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Chapter 1

The hands on the large clock on the wall ticked along as always, though to Faith, they barely seemed to move. Everyone else around her was staring out the large windows in the hallway while giggling and chatting, but Faith’s attention was elsewhere. A familiar, welcome throbbing sensation manifested between her legs as she watched the clock, but before she had time to truly embrace the feeling, someone pulled her arm.

“Faith? Are you even listening?”

Faith wrestled her eyes away from the clock and stared into Piper’s expressive eyes. “What?”

“The first-years. They’re here.”

Faith looked out the window and saw the first few cars begin to arrive. To some, the arrival of the first-years probably looked like the first day at any college or university, but the dark truth was visible in the nervous smiles exchanged between the new students and their parents. A few of the mothers wore collars themselves, likely expecting their daughters to follow in their footsteps. Other students soon began walking through the gates after being dropped off by the bus at the end of the driveway leading to Ravenstone Academy. There were no families with them, no one to offer comfort. Even though many students were excited to start at Ravenstone, just like a girl like Piper had been, many were more ambivalent about their new life.

“Look at them,” Piper said with a sad smile as she looked at the students walking toward the main entrance by themselves. “All alone. We gotta make sure to welcome them when they get to their coven.”

“Well, at least they don’t arrive with a police escort,” a voice sounded behind Faith. Imogen stuck her head between Piper and Faith with a smile to get a good look.

“Fuck you.” Faith gave Imogen a small push and laughed. A year ago, the comment would have made her angry, but the dynamic between the two was different now. She glanced at Imogen and was surprised to see her restrained in a metal fiddle that connected a heavy collar around her neck to her shackled wrists by a rigid metal bar. Faith had noticed the device in the playroom before but never tried it. “What is that you’re wearing?”

“Call it a fashion choice,” Imogen said and rolled her eyes. “I lost a bet. Gotta wear it until dinner.” She chuckled. “Gotta love being a student at Ravenstone, huh?” She took a step back and groaned as the device seemed to strain her shoulders. “See you in class?”

“Sure,” Faith said and smiled. She enjoyed being around Imogen, but ever since Piper had revealed that the cute blonde had feelings for Faith, she had been careful about how she acted around her. Faith glanced at the clock and felt a surge of adrenaline tear through her body. “Shit, I gotta go!”

“Counseling again?” Piper asked.

Faith nodded. “Yes. See you later!” She grabbed her backpack and left Piper and Imogen behind. Faith knew that her friends were getting sceptical, but she did not care if they bought her excuse that she was struggling with being the only convicted felon sent to Ravenstone in her year and needed the counselling sessions.

She only cared about Samara.

“You’re late,” Samara said when Faith entered the small room. She was sitting on the bed with her legs crossed, still wearing the white button-down shirt and black pencil skirt she always wore as a teacher. Her fingers played with the large O-ring on the front of her worn steel collar. Samara’s red hair was loose, cascading onto her shoulders like a scarlet waterfall. She had always been beautiful, but seeing the love Faith herself felt reflected in Samara's green eyes made Faith's heart flutter and her loins ache.

Faith smiled and walked over to her gorgeous lover while she unbuttoned her school uniform. “Maybe a little. Are you going to punish me?” She opened her shirt and revealed the perky breasts underneath. She pulled Samara to her feet and kissed her with force and passion.

Samara let out a sigh of pleasure. “No. That’d mean waiting to take you, and I don’t have the patience. Or the desire.” She tore the uniform off Faith’s trembling body and put her finger through the ring on Faith’s slave collar to pull her closer. “I need you now.”

Faith watched with bated breath as Samara undressed, revealing the pale, soft skin Faith loved so much. Samara’s round breasts were topped by light-pink nipples that were already stiff and inviting. The toned stomach and wide hips made Faith’s mouth water. “You have no idea how much I need you. Every day, every class. It’s torture.”

Samara took her hand and led her to the bed. “I know. But we have to be careful. We have to be discreet if we want to keep what we have.”

Faith nodded and leaned in to kiss her lover again. “It’s worth it. I can deal with a few stolen moments if that’s all we have.” She grabbed Samara by the hips and pushed her down onto the bed before getting on top of her. No more words were exchanged before the last scraps of clothes had fallen to the floor and their body intertwined in a display of pure, unhinged lust and passion.

Faith moaned into Samara’s hair, smelling the sweet scent of her lover. Her tongue caressed the collar that adorned Samara’s pale neck, tasting the cool metal. As much as she wanted to take her time, Faith found that she was too far gone to hold back. She grabbed Samara’s legs and spread them apart, giving her access to the warm, moist pussy that was waiting for her. Faith wasted no time. Her tongue found its way to Samara’s slit and she licked and kissed greedily. Faith’s mind was reeling, knowing that she was the one who could pleasure Samara like this. The wet warmth that surrounded her was intoxicating, and the taste of her lover was enough to make her head spin. She pushed Samara’s knees to her chest, exposing more of her sweet pussy for Faith to devour.

But two years at Ravenstone had conditioned her to want more, to feel that something was missing. She could not keep ignoring the rows of restraints hanging on the walls around them.

“Please …” Faith muttered between the long licks. “Please cuff me …”

Samara groaned. “N… not now, Faith …”

“Please …” She looked up from between Samara’s legs. “Just a pair of handcuffs.”

Samara rolled her eyes. “You know I’m submissive too, right?” She reluctantly got up from the bed, her juices shimmering on her inner thigh in the warm sunlight washing in through the window. Faith felt her pulse quicken as she watched Samara pick out a set of rigid shackles, and a flood of pleasure washed over the young girl when she felt the cold, unforgiving metal snap shut around her wrists, locking them close together behind her back. The two lovers were no strangers to bondage and impact play in their sex life, but the dynamic between them had always been a bit hard to figure out.

But for now, Faith was the one in shackles, and she smiled as Samara grabbed hold of her hair and directed her face back between the redhead’s legs. Faith returned to her task, her lips and tongue finding their way back to Samara’s swollen clit with ease.

Samara moaned and growled in response to the pleasure. “Oh, yes! That feels so good! Yes! Oh, fuck, yes!” She arched her back, pushing herself closer to Faith.

Faith felt a rush of joy, knowing that she was pleasing Samara. She had never thought of herself as a very good submissive, despite her performance in classes like Bondage and Sexual Service, but somehow, she found that when she was with Samara, it felt right. It felt good to be bound, to be used for the pleasure of another. And as Samara began to come, her body convulsing and shuddering, Faith knew she had found a way to express herself with her lover that was perfect for both of them.

Faith felt a sense of pride and satisfaction as she brought her teacher and lover to a climax. She kept up her efforts until she felt Samara’s body relax, then lay down next to her and looked into her emerald eyes. She smiled at her. The moment was tender and perfect, only aided by the aching shoulders as Faith’s hands were still firmly restrained behind her back. But she knew what was coming. She recognized the look in Samara’s eyes, the moment the unbridled lust gave way to doubt and guilt. The beautiful smile became tinged with sadness, and Samara’s eyes moistened as she stroked Faith’s hair.

“I know what you’re thinking,” Faith said. “This is still good, Samara, no matter how long it lasts.”

“I know.” Samara wiped a tear from her eye. “But I’m not sure it should’ve ever been allowed to happen in the first place.”

“Maybe it doesn’t have to end?” Faith tried to inch closer to her lover, but it was not an elegant sight. “The school buys slaves, right? Maybe I can …”

“Don’t …” Samara sighed. “Yes, they do. Sometimes. But it’s rare, but I’m not sure it’s for you.” She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling. “I don’t even feel like I belong here. I never did. It’s not a bad life, but … I’m a slave. Always have been.” She got up and began getting dressed. “I have class in a few minutes.”

“What?” Faith managed to sit up. “You can’t just end the conversation there. You’re considering leaving Ravenstone?”

Samara shook her head with a smile. “Of course not. I can’t, remember? They own me.”

“Then why shouldn’t I stay here? Why shouldn’t we be able to have a happy life together?”

“Faith …” Samara stopped buttoning her shirt and leaned in to kiss the distraught girl. “I love you. More than anything. Never doubt that. But you have … you have a gift. You can choose. If you continue to develop your skills, you can enthrall a billionaire, maybe even convince him to set you free if you don’t want to stay a slave.”

“But … I want you.”

Samara smiled and kissed her again. “I’ve got to go.” She found the keys to the rigid shackles and dropped them on the floor. “See if you can get yourself free before class starts …”


Chapter 2

The conversation with Samara still lingered in Faith’s mind a few days later as she headed to Sexual Servitude class with Piper. They were running a bit late, mainly because Piper had managed to convince Faith that they should try wearing heavy shackles on their wrists and ankles for the full day to build up their resilience. The chunky steel caused Faith’s ankles to ache, and the noise from the clattering chains was deafening.

“Okay, this might’ve been a bad idea,” Piper huffed and paused to catch her breath.

“It was your idea.” Faith adjusted the shackles around her wrists. A pleasant, warm surge emanated from her loins as the shiny steel slid back and forth across her skin. “The keys are way back at the coven, and we’re already late.”

Piper nodded. “Fine.” She took a deep breath and began walking faster, wincing with every step. “You can punish me later if you want.”

“To what end? You’re beginning to enjoy being whipped way too much.”

Piper smirked. “Yes. Yes, I am.” She blew a loose strand of the curly blonde hair away from her eyes and groaned. “I wonder if they’ll keep us restrained throughout the whole study trip.”

“Study trip?”

“Oh, for God’s sake, Faith!” Piper gave Faith a gentle push, but the shackles almost made her trip. “Where’s your mind these days? Orden mentioned it last week, he’ll say more today. It might be our last chance to see another country; who knows if we’ll live out the rest of our lives in a shed after we’re sold?”

I just want to stay here, Faith thought and sighed.

“You two sure know how to make an entrance,” Master Orden said when Faith and Piper tried to sneak into the Sexual Servitude class. Everyone turned to stare at the two girls making an ungodly noise. Orden rubbed the bridge of his nose and turned to the rest of the class. “As I was saying, the study trip is in a few weeks. Not every student at Ravenstone gets to experience something like this, but an opportunity has presented itself, and I think it’d be a great learning experience for you all.” He nodded at Imogen, who had her hand raised. “Yes, slave Valianti?”

“Where are we going?”

“It’s a secret. You won’t be doing much sightseeing, anyway, trust me.” Orden crossed his arms and leaned against the heavy desk. “The trip is not for your enjoyment. It is meant to improve your resilience and prowess. The living conditions will be harsh, you’ll be restrained at all times, and … you’ll be humiliated. Maybe even fucked and tortured.”

A gasp went through the young girls. Faith noticed that Imogen’s lower lip began quivering, but Piper seemed oddly calm. Faith caught Orden’s steely gaze and took the opportunity to ask the question on everyone’s mind.

“Fucked by whom?”

“Prospective buyers, slave Tilly,” Orden said with a smile. “Many buyers start scouting out potential slaves at this time. Which brings me to the subject of today’s class: Faking pleasure.”

“What?” a few girls blurted out.

Orden seemed to grow a few inches, relishing the undivided attention. “Your pleasure doesn’t matter as a slave. I’ve taught you that numerous times. But that doesn’t mean your future owner doesn’t want to feel like a stud, like a god in the bedroom. Learning to fake pleasure and even orgasms will help in that regard.” He began walking down between the rows of nervous-looking girls. “Of course … you’ll have to fuck each other to practice this - no girl has ever had to fake it with me.” A few girls chuckled, but Orden did not seem offended. For once, it seemed he had a sense of humour about himself. He walked back to the teacher’s door and opened it. “I’ll have my lovely colleagues help demonstrate.”

Samara and Mistress Vaine entered. Samara was naked, displaying the incredible body that Faith had grown so addicted to. Her hands were cuffed behind her back, and she walked with such grace that Faith could feel herself getting wet just from looking at her, but she was annoyed to realize that a few of the other girls seemed to have the same reaction.

She’s mine, Faith thought as she glared at the gawking girls. The only one not staring at Samara was Imogen, who merely smiled at Faith.

