross the other. The girl whimpered and cried out, but held herself still. Good; he had thought she would be tractable once she realized that she was fully in his power. His cock swelled in his breeches, stiffened at the sight of her softly rounded flesh and the thought of plunging into the tight heat of her virgin ass after her thrashing. As he quickly laid three more strokes onto her, Miss Brewer jerked against her restraints and turned her head to bury her sobs against the padding on the table.

Strawberries and cream—that was what her bottom looked like now. Angry red and virginal, creamy white intermingled, and all slowly turning a brilliant shade of pink. Twice more he struck, this time against the back of her firm upper thighs, and her moans became a high squeal as her knees gave way and her toes scrabbled against the tiled floor.

“Oh please, Professor, please no more!”

Eight and nine crisscrossed her round, rosy cheeks while her pleas filled the room, to no avail.

“Please, Professor! I can’t bear it!”

Down where she couldn’t see he rubbed the palm of his hand against the hard outline of his cock. Her cries stimulated him even more than the wonderful view of her candy striped buttocks, while over to his right Miss Sheldon looked on with heavy lidded eyes as she bit her lip, her own excitement something he would deeply relish satisfying later. But business first.

Ten. Eleven. Her body shook and writhed, thighs spreading to expose every delightful charm to him as she begged for his clemency.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I’ll never disobey you again!”

“Discipline, Miss Brewer. Obedience. Submission. These are the keys to your reformation. Until you learn this and accept it your punishments will continue.”

Twelve. Thirteen. She bucked at each lash against her, but ceased her struggling and crying out. As deep sobs shook her slender body he began to wonder if the buttons on his breeches were up to the task of restraining his straining manhood, while between her legs Miss Brewer’s nether lips had grown puffy and dark. Best to finish quickly so they could all attain the release they longed for.

He delivered the final two strokes of her punishment in lightning succession and then drew a deep breath. When he had seen her at Newgate Prison he’d had no idea that he would personally find her so exciting; it was a very good thing he allowed Miss Sheldon to pick her out from her photograph. His assistant had an incredible eye, a real talent for choosing the best. He must think of a way to reward her.

“Release her, Miss Sheldon,” he said, “and help her back up onto the table. Now that little chore is over it is time to begin the first treatment.”

*          *          *

“You must thank the Professor for his lesson, Miss Brewer.”

Constance blinked in astonishment. Thank him for thrashing her? She wanted to refuse such madness, but there was no more fight left in her. “Thank you, Professor,” she murmured.

While the pretty redhead helped her to climb back up onto the table, Constance’s mind was awhirl. Her poor bottom still stung from the whipping, but after the eleventh or twelfth blow something strange had happened. All that heat, all the burning which had been purest agony a moment before transmogrified into something very different. It was pain, but a pain that struck to her very core and set off a reaction between her legs unlike anything she had felt before. The heavy ache in her lower body swelled to drown out the agony of her spanking, and inside she trembled with a longing for something for which she had no name. She only knew that she wanted something, needed something there to fill the hollow quivering before she went mad from it. And she was wet down there now, almost as though she had lost control of her bladder, wet enough to feel the moisture on her lips and the slippery looseness inside the passage which made her a woman.

To her relief Miss Sheldon rolled her onto her side so that her weight was not on her buttocks, and she watched in trepidation as the Professor wheeled a metal cart over to the table and moved around behind her. Oh, hadn’t her poor bottom suffered enough already?

“Today’s treatment is two-fold,” the Professor’s voice intoned. “First we must purge you of the ill humors which poison your body and are responsible for much of your behavioral difficulties. After that we shall relieve the female hysteria which obviously plagues you.”

Something rattled on the tray, and he placed a heavy object down on the table behind her. Constance wanted to crane her head to look, but at the same time she was afraid to find out what was next in store for her. Perhaps she had been too hasty in making her decision. Nine years wasn’t forever, after all.

“As to the former, the unenlightened charlatans who make up most of the so-called medical field still insist on bleeding their patients. Black magic and voodoo, I say! The latest scientific research suggests that colonic therapy is infinitely superior in restoring the body’s chemistry to its rightful balance.”

