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Summary

Last week my housekeeper caught her in flagrante delicto with the oldest daughter of the vicar!

Lord Derriwell is to be made a cabinet minister and so his life must be free of any whiff of scandal. His daughter Annie, however, seems determined to dash all his hopes. She and the vicar’s daughter have been causing such a stir that all society must notice. When Derriwell drops them off with his old friend Feversham, it is with instructions that the professor may do anything at all which will make the young women obedient. Will Feversham’s therapies convince Annie and Sarah to submit, or are they beyond even his ability to reform?
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SUBMISSION

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

“Professor...”

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

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

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

“Send him in!” he called out.

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

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

“You’re looking well, Georgie.”

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

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

 “Researching praefocatio matricis in native populations.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Papa,” she said tremulously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Miss Sheldon stopped a burly orderly in the hallway. “John, will you fetch Constance for me? We’ll be in Exam Room Three.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Their footsteps echoed ominously on the polished tile floor. There was no other sound, and they passed no one else in the long corridor. Finally Miss Sheldon led them through a thick, wooden door into a tiled room smelling of alcohol with an oddly shaped table in its center. Annie struggled to retain her composure, but when she saw how Sarah paled at the sight of the sinister gadgets lining the shelves on the walls she discovered that terror was contagious. Her mouth went dry as her overactive imagination conjured possibilities that might have done justice to a Torquemada.

Moments later another young woman appeared, this one blonde and only a little older than Annie herself. Miss Sheldon smiled fondly at her.

“Constance, take Miss Plumtree here to Exam Six and give her the normal workup.”

“Yes, Miss Sheldon.”

Sarah balked when she realized she was to be separated from Annie. “No,” she whimpered, and drew away.

Constance frowned and faced her with fists planted on her hips. “If you prefer, Miss Plumtree, I can call for John and have him pick you up and carry you. I’m afraid he is not exactly gentle about things like that, though, so it would be far better for you to come along quietly.”

Sara threw Annie one last despairing look before her shoulders slumped and she hung her head. “All right,” she whispered.

“Good girl,” Constance told her, taking hold of one arm. “Come along now.”

“What’s going to happen to her?” Annie asked when the door closed after them.

“Precisely the same thing which is going to happen to you,” Miss Sheldon replied briskly. “A physical examination to allow Professor Feversham to determine the best way to proceed with your treatment.”

She pointed to a curtained alcove at the side of the room. “Please remove your clothes and put on the gown you find inside there.”

“My clothes?” Annie squeaked. “No, I do not think so.”

No one except Sarah had seen her naked since she was a child.

“Miss Courtney,” Miss Sheldon said with a put-upon sigh, “I can call John in to undress you, but as Constance warned your friend he will not be gentle about it. And I’ll remind you that your father gave Professor Feversham the authority to do anything necessary to handle your case.”

Despair swept through Annie. She could not fight them, and she had no wish to be forcibly undressed by some strange man. The sooner she obeyed, the sooner it would all be over and she could start figuring out how to get them out of this mess. With a sigh she stepped behind the curtain and began to undress.

When she emerged a few minutes later her face flamed with embarrassment. The robe was too short and awkwardly cut so that no matter how she stood or moved, some part of her was uncovered. Annie struggled to tug the corners down over her bottom while holding the front closed, but it was futile. Miss Sheldon seemed to pay no heed to her nakedness, however, focusing instead on a barrage of questions she read from a piece of paper.

“What is your age, Miss Courtney?”

“Eighteen years.”

“Do you suffer from headaches?”

“Sometimes.”

“Bowel problems?”

“No.”

“Heaviness in your breasts or lower abdomen?”

“Yes.”

Miss Sheldon jotted down Annie’s height, weight, and respiratory rate, then fixed her with a hard look.

“Are you a virgin?”

“Excuse me, Miss?”

“Answer the question.”

Annie looked away, mortified. “Yes, Miss,” she choked out.

“Very good,” the other woman said and set her papers aside. “Now, if you’ll get onto the table for me...”

The table stood three feet above the floor, and Miss Sheldon had to help Annie climb atop it using a stool. While climbing she lost control of her robe, exposing the whole of her lower body to the other woman and causing her to flush down to her toes. It took her a few moments to arrange herself on the table, which had cutaway sections and was padded with leather cushions, while odd folding metal structures with leather straps were attached at each corner. Once she was settled, Miss Sheldon stretched Annie’s legs wide and strapped her feet into stirrups on the metal structures at the bottom end of the table.

Although the robe barely stretched low enough to give her the semblance of decency, cool air from the cutout between her legs brushed across her privates and made Annie shiver. She flinched as Miss Sheldon took hold of one arm and proceeded to fasten it down as well. Fear flickered through her at the thought of being so totally helpless.

“What are you doing?”

“You must be restrained during the rest of the exam. Can’t have you thrashing about and disturbing the measurements, can we?”

Heart pounding, Annie let herself be fully secured to the table then craned her head to follow Miss Sheldon as she pushed a wheeled box towards the bottom of the table. Colored wires ran around the sides of the box, while copper and glass rods protruded from it at odd angles. Once it was in position, the older woman took a bottle of thick, yellow fluid from the cart and moved between Annie’s legs.

When she remembered that her nether regions were bare and in full view of the other woman, Annie’s face went hot and she wished she could hide her head for shame. A moment later warm fingers slick with oil were rubbing gently against her most private places. Her body instinctively shied away from that touch.

“Please hold still, Miss.”

“What are you doing?”

“I am going to take your temperature and determine the state of your internal organs. To do this I must insert two probes, and it is much easier for you if those passages are lubricated first.”

“Passages?” Annie gasped. Surely Miss Sheldon did not mean...

She gasped as the other woman’s fingers pressed against both her openings and with the help of the lubricant slid inside of her to the first knuckle. Warmth pooled in Annie’s lower body as Miss Sheldon slowly worked her fingers in and out, and then she bucked against the restraints with a hoarse cry when the other woman’s thumb found the swelling knot of her clitoris.

“Miss Sheldon!” she called out.

“Relax,” the older woman murmured.

Annie tried to obey, but the tingling excitement which was building in her belly made it difficult. She twitched helplessly on the table as waves of heat pulsed through her and left her moaning the way she had when Sarah had slipped down between her legs for the first time.

When Miss Sheldon’s fingers left her, Annie whimpered anguish at their loss. Hot fluids leaked from between her legs and the sphincter muscle in her tender bottom spasmed with little contractions. Her clitoris was an aching lump of need, and her body longed to finish what it had begun.

