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Chapter One

The Return of the Disgraced Young Master

       Young Edward’s stomach felt as empty and hard as a dark round-smoothed stone in the bed of some cold, rushing mountain stream as he stood before the great polished door of his governess. Blankly he watched the footmen carry his trunk and bags down the red-wallpapered hall back toward his own rooms. How he wished he could slink after that baggage and hide himself away! Yet he could not. The inescapable flow that sprang from his previous actions, cool and lonely and wet, surrounded him, crushed him, drowned him. There was no escape from his shame and his humiliation. He let out his breath, thinking for the hundredth time that day that his predicament simply could not grow any worse. Sent home from school! And now—now he must face his governess. Oh, what would old Mrs. Jeffers say?  Swallowing, he knocked timidly at the imposing portal.

       “Come,” sounded a commanding voice from within.

       Edward reached for the brass knob, then stopped. Though the door muffled the sound, the voice still did not seem that of the affable old Mrs. Jeffers. He would have done almost anything to avoid having to confess to her what had happened—yet what if there was another lady in there with her as well?  How mortifying! His shame scarcely could be uttered. His face burned as he stood there hesitating.

       “Come!” snapped the distant voice again.

       Trembling, he turned the knob, pushed the heavy door open, and stepped cautiously inside. He froze with a start. These were not Mrs. Jeffers’ rooms, he realized, blinking around in surprise. Upon the intricately knotted Oriental rugs brooded the hulking forms of unfamiliar furniture of dark cherry and black walnut. All of it was highly polished and intricately carved, and all the chairs and couches and ottomans were adorned with cushions of rich red velvet. Unfamiliar paintings hung upon the high walls—Classical scenes, apparently, with diaphanously clad and sometimes even undraped maidens frolicking, walking hand in hand, reclining together in secret groves…

       Edward looked away quickly, and his eyes fell upon a stern black-haired young lady seated cool and silent upon a throne-like chair. Why, that certainly was not his old governess!

       “I-I-I— I’m sorry, Miss,” he stammered. “I thought— I thought these were Mrs. Jeffers’ rooms. I—”

       “They were,” replied the young lady blandly. Her voice was measured and calm, yet somehow he almost sensed a faint smirk in her husky tones. “Now they are mine, Master Edward. I am your governess from henceforth.”

       Edward gulped. Belatedly he bowed. “Pleased to meet you, Miss—” He stopped, blinking. “M-Miss...”

       Now she actually did smile—a rather condescending, self-possessed smile. Her eyes were dark in a pale face framed by flowing waves of sable pulled back to sway about her slender neck. And yet her lips were so vividly red, almost as if their color were accentuated by some cosmetic. That, of course, could not be, however. “You may address me as Miss Violetta.”

       “I am pleased to meet you, Miss Violetta,” gasped Edward, grateful at least to be able to call this imposing lady by some name.

       “We shall see,” Miss Violetta said crookedly, with a faint arching of one eyebrow.

       Edward swallowed, suddenly reminded of his shame at being expelled from school. And now he had to confess his unspeakable transgression not merely to Mrs. Jeffers, but to this new governess! His heart felt leaden.

       And underlying it all, he was struck, as always, by the disheartening difference between the Edward of school and the Edward of home. His dear, doting mother—may she sleep with the angels—had kept him back from public school a year or two longer than was customary, until his grumbling father finally had put his gouty old foot down. The sensitive Edward had taken some time to adjust to the boisterousness of boarding school, its clannishness, its regimentation. After a time, though, he finally came to enjoy the experience.

       Other boys his age were often already at university, whereas Edward, still in sixth form, instead was the oldest and tallest pupil at his school. His size gave him some status in those halls, as did the supposed maturity of his age. He was a figure for respect, even some awe. Indeed, many of the younger fellows came to look up to him, and often even approached him as something of an unofficial uncle-figure in the resolution of disputes and the adjudication of the strictly forbidden but nevertheless commonplace wagers. Often chaps did chores for him like carrying his books or polishing his shoes or— guiltily he stopped in mid-thought. Well, some of them could be persuaded to perform other favors, too…  Uncomfortably he swallowed.

       Yet at home…well, despite his age, he still felt like a little boy, and the attitudes of his distant, moribund father only made matters worse. Edward already might have reached the age of legal majority, but as he had been told countless times, in the event of his father’s death, he still would not inherit until age twenty-six. Controlled first by his clinging, nervous mother, then by the aloof oversight of his taciturn old father, later by the suave solicitors who would administer his father’s substantial holdings in coal, Malayan rubber, and silks, indigo, and tea from India, poor Edward sometimes despaired of ever reaching true adulthood. Why, he still had a governess as if he were twelve, for pity’s sake! Habitually, though, he stifled his unvoiced protest, scowling inwardly, for of course no resentment could be revealed. He had long believed himself to be possessed of discernments rather different from those deemed common in polite society, and he was well used to hiding his true self. Until now, that is…

       As Edward stood biting his lip, the governess looked the shrinking boy slowly up and down, making him feel like some insect pinned upon a card. His various shortcomings—the ones that everyone else could see, that is—came flooding into his mind. His face felt warm and would look flushed, he was sure. His left shoe was scuffed, he saw now, and although he realized, too, that his tie and jacket were awry, he did not dare move to adjust them. He felt too petrified to speak.