Once again his hands parted Constance’s buttocks, this time to dribble a cool, thick liquid into the deep cleft between her cheeks. It coated her with an oily layer and then spilled in large drops down her lower cheek and trickled down into the slit between her legs. As the Professor’s finger nudged into her greasy crevice she squirmed and clenched her cheeks against him.

“Miss Brewer.”

The warning tone made her gulp and she forced her muscles to relax. Once more that finger toyed with the tight ring of her anus, rubbing it slowly, gently, until the ache in her loins screamed for attention. What was he doing to her? How was he able to make her feel this way? With a moan she humped her ass back against him, and he obliged her by sliding that finger deep into her rectum. It was easier this time, much less uncomfortable now that she knew what to expect.

“Very good, young woman. That’s the way. Relax and let me prepare you.”

Prepare her? For what? He had already taken her temperature. But as he pumped his finger in and out of her clenching bottom she found that she really didn’t care. She let go and let the sensation carry her along, her eyes fluttering closed as that warm, tingling current dragged her towards its unknown destination. Then the Professor thrust a second finger inside of her.

A spike of pain seared through her as her sphincter muscle protested, unused to such treatment, and her whole bottom throbbed in agony.

“Professor, take it out. Oh, please take it out.”

“Nonsense Miss Brewer,” he replied. “You simply must be stretched a bit before you take the nozzle for your enema. Otherwise the experience would be excruciating.”

An enema! While Constance had heard of them she had never had one herself. It sounded dreadful, and as far as she was concerned her experience was already excruciating.

“Must I have one?” she wailed.

“Absolutely.” Feversham’s voice exuded utter confidence. “It is the only proper way to flush the ill humors from your body, which must be done in order to effect your rehabilitation.”

Although his fingers still only moved slowly, her tight ass resisted him despite all of her efforts to relax, and each thrust sent new waves of anguish spreading out like ripples on a pond. It took long, patient minutes before he was able to stretch her enough to take both digits comfortably, but once again somewhere along the way the pain had transformed into a persistent ache that centered down between her legs and left her anxious and wanting.

“I think that’s done it,” the Professor muttered to himself as he withdrew his fingers, and once again something rattled on the metal cart.

The muscles of her ass twitched and pulsed in a ticklish dance as they attempted to shrink back to their normal dimensions. Was that it? Was he finished?

“All right, Miss Brewer. I am going to insert the enema nozzle now. Please hold very still.”

Constance held still. Indeed, she held her breath waiting with dread for this next intrusion. Something cold slithered against her pulsating anus, twisted and pressed against her with a gentle but inexorable pressure. She stretched, enough for one finger and then two, and yet it still was not enough. A cry burst from her lips as the strain became unbearable.

“No more! I can’t take any more. You’re splitting me in two!”

“Stuff and nonsense,” the big man growled in irritation behind her. “Why, Miss Sheldon had the same treatment two days ago. You’ll just have to bear up, young woman.”

Suddenly she gave way, her muscles surrendering to the intruder, and it popped through into her bowels. Constance cried out again, lost somewhere between relief and agony. Smooth, slippery metal slid against her tight ring, still thicker than the Professor’s fingers but thankfully nothing like the massive head. This wasn’t so bad. It made her feel full, stuffed, but it wasn’t unpleasant, exactly.

She moaned and twitched as a low ridge on the metal shaft spread her wider for a moment. Another followed it, and then another, and prickling warmth spread from her ass up to her sex until the flutter deep within her virgin tunnel made her whimper with need. With another moan Constance thrust her ass back onto the enema nozzle, wanting more of it in her, wanting all of it until no more would fit. It moved inside of her, a slow pumping as the Professor worked it in and out of her a couple of inches at a time.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed.

“Steady there, Miss Brewer. I’m adjusting the depth to accommodate you.”

It would suit her if he would just go on adjusting the depth all day. But somehow she had to relieve this frightful tension building within her. She felt like a spring being wound tighter and tighter, and surely she must eventually snap just as that spring would when it became coiled past all endurance? The nozzle ceased its movements and she uttered a cry of frustration.