Vaine walked behind Samara and wore a tight latex outfit that covered her entire body. She was a sight to behold, a vision of confidence and raw sexuality, and a large strapon was strapped onto her hips.

Faith’s stomach turned into a tight knot. Vaine was going to fuck Samara in front of her. In front of everyone. She knew that it was part of Samara’s job, but it still felt wrong. Faith struggled to breathe as she watched Vaine help Samara onto a mat on the floor. Samara leaned forward, allowing Vaine to lock her collar to an anchor point in the floor, fixing her in a vulnerable position. Samara spread her legs to open herself up, sending Faith a short look that Faith struggled to decode.

“Now, Mistress Vaine knows very well how to pleasure a woman,” Master Orden said, gesturing at the two women as if he were introducing a circus act. “But she will make no such attempt today. The strapon will not be lubricated, meaning that this will be quite unpleasant for your beloved teacher, Samara.”

Samara and Vaine both rolled their eyes at Orden’s presentation, causing a few girls to giggle, but Orden did not seem to notice.

“However, I expect her to be as convincing as possible. Just because you’re uncomfortable doesn’t mean your master wants to know that!” He clapped his hands together. “Begin, if you please, Mistress.”

Vaine nodded and knelt behind Samara, and Faith found herself holding her breath as she watched the thick, fake cock slowly enter her girlfriend. The rubbery phallus was at least eight inches long, and the tip pressed against Samara’s pussy. Samara took a deep breath, bracing herself for what was about to come.

As Vaine thrust into her, Samara gasped and moaned, her head thrown back in ecstasy. She bucked her hips against the intrusion, pushing back against the fake cock that was now deep inside her. Samara was a natural actress, and her pleasure was contagious. The other girls in the room were mesmerized by the sight, their own bodies reacting to the display of raw pleasure. Even Faith, who had seen Samara in the throes of passion many times, struggled to figure out if it was all fake or not. There was no doubt that the friction of the unlubed shaft would hurt, but there was no sign of that on Samara’s face. Vaine made sure to fuck the chained teacher in the most boring way possible, making sure not to go deep enough to pleasure Samara’s clit, but Samara made it sound like she was being fucked by the world’s best lover.

This … this is hot. The knot in Faith’s stomach remained, but she she still felt pleasure seeing Samara fucked by someone else. She had always been possessive, but maybe there was a hint of cuckquean inside her after all. Every moan from Samara went straight to Faith’s pussy, and she had to fight the urge to slide her shackled hand up under her skirt.

“Y… YEEES! FUUUUCK!” Samara screamed, her entire body convulsing as a convincing fake orgasm seemed to grip her. Vaine finally pulled out, leaving the panting Samara to collapse onto her side, her collar still chained to the floor. The assembled students all clapped and cheered, and even Orden had to join in.

“See?” Samara said in a sultry whisper as she looked at the class from her place on the floor. “It’s not so hard. All it takes is a little imagination, a little acting, and you can convince anyone that you’re having the time of your life.” She bit her lip and let out a small moan. “Because that fucking hurt.”

Mistress Vaine unlocked her collar from the floor and helped Samara to her feet with a caring smile. “We’ll stay here to help evaluate your performances,” Mistress Vaine said and nodded at Master Orden. “As Master Orden has undoubtedly made clear, this is an important skill to master, dear slaves.”

Orden nodded. “Pair up! Strapons are on the table in the corner.”

“Well, about that punishment you mentioned …” Faith said and turned toward Piper.

“Actually …” Piper fiddled with the chain connecting her shackles. “I’d love to be fucked by you, but I think I’ll team with Violet today. She seems a bit nervous.” Something about the smile on Piper’s face made Faith roll her eyes. “Imogen! Over here!”

“You suck at being subtle, Piper,” Faith said with a groan.

Piper shrugged. “I never try to be. Have fun!”

Imogen came over to Faith and looked at Piper leaving. “What was that about?”

“Just Piper being Piper.” Faith smiled at Imogen. “Ready for this?”

Imogen ran her hand through her blonde hair and adjusted her glasses. “For a dry dildo in my pussy? Never. Fuck, I hate this class.”

The two girls began walking toward the table where most of the other girls were standing.

“I’ll be gentle.”

“You’re not supposed to be.” Imogen sighed and picked up one of the large strapons from the table. “I want to get better at this, Faith. I’d rather have you do it than anyone else.”

Faith did not mind being teamed up with Imogen, but ever since Piper had revealed that Imogen had feelings for Faith, Faith had struggled to find a way to act around the ambitious girl from the Persephone Coven. Piper did not know about Faith’s relationship with Samara and was trying to find ways for Faith and Imogen to spend time alone, and it was starting to annoy Faith.

“So … who goes first?” Imogen asked.

“Well, I’m already chained up.” Faith rattled her shackles and pulled down her skirt. “How do you want me, Mistress?”

“God, don’t call me that,” Imogen said and began strapping on the large, purple dildo. “That just sounds wrong.” She nodded at one of the mats on the floor. “Just get on all fours.”

Faith nodded and got down on the floor. She looked out over the classroom and saw that the other girls had paired off as well, some more enthusiastically than others. Samara and Mistress Vaine walked between the various teams and commented on their performance. Samara paused a bit longer when she was near Faith and Imogen, a small smile on her face. Her hands were still cuffed behind her back, but it seemed natural to her, and she was not bothered by the fact that she was still naked.

Faith glanced over her shoulder and saw that Imogen had finished fastening the strapon and was holding the dildo in her hands. She was stroking it as if she were jerking herself off. “Come on then.”

Imogen knelt behind her and grabbed Faith’s hips with both hands. “Okay … here it comes.”

The dry dildo entered her slowly, and it hurt. It was hard to adjust to the feeling, and he first few inches were a struggle. Faith closed her eyes, trying to concentrate on something other than the pain and discomfort, and soon, she was able to relax enough for Imogen to push further into her.

She took a deep breath. “Oh … fuck.”

Imogen stopped, and she leaned forward, her warm body pressing against Faith’s. “Are you alright? Do you want me to stop?”

“No … no, keep going.” Faith felt the warmth of her arousal spreading through her, and she knew that she wanted this. She wanted to feel the full length of the dildo inside her, to feel it stretch her and fill her. The masochistic side of her embraced the experience, yet she still had to fake the moans for a while before her pussy had gotten used to the presence of the massive dildo. She began moaning in earnest as the pain subsided. “Oh, yes. Fuck me!”

Imogen obliged, thrusting into her with more force than Faith had anticipated. She was so lost in the sensation that it took her a moment to realize that someone was standing behind her, watching.

“You seem to be enjoying yourself,” Mistress Vaine said.

“I … I can’t … help it,” Faith groaned as Imogen continued to pound her.

Mistress Vaine smiled. “You’re lucky, Tilly. A true masochist rarely has to fake it. It’ll serve you well.”

“Indeed.” Faith looked back to see Samara standing next to Vaine, her face betraying no emotion, but something in her voice told Faith that she was experiencing some of the same complex emotions that Faith had felt while seeing Vaine fuck Samara. Jealousy and arousal were a potent mix, and Faith could feel her heart beat faster in her chest. Samara’s eyes met hers, and they shared a silent moment of understanding. Faith was aching to feel her girlfriend’s touch, to have her body close to hers. She knew that they were in the middle of a class, and they would have to pretend to be nothing more than teacher and student, but their eyes lingered for a moment longer than they should have.

Imogen did not seem to notice the exchange, and she kept thrusting into Faith with abandon. Faith knew that she was close to climaxing, but she did not want to come. She wanted to stay in this moment forever, with Samara watching her with lustful eyes.

Samara nodded at her. “Show me how you’d fake it. Fake the orgasm before it becomes real.”

Faith moaned, but it was a moan of frustration more than pleasure. “Oh, God, Mistress, please …”

Samara smiled. “You can do better, slave. Let’s see it.”

Faith closed her eyes and concentrated on the feeling of the dildo inside her, on the way Imogen was fucking her. She pulled up every ounce of energy and exploded into a convincing scream that caused a few of the other pairs to pause for a moment. She poured all of her frustration into the scream, knowing that the teachers were not going to let her come for real.

“Very good,” Vaine said. “Imogen, pull out.”

Imogen obeyed, leaving the sweaty Faith to groan with frustration. Faith looked up at Samara and saw the hunger in her eyes. She wanted nothing more than to leap up and embrace her, to feel her naked body against hers, to taste her sweet lips, to feel the warmth of her skin.

The two women smiled at each other, knowing that they had to wait.

Imogen removed the strapon and handed it to Faith while she watched the two teachers leave. “That … was a bit weird.”

Faith staggered to her feet, her entire body tense and screaming for release. “Was it?”

Imogen shrugged. “It’s just … never mind. Need help getting this on?”

Faith nodded, and soon, she was standing with the dildo in her hand. It was still a little moist from her juices. “Want me to wipe this off?”

Imogen shook her head. “No, I don’t mind. Can we … can I be on my back? Just to try something else?” A nervous smile spread on her full lips.

“Sure, why not?” Faith said and watched the girl that had once been her worst rival lie down, roll up her skirt, and spread her legs to reveal a pink, shaved pussy. She looked vulnerable and anxious, but beautiful.

“I’m … ready. I think.” Imogen’s lips were trembling.

Faith knelt between her legs and gently guided the tip of the fake cock towards the quivering pussy. Faith was grateful that her hands were shackled in front of her; this was going to be challenging enough without a pair of handcuffs behind her back. She pressed the tip of the dildo against Imogen’s slit, feeling her body tense up. Imogen let out a whimper as Faith slid inside her, her eyes closing and her head rolling back.

“It hurts …” she whispered.

“Remember to fake it,” Faith said and pushed in deeper. She had to place her elbows on either side of Imogen’s head, since her shackles did not allow her any other position. The two’s faces were very close.

Imogen began moaning, but it was far from convincing. She sounded like she was in agony rather than ecstasy.

“Wow, you really are bad at this, aren’t you?” Faith whispered. “I think that might’ve been the least convincing thing I’ve ever heard.” She pulled out, but only a couple of inches, before pushing back in. “Want some tips?”

Imogen closed her eyes and nodded. “Please.”

Faith gave her a few more thrusts. “Think about what you want to hear if you’re fucking a girl. Remember, you’re doing this to convince a buyer that he’s a stud, and you’re loving it.”

“I … I’ll try.”

“See if you can find any pleasure, any at all. Then focus hard on it.” Faith began thrusting into Imogen. “You got this.”

Imogen opened her eyes, her expression a mixture of pain and determination. Faith gave her a few more thrusts, and then Imogen began moaning. “Yes! Oh, fuck, yes! Yes!”

“Good girl,” Faith whispered.

Imogen moaned and began writhing underneath her, her hips bucking up to meet Faith’s thrusts. Imogen’s expressive, large eyes sought Faith’s for reassurance, and as their gazes met, it seemed like the rest of the room melted away. There were no other people in the room, no other sounds or sensations. Just the two of them, locked in their own little world. Faith’s arms trembled as the pleasure she had been denied earlier began to resurface. She was not sure if it was only because of the strapon harness rubbing against her clit or the strange intimacy of being so close to Imogen, but she felt a surge of energy rush through her body.

Imogen gasped, and Faith could see the tears in her eyes, but they were tears of pleasure. “Yes, oh fuck, YES!” Imogen’s legs wrapped around Faith’s waist, pulling her close, and her hands found Faith’s arms and squeezed. “Yes! Faith! Please, Faith, yes! Fuck me harder!”

Faith obliged, and she thrust harder and deeper, feeling Imogen’s warmth envelop her. She was close to coming too, and she knew that she was not allowed to. A part of her wanted to give in to the pleasure, to let it take her over, but she knew that she would not be able to stop herself from crying out in ecstasy.

“Not bad, Imogen,” Orden’s voice sounded, penetrating their closed-off world. “You can fake the orgasm now.”

Imogen did. Her entire body shook and spasmed, and she let out a long, loud scream that sounded incredibly convincing. Even Faith had to admit that she would not have guessed that it was not real.