       He averted his eyes and glanced with a furtive curiosity about the room. Soon, however, his gaze chanced again upon those Classical paintings. In one picture beautiful maidens ran laughing from a satyr, half-bare as their flowing silks blew and swirled from their rounded white limbs. Another scene showed girls bathing together in a stream, unconcerned, unashamed. In one smaller picture, a haughty nude Venus commanded a group of young men and women to kiss her feet. In the companion painting, Venus then watched over the group as they danced and kissed and cast themselves to the ground, intimately entwined…  Red-faced, Edward looked away.

       Miss Violetta’s searching gaze had left his face, he found, so he tried then to sneak a peek at this commanding new figure. She was dressed all in black, of course, very proper, from her high collar and puffy shoulders, to her narrowly cinched jet corset and the rustling flare of her midnight skirts, to the polished ebon leather of the pointed tips of her many-buttoned boots. Yet whereas upon the plump and elderly Mrs. Jeffers similar dress had seemed almost motherly, upon this sleek and distant young lady such a costume seemed at once both forbidding and somehow mesmerizing.

       Yes, upon this lady such clothing seemed to emphasize her youthful femininity in a rather distracting fashion—the whiteness of the throat above her collar, the delicate bosom protected and yet perhaps somehow displayed in its close-fitting temple of glossy black, the swell of her hips from that firmly corseted waist. For a brief moment his poor body felt a wild surge of unreasoning desire for this distant and impossibly beautiful creature. Grimacing inwardly, however, he tried to quell his unwanted emotions.

       Surely, he reflected with a twinge of shame, his notice of such features was only the result of his own peculiarly sensual predilections. This lovely young lady was no “actress” posing dishabille on one of those French postcards one sometimes saw passed around at school—she was a proper Englishwoman, one whose moral standing was by definition beyond reproach. The desired effect of her costume, he was sure, was to inspire respect and obedience, and despite the stray thoughts which he tried to banish from his mind, he indeed did feel an almost frightening reverence for this stern young new governess.

       Even Miss Violetta’s face was severe and impassive. Her nose was narrow and straight, except where it curved up slightly at the tip, almost but not quite giving her face a lingering hint of girlishness. Her skin was smooth like heavy cream, set off by glossy raven hair held back from her ears, a bit incongruously, by a polished comb of shining red carnelian that caught his wondering eye as surely as some tropical carnivorous plant snares a hapless fly. What a strange, beautiful, almost animalistically rich flash of color that was…

       Still she examined his clothing critically, but as long as her eyes had not returned to his face, he let his gaze stray to her visage. Her sooty eyebrows were elegant and yet curiously emotionless, while the dark orbs above which they arched gleamed mysteriously. Her lashes, he could not help but notice, were dense and curling, very luxuriant, but she did not use them to soften her expression, as he had seen some other ladies do. Her pursed red lips struck him as sly, somehow, and her dainty little chin seemed very determined.

       Poor Edward could not guess the lady’s age. He stared helplessly at the smooth, unlined skin of that serenely commanding face. She might have seen close to twice his years, or she might have been but a few seasons older than he. Were he to guess, he could only have hazarded somewhere between perhaps nineteen or twenty years and some thirty.

       Even the lower estimate still seemed something of a formidable age to young Master Edward, of course. After all, her power stemmed not merely from mere seniority of years but from her unquestioned position of authority. Her dress and her demeanor made Miss Violetta more formidable still, and her very status as his governess sealed her power. This lady, he knew all at once within his trembling frame, would brook no slight or disobedience, however minor. She was so young and beautiful, so coolly commanding—

       “Yes?” said the lady very suddenly.

       “M-Miss?” gasped Edward, finding his gaze suddenly locked with hers.

       “You were looking at me, Master Edward,” intoned his governess gravely. Her fathomless eyes narrowed ever so slightly. “Can you explain?”

       “I—   I—” Edward’s mouth worked, but for a moment no sound came. “Miss Violetta,” he attempted, “I meant no disrespect. I had been expecting Mrs. Jeffers, I suppose, and I, I...” He trailed off helplessly.

       “Mm,” she said without moving those glossy red lips. Then the corners of her mouth curved up in faint amusement. “Perhaps I begin to see some of the propensities which led to your expulsion from school.”

       Edward’s breath stopped in his throat. His pulse suddenly seemed to shake his whole frame, and his face went scarlet. For a moment he could not speak. “M-Miss Violetta,” he stammered at last, “I-I-I—”

       “Oh, there’s no need to deny it, staring little Master Edward,” she said archly, showing a bleak smile at his discomfiture. “Surely you don’t imagine that when a chronic masturbator is sent home from school, the headmaster has not already sent ahead to London an elliptically worded letter in the early post?”