“I will now release the enema solution. This is simply warm, soapy water, nothing to worry about.”

With a hiss she stiffened, back arching as the liquid flooded into her bowels. She had thought that she felt full with the enema nozzle inside of her, but now she found herself filling and filling, her stomach distending as more of the water sloshed into her colon. Small cramps twisted at her, tugged at her bloated innards.

“Oh. Oh. Oh.”

“There, there, dear, it will be all right.”

A soft hand slipped under her gown to caress her belly, and Constance looked up to find Miss Sheldon beside her. Her wide green eyes were warm with sympathy—and something else which caused Constance’s breath to catch. To her relief the other woman’s touch turned into a gentle massage which soothed the spasms in her stomach. As her discomfort eased Miss Sheldon’s touch became lighter and her hand crept lower, fingers tickling around the edges of her belly button, and still further to the soft skin of her mound. When her fingertips grazed against the hard knot at the root of her furrow Constance gasped and flinched.

“Relax,” the Professor’s voice insisted.

Raw pleasure surged between her legs and the throbbing ache intensified into a need that squeezed at her chest.

“Oh!”

“Are you in pain, Miss Brewer?”

“No,” she whispered. It wasn’t pain, although she was in agony.

“Good. I’m removing the nozzle now.”

But Professor Feversham didn’t simply remove it. Instead he slid it back and forth inside of her, the flanges on the tube stimulating her tender anus while Miss Sheldon’s fingers swirled lightly over her clit. Without realizing it Constance began to rock her pelvis, fucking herself on the enema nozzle while rubbing her clit harder against the other woman’s fingers until even with all of the oil which had spilled into her furrow she could feel herself growing wetter inside.

*          *          *

As her wrinkled, pink sphincter clutched and squeezed at the ribbed enema nozzle sliding through it, Professor Feversham’s cock jumped and pulsed with longing. He almost called Miss Sheldon to his aid, but no, that was better left until the young woman on the table was being driven to the heights of ecstasy by his electrical apparatus in combination with his manual stimulation. Once she was more used to the procedures, well, things would be rather different.

He clamped the hose and carefully withdrew the nozzle the remainder of the way, eliciting a sharp cry from Miss Brewer as the overlarge tip stretched her painfully wide again. With him and Miss Sheldon helping her she was able to climb awkwardly off the table and relieve herself of the enema solution in the screened off water closet. When she had been cleaned up they took her back to the table and had her lie face down with her legs spread and her pubic area positioned over one of the cutouts in the table. As he helped her up he observed that her nipples were stiff and swollen with undiminished arousal. That pleased him, since not all of his patients found the colonic treatments stimulating. Miss Brewer, however, might well turn out to be quite the dirty little anal slut based on her reactions.

“Miss Sheldon, will you start the large percuteur while I ready our patient?”

With a smile to quiet Miss Brewer’s anxious nerves he rearranged her limbs so that her arms were folded beneath her head and her legs were stretched apart to straddle a V-shaped cutout at the bottom of the table. Once she was adjusted comfortably he snapped a pair of leather cuffs onto her ankles so she would be unable to close her legs, and then pulled a small jar of olive oil—a lighter, smoother variety than what he had used as lubrication for her enema—from the metal cart and squirted a liberal dose over his fingers.

A low hum came from behind him as Miss Sheldon switched on the large vibrating machine. The apparatus was contained in a wheeled steel box about a foot to a side while an extensible steel rod as thick as his thumb rose from the top. A soft, gray rubber vibratode like a ball covered the tip of the rod, and its edges blurred as Miss Sheldon adjusted the vibration rate higher. How would his patient react to this?

The Professor reached beneath Miss Sheldon and slathered her cunt liberally with the olive oil, smiling at the girl’s guttural cry as his fingers dwelled for a few seconds on her swollen clit. Once Miss Brewer was properly lubricated he gave a nod to his assistant and Miss Sheldon wheeled the vibrating machine into the gap between the girl’s legs. From there Feversham took over, kneeling beneath the table to adjust the device for its optimum placement—and incidentally giving himself a perfect view straight up his patient’s lovely pussy.