She pulled out of Imogen, who lay there, panting and whimpering. Imogen’s eyes opened, and she smiled at Faith, who was still kneeling above her.

“Faith, are you alright?” Imogen whispered.

“Yeah … yes, of course.” Faith got up and helped Imogen to her feet. “You were good. Really good.”

Imogen was still shaky on her feet, but she managed to stand. “Thanks.” She paused, and Faith could almost see her mind working, trying to figure out what to say. “Thank you … for the help.” Her legs were trembling. “I’m not sure … I … I guess I liked some of it.”

“That’s a start.”


Chapter 3

The sex had been amazing. Better than ever. Rough, primal even. None of them had spoken since they had rolled off each other; they just lay there, staring at the ceiling while their bodies simmered in the lust and the juices covering the sheets. The sweat glistened on their naked skin, beads of it trickling gently down the smooth surface of the stainless steel restraints they both wore. Faith listened to Samara’s breath, listened to it calm down.

“I guess we both had something pent up inside us after that class,” Samara said after a while. The chains rattled as she sat up in bed. “Watching Imogen fuck you like that … It wasn’t easy.”

“But it turned you on?”

“It did.”

“It was the same for me. I hate that I have to watch you be chained and used by Vaine.”

Samara sighed. “That’s how it is. How it always will be. We don’t get to choose, Faith.” She scooted closer to Faith. “I think the best thing to do is to find some pleasure in it all. You can’t hold back during your classes, my love. You’ll have to suck cocks and be fucked, especially when you go abroad. Anything else will risk your future.”

“You’re not coming with us?”

Samara shook her head. “No. Ravenstone is my home, but also my prison. Except for the Slave Trials and other shorter excursions, this is where I belong.” Her eyes became wistful. “I do miss seeing the world, even from a cage.”

The two helped each other out of the restraints and got dressed. Apart from exchanging loving smiles, they did not speak until they were about to leave.

“Fuck, I was wearing handcuffs when I got here,” Faith said, noticing that her wrists felt oddly bare. “Where are they?”

Samara chuckled. “You’re going straight to your coven. Why does it matter?”

“Piper will notice. She notices everything.” Faith found the handcuffs on the floor beneath the bed and clicked them back on with a sigh. “There. All better.”

Ravenstone Academy was usually a busy place, filled with resident slaves cleaning to the sound of their rattling chains or students rushing to and from class. Even the occasional scream could be heard if someone was being flogged outside while chained to one of the many whipping posts dotted around the gardens. But in the afternoon, in the hours between the end of the last classes and dinner, the halls were often eerily quiet. Most students had already retired to their coven’s common room while others were busy with various clubs or other extra-curricular activities.

Faith enjoyed the silence as she walked through the old buildings. It allowed her time to think and pretend that she was back in her old, carefree life for just a moment. A life before the mistake, the prison, the transfer to Ravenstone. Life had been simple then. She realized that she missed listening to music, missed binge-watching series on streaming, that she ...

A hand grabbed her from a nearby alcove and pulled her into the darkness behind a set of black, old drapes.

“Imogen? What the f…”

Imogen placed her hand over Faith’s mouth. “Be quiet!”

Then Faith heard it. The sound of heavy chains. She had not noticed them during her daydreaming, but from her hiding spot behind the drapes, she heard an unwelcome, familiar voice.

“Huh? I could swear I saw her walk this way,” Aaliyah said. The sound of heavy chains stopped when she stood still. “Odd.”

“Why do you even care, Aaliyah?” Faith did not recognize the voice, but she never paid much attention to Aaliyah’s cronies.

“It’s personal. Come, let’s go. We’ll get her some other time.”

The voices disappeared, and Faith let out a sigh of relief.

“Thanks, Imogen.” The two stepped out from the alcove. “It’s lucky that you … wait … don’t you usually meet with your study group now?”

Imogen scratched the back of her neck. “I do, I just … I was looking for you. I noticed Aaliyah stalking the halls right before I saw you.” She stared at the floor. “The study group … is fine. But no matter how much I read about being a slave, it just … it’s just theory, you know?”

“You want my help with making it more … practical?”

“Exactly.” Imogen blushed. “I know we’ve had our differences, that I’ve been …”

Faith took Imogen’s hand and smiled. “I’ll stop you right there, Imogen.” She smiled at the nervous girl. “That’s a long time now. We’re friends now. Right?”

Imogen’s face lit up in a glorious smile. “I guess we are.” She stared for a moment at Faith’s hand before letting go of it. “So … will you help me?”

“Sure, but with what?”

The two started walking toward the Andromeda Coven.

“I’m getting better at handling pain, you’ve already helped me with that,” Imogen said. “It’s the … sex. I don’t have much experience there, and I … I struggle with humiliation.”

Faith smiled. “So you want me to dominate and fuck you?”

“Oh God, it sounds horrible when you say it like that!”

“Hey, what are friends for?” Faith stopped in front of the heavy, steel-barred door to her coven. Large banners with the coven’s dark blue and silver colors hung on either side of the door. “But … where? Are we allowed to take girls from other covens into the playroom?”

“It’s not necessary.” Imogen tilted her head to the side. “You’ve never read any of the orientation material, have you?”

“Ehm … my arrival was a bit … sudden, as you remember. I never got around to it after that.”

Imogen rolled her eyes. “Alright, I’ll try not to be annoyed that you’re doing better in several classes than me despite putting in ZERO effort …” She took a deep breath.

“Personal growth, I like it,” Faith chuckled.

“Funny. No, we just sign up for one of the practice rooms. You know? The half dozen or so fully equipped torture rooms in the west wing? It’s meant for students who want to practice but prefer not doing it in the public space of the coven playrooms.”

Faith felt a bit sheepish. She had been at Ravenstone for more than two years now, but she realized that she had never explored half the places it had to offer. She just trod between her coven, classes, and the dining hall most days.

“Sounds good. Tomorrow after class?”

They met in the west wing the next day after Faith had endured a remarkably boring class on Slave Etiquette, taught by the ancient Master Filbom. If he had ever managed to be an imposing dominant, those days were long gone, and Faith found it impressive how the man could turn any class into pure torture. She would rather endure a thousand lashes from Mistress Vaine’s whip than watch Filbom fiddle with an old overhead projector. Imogen had managed to get back to her coven to switch clothes and was wearing an oversized blouse, shorts, and black Converse sneakers. Faith herself had changed into a black T-shirt and tight jeans to go with a pair of knee-high black leather boots.

“I rarely see you in casual clothes,” Faith said. “Cute. You changed your collar?”

Imogen fiddled with the tall, thick steel collar. It was far heavier than the ones she usually wore and reminded Faith of the one her old flame, Inari, always wore. “Yeah … I’m not sure I can get used to it, but I figured it suited what we’re about to do.” She looked at Faith. “You look exhausted. Master Filbom’s class?”

Faith nodded. “The man drains me. I wonder if it’s just a different kind of Torture Endurance class to prepare us for if we get bought by some old man who just wants to talk our ears off.”

“Look, if you’re not up for this today, we can …”

“No!” Faith shook her head. “I spent an hour last night thinking about how I could humiliate you, so we’re doing this!”

“You did?” Imogen paused for a moment and adjusted her glasses. “That’s … nice, I guess?”

“And you’re sure you want to do this? No limitations?”

Imogen hesitated for a moment before nodding. “Yes. I need to learn. And I think it’s best to do it with someone I trust. Come, the rooms are this way.”

The room was not overly large, but it was well-equipped with various racks, benches, stocks, and chains. It was nowhere near as stocked as the coven playroom, but it would do fine for what Faith had in mind.

“So … what … how do we …” Imogen mumbled and hugged herself.

“First of all …” Faith slapped Imogen hard on the cheek. “You don’t talk unless I ask you a question, understand?”

Imogen nodded, but Faith gave her another hard slap.

“Words. Now.”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.” Imogen rubbed her reddening cheek and smiled.

“First, take your clothes off. All of it.”

Imogen began stripping down, and Faith stepped back to watch. For a brief moment, she felt a tinge of guilt for what she was about to do, felt that she was cheating on Samara, but she knew that Samara would encourage her to help her friends and improve her skills. And besides, Faith was not the one who was about to be fucked and abused, so there was no reason for her to feel guilty about anything. She pushed the thought out of her mind and focused on Imogen. The blonde had removed her blouse and was working on the clasp of her bra. Her body was perfect, with firm, perky breasts and a slim waist. It was far from the first time Faith had seen her naked, but seeing Imogen undress just for her still felt special.

Soon, the girl that Faith had punched during the first year stood naked in front of her, wearing nothing but the heavy steel collar. Imogen gently removed her glasses and placed them on top of her neatly folded clothes.

“Assume slave position 4,” Faith said in a cold voice. She almost chuckled to herself when she realized that she was mimicking Mistress Vaine.

Imogen got on her knees and spread them as far apart as she could. She placed her hands behind her head, spread her elbows out to the sides, and arched her back.

“Good girl.” Faith walked behind her and began examining her. She ran her fingers up and down Imogen’s spine, feeling the warmth of her skin. She reached between her legs and cupped her pussy, rubbing her thumb against her clit. She could feel her wetness already. Imogen gasped, but she did not move.

Faith smiled. She had been wondering whether or not Imogen was ready for this. She was glad to see that she was. Faith moved her hand up to Imogen’s breasts and squeezed them. She played with her nipples, pinching them, twisting them, pulling them. Imogen let out a whimper but remained still.

“You like this, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Faith pulled harder on her nipples. “You know what’s going to happen now, don’t you?”

Imogen moaned. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You’re going to get fucked. Hard. And I’m going to degrade you, abuse you, and use you however I want. You’re nothing but a miserable, worthless cunt, do you understand?”

The words seemed to sting, but Faith knew that Imogen had to learn to take it.

“Y… Yes, Mistress.”

Faith grabbed a pair of short-chained heavy shackles from the wall and used them to fix Imogen’s hands behind her back. The girl trembled as she tested her restraints, and Faith tried to ignore the flash of envy she felt. Being shackled, helpless … she loved that part.

“Now … remove my clothes, slave,” Faith said and sat down on a stool.

Imogen pulled at her restraints. “But, I can’t … AAAH!”

Faith twisted Imogen’s nipple hard. “Get creative.”

Imogen bit her lower lip. “I’ll … I’ll do my best, Mistress.” She knelt in front of Faith, her eyes on the floor. She leaned forward, pressing her face against the rough denim of Faith’s jeans. With some difficulty, she managed to find the zipper. With a tug, it came down, revealing a pair of black cotton panties. Imogen kept her eyes on the floor and her face close to Faith’s crotch. With some trouble, Imogen managed to pull the boots and pants off with her shackled hands. Faith found it amusing, but she struggled to keep her cool when Imogen began using her teeth to remove the panties. The feel of Imogen’s warm breath on her skin was intoxicating.

“Enduring humiliation is all about saying yes, about not thinking. You have to do what you’re told without wondering how it makes you look, without focusing on how the command makes you feel.” Faith removed her T-shirt and bra. “Lick my feet. Start at my toes and work your way up.”

Imogen did not seem to relish the idea, but Faith was glad to see that she was not going to argue. Imogen leaned forward, her lips barely brushing the skin of Faith’s foot. She licked her way up to the toes and then took one into her mouth and began sucking on it.

Faith closed her eyes and moaned. “Keep going, slut.” Imogen moved up to her ankle, kissing and licking her way along Faith’s shin. Faith could not keep her arousal in check anymore. “That’s enough,” she said and stood up. “That was the mild part. You’re not going to like what comes next. Get on your back.”

She helped the frightened Imogen to the ground. The girl looked up at her with a mix of fear and arousal in her eyes, but Faith did not intend to let that stop her. Imogen had to arch her back to prevent the shackles from digging into her back. Faith took a deep breath; this was quite extreme, even for her, but she knew she had to push Imogen. And she knew that this would be on the curriculum eventually.

“I’m going to piss on you, slave. And you’re going to drink as much of it as you can.”