       He gaped at her shocking bluntness, wide-eyed, his heart fluttering distantly within his frozen chest. His whole body felt shrunken and shriveled and small before this all-knowing, faintly smirking lady. “B-b-but, Miss V-Violetta—” he attempted.

       “I said not to deny it!” she snapped, suddenly springing to her feet so that her heavy skirts now swayed and rustled from the elegant swell below the delicate hand span of her waist. There was a spot of color now in the pale cream of each cheek. She was very fair in complexion but not thin-skinned, he saw, and the realization that he had made the color come into that previously self-possessed face terrified him.

       “I’m sorry, Miss!” he gasped. “I only meant—”

       Miss Violetta resumed her seat slowly, her jaw firm. Her nostrils flared, but her voice was deliberate. “Lower your trousers, Master Edward.”

       “B-beg pardon, Miss Violetta?” he squeaked.

       Her dark eyes fixed him helpless before her. She moistened her lips, and then continued softly, “When your governess gives a command, young sir, it had best be obeyed.”

       “Yes, Miss,” said Edward faintly. “Of course, Miss.” Hesitantly he began to unhook his braces.

       “It is wretched enough for a boy to debase himself with the nasty perversion of self-abuse,” she said quietly, “handling his wicked little organ until he soils himself with the dirty, squirting fluids of his own shame.” Her eyes gleamed liquid and mysterious upon the trembling fingers which loosed his trouser buttons. “Yet to deny your guilt now is even worse.”

       “Yes, Miss,” answered the wretched boy. With trepidation he lowered his trousers as far as his straightened arms would reach. Edward made as if to bend to lower them farther, but that seemed somehow awkward and undignified, so finally he simply opened his fists and let the clothing drop about his ankles. He looked up at his governess forlornly.

       To his chagrin, however, that lady merely pursed her lips more tightly in impatience. “The undergarments as well, Master Edward,” she intoned grimly.

       Of the occasional birchings at school, only a comparative few had been bare-bottomed—and mainly those from one particular headmaster, he remembered now, a little puzzled…  Most had been through the drawers instead, and at home old Mrs. Jeffers had whipped him only through his trousers. Already, however, he knew better than to disobey this stern and commanding mistress. A governess was a governess, after all, a power second only to one’s father—and certainly more familiar and more accessible than that distant, gravely august personage. Hopelessly, Edward slid down his drawers. His poor penis had shriveled up in embarrassment and fright between his thin thighs.

       “Now come here,” said Miss Violetta darkly. She looked with faint amusement at his shriveled loins and then patted the mild protrusion that her upper knee made in her voluminous skirts. “Right across my lap, boy, and I’ll show you what happens to little whelps who disobey their governesses.”

       “Yes, Miss,” gulped Edward. He had expected merely to bend over and take the caning, which would be bad enough. Yet to endure it while draped across that demanding lady’s lap—oh, it was terrible. Terrified, he shuffled toward her within the hobbles of his clothing.

       As he approached, the sable-tressed young governess stood again, very regally this time. She shook out her dark skirts, and then she settled herself down more comfortably upon the red velvet cushion. Yet as she resumed her seat she hitched up the hem of her dress to give her limbs free play. Edward was surprised to see that the rustling fabric rose above the very tops of the lady’s leather boots to reveal a glimpse of shockingly white calf, shapely and smooth and round. Oh, how strangely thrilling! Had he been asked what sort of undergarments a proper lady wore, he would not have been able to say. Never would he have guessed, though, that so close beneath the forbidding raven folds of her dress lay creamy pale skin absolutely naked and bare—no stockings, no petticoats, apparently even no drawers. He stopped in mid-shuffle.

       “Do not resist your punishment, Edward,” warned Miss Violetta at his halt. She patted her knee again, swiftly and imperiously. “Come to me at once!”

       Unwillingly he approached. To Edward’s extraordinary discomfort, his stern, beautiful young governess slid farther down on the plush crimson seat so that her lap projected beyond the intricately carved arms of her throne-like chair. This movement flounced her skirts still further so that her shapely legs were bared to the knee, and even a little above. How smooth and cool and lovely those limbs were to his wondering eyes, how alluringly forbidden! Never had he seen the female form like this, pale and round and silky-smooth, and the sight was strangely electrifying. Despite his affected disinterest, he could not help but notice the extraordinary grace of those sleek young ivory legs, even now. With her slender white hands she smoothed the folds of midnight fabric that fell from her hips, and despite himself, he felt his poor shrunken manhood twitch faintly in response.

       Miss Violetta merely smirked coolly at him. “Now,” she growled, patting her lap.

       “Y-yes, Miss,” stuttered her charge, bending his naked body gingerly across her.

       As he lowered himself, Edward felt his governess adjust her skirts again. He cringed as his little hanging rod of meat descended into her lap, while her hand pulled him firmly down so that his weight lay across her—and then all at once he realized that her crinkling skirts had moved enough so that now he was balanced not across raven crinoline, but across cool white thighs. The sensation upon his naked belly and groin was delirious. He looked up at her in sudden panic.