All of her smooth, pink skin glistened with its coating of olive oil, and the reddened pearl at the edge of her lips was so swollen that it peeked out from its hood at him. Her obvious arousal stoked his own, his stiff rod pulsating, demanding release. He would have to work quickly.

Squinting a little, he turned the knob which adjusted the height of the rod so that the vibrating ball eased up against Miss Brewer’s exposed clit. At the first contact of the rubber ball against her nub she jerked and moaned and tried to lift herself away, but with a firm hand on her buttocks he pressed her back down against it.

“Miss Brewer, you suffer from an acute case of praefocatio matricis. This treatment will—at least temporarily—provide some relief.”

The young woman’s voice was a little breathless. “Praefe… What you said? Is it serious?”

“It can become quite serious.” He poured more olive oil onto his fingers. “You have an ache and a heaviness in your lower body, do you not? Along with a desperate craving in the area of your sex, correct?”

“Yes, Professor.” It was a low whimper. “It’s like a deep itch that I can’t scratch. Oh, please, can you make it stop?”

He hooked a stool with his foot and dragged it into the open area just behind the boxy vibrating machine and spent a few moments admiring the rounded swell of her ass and the wide-spread folds of her sex.

“I assure you that my methods are guaranteed to bring you relief.”

Careful not to disturb the vibrator humming on her clit he slid his fingers between her lips and probed inside her moist entrance. She was rotating her hips now to bring herself greater pleasure from the contact with the rubber ball and hardly noticed when he slid the tip of one finger inside of her. A little gush of her fluids emerged as he opened her. How marvelously wet she was! He pressed a little more deeply into the slippery heat of her vagina and his fingertip bumped against her hymen.

Still a virgin, too. Hard to believe considering her background, but she was quite definitely virgo intacta. That would make her far more valuable after her rehabilitation was completed, and he made a mental note to remind Miss Sheldon to keep her segregated from the regular patients. It was rather a pity—she was so very tight and lovely and he had hoped to enjoy her—but sacrifices had to be made, and she did have other delights of which he could partake.

Pulling his hand back he replaced the finger in her pussy with his thumb and slid his fingers up the oily channel between her buttocks until they found her puckered ring. She moaned and clenched her buttocks at the intrusion, but after her enema she was well-lubricated and stretched enough that he was able to slide two fingers straight in. It was not long before her muscles relented and he was able to fuck both of her holes with his fingers while she masturbated her clit against the vibrator.

Sure now that their patient was completely occupied with her own pleasure, Miss Sheldon appeared and knelt between his legs. Nimble fingers freed his erection and pulled it to her greedy mouth, her tongue darting and swirling to lap up his pre-cum and tease him to still greater heights of excitement. The little tease would keep him going for hours if he allowed her.

“Lettie,” he moaned, his fingers still ceaselessly pumping in Miss Brewer.

“Poor Professor,” she whispered back with a wicked grin, and wrapping her slender fingers around his shaft stroked slowly up and down. “We must attend to your needs as well.”

Each time she reached the top she squeezed him to milk out more of his oozing pre-cum until his whole cock was glistening and slippery with it. She gave the tip one more long, slow kiss that left a blob of her saliva behind and then stood and gathered her skirts in a bunch at her lower back so that he was presented with her naked backside. Her small hands reached back and parted her buttocks, inviting him to inspect the channel between and the crinkled aperture nestled within. She flexed her muscles, making it appear to wink at him.

“Is this what you want, Professor Feversham?”

“Oh, my dear girl, yes.”

She worked her way back until the purple head of his cock pressed between her cheeks, and then reached down to guide him. Using her own weight as leverage she pressed down until his thick rod pierced her and stretched her into a tight, white ring around his shaft. As he plunged into the heat of her ass Feversham took a shuddering breath and wrapped his free arm around her middle to settle her more closely against him. Fascinated he watched her swallow every inch of his prick a bit at a time until she had taken the whole thing in her luscious little bottom and she came to rest against his lap.

“Such a naughty girl you are,” he murmured.

“I’m exactly as you made me,” she whispered back.

“My finest creation.”