“What? I …” Imogen clenched her jaw. “Y… yes, Mistress.”

Faith stood over Imogen, straddling her chest. She placed her feet on either side of the blonde girl and lowered herself. As she squatted, she could feel Imogen’s breath on her skin, and she could see the terror in Imogen’s eyes. Faith smirked and let the stream loose, and the girl below her gasped.

Imogen closed her eyes and opened her mouth, trying to catch as much of the golden liquid as possible, but most of it ended up running down her cheeks and chin, dripping onto her chest and breasts.

“That’s it, cunt. Drink it all. Let me know that you want to taste it, that you want to be degraded, that you want to be nothing but a filthy, pathetic whore.”

Faith kept going, aiming the stream so that it splattered all over Imogen’s face. She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, and she knew that she was blushing furiously. But she kept going. The hot urine kept running down Imogen’s cheeks, dripping onto the floor, pooling beneath her.

Imogen coughed and sputtered but kept her mouth open, catching as much of it as she could. After what seemed like an eternity, Faith finished, stood up, and looked down at the girl beneath her. Imogen was panting and gasping, her face red and wet with tears and urine. She was shivering, but Faith knew they were not done yet. Faith knelt beside Imogen and grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her up to a kneeling position. Imogen moaned in pain but did not resist, and she did not try to avoid Faith’s gaze.

“Did you enjoy that?” Faith whispered.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.” Faith let go of Imogen’s hair. “You did well. But we’re not finished yet.”

She found two lengths of chain and fastened one to the ceiling before locking it to Imogen’s collar. She then locked the other chain to the other side of the collar and pulled it through a ring bolted to the floor. When she pulled the chain, Imogen was forced to bend over until both chains were taut, leaving her helpless and choking.

“I’m going to fuck you now, slave,” Faith said, her voice quaking with excitement. “I don’t care if you fake it. This is about endurance, about pushing yourself. I’m going to fuck you until you come, and then I’m going to keep going.”

Imogen was silent. She tried to move in her restraints, but Faith only made it more uncomfortable when she locked Imogen’s ankles into a spreader, leaving her even more exposed.

Faith had intended to use a regular strapon like the ones they had practiced with in class, but as she reached out for it, she noticed a double-strapon lying next to it. Two massive dildos, one for each hole, as well as a large one on the inside of the harness for her.

Perfect.

Faith let out a pleased moan as the large dildo slid inside her without much effort; she was already wet from having humiliated Imogen. The harness felt good on her hips, and she could not help but smile when she stepped in front of the shackled girl and saw the terror in her eyes.

“If I were you, I’d make sure to make them nice and wet before I enter you,” Faith said with a grin and placed the two dildos right in front of Imogen’s face.

“Y… yes, Mistress,” Imogen whispered. She began running her tongue over the length of the dildos. Her hands were shackled behind her back, so she could not use them, but she managed to get most of the surface covered with saliva.

“Good girl,” Faith purred. She walked around Imogen and admired her exposed pussy and asshole. Both holes glistened with moisture and seemed ready to accept the two fake cocks. She gently rubbed them against the holes, relishing in seeing Imogen twitch in response.

Then she pushed inside. Slowly, she began thrusting both of the dildos in and out of the chained girl. Imogen groaned and winced in pain, but she did not complain.

“That’s it, you little whore. Take it all.” Faith increased the pace, and she could feel her own pleasure building. The dildo inside her was pressing against the right places, and the feel of the thick rubber in Imogen’s pussy and ass sent jolts of pleasure through her body. Imogen’s whimpers of pleasure and pain were only making Faith more aroused. She could not believe how much she enjoyed hearing the sound of Imogen’s moans and the sound of her own heavy breathing.

She kept thrusting harder and deeper into Imogen, and she could feel the girl’s body tense and tremble with each stroke. Imogen began crying and moaning, the pain mixing with the pleasure of the rough penetration. “Please … I … I’m going to come!”

Faith stopped, and a small part of her was screaming for her to continue, but she had to stick to her plan. “No. You’re not allowed to come yet.” She began fucking Imogen again, but slower. “Keep it at bay. If you come before I permit you, I’ll punish you.”

Imogen whimpered. “I can’t … please …”

Faith slapped Imogen’s ass as hard as she could, and the girl yelped in pain. “You will, slave!”

Imogen bit her lip, trying to keep her orgasm under control. “I … I can’t … I …” Imogen’s entire body tensed up, and Faith recognized the struggle; she was no stranger to it. “PLEASE!”

Faith smiled. “You can come, slut.”

Imogen let out a loud, desperate moan, and her entire body shook as she climaxed. Faith could feel Imogen’s pussy and ass contract around the dildos, and she struggled to keep from climaxing herself. She slowed down, letting Imogen enjoy her orgasm, but she did not pull out. When Imogen’s orgasm had passed, she began thrusting harder and faster again. Imogen screamed, but she did not beg for mercy. She knew that it was not over. Faith kept going, pounding into Imogen, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room.

Faith kept fucking her, even when Imogen came again. The girl’s body was shaking from the intensity of her orgasms. Faith was close herself. She could feel the tension in her own body, the heat in her cheeks, the sweat on her skin. She was so close.

Imogen was begging now. She cried for mercy, for Faith to stop, but the cries soon turned to moans again, and Faith’s own body was next to explode. A third climax from Imogen and one from Faith at the same time left the two girls panting and wheezing, but Faith had to push through her own discomfort now. She had to help Imogen. She had to train her. The dildo inside Faith became a tool of torture as it rubbed against the walls of her sore pussy. She gritted her teeth and kept fucking Imogen, who was no longer able to form coherent sentences. She whimpered and cried, but she endured.

When Faith finally pulled out, they were both exhausted. Imogen was a whimpering mess, her face red and wet with tears and sweat. She struggled to keep her head up to prevent herself from choking, and her legs could barely carry her. Faith was sore as well, and she groaned as she removed the strapon and dropped it to the floor.

“That … will have to do … for today,” she said and unlocked the shackles and chains before hugging Imogen. “Are you alright, sweetie?”

Imogen sobbed, but she nodded. “Yes … yes, I think so. I’m just exhausted.” She rested her head on Faith’s shoulder, and Faith stroked her back gently.

“I’m so proud of you. You did great.”

“Thanks.” Imogen wiped a tear from her eye. “I’m not sure I’m ever asking you for help again, though.”

Faith laughed. “Was it too much?”

Imogen shrugged. “Maybe. I’m not sure. I did enjoy much of it, but I think I’m just scared that this is what I may have to endure every day for the rest of my life, but at the hands of someone I might loathe.” She shivered and hugged Faith tighter. “But thank you … it means a lot.”


Chapter 4

The day finally arrived. The Andromeda coven’s common room was buzzing with activity and uncertainty. They knew next to nothing about the contents of the trip, just that it was going to be intense and likely unpleasant. They all wore their school uniforms and their collars, but they had not been allowed to pack anything at all.

“Traveling without any luggage …” Piper said and stared at the clock on the wall. “Weird.” She turned toward Faith. “It’s weird, right? It’s not just me?”

“No, it’s weird.” Faith sighed. “But I guess we’ll find out what it’s all about soon enough.”

They heard the squeaky sound of carts outside the steel-barred door to the common room, and a moment later, Mistress Vaine opened the door.

“Good morning, slaves,” she said with a smile. “I hope you’re all ready. Is Miss Truman up? Yes? Good to see you on time for once. Alright, everybody, line up outside. We need to get you into the proper attire.”

Outside the door were several carts loaded with handcuffs and ankle restraints. It was not a surprise to Faith; they had been put in similar restraints when they went to the Slave Trials the year before, but she had no idea how long they had to wear them this time. A few of the Ravenstone slavegirls began fastening the leather transport belts, and Faith was impressed by how easily they managed to cuff her and the other third-year Andromedans while wearing heavy 5-point shackles. Soon, all the Andros were handcuffed in front and wearing ankle shackles, but it was obvious to Faith that they were all far more used to it now than they had been the year before. A few fourth-years had been allowed to come as well, mainly girls who were performing well, but the trip was mainly for the third-year students.

Just another day at Ravenstone, she thought with a smile as they began walking toward the courtyard and onto the waiting buses. Faith was annoyed to find that Aaliyah and her gang from Cassandra Coven were going as well, and she tried to ignore the fourth-year’s seething stare as they boarded the bus.

“Listen up, girls,” Mistress Vaine said when the bus had begun moving. “We’re heading to the airport. This is the first time since arriving at Ravenstone Academy that you’ll be out among the ‘civilian’ population while in uniform and restrained. The villagers in Ravenstone are used to seeing you, but the people at the airport are not.” Her voice was commanding and serious. “We’ll be traveling on a private plane, but we’ll still have to walk through a large, busy airport filled with people staring. The rules of the Academy are very strict in these situations - you’re not allowed to communicate with the outside world, so when we arrive, you’ll all be gagged and chained together.”

Piper whimpered next to Faith when Vaine finished her instructions. “This is going to be humiliating.”

“I know. But I have a feeling that it’s just the beginning.” Faith smiled and leaned back in her seat. “I think this will be a week to remember.”

The buses stopped, and the roughly 100 chained girls in school uniforms disembarked. They all wore large ballgags; Faith figured it had been more effective to just tape their mouths shut, but it was likely just another exercise in humiliation and degradation. The girls were chained together by their collars in groups of 20, each of them led by a teacher. Apart from Mistress Vaine, Master Orden and three other teachers whom Faith did not know well were accompanying them.

Faith felt like she was walking through the airport naked, and every single person they passed was staring at them, some showing disgust, some showing arousal. One man seemed to want to stop them, but an airport security officer quickly told him to mind his own business. It was a conflicting experience; Faith noticed that a few teenage girls looked upon the procession with admiration and excitement, groups of men leered and whistled, but it was the sight of families turning their children away that stung. She could tell that many of the Andromeda girls were blushing and crying as they marched through the airport, but even though she felt humiliated, she also found the experience arousing. There was an undeniable eroticism in the air, a palpable sexual tension, and Faith could feel it pulsating in her body.

The long line of chained slaves soon reached security. There had been no episodes while they walked through the rest of the airport, but Master Orden was soon reminded that despite their training, he was still traveling with a hundred young women who were barely out of their teens. What had started as a few chuckles when the first girl walked through the metal detector and caused it to go nuts soon turned into an epidemic. They were laughing into their gags at the noise and the sight of a red-faced Master Orden fighting to keep order. Even the security staff soon joined the girls in finding the whole situation absurd, and even after they had all gone through and boarded the plane, Master Orden was still threatening them with weeks on the rack when they got home.

“Man, that was unpleasant,” Piper said when the plane had taken off and the teachers had removed their gags.

“What, the gag or the walk of shame?” Faith stared out the window as they flew out over the sea.

“Both.” Piper tried to raise her hands to massage her jaw, but the handcuffs prevented it. She groaned and leaned back in her seat. “I recognized a family I used to babysit for. The look in their eyes … maybe it’s for the best that I’ll likely end up locked in some creep’s dungeon for the rest of my life.”

They flew for hours. There was no in-flight entertainment, and most of the girls spent the time sleeping or just staring out the windows. When the plane finally began its descent, Faith was surprised to see desert and barren mountains.

“Where the hell are we?” Piper mumbled.

“No idea. But I suspect it’s a place with … relaxed views on female enslavement.”

When the plane had landed and the doors opened, the first thing that hit Faith was the intense heat and the stinging sun. They all filed out of the plane, still shackled, and formed lines on the tarmac. Their uniforms were way too warm for the climate, and even though they were soon pushed inside air-conditioned buses, they were all drenched in sweat.

“It’s a nasty place, this,” Aaliyah’s voice sounded from the seat behind Faith as they drove away from the small airport and through the desert on a lonely highway. “I’d be careful not to end up chained in a dark place, unable to get back …”

Faith ignored the thinly veiled threat and felt grateful that Aaliyah was restrained and unable to do anything but taunt her. But she knew she had to be vigilant; it would not be the first time the pale, dark-haired girl had made Faith’s life miserable.