       “Are we comfortable, Master Edward?” she wondered with a dangerous mockery, her eyes half-lidded.

       “Um…” Edward felt his organ swell enormously as it hung down between those pillars of living cream. Every ragged beat of his heart inflated his swollen member until the poor thing denied thing could plump up no further. Her cool, elegant, feminine skin pressed against his moistly agitated flesh, and suddenly he knew that anything he might say would be wrong. To resist his punishment would be to invite her wrath—yet so, too, would be to revel in an accidental impropriety. Uselessly he tried to wish away his embarrassing erection, but it was just so big, so urgent, so quiveringly firm. Perhaps, he tried to tell himself, she did not recognize what the thing was…

       Finally he gulped and replied with an attempted dutifulness, “Wh-whatever the mistress prefers.”

       “Exactly so,” she said with some satisfaction. Smiling crookedly, she nodded and cocked an amused eyebrow. Miss Violetta dropped one palm idly upon his naked haunch, and squeezed it appraisingly, as one might with a farm animal. His cock throbbed in response. “I cannot spoil the child, young sir,” she said firmly but without anger. “To spare the rod would be a disservice to you and your esteemed family, to myself and my trusted position, even to the very Empire in which you one day will serve.”

       “Of course, Miss,” agreed Edward humbly. His pulse pounded in his groin as he felt her possessive hand smooth itself calmly over his bare bottom, over his hips. He felt the faint brush of her carefully buffed nails at the sensitive skin at the back of his scrotum, and his heavy balls bunched up in wariness and in naughty anticipation.

       “Yet I do not believe in the cane, Edward,” she said slowly, her idle hand weighing the quivering sac of masculine flesh that produced the fluids of his naughty lusts. “I believe in disciplining by hand, flesh to flesh.”

       “Yes, Miss,” he whispered, red-faced. To his consternation, she stroked him at the very base of his helpless balls as one might scratch behind a cat’s ears. It felt so strange…and yet not entirely unpleasant. He shivered as she held him there, her long-nailed fingers possessive and firm.

       “Discipline is especially important for a boy such as you, who has fallen into evil habits,” she added sententiously. With her other hand she took both of his unresisting hands and pinned his wrists lightly in the small of his back. “Tell me—do you know how grave a crime is a young man’s self-pollution?”

       “Yes, Miss Violetta,” he said woefully, feeling his organ stand to its utmost, thick and swollen between her cool thighs.

       “Yes, indeed,” she said with a faint mockery. “For indeed you have performed that shameful act many times, have you not, young Master Edward?” Still she scratched at the taut skin of his crinkled scrotum as if unaware of it.

       Edward licked his dry lips. “Yes, Miss,” he finally admitted. As he spoke the words, with his organ wildly rigid between her smooth thighs, the statement seemed at one both shameful and somehow perversely thrilling.

       “You have thought about naughty things constantly, I imagine,” she continued quietly, “exciting yourself purposefully, until your wicked little manhood grew hot and red and thick…?”

       “Yes, Miss,” he replied, red-faced and embarrassed upon her cool silken lap, and yet guiltily erect, too.

       “And then,” she opined in slow, superior tones, “you felt you could not help but touch the nasty thing, over and over and over, rousing all your fleshly desires further, ever further…”

       “Yes, Miss,” he said miserably. And yet in the midst of his terrible predicament, he felt his organ fat and engorged between this beautiful young lady’s cool white thighs. The sensation was an exquisite torment.

       “You probably soiled yourself every night,” said his governess with quiet accusation. “You reveled in it.” She cupped his shivering scrotum in her all-knowing hand and scratched her nails almost curiously at the sensitive factories of the fluids of his lusts.

       “Yes, Miss,” he whispered pitifully.

       “Every night,” she repeated, squeezing him with calm appraisal. “True, Edward?  Or,” she demanded with a cool disdain, “have I misjudged my little masturbator?”

       “Every night, Miss,” he confessed, feeling her fingertips frank and unconcerned all about the base of his desperate rigidity. He thought again of what he was confessing to this most prim and proper young lady, and his betraying organ pounded with the blood of his forbidden arousal. “Every night,” he whispered again, thrilling secretly at the chance to say it once more beneath her dark-eyed gaze.

       At that he almost thought he could hear her smile. She said nothing for a slow moment then, merely eying him in imperial silence.

       After hiding his behavior for so long, it was a perverse joy to confess before this demanding young mistress, to admit all of the dirty little things he had taken such pleasure in doing to himself. It felt so good to be exposed before her, body and soul, to let her share his innermost secrets. His poor tantalized cock was so fat now, so full of its desperate, unspoken desires! Somehow it all made him want to roll over and expose himself ever more, to handle his poor purpled flesh before her stern gaze and perform helplessly like some grunting beast, jerking out a wild and sloppy mess so that she could understand just how naughty he had really been—

       Edward’s face burned scarlet with his unwanted thoughts. Uselessly he tried to wish them away, tried to concentrate on sorrow and rectitude, on his punishment. Yet with this lady’s soft white flesh against his trembling belly, it was so difficult…

       Finally, she continued, as if unaware of his predicament, “And now, today, to disobey one’s governess—” She clucked, shaking her head judicially. “Well, that truly merits a thrashed buttocks, you know.”