“Please,” Annie whined.

“Relax, Miss Courtney.”

Freshly lubricated, the fingers returned to Annie’s burning skin. One thrust deeply between her cheeks to find the forbidden passage of her ass. Already prepared, the rosebud there parted quickly and Annie felt the finger push far into her. Her sphincter squeezed down again, but the finger was in too far to be dislodged. Even as she was accustoming herself to this intrusion, a second finger slowly circled the entrance to her damp sex before penetrating within its clasping walls. Annie’s hips bucked, whether to force the fingers deeper or out of her she was not sure.

She gasped when Miss Sheldon’s slender fingers began pumping in and out of her openings in long, deliberate thrusts. Sensations crashed through her, far more intense than those from Sarah’s inexpert fumblings, and her head rocked back against the cushions.

“That should do it,” Miss Sheldon announced.

Once more her fingers withdrew from Annie’s anguished flesh. The sudden emptiness came near to overwhelming her, but it only lasted a few short seconds. Suddenly, instead of Miss Sheldon’s slender fingers, much thicker digits prodded at her intimate places. Instinctively she fought to back away from this fresh intrusion, but the straps on the table held her firmly in place.

“You must remain still,” Miss Sheldon admonished her. “The instrument is delicate, and moving will interfere with its readings.”

Annie set her jaw and settled her body onto the cushions once more. Once she was still, Miss Sheldon pressed the rounded ends of a device with two thick, glass tubes against her privates. A cry burst from Annie’s throat when the tube lodged against her clenched rosebud began to stretch it far beyond what had come before.

“I cannot!” she exclaimed. “Oh, Miss Sheldon! I cannot!”

“Be easy,” the other woman reassured her. “They are in, now. The worst is over.”

Slowly Miss Sheldon eased the twin tubes into Annie’s narrow, virgin passages. They stretched and filled her until she felt full to bursting, and yet each second her body somehow accepted more. Her head swum, overwhelmed with the new sensations as Miss Sheldon twisted and worked the strange device within her until finally the older woman seemed satisfied. Liquid heat spread out from the twin intrusions, throbbing through her walls and making her clitoris ache in exquisite agony.

“Very good,” Miss Sheldon murmured to herself. “Just there. Now I shall turn it on.”

Annie heard a small clicking sound, and then the device between her legs began to vibrate with a faint buzz. Her back arched and she cried out again at the sudden pulse of indescribably pleasure which burst within her loins. In her wildest dreams of pleasure with Sarah she had never imagined anything like this.

Miss Sheldon placed a restraining hand on her belly. “Stop thrashing about,” she repeated. “It takes a few minutes for the machine to operate, and you must remain still until it is finished.”

Annie closed her eyes and clenched her teeth in an effort not to move her hips. Every instinct she had made her want to thrust and rock against the device penetrating her, but she fought it as best she could. Sweat beaded on her forehead as she struggled, until her fingers were balled into tight fists and even her toes curled. Inside her an agony of need boiled and tightened in sizzling coils around her center, while her walls pulsed and trembled against the humming tubes within. The tube penetrating her still-aching rectum sent waves of heat through that straining muscle, blending pain and pleasure until Annie could no longer tell the difference.

Without warning the humming between her legs ceased. Annie’s eyes popped open to find Miss Sheldon at her side examining a roll of paper. The older woman glanced down and offered her a smile.

“You bore that wonderfully. Hold still a moment longer and I’ll have you free of that device.”

Annie wanted to scream in frustration as Miss Sheldon gently withdrew the twin glass probes. She could not understand it. These sensations were wicked, the intrusions something only to be endured. That was what everyone said, at any rate. Why did she now crave them so badly? Why did her body ache for what had just been removed?

Her low whimpers attracted the attention of Miss Sheldon, who stopped short of releasing the girl from the straps. An odd smile played across her lips and she looked knowingly towards the now-empty space between Annie’s legs.

“I think this is not the first time you have had a woman between your legs,” she whispered as she bent to draw the gown away from Annie’s loins.

The girl was unable to speak when Miss Sheldon’s warm breath played across her tormented skin. Miss Sheldon teased her for a few moments, and then ran the warm tip of her tongue across the aching knot at her center.

“Oh!” Annie cried, unable to prevent her body from jerking at that electrifying touch.

The tip of that tongue continued to swirl around her, while gentle fingers pressed once more against Annie’s slippery holes. Just as the fingertips penetrated her, Miss Sheldon sucked her clitoris between her lips and lashed it with her tongue. Annie bucked and cried out while the burning tension between her legs twisted into ever-tighter coils of pleasure, until her breath rasped in her throat and her vision went gray. 

Between Annie’s legs, Miss Sheldon’s tongue and fingers moved faster and faster, driving the girl ever higher towards the brink of bliss until Annie thought she must die of it. Just when she thought she could take no more, Miss Sheldon allowed her teeth to graze that hyper-sensitive skin while thrusting her fingers fully into both of Annie’s slippery tunnels.

Release exploded within her, and with a hoarse cry of ecstasy Annie arched her back and spread her legs as wide as she could manage. Wave after wave of bliss crashed through her body, each a little less intense than the last, until at last she sank panting against the sweat-slickened leather of the table.

Miss Sheldon rose to her feet and smiled down on the girl, her lips gleaming with Annie’s hot honey. “Is submission really so terrible?” she asked softly as she unbuckled Annie’s wrists and ankles from the table.

After her experience, Annie was still too shaken to think about an answer to that and could only struggle back into her clothes with Miss Sheldon’s help. The older woman gathered up a sheaf of papers then led Annie on a winding trek along echoing corridors and steep staircases through the maze of Feversham’s Academy. Their destination was a nicely furnished apartment, where Miss Sheldon ensconced her in a cozy little parlor.

“I’ll send for tea,” she said, pausing in the doorway. “I imagine you could use some.”

By the time she returned, Annie had recovered enough to think straight again. “Where is Sarah?” she asked.

“Constance should be finishing up with her now,” Miss Sheldon replied with a tiny smile. “This is her first time administering an exam by herself, so no doubt it took a little longer to finish than yours.”

“What happens to us now?”

Miss Sheldon tapped one fingernail against the stack of papers she had carried with her. “Now Professor Feversham will review the information from your exams and determine the best course of treatment. Given the circumstances, he will probably oversee your treatment himself even though he is extremely busy with other things at the moment.”