After a few hours, they entered an old but rather large city. Soon, the buses were unable to go any further, and they were told to disembark and walk the rest of the way on foot. The dark-skinned local populace stared as the slaves headed down a crowded street, but to Faith’s surprise, none of them seemed even remotely bothered by the sight of a hundred chained girls.

She had no idea if that was a good thing or not.

“Where are we, Mistress?” Faith dared to ask when they arrived at a tall stone wall.

“An old prison.” Vaine sighed. “Your accommodations.”

“I meant … where in the world are we?”

“I know what you meant, Tilly.” Vaine looked at Master Orden, who was chatting and laughing with a guard standing next to a large metal door in the wall. “Let’s just say it’s a place that tends not to play by international rules and regulations.”

“You … you don’t seem very fond of the place, Mistress?” Piper said.

“That’s none of your concern, Petrovich - but no. This trip is Master Orden’s idea, arranged in cooperation with some of his contacts. I still think you can learn a lot from coming here, but … try to be on your best behavior.” She forced a smile and left the two chained girls behind to join the other teachers as the guard opened the large steel door.

“That wasn’t ominous at all,” Faith mumbled and tried to shake the growing discomfort as they entered the dusty courtyard of the ancient prison. It was no longer in use, but it did not make the accommodations any more pleasant. The restraints were soon taken off, and the girls were told to undress and shower in a grimy, underground shower room that looked like something out of a horror movie. Not that anyone minded - after walking fully dressed in the scorching heat, no one complained about the cold water, but they were surprised to find that they were not allowed to get dressed again afterward. Instead, they were all handcuffed in front and led into large cells. At first, Faith was surprised at the space they were given, but as more and more girls were pushed inside, the cell soon became claustrophobic and unbearably hot.

“I … I’m not sure I can do this for a week,” Piper said as their bodies rubbed against each other on the thin mats that had been strewn across the floor. “My cell at Ravenstone seems like a luxurious suite in comparison.”

“I think that’s the point,” Imogen said with a groan. The roughly 30 girls in the cell were a mix of students from all three covens, and Faith was happy that Imogen was one of them.

“It’s a bit like our time in the dungeon.” Faith tried to find a comfortable position, but there was no room, and Piper’s handcuffs kept poking her in the back. “But I have not missed sharing a bucket.”

None of them got much sleep, and even though Faith was exhausted, she was eager to exit the cell the next morning when the thick steel door was opened. The girls were given meager meals and allowed to eat in the courtyard before being given clothes and told to get themselves ready.

“At least we don’t have to wear the full uniform in this heat,” Imogen muttered while they got dressed. They wore the same black skirts as always, as well as thigh-high black socks and Oxfords, but the long-sleeved shirts and jackets were replaced by white, thin, short-sleeved shirts with their coven’s emblem on the chest. They were once again put in the transport restraints from the day before, but they were all relieved to find that they did not have to be gagged again.

“We’re going on a little sightseeing walk,” Master Orden said. Something in his voice made Faith shudder. His smile was sadistic and unpleasant, and she noticed that Mistress Vaine seemed uncomfortable, staring at the ground while she shifted the weight between her feet. She had also switched to a short-sleeved white shirt with a black tie and black pencil skirt, but she insisted on wearing high-heeled boots no matter the weather. “Do try to keep up. This is not a place where you want to fall behind.”

Faith ignored the threatening grin Aaliyah sent her after Orden’s last comment and made sure to stick close to Mistress Vaine as they were let out through the prison’s large gate.

The experience was overwhelming. After more than two years spent almost exclusively at Ravenstone Academy and the drab, often wet weather of her home country, Faith was struck by the heat, the unfamiliar smells from the street vendors, and the sounds of the old city. The buildings were sand-colored, and many seemed to live in poverty, but Faith noticed many expensive cars driving past the large group of slavegirls as they neared what seemed to be a giant square.

“Do you hear that?” Piper asked as they came closer to the open space.

“Hear wh… is that … a woman screaming?” Faith’s blood froze in her veins, and she noticed that many of her slave sisters grew increasingly uncomfortable as well.

It was indeed the scream of a woman, and it became clear why when the large group of slaves entered the large, open square. In the middle of it, there was a raised platform, and a crowd had gathered around it. On the platform was a naked, dark-skinned woman. Her arms were shackled above her head and attached to chains that pulled her up on her tiptoes. A man dressed in a suit was speaking to the crowd, gesturing at the poor woman, while a heavyset, bearded man was whipping the woman’s thighs, ass, and back with a long whip. Her skin was already red from the abuse, but he kept going, and each time he struck her, she screamed in pain. The sound echoed throughout the square.

Faith felt like she was going to faint, but Master Orden forced the girls closer to the stage. Many more platforms were visible, all of them filled with chained, naked women, none of whom seemed like they had volunteered to be there.

On the first platform, the man in the suit was still talking. He shouted something and pointed at the woman. Then, he turned to the crowd. “We have a bid at 200. Anyone willing to go to 300? As you can see, she can endure a great deal of pain, and the pussy is nice and tight!”

The bidding ended soon after. A mean-looking man pulled his prize down from the platform to the cheers of the crowd. Faith could feel her stomach turn at the sight of the desperate woman being pushed into the trunk of a waiting car and driven off to an uncertain fate. Murmurs began spreading among the Ravenstone students, some of them wondering if Orden intended to sell any of them. Soon, the auctions continued, showing off more scared and distraught girls.

“So … what do you all think of this?” Master Orden said after a while. “Terrifying, isn’t it?” His eyes lingered for a moment on Aaliyah, who seemed ready to throw up. “I bet you wonder why I brought you all here.”

Mistress Vaine rolled her eyes, but she did not interfere.

“You see …” Master Orden wielded the undivided attention with great care. “This is what happens if you’re expelled from Ravenstone.” He paused for a moment to let the words sink in. “You’re slaves now, whether you finish your education or not. If you’re thrown out, you end up here. There are no rules here, no background checks, no careful vetting of potential buyers. Just misery, pain, and torture.”

Silence. No one said anything. Faith had always known that the consequences of stepping out of line were severe, but this made it far more real.

“No questions?” Master Orden grinned. “Great, let’s go find something to eat!”

The sights and sounds of the brutal slave market still affected most of the students when evening fell, and they were led into a different part of the prison that served as their unpleasant hotel. They were tired after walking in chains all day, but it soon became apparent that the day was far from over. They still wore their weather-appropriate uniform and had not been allowed out of their cuffs and ankle restraints all day, and as Orden and Vaine led them into a large room, Faith feared what they had to endure next.

Faith was not sure what she had expected, but it was certainly not rows of gorgeous dresses and hundreds of high-heeled shoes. The heavy cloud that seemed to have darkened the minds of her slave sisters for most of the day vanished for several of them as the girls browsed the countless dresses with gleaming eyes and smiles on their lips. For a moment, they seemed to escape into a life before Ravenstone, but not everyone joined in. Faith felt a growing sense of unease at the sudden shift in tone and mood; she knew that this was leading to something which was more than likely unpleasant. But her unease was not just caused by the sight of the luxurious clothing.

“Sheep,” a raspy voice snarled next to Faith. Imogen and Piper were busy looking at shoes, leaving Faith in the company of Aaliyah. The pale, dark-haired girl appeared next to Faith with a snarling grin on her lips. “They refuse to accept what awaits us all.”

“And what is that?” Faith had one eye on the teachers standing at the other end of the large room, but she was not too worried about Aaliyah’s propensity for violence since her wrists were still cuffed to her transport belt like everyone else.

“Misery. Pain.” Aaliyah sighed. “No amount of pretty dresses or expensive shoes will change that.”

“If the outlook is so bleak, why bother fucking the teachers?” Faith winced when she realized the hypocrisy of what she was saying.

Aaliyah’s eyes shot lightning. “Careful, felon. Do you want me to dislike you even more?”

“Does anyone even like you, Aaliyah?” Faith was aware that she was taunting a dangerous beast, but she was too annoyed and exhausted to care.

“Why bother making friends just to be separated when this is all over and you end up chained in some creep’s basement to be used and abused at his whim?”

Faith turned towards the cold, seething girl. “Honestly, Aaliyah - why Orden? He’s a fucking assh…”

“Shut up!” Aaliyah forgot for a moment that she was cuffed and tried to grab Faith, and she groaned in frustration when the chains prevented it. The slender body looked ready to burst, unable to keep in the rage. “Watch your back …” She turned and walked away.

Faith took a deep breath and tried to calm herself, and she welcomed the distraction when Master Orden clapped his hands to get everyone’s attention.

“As some of you may have guessed … this display has a purpose.”

Here we go ...

“We’re all going to a party,” he said with a big smile and open arms, but the girls had all caught wind of the sinister tone in his voice by now, and the only response was silence. “You’ll all get dressed, put on makeup, and you’ll have a great night. There’ll be a lot of potential buyers there - and first impressions count.”

“What kind of party can accommodate nearly a hundred slavegirls?” Piper whispered, having returned to Faith with Imogen.

“Not the kind we would usually be invited to, I imagine.” Faith felt an unpleasant chill run down her spine.

The restraints were removed, and the girls began picking out dresses and shoes. The exhilaration from earlier was gone, however, and though there was plenty of chatter, the tone was serious now. Faith, Imogen, and Piper helped each other pick out suitable dresses - Faith settled on a black cocktail dress and black pumps, a classic outfit, while Piper embraced her love of color and sequins. Imogen went for white, and it suited her well. They were then given half an hour to apply makeup and do their hair before Vaine called for attention.

“You’ll be representing Ravenstone tonight. We expect you to remember the lessons - you’re slaves, act like it. Walk with grace and poise, speak as little as possible, and if someone asks you to suck their cock - you do it.”

Imogen whimpered next to Faith and stared at the floor.

Vaine smiled. “We’re not cruel, though. If any guest wants to take it further than that, they’ll have to ask us first. Now … we need to restrain you all. Form a line, this might take a while.”

The sun had set when the large group of shackled, well-dressed slaves stepped outside. Faith stared at the polished, wide steel shackles locked around her wrists. They were heavy and stylish, reflecting the moonlight beautifully. A matching set weighed down on her ankles, and every step was painful; she was not used to walking in heels, despite it being part of the lesson plan. Her heart was beating faster with every step, her breath was shallow, not just because of the heavier collar she was now wearing to match the other restraints, but rather because she was stepping into something unknown. Ravenstone Academy was her home now, she knew roughly what to expect, but now she was to be paraded in front of strangers. Strangers who might end up buying her, owning her. She was a commodity, a thing to be purchased and used.

She did not like it. She had known for years now that this was where it was all headed, but it suddenly felt very real.

The slaves walked through the narrow streets and down dark alleys, the sound of their shackles creating an eerie, foreboding atmosphere. Nervous glances were exchanged, and Faith could feel the eyes of the locals from half-open windows and the stalls selling grilled, aromatic meats.

They soon arrived at a large mansion, hidden behind a tall wall. It was an old building, the same age as most of the city, but it was well-kept, and a warm, inviting light shone from the giant windows. The girls were led along an unseemly path through the lush garden, but Faith caught glances of limousines and expensive sports cars in the courtyard through gaps in the bushes and trees.

They were led around the back and into the mansion, and the temperature dropped the moment they stepped inside. The old exterior was just a facade; the inside was a feast of gleaming marble floors and expensive furniture. The girls were told to line up in a corridor in front of a large set of doors.

“This is it, girls,” Master Orden said. “Your entire future might be decided tonight. Be charming, but not intrusive. Innocent, but sensual. Be the perfect slave.” He combed his fingers through his thick, dark hair. “Some of you will be pulled aside to serve drinks. A few will be chained and whipped by the guests. Others … will just have to find out. Whatever happens, I expect you to be on your best behavior. Do try to enjoy yourselves!”