His hand fumbled between her legs, clawed its way through her skirts while she rocked back and forth to fuck herself on his manhood. Finally he found his way, teased her hard clit until she moaned his name, and then pressed two fingers into the wet hole beneath. She squeezed down on him, her pussy clinging to his fingers. Both hands worked now, each fucking a different woman while Miss Sheldon’s tightly stretched ass gripped and pulled at him with each stroke.

As a hot ache prickled in his balls he pulled his fingers from Miss Sheldon’s soaking pussy and thrust them to her mouth, rubbing her honey across her lips before pushing them inside. Her tongue twisted and lapped greedily to catch every drop of her own tangy juices and she suckled his fingers as though working his cock. With a groan he pulled her head back and drove his pole deep into her ass. Realizing he was close she squirmed against him and bore down hard with her sphincter muscle to clasp him inside of her.

Hot cum shot from him in thick blobs until his balls were emptied, and he had to bury his mouth against the back of Miss Sheldon’s neck to muffle his moans. When he had finished she began to rock against him once more while her fingers rubbed frantically at her clit until she found her own release a few seconds later. The muscles in her ass spasmed and clenched as she came to milk every last drop of cum from his slowly deflating manhood. When the last aftershocks eventually died away she rose shakily to her feet and rearranged her skirt, then tucked Professor Feversham’s cock back in his breeches.

Through all of these exercises his fingers had never ceased their efforts to stimulate his young patient, and even as his breathing returned to normal a gush of fluid spurted onto his hand and her cries of release took the place of the ones he and his assistant had dared not utter.

*          *          *

Constance lay with her head down and panted. The vibrating machine’s massage seemed to sap every ounce of her will, and the Professor’s fingers moving inside of her alternately soothed and fed the voracious ache in her loins. A rising heat built between her legs, a tension that roiled and burned until she knew it must consume her. Pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable spread languidly out to fill her, swelling her breasts and making her whole body buzz.

Each thrust of his fingers tightened the knots in her belly, drew them taut until they sang with their need for release. She gasped, groaned as the fingers in her ass drove harder, pressed more deeply into her. Her pussy ground down and her clit pressed against the machine’s rubber tip in an effort to grasp ever more sensation, to drown herself in it. With one last shove backwards Constance forced Feversham’s fingers completely into her ass, and finally the knots broke free.

“Professor!” she cried. “Oh Professor, what is this?”

Pleasure seared along her nerves, pushing her euphoria to dizzying heights and pinning her there while she fought to breathe, and her gasping cries echoed from the bare walls of the examination room while her fingers clawed at the padding on the table. Her mouth locked in a rictus of agony at this ecstasy that was almost pain until finally she sank down onto the table, drained and sweat-streaked, although her blood still thrummed with wisps of leftover ecstasy.

Slowly she lifted her head to watch the Professor and his assistant cleaning their equipment and putting it away for its next use. When Feversham saw that she had recovered he offered her a slight smile.

“That, Miss Brewer, was what we call a hysterical paroxysm. It is a release of energies of imbalance as your womb returns to its proper state. You should feel much better, and far less anxious, for a while.”

“A while? You mean I’ll have to do that again?”

“Almost certainly. The womb does tend to wander, in which case further treatments will be required. Fortunately with my new electromechanical devices like the percuteur this is not an overly onerous task.”

Constance closed her eyes. Again? She could have that again? As Miss Sheldon pulled her up and helped her descend from the table to clean up the young woman was laughing gleefully in her head. To think she had almost chosen to go back to Newgate Prison instead of this. Now the only question in her mind was how to delay her rehabilitation as long as possible.

The End






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






DISCIPLINE

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

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

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

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

“I’m pleased that you’re satisfied.”

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

“Do you think so?”

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

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

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

The Professor frowned. “Is he alone?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You have my condolences.”

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

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

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

“I believe I understand.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I have your full confidence?”

“Indeed, yes.”

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

“Thank you. This shall do nicely.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But my clothes?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Professor.”

“Any headache today?”

“No.”

“Heaviness in your lower abdomen or breasts?”

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

“A little,” she admitted.

“You are still a virgin?”