They were interrupted by the arrival of Constance and Sarah, who immediately moved to place Annie between herself and the other women.

“Thank you, Constance,” Miss Sheldon said. “How did it go?”

“Well enough,” the younger woman replied with a shrug. “Honestly, I expected more of a fuss. It was a bit of a let down.”

Sarah looked chagrined at that, but Annie could only blush at the remembered humiliation of her own exam. She certainly had set no great example in that regard herself.


	“Well, let us finish our rounds, then we’ll come back and get them settled in for the night,” Miss Sheldon said to Constance.





“The night!” Sarah exclaimed.

“Yes, Miss Plumtree. You will be a guest here until Professor Feversham determines that both of you are ready to submit to Lord Derriwell’s direction and cease making a spectacle of yourselves.”

As they were clearing away the tea service, Professor Feversham made his appearance.

“Good evening, ladies,” he rumbled in his deep voice. “Are the exams complete?”

“Yes, Professor,” Miss Sheldon replied, handing him two stacks of paper.

Silence reigned for long minutes while Feversham pored over the results, broken only by the occasional question addressed to one of his assistants. When he had finished he directed a thoughtful frown at the two girls awaiting his pronouncement.

“Miss Sheldon, I believe that tonight we will proceed with the usual disciplinary routine. They may share this apartment tonight.” Miss Sheldon appeared surprised by that, but Feversham continued without noticing. “In the morning prepare them both with enemas and then escort them to Examination Room Eight. This case calls for something special.”

He studied the girls intently until Annie had to look away and Sarah seemed ready to crawl under the table to hide.

“Yes, I think I know how to proceed,” he rumbled thoughtfully. “I’ll have John arrange the appropriate equipment for that room so everything will be ready when the young ladies get there in the morning.”

His pleased smile did nothing to set Annie at her ease. She had the feeling that her previous exam would be nothing compared to what awaited her tomorrow. Out of sight of the others she reached under the table and gripped Sarah’s hand. At least this time they would be together. She would draw her strength from that.

Miss Sheldon and Constance did not return until after the girls had finished the dinner brought to them by another of the professor’s orderlies, and in the meantime the girls were left alone. Sarah was ready to capitulate after her exam and agree to anything that would allow her to go home again, but eventually Annie was able to convince her that they could still fool Feversham and both of their fathers, and then make their escape afterwards to live as they pleased. The longer they were left alone together, the easier it was to believe in such things.

When the professor’s assistants returned that night, however, the doubts crept back in. Could anyone hold out for long against Professor Feversham’s treatments?

“Time for bed,” Miss Sheldon announced briskly.

Constance shooed Sarah into one bedchamber while the older woman led Annie into the other, where she assisted the girl to undress for the second time that day. Annie was relieved when she discovered one of her own nightgowns which had been among the things her father’s footman had fetched from her home earlier. It at least covered her properly, unlike the monstrosity she had worn during her exam.

Still, despite the day coming to an end she remained uneasy. Earlier the professor had told his assistants to use the usual disciplinary routine with her and Sarah. That certainly did not sound pleasant, and Annie was not optimistic enough to believe that either Miss Sheldon or Constance would forget the professor’s instructions.

Her doubts were quickly realized when Constance entered her room a few minutes later with Sarah in tow and carrying two small leather cases. Constance set the cases on the bed and opened them.

“What are those?” Sarah asked, eyes wide with trepidation.

Miss Sheldon pulled a strange object from one case and held it up. “This is Professor Feversham’s latest clockwork percuteur.”

Annie studied the device with curiosity. There was a curved base with a slender rod about six inches long mounted at its center. To either side of that rod was a shorter, curved one, the first rather thicker and the other with a flattened end. Black India rubber coated the whole assembly, and a thin leather harness attached to the base with four metal rings.

“It fits inside of you,” Miss Sheldon explained, “like the probe from your exam.”

Sarah turned pale. “Inside?” she breathed.

“Yes. A clockwork mechanism causes it to vibrate and stimulate your organs.” The older woman shot a wicked grin at Constance. “It is not unpleasant. The harness holds the device in place inside of you. You’ll wear them overnight, then Constance and I will remove them in the morning when we wake you. Sarah, we shall insert yours first.”

The vicar’s daughter looked desperately towards Annie, who could only nod in reply. What else was there to do? If they refused to cooperate now they would accomplish nothing but calling down the wrath of their fathers. They had to give at least the appearance of obedience. Sarah’s shoulders slumped when she realized that Annie was going to submit to this latest enormity, and she allowed Constance to bend her over the bed and lift the hem of her nightgown without further protest.

While Annie watched in fascination, the other woman pulled a small bottle from the leather case, removed the stopper, and dribbled some thick, clear fluid over her fingers. Placing the bottle back into the case, she gripped one of Sarah’s pale buttocks in one hand while sliding the fingers of the other into the cleft between her cheeks. Sarah jerked at this intrusion and emitted and aggrieved squawk.

“It’s only some olive oil,” Constance soothed, her slim fingers thrusting deep into the girl’s forbidden valley to coat everything with the greasy lubricant.

Annie’s nipples tightened as Constance eased a fingertip into the girl’s crinkled rosebud then twisted it slowly around. Hot tingles sparked between her legs, and her own sphincter tightened in sympathy remembering the probe which Miss Sheldon had inserted there earlier. The girl on the bed moaned while fingers caressed every inch of her glistening, pink slit and swirled lazily over the knot of her clit.

Annie could barely believe her eyes. Of course she had seen Sarah naked before, but never like this, never with her sex fully bared to view and certainly never while she wriggled and moaned at the touch of another woman at her forbidden passage. Excitement bubbled inside her loins and she grew moist while her clit tightened into a hard, aching knob.

Beside the bed, Constance slathered oil on the percuteur until it glistened like some shiny, black insect in the candlelight, then she aimed it towards Sarah’s unprotected bottom. Carefully she guided it between the girl’s legs, arranging the curved rod at the entrance to her tighter rear entrance and the longer, straight one at the opening of her sex. Annie watched her friend’s holes stretch to swallow the two rods, taking them inside her with little grunts of what sounded suspiciously like pleasure. When it was seated fully within Sarah, Constance touched a switch at the bottom of the curved plate, which emitted a faint buzz.

“Oh!” the girl on the bed cried out. “Oh!”