The doors opened. Faith was near the front and was overwhelmed when she stepped inside a giant ballroom, lit by huge chandeliers. The walls were lined with massive paintings depicting old battles and people in suits and dresses. The floor was tiled with polished marble, and a set of stairs led up to a balcony overlooking the entire room. But the most striking feature was the people. Dozens upon dozens of people stood in small groups, sipping from delicate crystal glasses filled with sparkling champagne and laughing. She recognized quite a few of the people there; many were world-famous celebrities, and the implications of their presence there led to a sinking, unpleasant feeling in her stomach.

Many of these people live in countries where slavery is illegal - why are they here?

Some of the girls were pulled aside by well-dressed staff members, including Piper, who soon found herself chained with her hands over her head in the corner with a large ballgag in her mouth. Faith could see the fear in her friend’s eyes, but she could do nothing to help her. She tried to stick close to Orden and Vaine - she was intimidated by the lustful glares and winced when Piper’s cries began to pierce the classical music from a string quartet nearby.

Imogen cleared her throat. “Mistress … some of these men and women … they … their countries don’t allow slavery.” Her voice was low and meek.

Vaine smiled. “Your family is wealthy, girl. I thought you’d know better than most that rules and laws don’t apply to billionaires.”

“But …” Imogen scratched at her shackles and seemed wildly uncomfortable. “That man … who is … groping Violet …” She sighed. “He’s a philanthropist. He helped eradicate several diseases worldwide … he …”

“Owns at least a dozen slaves.” Vaine took a sip of the champagne handed to her by an Andromeda coven girl who had been tasked with serving drinks. “That doesn’t erase all the good he’s done in the world, girl. Do you want me to introduce you? From what I’ve gathered, he treats his slaves fairly well, it’d not be a bad place to end up.”

Before Imogen could answer, Master Orden approached them, followed by a gray-haired, tall man in a dark suit. “Miss Valianti, I have a job for you,” he said with a grin.

“Y… yes, Master?” Imogen said and swallowed a lump.

“There’s a small stage in that corner over there,” he said and pointed. “I want you to go there and masturbate for the guests. There are some tools on the table next to the stage for you to use. Give them a good show.”

Imogen opened her mouth to protest, but she bit her tongue and nodded. Faith understood why; judging by some of the screams coming from Piper and the other girls, masturbating in front of a crowd was getting off easy. She watched her friend walk away with a sigh before turning toward Master Orden and the other man. She put on a huge, fake smile and tried to play the part of the submissive the best she could.

“This is the girl I told you about,” Orden said in a casual, familiar tone.

“This is the best cocksucker of them all?” The man scratched his chin and looked at Faith with intelligent, lustful eyes. “You’ve sampled her yourself?”

“I’d never recommend a girl that hadn’t sucked my cock.” Orden smiled and downed half a glass of champagne. He grabbed Faith by the arm and pushed her forward. “This is Mr. Stockton, girl. You’ll address him as Sir, and you’ll be polite. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” Faith said and smiled. She was very aware of who Mr. Stockton was. Billionaire. Founder of the largest tech company in the world. Known to be a ruthless genius. Stockton was not unattractive, and there was something charismatic about him that she could not put her finger on, but there was a coldness to him that scared her.

“She doesn’t speak unless spoken to.” Orden’s words were followed by a hard slap to her ass, making Faith yelp in surprise. She felt her cheeks flush from the humiliation and the stinging pain. “Just look at her. Underneath her beauty is a bit of a rebel, but I know how you enjoy breaking that type of girl.”

Stockton smiled. “I do indeed.”

Faith noticed that Aaliyah was inching closer to them, her eyes fixated on Faith and brimming with hatred. Orden continued to fondle Faith and compliment her breasts, her fit body, and lavishing praise on her cocksucking skills, and Faith could tell that Aaliyah was about to explode.

“Slave, why don’t you give Mr. Stockton a little sample?”

Faith nodded. “Of course, Master.” She got on her knees and unzipped the pants of the expensive, tailor-made suit. For a brief moment, she reflected on the fact that sucking a stranger’s cock in the middle of a crowded room almost felt natural now, and though she felt a tinge of guilt, she knew that Samara would be mad at her if she refused to pleasure a man that could offer her a decent future.

Mr. Stockton was not a shy man and did not care that others were watching as Faith began licking his half-erect cock. The taste of sweat on her lips, combined with the smell of the man, brought her into a state of focus and determination that Ravenstone had taught her to embrace. Her tongue worked its way across his shaft as she slowly moved her head up and down.

“Oh … oh, that’s not bad …” Mr. Stockton chuckled.

“I told you.” Master Orden smiled. “Only the best for you. No one else at Ravenstone comes close to this girl’s ability to … wait … Aaliyah, STOP!”

It was too late. Aaliyah tackled Faith to the ground in a fit of rage. Faith was caught by surprise and landed on her stomach, barely managing to prevent her face from hitting the marble floor. She felt the chain from Aaliyah’s shackles around her neck. She tried to scream, but the chain was cutting off her airflow. She squirmed and tried to get free, but Aaliyah was way too strong.

“NO! NO MORE!” Aaliyah cried, her voice desperate and shrill. “There’s only ME! No one ELSE!”

Faith knew Aaliyah was not talking to her, but she still tried to reason with her with what little breath she had left. “Aa…l…iyah, it’s … not worth it.” But it did not stop her. It felt like an eternity before someone pulled Aaliyah off Faith, and even then, the two men holding her struggled to keep control of the shackled girl.

“Take her away from here!” Orden barked, visibly flustered. “She … you know what to do with her.”

Faith staggered to her feet, aided by Mistress Vaine, who had rushed over to help. Faith saw something break inside Aaliyah.

“Master?” She stopped struggling. “Don’t … don’t send me away, I’ve done everything you ever asked of me! I … I LOVE YOU!”

“You’re done.” Master Orden’s face was set in stone. He nodded at the guards, and soon, Aaliyah’s desperate screams disappeared behind a closed door. Seconds later, the guests returned to their conversations, the music continued, and it was as if nothing had happened.

“Sorry about the interruption, Mr. Stockton,” Orden said, though his eyes kept lingering on the door that Aaliyah had been dragged through.

Stockton shrugged. “No worries. It’s not the first time I’ve seen a slave break.” He smiled at Faith. “Do you need a few seconds to catch your breath?”

Faith was still rattled, but shook her head. “N… no, Master.” She got back onto her knees and took the cock still hanging from his pants in her mouth. She was surprised to find that he was rock hard, and she decided not to dwell on what had aroused him so much in the last few seconds. She closed her eyes to shut out the world and began bobbing her head up and down, taking the cock deeper and deeper each time.

“Ah … ah, yes, she’s a good one.” Mr. Stockton groaned, and his hand grabbed the back of Faith’s head.

Faith’s neck still burned from Aaliyah’s chain, and out of the corner of her eye, she noticed that Vaine was berating Orden.

“You had an affair with that girl? For God’s sake, Jack, you’re smarter than that!”

Orden shrugged. “Nothing will happen to me. The board loves me, so does the headmaster.”

“A teacher can take the fall for a student, resign to save her from …”

“Forget about it, Vaine.” Orden emptied his glass. “The girl is nothing to me.”

“You brought this on her! You know what’s going to happen to her now!”

Orden smiled. “She’s a bit of a masochist. Maybe she’ll like it. Now, if you’ll excuse me …”

Mistress Vaine stared as Orden left, and Faith was forced to focus on the task at hand when Stockton pushed even deeper down her throat. She moaned, her gagging sending pleasurable vibrations through Stockton’s cock, and she heard him chuckle.

“Good girl. You take it like a pro.” He pulled out, and Faith gasped for air. “Now, be a good little slave and use your tongue on those balls.”

Faith obeyed and started licking his balls. She had to ignore the screams from her fellow Ravenstone students and the sounds of sexual acts and moans all around her. She let her tongue work its magic, and soon, she could hear Mr. Stockton moaning with pleasure. She opened her mouth and sucked on his balls, letting them fill her mouth.

Stockton groaned and grabbed her hair, once again pushing his cock inside her mouth. “That’s it, slave. Take it in. Good girl.”

Faith’s jaw hurt, but she did not stop. She kept sucking, and soon, she felt his cock twitch and spurt warm cum down her throat. She kept swallowing, not letting any of it escape her mouth, but when she tried to pull back, he grabbed her hair and kept her in place. She had to swallow everything.

“Very, very nice.” Stockton let go and put his cock back into his pants. “Not bad for a third-year.” He looked at Vaine, who was standing nearby, still fuming after the interaction with Orden. “I want to … sample her further. I want to test her in my room upstairs.”

“Of course, Sir,” Vaine said with a confident smile. Faith could tell that her teacher was still rattled by the episode with Aaliyah, but Vaine quickly returned to her cold, professional demeanor. “But I must insist that there can be no penetration, either by your generous appendage or any other item. Not tonight, at least. This party is meant to … titillate.”

Stockton smirked. “I know. We get to drive them around the parking lot, but have to wait for a proper test drive. Any limits when it comes to pain?”

Vaine smiled. “No permanent scarring, but apart from that …”

“Understood.” Stockton gestured for Faith to stand up. “You have potential, girl. I’m always looking to add new cattle to my stable. It’s not a bad life, but I expect a lot from my slaves. Let’s see how you handle pain.” He gestured to an unseemly man behind him, who handed him a leash. He clicked it onto Faith’s collar and began dragging her through the crowded room.

Faith struggled to keep pace as Mr. Stockton pulled her through the room. A ballgagged Piper was being flogged by a well-known, middle-aged actor, who was not even attempting to hide his actions. Several of Faith’s coven sisters were being groped and fondled by the wealthy guests, some of them enjoying it, others struggling against their restraints. Faith could see Imogen on the stage in the corner, her naked body glistening with sweat as she masturbated in front of the crowd. She could hear the moans and screams of pain and pleasure, the scent of sweat, champagne, and sex filling the air as the music played on. The scene was a stark contrast to the elegant and sophisticated atmosphere of the party, but Faith had to remind herself that to these people, owning and abusing slaves was just another status symbol to show off their wealth.

Mr. Stockton led Faith up the stairs to a balcony and then through a series of rooms that led to the second floor of the mansion. She was soon locked inside a room that resembled a luxurious hotel suite; a large, comfortable bed was the centerpiece, but Faith’s eyes were drawn to the table in the corner that held various tools and implements, ranging from dildos, canes, and paddles to a variety of clamps, whips, and gags. She was not sure whether to be aroused or scared, but the thought of being subjected to the whims of this man, who could potentially own her, made her heart race.

It could be worse, she thought, and took a deep breath.

“Let’s see …” Stockton studied Faith’s shackles for a few seconds before walking over to one of the tables filled with restraints. “They stock the guestrooms well here. This key should do the trick.” He unlocked the shackles from Faith’s wrists and ankles. “Undress, please.” He sat down in a plush chair and leaned back.

“Yes, Master.” Faith did not hesitate. She got out of the dress, letting it fall to the floor before removing her shoes and panties. She stood naked, striking a confident pose with a smile on her face. This was not a man who wanted a shy girl who covered herself. He wanted a girl with a personality.

“What a body,” he said with a grin, and shook his head in disbelief. “You’ve taken good care of yourself. The tattoos are not for me, but if you manage to impress me, I might be willing to let that slide. Oh, and put those heels back on.”

Faith was surprised. Stockton was far more pleasant than she had expected and seemed almost courteous and respectful. He sat there watching her put her shoes on for a bit before he got up.

“Steel shackles are great, but there is a charm to leather,” he said and locked a pair of soft, wide leather restraints onto Faith’s wrists and ankles. “And it’ll offer you just a hint of comfort in the predicament to come. See, I want to see you endure stress and pain, little girl.” He locked the ankles together before doing the same with the wrists behind Faith’s back. “Have you been trained in strappado endurance?”

Faith cleared her throat. “A little, yes.”

“Very good.” He used another set of leather cuffs to lock Faith’s arms closely together above the elbows. “Let’s see how you manage this one.” He grabbed a chain hanging from an electric winch in the ceiling and locked it to Faith’s wrist restraints.

She knew what was coming. Yet as the winch started slowly raising her arms behind her, she was not ready for the massive discomfort. Her muscles tensed, and she whimpered when her body was forced to bend forward, and her arms were pulled further toward the ceiling.