“Professor!”

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

She could barely speak for mortification. “Yes.”

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

“What? Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Professor.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, Professor!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t understand.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, no, Professor. Oh, no.”

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

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

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

“Yes,” Sophia murmured.

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

Sophia bowed her head. “No, Professor.”

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

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

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

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

“This way, Miss Hamilton.”

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

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

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

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

“She’s ready, Professor.”

“Ah, good.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered.

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

“Miss Hamilton.”

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

“Good, Miss Hamilton. Very good.”

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

“Now, Professor?” she begged.

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

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

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

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

“Do you feel better now, Miss Hamilton?”

She nodded weakly, not trusting herself to speak.

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

“Yes, Professor,” she whispered. 

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

“Miss Hamilton?”

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

“I’m sorry. You startled me.”

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

“Not yet. I was merely thinking…”

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

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

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

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

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

“Wear it? How?”

“It fits inside your bottom.”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Slow, easy does it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“All right, Miss. Here we go.”

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

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

“Oh, yes,” she breathed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready, Professor.”

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

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

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

“Very good.”

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

“Oooh,” she gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Never fear.”

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

“Oh, Professor. Was that all right?”

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

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

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

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at Captive of the Beast Men. 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: Captive of the Beast Men

EVEN BEFORE WE VENTURED FORTH from the quiet security of the trees, the Purple Forest People had legends of the beast men. Our old ones would tell stories around the fire at night of terrible creatures that walked like men but had the faces and souls of fearsome animals. They lurked in the shadows along dark forest trails, or crept up on unwary camps in the dead of night to slay and take captives. And always, always it was the maidens that they carried screaming away into the darkness, for what awful purpose our old ones could not or would not say—they simply stared into the flickering firelight and shook their heads in sorrow.

As we grew older, though, these stories no longer sounded so dreadful. We learned that no one in our tribe had ever seen a beast man, nor did any of our people even know of anyone in the nearby groups who had. The tales were from long, long ago, carried down from long-vanished tribes that were nothing more than distant memories. We no longer believed, and the night held more immediate terrors that we knew all too well—dire wolves, cave lions, giant bears and hyenas—without adding make-believe ones to the list. The beast men became nothing but a tale to frighten gullible children.

Or so we thought.

In the year that I became a woman, the droughts came. Moons passed without rain, and the creeping purple flowers that gave our tribe its name shriveled and died. Food grew ever more scarce, and many died of hunger in the long winter that followed. The next spring brought none of the usual storms, and the slow, brown river which ran through our territory shrank and finally dried up. By the time the third winter of droughts had passed, fully half of the Purple Forest people had died of starvation and those of us that remained seemed little more than walking skeletons.

Lightning strikes from the meager spring storms the following year started fires that burned swiftly through the dry wood of the mighty forests, leaving nothing but a wasteland of ashes and twisted ruin in their wake. We fled north, hoping to find water and game and refuge from the fires, but always other tribes had come before us and taken anything worth having.

For a full year we pressed onward, until we reached the eaves of the great forest and stared out in wonder onto the endless golden plains of the north. Many stopped there and would go no further—for were we not the Purple Forest People? But Hunts-by-Night, chief among our hunters, knew that to stay would mean for us all to slowly starve. He led those who remained and were willing onwards into the wide-open spaces of the grasslands.

Once we learned the ways of the new land food was more abundant there, but still Hunts-by-Night pushed us on, looking for a new home for our people. In fits and starts we crept northwards for two more years, until the forest lay so far behind us that we all knew that we would never see it again. And though things improved, still life was hard. In that year my mother died of a long, wasting illness.

I had expected my father to marry me off to one of the young hunters that year, but I remained in his tent to care for my younger brothers and sisters. For a while I thought my father might take me in my mother’s place, which the elders sometimes allowed in circumstances like this, but he insisted that I should have some strong, young hunter for a husband rather than being forced upon a half-crippled old man. I loved my father and I would have become his wife if he wanted, but secretly I was glad, for a young hunter named Boarfang had taken to watching me at the river and across the campfires in the evenings, and I had hopes that he would ask for me. He was tall and swift and was among the best of our hunters, with hands that were sure and strong whether he was throwing a spear or chipping flint. Whenever I found those deep, brown eyes resting on me a little thrill ran down my spine. Everyone thought that he would ask for Mist, my best friend and the only other unwed girl my age in the tribe, but each time I caught him looking at me I couldn’t help hoping.