       “Yes, Miss,” replied Edward. He lay helplessly upon the forbidden skin of her white young lap, shamelessly erect in his trembling excitation. He bit his lip, then rotated his head, looking up sideways to find her long-lashed eyes enigmatic and impassive upon his reddened face. Despite his attempted composure, he sensed that his gaze was vulnerable and pleading somehow—and yet he did not know exactly for what he was pleading. He knew only that he was naked and erect before her and that her hands were smooth and cool and white, touching him.

       “I am ready, Miss,” he said at last, throbbingly erect, and yet contrite in his humility.

       Her dark eyes gleamed, and the corners of her mouth curled slowly, slyly up. Inexplicably, her cheeks and forehead were warm and flushed. “Good…” she breathed. With that she drew back her elegant white hand and let fly.

       Edward flinched at the stinging blow upon his bare buttocks. He would not have thought that one young woman’s slender little hand could carry so much power. Yet as he writhed there upon her lap, his hot naked belly across, against, between her cool bare flesh, she soon demonstrated her mastery over him. Again and again her hand rose and then came down smacking. The slap of her palm against his exposed skin cracked resoundingly, over and over. He fought to keep from crying out.

       As she spanked him, however, the combined minor movements of his helpless body and her firm, competent thighs set up an unavoidable tingle in the raging red flesh that thrust from beneath his belly. Her unendurably soft skin moved against his agitated cock, smooth, rhythmic, mesmerizing. Despite himself, Edward felt his excitement mount. Surely the forbiddingly proper Miss Violetta did not realize it, he thought, but the unintentional, intimate slide of her sweet flesh against his naked manhood nearly made him swoon with delight.

       Higher reached his secret excitation, ever higher. Oh, this felt better than anything he had ever done to himself in the night, and the thought that he was doing it right against this beautiful young lady was intoxicating. He had never even so much as kissed a girl on the cheek, and yet here he was wallowing naked upon the lap of the most desirable young woman he had ever seen, his agonized member rubbing against the intimate white skin of her thighs as she looked down upon him dispassionately. Oh, the torment was exquisite! His rear end blazed, but his front felt comfortably swollen, congested with desires. His little movements upon her lap became more and more agitated, until soon his hips were bucking of their own accord.

       A twinge of horrified guilt surged through his palpitating body and, punishment or not, he almost would have jumped up from that wickedly inviting lap. If she knew the extent of his reaction, he realized all at once, how shocked she would be, how repulsed! Yet the hand which restrained his spasmically clenching fists behind his back was firm. Calm and relentless, she held him to her. Despite his shame, he could not escape, and neither could he slow his frenzied movements.

       Suddenly nothing seemed to matter but the sensations which flooded his being—not the pain in his backside, not the humiliation of his predicament, not even the relentless gaze of his implacable governess. He found himself gasping at the terrible joys which burned and throbbed beneath the base of his belly. Ah, that cloyingly familiar, quivery tingle that burned along every thrilled inch of him, promising any and every delight if only he could follow that sensation, concentrate on it, ride it like a great frothing wave at the beach as it pulled and pushed all at once, supporting him and yet sweeping him along…  Yes, that was it, that was it, yes, yes, yes—

       Then all of his muscles stiffened convulsively. His spine arched, and his eyes rolled back beneath heavy lids. Edward groaned aloud and, shivering in helpless delight, he ejaculated gratefully into his governess’s lap.

       He knew it was wrong, and he knew that she was watching his every movement, but he simply could not stop himself. On and on his balls clenched, spewing thick jets of semen from his purpled cockhead, surely a dozen heavy spurts that seemed to have no end. It felt so good. Unreservedly he poured himself out, writhing in the bliss of his forbidden ecstasy. His entire body glowed in the timelessness of the moment, happy and sleepy and warm.

       Yet as his wicked pleasure subsided he all at once became aware that Miss Violetta’s fiery spanking had ceased. He blinked in the suddenly loud silence, sensing to his despair that the flesh of the lady beneath him was wet with his fluids, goopy and overflowing. Biting his lip, he raised his head meekly, and looked up her, red-faced.

       Miss Violetta merely stared down at him with a judicial blandness. “Have you soiled me, Edward?” she asked quietly.

       He gulped. “I— I am afraid so, Miss,” came his forlorn reply.

       She gave a faint parody of an expression of surprise. “The chronic masturbator is sent home from school and immediately must be punished for new disobedience—and now he has the effrontery to spill his sperm in his governess’s lap, right before her very eyes!”   She shook her head slowly, making the dark waves sway mournfully about her throat and the delicately fuzzy nape of her neck.

       “I am sorry, Miss Violetta,” he said miserably.