She breathed in, exhaled, and tried to relax her muscles, but every time she thought Mr. Stockton would stop raising her hands, he gave it another inch. Soon, her arms were vertical, and her breath quickened. Her shoulders ached, begged for relief, but none came.

“Beautiful,” he said, and circled her helpless body. “A work of art.”

Faith could only whimper as a reply. The heels made it difficult for her to find her balance, and when Stockton used a piece of rope to tie her collar to her ankles, it only got worse.

“Aaah, I could listen to your troubled breathing all night,” he said and let his fingers run down Faith’s trembling body. He grabbed hold of her hanging breast and gently pinched her nipple, causing a flood of arousal inside her. “Do you enjoy pain, girl?”

“Y… yes, Master,” she whimpered. She was afraid of what he would do, but she could not deny the lust building inside her just from the predicament.

“Beg me to punish you.” Stockton’s voice was calm, almost casual. “Make me believe it.”

Faith groaned. “Please, Master … hurt me.”

“I’m going to need more than that.” He walked over to the table and picked up a brutal, thick cane, and Faith felt a chill run down her spine.

“Please, Master!” Her heart was racing. “I’m a filthy whore who deserves to be punished. Please cane me! I beg you, Master, please hurt me! Make me scream!”

Stockton chuckled and walked up to her. “Sweet music to my ears.” He grabbed her hair with his free hand and tilted her head back as much as the position would allow, forcing her to look into his eyes. “You don’t seem to be the type of girl who takes a beating without a fight. Is that true?”

She smiled at him. “There’s not much I can do to prevent it, Master.”

“Oh, you’re sassy. I like that. But enough talking.” He pushed a thick rubber bit gag inside Faith’s mouth and tightened it. “There are no safewords here, girl. I don’t get to fuck you, but I do get to hurt you. If you do well, you might see me again. Time will tell.”

He disappeared behind her. Every second felt like an eternity as she waited.

Then the first strike of the cane landed on the back of her thighs. She screamed into the gag and arched her body as much as she could, which was barely an inch, before the next lash landed on her asscheeks. She groaned in pain and felt the first tears form in the corner of her eyes. The pain was unbearable, but it was also incredibly intense and pleasurable, and her pussy ached for his touch. A touch she knew she would not get to experience.

“You should see your skin right now.” Mr. Stockton chuckled. “You have beautiful skin, and these red welts are a lovely contrast.”

“Mmmm!” she cried, any words muffled by the gag.

“Ah, no, I’m not done with you. Not by far.” The cane hit her again. And again, and again. Faith lost count of the lashes. The pain was intense, but it was the humiliation and fear that drove her insane. The gag, her inability to see his actions, the feeling of her breasts hanging down, and her exposed, vulnerable ass made her feel weak, small, and completely helpless. Helpless and horny. The fear was still there, but it was joined by a growing pleasure and arousal that threatened to overwhelm her.

Then the lashings stopped. Faith felt her knees buckle, and she began to sob, her tears flowing freely down her face. Her arms and shoulders were on fire. Her ass and thighs burned. She closed her eyes, her breathing labored as she tried to catch her breath.

But it was a short reprieve. He moved on to her breasts next. He moved around to her side, and she could feel the cane on her sensitive breasts. She tried to twist her body away, but she was unable to move more than an inch. The cane landed on her nipple, and she screamed into her gag.

“Ah, yes, I love the sound of that scream,” he said, and he continued his work on her breasts. He struck them repeatedly, and Faith felt her entire body quiver with each stroke of his cane. Her nipples swelled and grew red and sore as he worked them over, and she could feel her juices soaking her legs.

Then he brought out the clamps. Faith hated clamps. She winced and protested when he attached them to her tortured nipples, and when he started adding heavy weights to them, it just got worse.

“You do handle pain well,” he said with a grin as he watched Faith’s body shake. He once again disappeared behind her. “Your mistress said no penetration. I’ll respect that. But there were no restrictions on pain …”

“MMMMMMMMMMMH!”

The cane landed right on her labia. It was not a playful, sensual tap. It was a hard, piercing blow. Faith screamed into the gag and tried to squirm away from the pain, but there was nowhere to go. The second strike came even harder, and Faith could feel her swollen clit and the lips of her pussy burning with an indescribable pain. The third and fourth lash were just as bad, and the fifth made her lose her mind. She closed her eyes and tried to retreat into her mind, but the constant pain from her shoulders and the onslaught of cane strikes made it impossible.

You can do this. You like pain.

She repeated the words in her mind as her body was assaulted by the cane. She was no longer able to scream. Her body was too busy trying to deal with the pain.

It felt like hours had passed. Mr. Stockton tested her endurance, her pain tolerance, and her grit again and again. He used canes and whips on every inch of her body. He pierced her breasts with hot needles until Faith was close to passing out. Again and again, he returned to torturing her exposed, bruised pussy.

It was far more than she had ever endured before. It pushed her further than ever, and she was surprised to find that she found pleasure and a form of weird purpose as she entered a state of mind that she had never experienced quite so intensely before. Amidst the tsunami of emotions, pain, and pleasure, she thought of Samara, imagined it was her punishing her. But two other faces appeared in the storm of impressions as well. Inari was one, but her face was blurry, almost as if Faith was struggling to remember it.

The other was Imogen.

When Stockton finally stopped, she was almost delirious. Every part of her hurt, she had no voice left to scream with, and she barely remembered her own name.

He removed her gag. “I think that’ll do for now,” he said and gently stroked her cheek, an oddly comforting gesture after the prolonged torture session. “You’ve piqued my interest, girl. Maybe we’ll see each other again. Would you like that?”

“Yes, Master.” The voice was weak and unrecognizable, the words spoken before she even had time to consider his question.

He smiled. “Goodbye for now, then.” Mr. Stockton left and closed the door behind him.

Part of her wanted to cry out, to beg him to release her, but she was too tired to shout. Her shoulders were on fire, and she began to cry. Not because she was scared, it was just the only way for her body to cope with what she had been through.

Mistress Vaine soon entered the room. “Looks like you had fun,” she said, but there was a hint of concern in her voice. “Are you alright?” She rested a comforting hand on Faith’s bruised ass, but removed it when Faith winced in pain.

“I’ll … be fine,” Faith managed to say. “Just … before you release me, Mistress …”

Vaine smiled. “You want to come?”

“Please. My entire body is … I can’t …”

“I know. I guess you’ve earned it.”

Faith closed her eyes as Mistress Vaine’s soft fingers entered her. It did not take much for her to climax. The moment she felt her teacher’s fingers on her swollen, abused clit, the dam broke. She came hard, harder than ever, her entire body shuddering and convulsing, her muscles contracting and releasing. Her mind went blank as her orgasm took her to a place of pure pleasure and relief. She felt like she was floating, her pain replaced by a blissful euphoria that filled her entire body with warmth.

“Good girl,” Vaine whispered as she slowly removed her fingers from Faith’s dripping pussy. “Let’s get you dressed, shackled, and back to the party. There might be other guests who want to take you for a spin, though you may look a little too bruised and battered.”

Faith winced as her arms were lowered and the blood flowed back into her arms. Blood from the needles had mixed with sweat on her skin, and there were numerous welts and nasty bruises all over her body.

The night is not over yet ...


Chapter 5

Two days later, the girls were lined up in the yard of the old prison and put back in their transport restraints. Their trip was over, and Faith looked forward to going home. She missed Samara, but she dreaded the journey. Her body was still sore, and sitting down was still painful. Piper had endured similar treatment at the party, and Faith could tell from their facial expressions that the trip had been a brutal wake-up call for many of the Ravenstone girls. They had seen a glimpse of what awaited them, and judging by the blank stares on some of the young, beautiful faces, not everyone had enjoyed the taste of their future life.

Piper was not one of them, though.

“You haven’t stopped smiling since countless strangers whipped you until you screamed,” Imogen said as they walked out of the large gate.

Piper blushed. “I … I just never thought it would feel so … intoxicating.”

“What, the whipping?” Faith fiddled with her handcuffs. Master Orden had tightened them a bit too much, and she knew they were not coming off until they were home.

“No, that was … alright.” Piper’s eyes shimmered. “It was the attention. I never thought I’d enjoy that, but those men and women … lusted after me. They saw me as a piece of flesh, not a person.”

“And you liked that?” Imogen scoffed. “Having that many people stare at my pussy was embarrassing.”

“You sounded like you were enjoying yourself, though,” Faith remarked.

Imogen chuckled. “There was this vibrator up there … Oh, I wish I could get my hands on one of those …”

They kept walking for a bit, and Faith wondered why there was no bus there to pick them up. She recognized some of the buildings, and her heart sank when she realized where Master Orden was taking them.

The slave market.

“Why does he want to take us back here?” Piper whispered when they once again heard the cries of a woman being tortured. “We got the point the first time.”

Imogen went pale as she stared straight ahead. “I think I know why.”

They entered the large square with the many platforms. Just like last time, naked women were chained and on display, being sold to the highest bidder, but the eyes of all the Ravenstone girls were naturally drawn to the figure on the largest platform.

Aaliyah. Chained hands over her head to a wooden pole, her back bloody and torn from a whipping more brutal than anything Faith had ever endured. Her eyes were closed, and Faith was not even sure she was conscious. Creepy men surrounded the platform, and even though Faith had never found any redeeming qualities in the girl, she did not wish this fate on her.

Master Orden stopped and stared at her for a bit. No one spoke. It was not necessary. Faith saw no remorse, no hint of empathy in Master Orden’s cold eyes, but she could tell that Mistress Vaine was struggling. Her jaws were clenched, and she glared at Master Orden with a stare that would have made his balls creep back into his body if he had seen it.

Then, after a few minutes, Master Orden began walking again, and the girls soon reached the buses meant to take them to the airport.

When Faith finally stepped back inside her coven, released from her tight cuffs and exhausted from the trip, she could barely keep her eyes open. The coven sisters from the other years asked her and the other third-years hundreds of questions, wanted to know everything about their trip, but few of them had the energy to answer. Faith and Piper took a warm shower together in the communal shower room without speaking a word, and they barely managed to say goodnight before collapsing in their beds. Faith was almost asleep when Eve, the Ravenstone AI, reminded her that she needed to be restrained for the night.

“Can’t we skip it this one time, Eve?” Faith whimpered and buried her head in her pillow.

“There are no exceptions. Do you require staff assistance?”

Faith groaned and got out of bed to retrieve the shackles from the box under the screen in her cell. “No … what do I need to do?”

“Mistress Vaine has instructed that your restraints for the night be simple. Just shackle your hands and lock the chain to the anchor point on the wall above your head with the timed lock.”

“Simple …” Faith muttered and locked the shackles onto her wrists before lying back down. She just wanted to sleep.

Faith was awoken in the middle of the night by a hand being pressed over her mouth.

“Shhhhh …” a familiar voice whispered in her ear. A voice that made Faith’s entire body jolt awake as if it had just received a shock. A voice that she had missed dearly.

She opened her eyes and saw Samara’s smiling face above her.

“Samara?” Faith whispered. “What are you doing here?”

Samara bit her lower lip. “I couldn’t wait till tomorrow. I’ve missed you so much.”

Faith’s heart skipped a beat, and a pleasant warmth spread throughout her as Samara’s body pressed against hers. “Likewise … but isn’t this too risky?”

“Oh, it’s absolutely insane. Which is why we’re going to stop talking right now.” Samara glanced at the shackles. “I guess you’ll just have to leave this all to me … but not a sound!”

“Yes, my love.”

Samara removed her clothes and lowered herself onto Faith’s quivering body. Their lips met in a hungry kiss, and Faith felt Samara’s hands explore her body with a gentle urgency, as if she was trying to reacquaint herself with every inch of her lover. The kiss was long and deep, their tongues entwining in a dance of passion that made Faith moan softly into her lover’s mouth. Her heart raced as Samara’s hands moved down her body, tracing the contours of her slender frame and eliciting a soft whimper from her lips.