Annie swallowed hard. Her breasts were hot and heavy, and moisture was seeping between her legs. She wanted to touch herself, to rub her clit until she exploded while she watched Constance with Sarah. And they were going to do the same to her? Is submission really so terrible? She shook her head. They made it look desirable.

Once Sarah’s percuteur was turned on, Constance cleaned the oil from her hand and fastened the leather harness about Sarah’s waist.

“Come along to bed,” she ordered.

As they departed Annie felt a pang of disappointment. Would Sarah have enjoyed watching as much as she had? But then Miss Sheldon was bending her over the bed and exposing her backside and she had no more thoughts left for Sarah.

Miss Sheldon’s fingertips burned across Annie’s flesh until she craved something inside, something to fill and stretch her. Annie felt herself opening, her legs stretching wider in invitation. Fingers probed and penetrated her once more, and Annie moaned as their slippery rhythm inside of her teased her towards ecstasy.

She was mortified by her feelings, by the wanton way in which her body reacted to what had been done to it this day. Heat suffused her face and she covered herself with one arm so Miss Sheldon could not witness the depths of her embarrassment. There was no denying that she did enjoy it, though—at least not to herself. She did, and what was worse, she wanted more.

She moaned when the percuteur replaced Miss Sheldon’s expert fingers, writhing back on the bed to press herself against it. She was glad now that Sarah had been taken away, for she could not have borne to have her friend witness her lascivious behavior. Annie was desperate to have the percuteur inside her, needed to feel it pushing into her, filling her. Her breath caught as the thicker branch spread her rectum and slid up her nether passage, and then she gasped when the main rod entered her sex.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Oh, Miss Sheldon. Yes.”

After a moment the base pressed against her moist slit, the third rod coming to rest atop her swollen clit, and Miss Sheldon turned the device on. The thrumming of it inside her and against her most sensitive flesh almost sent her over the edge again, but there was still not quite enough stimulation to grant her release. It was lovely agony, so that she was barely aware of Miss Sheldon securing the device to her hips and adjusting her nightgown back to its proper position.

“Get in bed now, Miss Courtney.”

She allowed Miss Sheldon to help her into bed and tuck her in. The older woman gazed down at her for a moment and shook her head over her dazzled state.

“Sleep well, Miss. You have a busy day tomorrow.” She made as if to turn away, but stopped herself. “There must be no touching yourself—or each other,” she admonished. “Do not remove the percuteurs. If you do, the professor will know, and you do not want to aggravate him, Miss. Trust me on that. Now, good night.”

The door closed behind her, leaving Annie alone in the darkness.

Is submission really so terrible? The answer to that lay in the faint buzz of the percuteur coming from beneath the bedclothes.

The percuteur ran down sometime during the night. Annie was dragged from a very naughty dream by a servant bringing hot water and word that breakfast was ready in the parlor. By the time she’d washed her face and hands she felt refreshed enough to deal with Miss Sheldon, who soon appeared to help her remove the percuteur. Even with it gone, though, her skin felt raw and exposed, overly sensitive after being stimulated for so long without release. It was going to be a long day.

 The girls had little to say over their meal. Both were too busy contemplating what awaited them this morning in Examination Room Eight. It was just as well that Miss Sheldon and Constance did not allow them to dawdle.

“We must finish up here so we do not keep the professor waiting,” the older woman told them.

“Finish what?” Annie asked.

“You must be prepared before the professor’s treatment. Both of you will receive colonic therapy to relieve the ill-humors which are poisoning you. It will also mean less chance of unhappy accidents later during your treatment. An enema,” she added in response to Sarah’s blank look.

“An enema!” the girl wailed.

Constance took her arm and guided her firmly towards her bedroom. “None of that, my girl. Do as you are told and it will all be over with soon.”

Miss Sheldon raised an eyebrow at Annie. “Are you going to raise a fuss?”

Annie lowered her eyes. “No, Miss.”

“Excellent. Come along, then.”

The older woman swiftly undressed Annie and had her lay down on her side on the bed, then she rolled a cart beside her. It was less of a surprise this time when Miss Sheldon’s fingers gently parted her buttocks. With slow strokes she applied a coating of thick oil to the girl’s skin, her fingertips probing deep within the cleft to find the puckered rosebud within. Annie jumped a little and squirmed as Miss Sheldon’s slippery fingertips ran across her wrinkled sphincter.

“Easy,” the other woman breathed. “Just relax, dear.”

*          *          *

Lettie Sheldon savored the grip of the girl’s rubbery little ring around her finger. The tight heat of Annie’s virginal bottom was delicious, awakening a flutter of excitement low in her belly. The girl was lovely, and wonderfully responsive to stimulation as well. Gently she twisted her finger back and forth until she had worked it deep into the girl’s rectum. Annie gave a low moan and thrust her hips back towards Lettie, trying to take even more.

More than willing to oblige, Lettie squeezed a second finger inside the girl’s squirming anus. Annie’s moans grew louder as Lettie pumped them in and out, and Lettie felt herself becoming loose and liquid inside. She longed to take her time playing with the girl, to enjoy the moment fully, but she did not dare keep Professor Feversham waiting to please herself.

With a sigh which was echoed by the girl on the bed, Lettie eased her fingers out of Annie’s bottom. The enema nozzle was on the cart, already lubricated and ready for use. Carefully Lettie spread the girl’s cheeks wide with one hand and urged the nozzle against the slippery knot inside. The pink flesh stretched, but the implement was larger than Lettie’s two fingers had been and proved more difficult to admit.

“It’s too big,” Annie whimpered. “Oh, Miss Sheldon, I can’t take that there.”

“Nonsense, girl. You could take far more than this. Just relax and let it in.”

Lettie pressed firmly onward, and Annie gave a sharp cry and her whole body went rigid with the strain. Without warning the pink ring stretched around the large head of the nozzle and swallowed it entirely. A groan escaped the girl, and then she went limp.

“There, now,” Lettie murmured. “That was the hard part.”

Her nipples crinkled hard as she watched the rest of the gleaming metal shaft slide through the girl’s rosebud to penetrate her bowels. It was fascinating how that tiny ring stretched over the thicker ridges of the shaft, then squeezed back down once it was past. She could not help working it about and pumping it a little, just to make Annie moan again and thrust against the intrusion. Her own ass was hot and twitching in sympathy, and she wondered if the professor would have time to give her a quick session while working on these two girls. Finally the nozzle was fully embedded in Annie’s rectum, and Lettie needed to finish up.