       “Are you really that shameless a creature, Master Edward?” she wondered darkly. “You would thwart my punishment, and turn it to your own fiendish ends?”

       “B-b-but, Miss Violetta,” he attempted shamefacedly, “I-I-I— I never meant to—”

       “Really?” she asked evenly. Her dark eyes gazed searchingly down into his flushed face. “But I watched you, young Edward,” she reminded him. “I watched you the whole time.” She nodded as she let this sink in. “I saw everything you did. Eeeeverything.”

       Poor Edward bit his lip in mortified silence as he imagined it. Those fathomless dark eyes had studied him all the while, staring critically at his every helpless movement. What a strange, strange thing to think! It was revolting, shameful, and unforgivable. And yet…well, in a way perhaps it was secretly thrilling, too, was it not?  Mm, to imagine that calm-eyed, superior face of smooth-complected cream observing every sweaty struggle of his poor fluttering body as it quivered and clenched and jerked, discharging helplessly…

       For a brief moment he almost wondered why she had not stopped him, had not prevented him from this unutterable desecration—but no, he realized immediately, that was entirely the wrong thing to think. Why, the fault was his, of course, not hers. He should know better. He should be able to control himself. This prim goddess of household proprieties should not have to sully herself with matters of such base vileness, even to speak of them. And this way, after all, since she had let him continue, she had begun to glimpse the utter depths of her charge’s iniquity, and now she knew precisely the type of boy she was dealing with…  Perhaps, he tried to tell himself, it was for the best like this.

       “Yes,” persisted his governess deliberately, “though I attempted to rectify your willful behavior, you seem to have had no compunction about soiling me with your shame. Oh, how you used me!” Her wrist lay now cool and motionless and white against the back of his bare leg, and her once-savage little hand had slid down—unnoticed, he was certain—until it draped casually across the sensitive flesh of his scrotum.

       “I am sorry, Miss,” he whimpered.

       “Edward, you naughty boy,” she said sternly, “this was as willful and deliberate as it would have been to have simply masturbated right in my face.” Idly her fingertips caressed him once more at the very base of the factories of his lusts, slowly, appraisingly, and yet somehow almost commandingly as well…

       Edward’s cheeks went scarlet as he thought of what his beautifully cruel governess had said. Never had he imagined such a terrible act, and suddenly her words seemed to burn at the very base of his brain. He tried to speak, but for a moment he could make no reply.

       “Did you think I would not know?” she glowered. Her gaze was forbidding, but the wickedly intimate touch of her idle fingertips was so soft, so incongruously gentle…  “Yet even the most proper young lady cannot help but realize what is amiss when her charge is so brutishly obvious. Yes,” she continued vengefully, “you might as well have thrust your nasty red thing in my face and jerked it right before my eyes. You might as well have spattered my very mouth with your wretched sperm!”

       Edward took a ragged breath, trembling. His eyes grew round at the shame she suggested. What it would be like to perform before this stern mistress without reserve? he wondered dizzily. Oh, how he might handle himself before her knowing gaze, rhythmically, urgently, faster and faster—

       She stared at him, hard. “You wouldn’t want to do such a thing, would you, you little pervert?” she snapped, her voice a dark counterpart to the surely unwitting encouragement of her tender fingertips.

       Edward’s mouth came open of its own accord, silently. Impossibly bright in his mind’s eye burned the beautiful thought of this elegant young lady’s lovely face strung with the clingy tangles of his forbidden semen. Oh, how would spattering that smirking pale visage with his urgent fluids, coating her with his secret lusts, making her all his somehow…  Ah, the sweet, savage joy of it all! But he blinked away the alluring vision with an effort. Carefully he closed his mouth, and swallowed.

       “No, Miss Violetta,” he replied at last.

       Her red lips pursed in a crooked little smile as she cupped his testicles in her coolly imperious white palm. “Yet that is precisely how wicked and willful your act was,” she said reproachfully.

       “I am sorry, Miss,” Edward replied with rectitude.

       “I see now that I must plan your re-education with care, perverse Master Edward,” declared the commanding lady. Her red lips were firm as she stared down at him through slitted eyes, but still her tapering digits caressed him almost understandingly somehow. “I will oversee it most intimately.”

       He gazed up at her helplessly. “Thank you, Miss,” he whispered.

       At this admission of his subservience she gave a long, slow smile. “You will begin now,” she said. “Get down on your knees and clean me up.”

       “Yes, Miss Violetta.” He scrambled awkwardly from her lap and reached hastily to pull his clothing up over his sticky loins and his poor manhood, which had shrunk now with exertion and with renewed fright.

       “Never mind that!” she rapped out. “Your foolish modesty is even more out of place than your shameless effluvia.”