It was Boarfang who spotted the mountains in the distance. At first we all thought the distant smudge on the horizon was another forest, but after a few days we saw the jagged peaks of stone stretching up to touch the very stars. None of us had heard of mountains before; none of us could have imagined that such things existed, and many were afraid that we had come to the edge of the world, or perhaps even the home of the gods. But Hunts-by-Night insisted that these mountains were our destination, and that his ancestors had appeared to him in a vision to tell him that we must seek our fortunes there. Perhaps they did, but I rather think he just wanted to see the immense summits up close.

In a few days we found a clear stream fed by melting snow running alongside a scrap of forest that clung to the sides of the mountains. There was food aplenty and shelter from the biting winds that swept down the plains from the north during the winters, so Hunts-by-Night declared this would be our new home and we quickly settled in.

Not long after we raised the first huts to shelter the old and very young, Boarfang came to stand before me. He stood straight, sleek body bronzed by the sun, and his eyes gleamed as he handed me a folded packet of wolf skin. Unwrapping it, I discovered a treasure of flint arrow and spearheads, scrapers, and knives along with bone needles and hooks. My breath caught.

“Wren,” he said, “in two days Hunts-by-Night is taking us out to bring back a bison in celebration of finding a home for our people. When we return, I would like to ask for you to be my wife. I am a good hunter, I can work flint almost as well as the old ones, and Hunts-by-Night says he thinks I will be chief hunter after him. Will you say yes if I ask your father for you?”

I stared down at the wealth in my hands, and struggled to find my tongue. At last I settled for a shy nod, and then dared to meet his eyes. They were dancing in the firelight.

“I will be a good husband to you.”

“I would like a house before winter,” I whispered, greatly daring.

Most of the older hunters felt such work to be beneath them, to be done only by the women and old ones. Boarfang just nodded soberly.

“We will build one together.”

That night when I fell asleep in my father’s tent I was happier than I had been since I was a small child before the droughts came.

Two days later we watched as the hunters disappeared one by one into the tall grasses of the plains, and I turned to thoughts of my coming wedding to Boarfang. Mist giggled prettily when I told her, and she confided that she had long had her sights set on Bowmaker. He was some years older than Boarfang and not so good a hunter, but he could make anything and his craftsmanship was much prized by our people. His wife and two young children had died before we left the forest, and he had been quiet and withdrawn ever since.

“I will make him smile again,” Mist told me.

In the late afternoon we walked up the riverbank to gather blackberries and look for late-blooming flowers to use in garlands. Mist took us to a spot she knew where the brambles grew thickest and the prickly vines sagged with the fat, juicy berries. We spent hours filling our woven grass baskets, until our hands were scratched and our fingers were stained deep purple.

I brushed sweat away from my forehead with my arm. “Let’s go for a swim,” I suggested. “We’ve got enough berries and I’m ready to cool off.”

Mist laughed and threw an overripe fruit at me. “We would have had enough ages ago if you hadn’t been eating as many as you put in your baskets.”

I stuck out my tongue, which was as purple as my fingers. “Fine. But I’m still going for a swim.”

“All right, I’ll be along in a minute. I thought I saw some blueberry bushes a little further up the bank, and I want to see if the birds have left any of the fruit.”

While she set off I carried my baskets down to the rocks by the river, pulled off my clothes, and dove into the clear water. Although icy at first, as I grew used to the water it simply felt deliciously cool against my skin, and I splashed about aimlessly until I had washed away the heat of the afternoon. After a while, though, I began to get anxious because Mist still had not come along.

I gave her a few more minutes then shrugged back into my clothes. The berries I left behind to pick up later, but I took my short spear just in case. Slowly I made my way up the bank, staying just inside the line of trees. It was possible that a bear or cave lion had come to the water for a drink and Mist was hiding until it went away, so I did not want to yell and attract attention. I was not a hunter, and the spear I carried would do little more than annoy anything big enough to be interested in us.