“I am going to fill you with the solution, now” she told the girl. “It is only warm, soapy water. Hold still.”

She twisted the knob and liquid flooded into the girl’s bowels.

“Oh. Oh! Miss Sheldon!”

She reached across the girl and slid a hand under her gown to caress her distended belly. “Easy, Miss. It will be over soon.”

The girl whimpered quietly, and Lettie let her hand drift lower until her fingers brushed against the soft curls atop Annie’s mound. Annie quivered like a tiny bird when one fingertip tickled the tiny nub at her root.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Please.”

Lettie swirled the pad of her finger in slow circles around Annie’s clit. The girl’s moans grew louder, but Lettie did not dare give her the release she wanted. Not yet. That was for Professor Feversham’s treatment. With a mental shake she returned her mind to business.

“All right, my dear. Now we need to let that out of you.”

*          *          *

Annie didn’t want that. What she wanted was for Miss Sheldon to keep stroking between her legs and never stop. But when the other woman began to remove the nozzle lodged in her bottom, that was almost as good. Miss Sheldon did not just pull it out—she worked it slowly back and forth so that the ridges stimulated the clenched muscle of Annie’s rectum. It felt even better than fingers there, stretching and rubbing until she could barely stand it.

The large nozzle at the tip was a different story, however. Her body strained trying to free it, her abused bottom burning and pulsing with the effort to pass it back through. She cried out as it popped free, sending a sharp stab of pain through her middle, and her tight ring tried to squeeze back to its proper size.

She was in a daze as an arm scooted under her and pulled her upright. Miss Sheldon cooed and encouraged her to sit up and then clamber off the bed. It was incredibly awkward, for she was still bloated with fluid, but she managed to waddle to the bucket Miss Sheldon guided her to where she relieved herself of the enema solution.

Once Miss Sheldon had her cleaned up, the older woman covered her with a more modest dressing gown and led her back to the parlor, where they found Constance and Sarah waiting for them. Together the four of them made their way downstairs to the examination room where they would discover what treatment Professor Feversham had determined upon for them.

Examination Room Eight was larger than the room Annie had been in yesterday. As in the other room, steel shelves loaded with strange items covered the walls while several metal carts squatted below. The same odd table occupied the center of the room, but a large device of brass and glass covered with wires and glass tubes hung suspended above it like some menacing insect about to drop on its prey. Annie’s heart raced as her eyes traced its menacing lines. She did not even want to think about what it might be used for.

To the front of the table was a long, low bench, padded like the table with leather cushions. At one end was an apparatus that looked like stocks with a hole for a person’s head and wrists. Midway down was a padded bar raised about a foot and a half above the cushions, and at the far side another low crosspiece with leather straps at its ends.

Before the others could interrupt, Annie grabbed Sarah and put her mouth close to the other girl’s ear.

“Go along with whatever they want. Do anything they ask. They cannot break us if we do not allow it.”

Sarah gave a spastic nod in reply, but was it true? Annie was no longer sure.

At that moment Professor Feversham came into the room behind them, and his booming voice echoed off the walls.

“Are we ready to begin?”

“Yes, Professor.”

His assistants quickly removed the girls’ dressing gowns, leaving them half-clad in the awkward, too-short robes they had worn during the previous day’s examinations. Sarah went unresisting when Constance led her to the low bench, and Annie was left free to watch them while the professor and Miss Sheldon moved around the central table getting it ready for her.

First Constance took something that looked like a rubber ball and attached a harness to it, then she pressed the ball into Sarah’s mouth and fastened the harness around the girl’s head. Once she was satisfied that the gag was in place, Constance had Sarah kneel on the bench with the central bar supporting her at the waist, and guided her head and hands into the holes in the stocks. With her upper body thus restrained, Constance was able to stretch her legs apart to fasten her ankles on the crossbeams.

For the second time in two days Annie was able to feast her eyes on Sarah’s spread bottom and pink slit from behind. She began to throb inside when Constance dribbled oil into the dark cleft between Annie’s buttocks then slowly and deliberately rubbed it in until all of the vicar’s daughter’s most secret places were coated with it. Gently the woman wriggled two fingers into each of Sarah’s exposed holes so she could spread the lubrication inside as well.

“Your turn,” Miss Sheldon’s voice came beside Annie.

The professor’s assistant helped her onto the table and arranged her so she lay on her stomach facing towards her friend. She remained still while Miss Sheldon affixed her ankles and wrists to the slender metal frames projecting from the corners of the table. Annie felt the back of her gown lifted, and then Miss Sheldon gave her the same treatment which Constance had given Sarah. Annie no longer cared about being naked before these strange people, even if one of them was the much older Professor. Her body luxuriated in Miss Sheldon’s touch while her attention was consumed with Constance’s attentions to Sarah.

The oil was cool as it dripped and ran down her heated skin, and soon her body was tingling all over as the older woman’s fingers massaged it onto her. Gentle hands rubbed it on her buttocks, while deft fingers dipped into her crack and left a slick trail along her slit from her aching clit to the rosy pucker of her ass.

Behind her she could hear the professor mumbling to himself, and when she turned her head back to look she saw him lowering the brass and glass device above the table to a position between her outstretched legs.

At the front of the room Sarah uttered a muffled cry, which was followed by an odd chugging noise. Annie’s head swiveled back and she saw that a large cart had been wheeled behind her friend. From one end of this infernal machine emerged two long, steel rods, each tipped with a thick probe of India rubber, and these probes were currently penetrating both of Sarah’s exposed holes. As the machine chugged the probes were alternately withdrawn and thrust forward so that while one almost left the girl’s body the other struck deep. Annie heard the faint, wet sucking sound as they moved inside of her friend, and the guttural moans Sarah was making behind her gag.

Were they going to do that to her? Annie’s sex trembled deep within at the thought. Even Feversham’s voice murmuring in her ear could not distract her from that scene.

“I realized quickly that you were the key to this little conundrum, Miss Courtney. Your friend Miss Plumtree, while loyal to a fault, has no more defiance than you impart to her. She is a natural submissive and was more than ready to surrender and go home yesterday after her exam. It is only your presence that has encouraged further defiance. And so it is on you that my efforts must be focused.”

Fingers once more moved against her private places, pushing inside and stretching her out. Warm pulses of heat swept through her lower body from those points and spread into her belly and up into her breasts. There did not seem to be enough air in the room, and she was having a hard time catching her breath.