       “Yes, Miss,” he replied, blinking. He knelt before her upon the heavy carpeting, bare-bottomed and ashamed. Her shapely knees and the smooth sweep of her thighs gleamed whitely before him, framed by the folds of her midnight skirts and by the heavy arms of her great chair. The rounded flesh of those thighs, he saw with a start, was spattered with great heapings of his goop, glistening, dripping…  Despite his terrifying predicament, he marveled that his body had produced such a copious spattering. Always before when he had brought himself to this state he had done so beneath the covers at night, unseeing, and his seed had been soaked up in pajamas and sheets. Yet now what a truly animalistic mess he had made! He swallowed, then began to look about for a handkerchief or a towel.

       “Do not bother,” said that proper lady with a dangerously calm tone. With dainty white hands she pulled her rustling skirts a little farther out of his way, so that the glossy raven folds were piled up about the very tops of her rounded thighs. “You will use your mouth.”

       He gaped up at her. “M-M-Miss?”

       “Are you hard of hearing, young sir?” she wondered, her eyes narrowed.

       “N-no, Miss,” gulped Edward, “b-but—”

       “But nothing,” she corrected him firmly. “This is your filth, not mine,” she said idly. “I will not have one of my dainty handkerchiefs soiled for such a mess.” Her smile was cold and self-possessed. “Lick me clean, you naughty boy,” she commanded.

       “Y-y-yes, Miss,” he replied helplessly. Trembling, he pushed his face farther, past her knees, until his chin brushed through the soft valley of her closed upper legs. His own wet spunk shone before his wide eyes, thick and glistening, beginning to drip. Tiny bubbles gleamed here and there, and now he could discern strings and milky swirls in the copious liquids. Again he marveled that he had done that to her beautiful white flesh. It was a perverse thrill to think that he had soiled those pretty white thighs so, and with that naughty thought in his mind, he bit his lip and looked guiltily up at his stern governess.

       Miss Violetta stared down at him, her liquid black pupils dilated beneath her gorgeous lashes. “Now,” husked her red lips.

       “Yes, Miss,” he said meekly. The lady’s skirts rustled faintly as she adjusted them again. He could smell the cool wetness of his own sperm, along with some different scent that he could not identify. Somehow, despite the great discomfort of the situation, he found that other faint, salty odor vaguely exciting. Mouth watering at the unknown scent, Edward began to obey her.

       At first he merely pushed the heavy liquid hesitantly with the tip of his tongue, but he soon realized that such an action would never remove the offending gouts as Miss Violetta had commanded. He looked up at her with trepidation—and found her frowning at his half-heartedness.

       “You must suck up every nasty spurt of your sperm, Master Edward,” she said severely. Her nostrils flared. “You must make it as though your wicked transgression had never happened.”

       “Yes, Miss.” Miserably he extended his poor tongue and licked slowly along an ivory thigh until one clammy strand of semen which had graced it was piled up in sticky coils upon the shrinking corrugations of his taste buds. He tried not to taste it, but a sour flavor seemed to ooze from the bottom of the slippery mess into his tongue. His eyes darted about wildly, but there was nowhere he could spit the bitter goo—and that was not what she had commanded anyway, he knew.

       Her lips smirked down mercilessly. “Clean me properly, Master Edward,” she insisted. “I should not have a single drop of that dirty sperm upon me.”

       Gazing forlornly up into her searching eyes, Edward cupped the trough of his tongue and sucked the goo unwillingly into his mouth, where it nestled for a moment, thick and stringy. Still he tried to think of how he could avoid swallowing the clammy mouthful of his ejaculate. It was no use, he knew, for Miss Violetta’s eyes were bright and expectant upon his helpless face. Her lips were compressed expressionlessly, but her cheeks glowed with a secret warmth. Even in her punishing anger, he thought wildly, how beautiful she was!

       “Do not disobey me again,” came her quiet warning.

       Edward weighed the cool puddle of his own sperm in his mouth as she stared down at him so intently. The substance was thick and stringy, like some pudding, perhaps. It was sour and unpleasant, but he knew his duty—and the dark eyes of his governess gazed eagerly down at his utter subservience. It was only fair, he tried to tell himself. He was at fault, after all, and this slimy soup of sperm was indeed the product of his own lusts. Surely a proper young lady such as Miss Violetta should not be expected to touch that ejaculate herself, even to remove it. Making a face, he swallowed the clammy goop resignedly.

       “Yes,” said Miss Violetta softly, her great dark eyes bright upon him, “like that.” She permitted herself a brief smile. “That is the only way I ever shall be clean again.” Her skirts rustled softly before his face. “You may continue.”

       “Yes, Miss,” Edward gulped. He slurped another spatter of slippery goo into his mouth. The act was repulsive and shameful…and yet, in some strange way, he began to realize that it was growing perversely exciting as well. If it was naughty of him to climax upon those pretty thighs and squirt all over them as she watched him calmly, how much more so was it to perform before her now! What a strange, almost impossibly intimate act!

       “Only…” She eyed him closely.

       Nervously, Edward raised his dripping face. Oh, how he hoped she could not see his guilty penis where it had begun to twitch and inflate confusedly once more…  He had to swallow before he could speak. “Yes, Miss?” he blinked.