There was no sign of Mist at the spot where we had picked blackberries, so I followed her trail as it curved away from the riverbank and deeper into the trees. I was more than a little bit frightened and wished that I dared call out to her. Bracken crackled softly under my moccasins as I crept along as quietly as I could, alert and wary as a hunted animal now. Soon I found the stand of blueberry bushes she had come to look for, drooping with heavy clusters of sweet fruit, but she was not there.

I knelt there, my throat tight while I looked around for any sign and wondered what to do. I had just about made up my mind to go back to our camp to get a couple of the men when I heard a low, wordless cry from further up the hill. I clenched my teeth together to keep myself under control and followed the sound, completely terrified now of what I would find. The noise I heard was of animal pain, and if it was coming from Mist there was probably nothing I could do for her.

I found her in a small, rocky clearing. Two strange men partially hidden by the foliage held her bent over a fallen log, one from behind and one from the front. She was unable to cry out loud while the larger one fucked her because the other man’s cock filled her mouth. As the two of them thrust into her she could only grunt and moan, her struggles meaningless against their overpowering strength. I watched in horror, unable to look away as the big one’s enormous shaft slid in and out of her pussy, glistening wetly in the sunlight. I had never seen anything like it; while I had glimpsed the members of most of the men of the Purple Forest People at one time or another, they were dwarfed by the mammoth cocks of these beast men.

Continue reading Captive of the Beast Men…
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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.

Enticing Erin

The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Ever since they had moved in at the beginning of the summer, the three sorority girls had been a perpetual pain in the ass. Loud, drunken parties lasted until dawn, somehow the trash always managed to get thrown in Sean and Vicki's yard, and music blared out of the house even when none of the girls were at home.

But this time the girls have finally pushed things too far, and Sean and Vickie intend to teach them a hard lesson they'll never forget. Vicki has a plan for Sean to get even with all three of them in the best possible way - and she’s going to immortalize the whole thing on video.

Polly and Her Neighbor

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

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

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

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

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I was lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my sexy stories. Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at my blog. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

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

Kelli



OPS/image28.jpg





OPS/image53.jpg





OPS/image10.jpg





OPS/image37.jpg





OPS/image44.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image61.jpg
SIDONIES TALE.






OPS/image8.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





cover.jpeg
0] Ve ade:

0

2 N

o s ":,f

AR '..'

8\ wls)

e | ne

A VICTOR[AMAMEDICAL EXAMFEROTICA

Yty A
¥ ‘

PROCLSSOR

EVERSHAMS
ACADEMN

Kelli Wolke Kemwome






OPS/image35.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

KELLI WOLFE |





OPS/image60.jpg





OPS/image29.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters

> ‘\
"KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image52.jpg





OPS/image38.jpg
ZLL) Wolgs






OPS/image43.jpg





OPS/image7.jpg





OPS/image47.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image17.jpg





OPS/image42.jpg





OPS/image2.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image12.jpg





OPS/image18.jpg





OPS/image55.jpg





OPS/image48.jpg
g
l 2
Noth1’r‘1g

KELLI WD.FE





OPS/image41.jpg
% ’
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image24.jpg
AV
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image54.jpg
K
E
] \/
'/
(!‘





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image11.jpg
VYT
Bt ofrondlc Dk
‘/\}\v

3 Y 3






OPS/image1.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image19.jpg





OPS/image49.jpg





OPS/image36.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters






OPS/image9.jpg





OPS/image58.jpg
Proy
Beast Ten

Kexti Worre





OPS/image23.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image4.jpg





OPS/image15.jpg





OPS/image40.jpg





OPS/image57.jpg





OPS/image31.jpg





OPS/image59.jpg
vaw
Bea s Men

KeLl1 WoLre





OPS/image16.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image65.jpg
/u‘ 4
srmeur
ST\)DENT

<l

| Wa






OPS/image3.jpg
AV
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image22.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image13.jpg
K’EL&M[OLFE





OPS/image25.jpg





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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