“Watch your friend,” Feversham continued, “and while you watch, my probes will collect data upon every reaction your body has to what you see. But we both know what those reactions will be, do we not? Excitement. Enjoyment. Arousal.”

“No,” Annie protested feebly. That was wrong. Being excited and aroused by what was happening to her friend was all wrong. It was not supposed to be that way.

“You may lie to yourself all you wish, but my prognosticator cannot be fooled. It will reveal all, and then you must face up to what you truly are.”

 There was a pressure at the entrance to her sex, and something thick pushed inside. It was not a finger—it was too large for that—but felt something like the probe that Miss Sheldon had inserted within her yesterday. This was longer and thicker, though, and it sank deep within her pulsing walls. Just as she was becoming used to it, something else bumped against her slippery bottom.

The rounded end pushed against her with increasing pressure, but it was big, much bigger than the one lodged within her sex, and despite the lubricant her sphincter held it out. Annie yelped as the muscle stretched and resisted.

“It’s too big,” she whimpered.

Steady pressure proved her wrong, though, and with one more thrust Annie’s ass gave way and the probe’s tip broke past to slide deep into her bowels. She cried out again, but it was already done and the pain swiftly turned to warm pleasure rippling through her bottom that merged with the hot tingles coming from her sex. It was so intense that she did not notice when Miss Sheldon appeared beside her head with a third probe.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded.

Annie stared at her in disbelief, but Miss Sheldon held the probe against her lips until she parted them to let it in so that the cool rubber rod slid along her tongue. Miss Sheldon was gentle, but the touch of the rubber tip at the back of her throat made Annie choke and gag.

“Relax your tongue and throat,” Miss Sheldon instructed.

She did as she was bidden, and widened her jaws until the probe was settled. The older woman gave her a little time to get used to its presence before fastening it in place with a harness that fit around the back of Annie’s head.

While Annie’s attention had been preoccupied with this, Constance returned to stand behind Sarah.

She held a long, black crop with a leather fringe on the end, and Annie was shocked when the woman brought it down sharply to crack across Sara’s bared ass. Annie gasped aloud at the sound, and her eyes widened at the angry red mark that appeared on Sarah’s pale skin.

It should have been awful. Annie should have turned away in horror. But she did not. She only watched while excitement bubbled through her veins and the tension between her legs swelled unbearably. 

*          *          *

Lettie saw that Annie was lost in the throes of lust and slid a hand between the wires running from the two probes between her legs until her fingers found the girl’s clitoris. Annie’s hips bucked and then she pressed down desperately against this new touch while muffled moans worked their way past the probe in her throat. For almost a full day the girl had been stimulated and denied the release her body demanded. Now, as part of Professor Feversham’s treatment procedure Miss Sheldon was going to give it to her.

Over on the bench, Constance had stopped whipping Sarah and was performing the same service for her. Both girls were at the very edge, and Annie’s breathing grew more rapid while she watched her friend’s ass bobbing backwards greedily against Constance’s fingers. Hot juices squeezed out around the probe in Annie’s sex to drip down and coat Lettie’s hand. The smell of her arousal and the way Annie wriggled her doubly-penetrated nether regions had Lettie’s own juices flowing.

Annie thrashed and groaned as Lettie’s fingers danced over her swollen pearl. It was a race now to see which of the two girls would orgasm first.

“Poor Lettie,” the Professor rumbled beside her, recognizing her own frustrated state. “Let me help.”

He lifted her skirt from behind and slid his thick cock into her dripping tunnel in one easy motion. She gasped as her walls stretched to take his girth, and then his fingers reached around her body to find her clit. With a low moan she let her head fall back, but somehow kept up her massage of Annie’s clit. Through half-closed eyes she watched the two girls writhing in their restraints while the professor pumped into her from behind. Her orgasm would no doubt closely follow theirs.

*          *          *

Annie felt as though she was floating on a cloud of bliss. The pleasure soaking through her was more intense than anything that she had ever imagined and seemed to build a little more with every second. Molten tension gripped her lower body in a tingling clasp, and her inner muscles pulsed and twitched in time to the hypnotic swirls of Miss Sheldon’s fingers between her legs.

Her eyes jerked forward as Sarah gave a faint, bleating cry around her gag. The other girl’s body tensed and her muscles locked for a long moment before going so limp that Annie wondered whether she had fainted. For a few seconds Constance continued massaging between the girl’s legs before stepping away to shut off the engine running the probes and begin unstrapping her.

The rubber-tipped probes gleamed wetly with Sarah’s juices when Constance pulled them away, and Annie knew that the ones inside herself were every bit as wet. She could practically taste Sarah’s nectar on her tongue, and she closed her eyes and concentrated on the prickling heat coiling between her own legs. Miss Sheldon’s fingers twisted that tension tighter and tighter until Annie whimpered with need, and she could feel droplets of dew dripping out of her sopping hole to run down her buttocks. 

Without warning the orgasm burst through her, waves of pure sensation rocking her and sending her spiraling into a golden haze of ecstasy. She heard faint moans and it took a second for her to realize that the muffled sounds were coming from her own throat. She had come before, with Sarah’s head buried between her legs, but that had been only a pale shadow of the shattering explosion taking place within her now. Her breath came in harsh gasps and her muscles tightened and spasmed around the probes inside of her.

As the waves slowly subsided, Annie slumped down on the table and rested her cheek on the cool leather. Her legs continued to twitch with aftershocks while Miss Sheldon’s fingers traced gradually slowing circles around her hard little nub. She closed her eyes, overwhelmed by the tidal wave of sensations so far beyond her experience, and waited to see what would happen next.

*          *          *

Feeling the girl shatter against her hand drove Lettie over the edge as well. She bit her lips so as not to cry aloud while her walls clamped down tightly on Professor Feversham’s cock. With a fierce grunt he shoved himself deep into her slippery tunnel then groaned with his own release.

“Ah, Lettie. Whatever will Constance think?” he whispered with a rumbling laugh.

At that moment she did not care. Lettie shivered a little as the professor pulled away and cool air played over her moist slit for a second before her skirt fell back into place. Now it was time to get the two young ladies cleaned up and back to their rooms so the professor could analyze the information his machines had gathered. Later, perhaps, she could pay a visit to Constance’s room. The girl had a truly gifted tongue, and she would be happy to return the favor.

*          *          *

“Professor?”