       “As you proceed,” suggested his governess with apparent casualness, though her eyes gleamed strangely bright, “make sure that before you swallow, each time you open wide and show me.” Her nostrils flared, and then she continued, a trifle breathily, “That is the only way I can be sure of your proper adherence to my command…”

       “O-of course, Miss Violetta!” Edward gasped hastily. Fearful of incurring her further wrath, he ducked his chin, slurped up a clingy mouthful of goop, and then inclined his open jaw slightly to display it to her, his cheeks, his gums, his tongue absolutely swimming with semen. Obedient, he raised his eyebrows with the question that his sperm-clotted mouth could not voice.

       For a moment the girl could only lick her lips as she gazed intently down into the mess. Her dark eyes burned. “Yes,” she whispered at last, “just like that…”

       Glowing with the thought that he had pleased this stern lady, he swallowed gratefully, feeling the intensity of her long-lashed stare. He tried to tell himself that his only joy was in obedience, and yet his poor organ had begun to pulse again, uncertain and aching but secretly insistent. Red-faced, he continued, licking up a heavy tongue full of his own ejaculate, blinking up hopefully as she allowed her to inspect his progress, then letting the thick, bitter strings writhe down his throat.

       Oh, could anyone imagine a thing so delightfully wicked? he marveled with a pleasant little inward shiver. Well, Miss Violetta could, apparently! He thrilled secretly with profound admiration for this serene, haughtily superior exemplar of propriety. Sucking up the great cables of sperm with which he had festooned her forbidden body was very, very dirty and yet, somehow, so strangely right as well. Here, kneeling before his governess’s ivory lap, he had no will, and hence no shame or remorse, only the sweet abandon of his oh-so well deserved servitude. How glorious it was to do as this stern lady had bidden, to serve her utterly!

       In a moment, however, he found himself slowing. He blinked uncertainly at the shiny black crinoline that vibrated faintly bare inches from his eyes. Still she had not settled her skirts, he saw, and she had to readjust them. But, no—  She was not merely adjusting her garment, he realized slowly. That rhythmic rustling was her hand, hidden by her skirts.

       Red-faced, Edward knew suddenly that Miss Violetta was touching herself beneath her clothing, at the very top of her thighs. His mind could scarcely comprehend it. Why, in the midst of chastising him for his own forbidden lusts, she herself was masturbating…

       His gaze flicked up in panic, and he found her smirking faintly down into his face, her eyes sly as she touched herself. Edward was frozen in fright, but as his governess looked down with a regal aloofness, her self-indulgent fingers never paused. She stared him straight in the eye, challengingly, as she masturbated.

       He had heard that girls did this sort of thing, too, just as boys did, but it had always been so hard to believe. One of the other fellows at school had had a little book about a boarding academy somewhere in the Alps, where girls learned to touch each other between the legs when the lights went out. In that book young ladies hugged and kissed, lying in one another’s arms as they stroked all of the soft, secret places that during the daytime were hidden beneath their chaste skirts. The book, he remembered now, contained pen and ink line drawings, and all of the chaps used to gather around and stare at them in wonder. Night after night the fellows in his wing of the dormitory traded the book back and forth.

       Many were the times that Edward had read that little dog-eared tome, and it never failed to give him an immediate erection. Sometimes he held the book open to one particular page or other in one shaking hand, awkwardly, as his other fist moved faster, faster, faster, and he had to bite his lip to keep from crying out in his terrible joy. Now and then, though, one of the younger lads could be persuaded to do “Uncle Teddy” a favor. Yes, and then Edward might lie back smilingly, leafing languidly through the illustrated story at his leisure as, unseen behind the close-held book, the other boy’s pleasantly unpredictable grip worked dutifully at the naked red flesh of the decadent sultan of sixth form, pulling the sensitive flesh of the thin-stretched foreskin up and down across the swelling rim of the crown, up and down, as the engorged purple knob twitched and drizzled, and finally he simply erupted like his own secret Krakatoa…

       Ah, how sweet it had been to imagine the private debauchery of pretendedly prim girls who in truth had desires just as randy as those of their male counterparts! For his own part, for example, he knew it was dirty and wrong to have another boy masturbate him—but he just couldn’t help himself! Yes, for joyous as it was to yank himself breathlessly off, how much more delicious it was to feel the touch of some other hand upon his throbbing organ, delightfully foreign and new, so promising of a torrent of fierce liquid lust! Might a girl feel that way, too? he had always wondered. Might she long secretly for the sweet strokings beneath her belly that she knew good girls weren’t supposed to desire?  And even if she was unable to seduce some fellow modest young lady into her soft embrace, might she at least play with herself in the dark as she imagined it, panting and shuddering?  Oh, he hoped so!

       Yet never, however, had he imagined that he himself might actually be a party to such a secret act of feminine intimacy. It was too impossible, too forbidden. Why, he had never really even been sure that girls did it, too. But they did, he realized dizzily now, they did! Awestruck, he could only blink at the glossy midnight crinolines vibrating upon his governess’s lap, and know that she was masturbating.
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