“Come in, Miss Courtney.”

The jovial voice soothed her apprehensive nerves as she went through the door to Professor Feversham’s office. Still, she was unsure why he had called for her to meet with him there alone and remained hesitant. He rose to meet her and gestured towards a comfortably stuffed chair pulled next to his desk.

“Please, have a seat.”

As she sat he pulled two stacks of papers from the piles on his desk and set them beside her.

“I thought you might want to see the results of yesterday’s session. The analysis is quite interesting.”

Annie blushed, but made herself sit still while the professor arrayed pages marked with squiggly lines before her.

“What you see on this sheet is the sum of the physical responses recorded by the probes attached to Miss Plumtree,” Feversham explained patiently. “These spikes indicate a combination of intense pleasure or pain experienced during her treatment.” His thick forefinger tapped the next document. “This sheet represents the same for you. As you can see, there is a remarkable correspondence between the two.”

“I don’t understand.”

Blued-steel eyes bored down into her own. “It means, young lady, that your excitement was caused by the pleasure—or pain—experienced by your friend.”

Annie gulped. “I don’t believe it.”

The professor barked a laugh. “Come, Miss Courtney. Let us be honest with each other. Your friend is a natural submissive. You are more dominant with a mild sadistic bent. This is truth revealed by my prognosticator. You have had a taste of what is possible and now may decide what to do about it.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that you may continue exploring these things—discreetly—with Miss Plumtree, and experiencing pleasures such as you have not dreamed of until now. The girl will go along with whatever you wish, of course. Enjoy her as you will. The important thing, young lady, is discretion. Live quietly. Do nothing to attract attention to yourselves. Under those conditions your father will allow you considerable latitude. Or,” he sighed, “continue as you have been, and Miss Plumtree will undoubtedly end up a prostitute in Australia while you are locked away until you go mad in solitude.”

Annie smiled to herself. Blackmuir was actually quite lovely in the summer, and with Sarah’s company it would be an enjoyable retreat. The staff there was discreet, and so long as she and Sarah did nothing to call overmuch attention to themselves they could do anything they liked. To outsiders Sarah would simply be the companion of a young woman who preferred the quiet life of the country to the noise and bustle of London. But inside the privacy of Blackmuir, things could be... Different.

Annie’s mind conjured images of a very private chamber filled with devices much like those in Feversham’s exam rooms. Sarah would do whatever Annie wished, be whatever she wanted. Her sex gave a twinge as she considered the possibilities.

“Tell my father that I agree. I will live quietly at Blackmuir without causing any further scandals to disturb his ambitions, provided that Sarah comes with me and that I may have copies of some of the apparatus from your examination rooms.”

Feversham nodded, his lips curved in a tiny smile almost hidden by his beard. “That can be arranged.”

Annie blushed and looked down at her toes. “I should also like to return here with Sarah a couple of times a year for further treatments.”

“I will make that recommendation to your father, Miss.”

The tension drained from Annie Courtney and she let out a deep breath. Life would go on. It would not be what she had imagined, but she had discovered something far beyond anything she could have dreamed of before Professor Feversham’s Academy.

Is submission really so terrible?

No, she thought. Sometimes it was the best possible thing.

The End
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Sneak Peek: Enticing Erin

EVEN THOUGH IT WAS EARLY SEPTEMBER, the fading summer heat was enough to push the morning temperatures towards ninety and little beads of sweat formed on the bare skin of Sean’s chest and back the instant he left the air conditioned shelter of the house. Thank god for the pool. He had just enough time for a nice, relaxing swim and soak before he had to get ready for a twenty-four hour shift at the fire department, and he intended to make the most of it. Tossing his towel over the back of a lawn chair he pulled himself up the ladder, but stopped short when he reached the top.

Half a dozen beer bottles floated before him, bobbing lazily in the gentle swirls generated by the pump, while at least that many more had sunk and littered the mottled blue bottom. Glancing around the yard he saw more bottles that had missed the pool scattered in the grass. A few of them had collided and left bright shards of glass to glitter malevolently in the sunlight, and a small pile of half-crushed cans and cigarette butts littered the edge of the fence to show where the people next door had hung over the fence while they tossed bottles at his pool.

Those little fuckers had gone too far this time.

Ever since they had moved in at the beginning of the summer the trio of college girls had been a perpetual pain in the ass—loud, drunken parties lasted until dawn and somehow the trash always managed to get thrown in his yard, lines of cars blocked his driveway, and music blared into the back yard every evening even when none of the girls was at home. The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Cursing loudly enough that it was a wonder that the water didn’t steam, Sean slid into the pool and began collecting bottles. He was still fishing them off of the bottom when Vicki slid open the glass doors and stepped onto the patio.

“I could hear you cussing from all the way on the other side of the house. What’s the matter?”

Sean held up a bottle. “The brats next door have struck again. Careful,” he added when he saw that she was barefoot, “there’s broken glass.”

“Oh, for god’s sake. I am so sick of their crap,” Vicki sighed.

Despite his anger Sean took a moment to admire the view. Vicki’s short, blue silk robe clung tantalizingly to the swell of her hips and breasts and left her long, tanned legs bare to mid-thigh. Soft chestnut curls tumbled in sexy disarray around her shoulders while deep blue eyes were still heavy with sleep. Sean’s cock gave a sharp twitch of longing in his swim trunks. He had never had a roommate with benefits before, and he had to admit that he liked it. While there wasn’t a spark of romance between them, they got along really well and the sex definitely sizzled when they weren’t involved with anyone else.

They had tried dating for a while and there were still times he thought maybe they ought to try it again, but whenever he mentioned it Vicki brushed it off.

“Why not give it a chance?” he had asked her a couple of months back.

She had just smiled that sweet, sexy smile and kissed him with enough oomph to launch a rocket into space. “Sean, you’re a great roommate and a great friend, both of which are far too rare to risk ruining them by mixing them up in a relationship. Plus you get lots of fantastic, no-strings attached sex. You’re a guy—you ought to think you’ve died and gone to heaven.”

While he had wanted to argue the point, he wasn’t about to push the issue and screw up a good thing. She liked sex and was both curious and adventurous. It was going to take one hell of a woman to measure up to Vicki.

“Seriously, Sean, we’ve got to do something. This has gone too far.”

“I know, I know.”

The trouble was that complaints only made the girls double down on their bullshit, and he was far too much of a gentleman to punch a girl—no matter how richly she might deserve it. Spankings, on the other hand, that he could get on board with. His cock jerked again, more insistent this time.

“So? What are we going to do?”

Sean snagged the last bottle and pulled himself up the ladder, streams of water cascading back into the pool from his skin and trunks.

“Let’s see. How about if I fuck all three of them silly until they’re so desperate for it that they’ll never even dream of screwing with us again?”

Vicki’s loud snicker broadcast her opinion on that idea. “Oh, I’m sure you’d just love that. And how exactly do you intend to carry out this little plan, Romeo?”

“I don’t know,” he growled. “It’ll give me something to think about while I’m at work for the next twenty-four hours.”

She looked down at his slowly pulsing erection with a smirk. “Looks like you’ve already been thinking about it. Tell you what, big guy,” she said, shrugging her robe over her shoulders and letting it settle to her feet with a soft rustle. “Why don’t I help you relax since you missed your morning swim? You can fuck me while you think of all the things you’d like to do to those hot little pieces of ass next door.”

The sight of her round, high breasts, nipples already dark pink and swollen, was all the encouragement he needed. In a moment his still-dripping swim trunks lay in a growing puddle on the floor and he had his stiff manhood nestled against the soft warmth of her belly. Vicki hopped up, his arms cradling her to him automatically as her legs went around his hips and she slowly rubbed her slick, wet furrow up and down against his shaft.

“You’re already soaked,” he murmured into her ear.

“Yeah,” she breathed, bending down to flick her tongue against one of his nipples. “And you’re hard as a rock. I guess neither of us got quite enough last night.”

Carefully Sean walked to his bedroom, where he slowly loosened his hold on Vicki until she sank back onto the tangled sheets of his bed. As her thighs released him he slid her legs up so that her ankles rested on his shoulders and then held them there with one arm while his free hand guided his cock to her dripping entrance. With one swift motion he plunged into her, knowing her well enough to understand that this morning she wanted it hard without any playing around.

A few thrusts got the bed rocking enough to let it do most of the work, and as the mattress bounced off of his muscled thighs Sean found Vicki’s clit with his thumb. A sharp hiss of indrawn breath let him know that he had nailed it the first try, and her head sank deeper into the bedclothes as her hands moved up to her breasts to roll her swollen nipples between her fingers. Low moans encouraged him to press harder into her, and in seconds the sharp, tangy smell of her arousal filled the air as her juices squeezed out to coat his cock and balls. He let his mind drift as he felt the first prickling in the depths of his balls, his body continuing its steady rhythm on autopilot.

“Mmm,” Vicki moaned, more loudly this time. “Are you thinking about them? I bet you’d love to get them on their knees in front of you at once, rub your cock all over their faces, then make them trade off sucking it.”

Damn. She was really getting into this. Sean’s eyes closed and he could feel his hands buried in thick masses of cool, silken hair as he stroked into a tight little mouth, fucking the pretty face of the slender brunette next door while she looked up at him with those wide, innocent green eyes. Vicki had better be careful, or this was going to be over with in a hurry.

“And those sweet, firm asses,” she continued in a dreamy voice. “You’d love to stick your cock in those, wouldn’t you Sean? Mmm, I’ve seen you looking, you bad boy, and I know how you like to fuck a nice, hot ass. Think they’d wiggle and moan for you the way I do when I let you take mine?”

Oh, damn. That was it. He leaned in, balls on fire now, and hammered into her quivering pussy. Vicki’s moans turned into desperate whimpers as she ground her hips back against him, forcing him as deep as he could reach with each stroke. Her walls pulsed against him and with a sharp cry she jerked, arched her back and her fingers dug into the covers on the bed until her knuckles went white. Another wave of her slippery fluids gushed around his cock while her muscles tried to grip and hold him within her. Another stroke, then two, and he exploded with a hoarse gasp ripped from deep in his chest, muscles at his root spasming until he had nothing left to give and he sagged weakly against the side of the bed.

Vicki gave a contented sigh and gazed up at him through half-lidded eyes. “Sean?”

“Yeah?”

“When you fuck them, I get to watch.”

Continue reading Enticing Erin…






You might also like…
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Captive of the Beast Men

My body locked with the burning tension flooding through me, and I was afraid that if it was not released soon that I would break.

The old ones of Wren’s tribe have long told stories of the beast men—terrible creatures that walk upright like men but which possess the faces and souls of fearsome animals. When her tribe must flee from their forest home, however, Wren discovers that the legends are not just stories told around the campfires to frighten children. The beast men are terrifyingly real, and they capture Wren and her best friend when they leave the camp to gather food. Will the hunters from her tribe rescue her, or will she remain a captive of the beast men forever?

Claiming Princess Kailen

Try and fight it if you like, but in the end you will crawl and beg me to finish what I started tonight.

Princess Kailen has spent her whole life pampered and protected, until she is waylaid and carried away to a ruinous castle by three vengeful were-leopards with a serious grudge against her father. As her defenses crumble before the brutal sexiness of Shadow, the depths of his cruelty are revealed. She is now his mate, taken to replace the love Kailen’s father cost him. But he refuses to simply take her—he intends to torment her until her own body betrays her and she begs for him to do every unspeakable thing he wants. Can Kailen withstand Shadow’s dark charms, or will she surrender to her body’s demand to submit herself completely to him?

Cinderella: The Wicked Truth

Glass slippers. Who in the world wears glass slippers?

For Cinderella, her wickedly taboo life at home is the magic formula for happily ever after. Her stepbrothers take care of her every need, and when they’re not around her not-so-wicked stepmother is always glad to help out. But when a sadistic prince sets his sights on her to be his next wife and a meddlesome fairy godmother with a drinking problem appears to make matters even worse, Cinderella’s whole life is turned upside down. At the ball the prince wants to tie her up and do very naughty things to her. Will Cinderella ever get back to having her happy endings at home?

Bred by My Dad’s New Boss

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

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

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

Kelli Wolfe

Novels
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Professor Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education
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The Preacher’s Virgin Daughters (first time erotica)
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Punishing Polly (blackmail erotica)
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Punishing the Brats Next Door (sorority girl blackmail erotica)
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The Babysitter Diaries
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Erotic Romance – Older Man Younger Woman
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Erotic Romance – Friends to Lovers
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Slaves of the Beast Men (monster erotica)
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Princesses in Bondage (dark fantasy erotica)
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About the Author

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

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

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

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

Kelli
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