The kiss broke, and Samara moved her lips down to Faith’s neck, kissing, sucking, and gently biting the soft skin that was not covered by Faith’s collar. Her hand found its way between Faith’s legs and started slowly massaging her pussy. Faith could feel the wetness between her legs and the heat rising in her core, but as much as she wanted to cry out in ecstasy, the fear of someone overhearing them prevented her from uttering a single word.

It just made it hotter. More forbidden. She pushed away any worry about what would happen to them if they were caught, though the image of a bloodied Aaliyah flashed in front of her eyes for a brief moment.

Samara continued her journey down Faith’s body, kissing and licking her breasts, her tongue flicking over her sensitive nipples, teasing and tormenting them with expert precision. Faith’s back arched, her hips grinding against Samara’s hand, desperate for more. She wanted to scream, to cry out, but she had to stay silent.

Samara continued her descent, her lips and tongue leaving a trail of fire down Faith’s stomach, her fingers still working her clit, teasing her entrance, and making her body ache with desire. Faith could feel her lover’s breath against her skin, hot and needy, and it only served to heighten her own arousal.

Samara finally reached Faith’s pussy and wasted no time. Her tongue delved into her lover’s wet heat, exploring the depths of her core and eliciting a sharp intake of breath from the younger girl. Samara’s mouth worked in perfect harmony with her fingers, her tongue circling Faith’s clit while she pushed two fingers inside her, the pressure building, and the pleasure mounting until Faith thought she would explode.

Just when Faith was about to come, Samara wrestled her mouth away from Faith’s pussy and moved back up to kiss her while her fingers brought the young girl to a pleasant, warm climax. Samara’s tongue slid inside Faith’s mouth to silence her, and Faith could taste her own juices on her lover’s talented tongue.

When her body finally relaxed, Samara cuddled up next to her lover and rested her head on Faith’s chest.

“Mmm … it’s good to be home,” Faith whispered and silently cursed the shackles keeping her from embracing the woman she loved.


Chapter 6

Afew months passed. Life at Ravenstone found its usual rhythm, and a brutally cold winter had taken hold of the country and covered the old buildings in a thick layer of snow. The ancient heating system struggled to keep up and broke regularly, yet the Headmaster refused to allow the girls to wear jumpers over their school uniforms during classes. Their teeth clattered as they tried to focus on what the teachers were saying, and classes like Bondage, Torture Endurance, and Sexual Service, which often involved the students being naked, were moved to rooms with old fireplaces in them. There was something oddly cozy about being hogtied in front of a roaring fire, Faith had found, but other than that, there were few positive sides to the cold winter.

Outside of classes, the girls tended to huddle up in their coven’s common room in front of the fire. A few tried to stay warm by being whipped, but most, like Faith and Piper, instead put on warm knitted sweaters and woolly socks.

And handcuffs. Of course.

“God, I’m freezing!” Piper moaned. The chains to her handcuffs rattled as she rubbed her hands together. “Will this winter ever end?”

“Eventually.” Faith moved a bit closer to Piper. “I just hope that …”

They all looked up when they heard the steel-barred door to the common room being unlocked and opened. A naked, pale girl was pushed inside by Master Orden before the door was once again closed and locked. The girl collapsed on the floor and hugged herself, but seconds later, she was surrounded by her coven sisters and covered in blankets.

“Jessie, what did they do to you?” Piper said and helped the shaking girl to her feet.

“I … I … was … late for Master Orden’s class …” the fragile first-year muttered, barely able to form sentences. “I had forgotten my books, it wasn’t my fault. He … he put me in a cage outside, naked, for three hours.”

“In this weather?” Faith could feel her temper flaring. “You could’ve died! Orden has gone mad …”

“You think he’s missing Aaliyah?” Piper whispered as they sat down with Jessie in front of the fire while a few of the other girls began making tea.

“Maybe. Or maybe he’s frustrated that no other student wants to take her place. In any case, he’s gotten more extreme, more unpredictable.” Faith sighed. “We’d better try not to piss him off.”

“Pissing Orden off is your specialty, though,” Piper said and hugged Jessie, who was finally beginning to get a little color back in her cheeks.

Before Faith could say another word, the coven door was once again opened. It rarely happened after curfew, and the sight of a grim-faced Master Orden standing in the doorway made everyone stop whatever they were doing and look like rabbits about to be devoured by a wolf.

“Miss Tilly,” Master Orden said in a loud, commanding voice.

Faith’s body froze, and not just from the cold. “Y… yes, Master?”

“Come with me.” He nodded at the oversized hoodie Faith was wearing. “Take that off.”

“But …”

“Do it.”

Master Orden watched impatiently as Faith removed the hoodie. She was now left with her worn jeans, a sleeveless, black T-shirt, and her red Converse sneakers, and every step she took away from the fireplace made her body colder and colder, though some of the cold seemed to come from inside her as she got closer to Orden.

“Have I done something wrong, Master?” Faith asked, trying to sound as innocent and submissive as possible. His treatment of Jessie made her more scared of him than ever before.

“Just shut up, girl.” Orden shackled Faith’s hands behind her back with a pair of short-chained, black manacles that were heavy and tight. He then locked a chain to her collar and pulled it. “Follow me.”

Dozens of terrifying scenarios played in Faith’s head as the two walked through the quiet halls, passing only a few of the slave staff who were busy cleaning. The Ravenstone slaves had not been allowed warmer clothes either, but they seemed unfazed by the low temperatures.

Does he blame me for Aaliyah snapping? Faith thought as they neared the entrance to the Ravenstone dungeons, but they passed by the door without pause. Master Orden seemed annoyed, but that was often the case when he was near Faith.

None of Faith’s increasingly terrifying scenarios turned out to be right. She soon found herself standing in front of a large door with the word “HEADMASTER” written in bold letters on a bronze plaque next to it. This can’t be good, Faith thought as Orden opened the door. The Headmaster rarely saw individual students. He preferred to let the teachers handle the day-to-day running of the academy. Faith could not remember any student ever being summoned to his office, and there were rumors that it was full of old torture devices too cruel even for Ravenstone’s dungeons.

Faith stepped inside what turned out to be the most office-like office she had ever seen. A desk, a chair, and a lot of books. That was it. It was a large office and quite pleasant, but it was still just an office.

Faith did not care about that, though. It was the people waiting for her inside that drew her attention. Headmaster Wilkins was standing next to the desk with a frown on his face, together with Mistress Vaine. But they were not alone.

Mr. Stockton was there as well. He looked imposing next to the Headmaster, leaning against a bookcase with a secretive smile on his lips.

“Are you sure about this, Mr. Stockton?” the Headmaster asked as he looked with indifference at Faith. “She’s a bit of a troublemaker, this one.”

“I’m sure.” Mr. Stockton did not take his eyes off Faith. “She’s impressed me. Trust me, I can beat any rebellious tendencies out of her.”

“W… what’s going on?” Faith asked. She felt very exposed and helpless in the company of the four imposing figures.

The Headmaster sighed. “Mr. Stockton has come to buy you, Miss Tilly.”

A cold hand gripped Faith’s throat, and she struggled to breathe. “But … but I still have more than a year left.”

Master Orden shrugged. “So what? A wealthy, influential man wants to make you his slave. This is what you train for. Though a student is rarely claimed before the end of the fourth year.”

Faith knew that her time at Ravenstone had an expiration date, but she had expected another full year with Samara and her friends. It was too fast, too sudden.

“Do I even get a say in this?”

Master Orden and the Headmaster looked annoyed, but before they could berate Faith for her insolence, Mistress Vaine stepped forward.

“You do, actually. You’re not done with your education, so we won’t force you into slavery yet,” she said while silencing Master Orden with a menacing stare. She looked at Mr. Stockton. “I think we can offer the girl 24 hours to decide, Sir?”

Master Stockton nodded. “Of course. I can wait. But I do want to give her a thorough … trial run before I buy her. No limits.”

The Headmaster grunted approvingly. “That’s only fair. The girl will be brought back here in 24 hours. If she agrees, Mr. Stockton can do with her as he wants to help him make an informed decision.” He checked his watch. “I think we’re done here. Please take the girl back to her coven.”

Master Orden grabbed the chain to Faith’s collar and turned around. “Let’s go, girl.”

Faith barely registered that they were moving. She had gone into some sort of shock and was completely lost in thought, and she did not fully snap back to reality until Master Orden released her from her restraints and pushed her through the door to the Andromeda coven. She was soon swarmed by her coven sisters, and as she told the story of what had just happened, the reality of it all began to sink in.

“Well?” Piper asked after a while. “Are you going to say yes?”

Faith took a sip of the warm tea they had made for her and shrugged. “I … I don’t know. I’m not sure I’m ready.”

“Who cares?” one of the other girls said. “Stockton is a good catch! I’d rather go for someone like him than risk being bought by a creep at the auction next year.”

Faith nodded. It made sense. But she needed to talk to someone else before making her decision.

Samara’s office was small, smaller than those of the non-slave teachers, yet she had made it her own with beautiful, artistic paintings of women in bondage. She was sitting behind the desk, preparing a lesson, when Faith stepped in. Their eyes met, and Faith could tell that her lover had cried recently.

She knows.

“I’m not going to say yes,” Faith said to answer the unspoken question on Samara’s tormented face.

“Yes, you are.”

Faith sat down in a chair in front of Samara’s desk. “I can’t leave you, Samara … It’s too hard.”

Samara smiled, but the smile could not erase the sorrow in her eyes. “I know it is. It’s tearing me apart as well. But … it’s a good offer. You have to think about your future, my love.”

“There’s no future worth living without you,” Faith sighed, cringing as she heard the words leave her mouth. “Why can’t I be a slave here?”

Samara sighed. “To be honest … you don’t really match what the Headmaster is looking for in his slaves. Counting on that is a long shot.” She got up from her chair and held Faith’s hands. “You have to do this, Faith. It’s a huge opportunity.”

Tears began streaming down Faith’s cheeks. “He … he’s cruel.”

“They all are. You can deal with that better than most. Stockton is a sadist, but he takes care of his slaves. You’ll have a good life.”

“Without you.”

“You always knew that was going to happen.”

Every step felt heavy when Faith walked toward the guest wing of Ravenstone Academy later that day. She had told Master Orden that she accepted Mr. Stockton’s offer, and now she was being taken to the billionaire’s chambers. Faith wore her school uniform, which seemed fitting, as well as her standard collar. The hands were securely handcuffed behind her back, and she could not help but wonder if she would ever be unrestrained again for the rest of her life. Mistress Vaine escorted her, but the two did not exchange any words until they reached the door to the guest chambers.

“This is it,” Vaine said with a smile. “You’ve not been bought yet, girl. Do what he tells you. Endure whatever comes. If he is satisfied, we won’t meet again. He’ll take you with him.” Vaine’s face darkened. “Good luck.”

She opened the door and pushed Faith inside before closing it again.

Faith had never been to the guest wing, she just knew that it was meant for the attendees at the auctions being held at Ravenstone. The room was gigantic, with a large bed, a great view of the lake, and more BDSM equipment than even the coven playroom could muster.

In the middle of it all was Mr. Stockton. He was dressed in a suit and sat in a comfortable leather armchair in the middle of the room with a glass of scotch in his hand. A heavy chain hung from the ceiling next to him, waiting for her. It was clear that Mr. Stockton was going to put his new potential purchase to the test. As he looked over at Faith, there was a look of excitement and anticipation in his eyes, and it made her shiver with a mixture of fear and excitement.

Faith swallowed hard and tried to compose herself. She stood straight and proud, her head held high, trying to look like the submissive, obedient girl that Mr. Stockton expected her to be. She was nervous, but she had to keep her composure and prove that she was up to the task that he was about to put her through. Most of all, she wanted to turn around and run back to Samara, the woman she ached for with every breath, but she forced herself to focus on the man in front of her.

Her future owner.

“You’re here.” Mr. Stockton emptied his glass and stood up. “Finally.” He approached Faith. She could smell his expensive cologne. “Just to be clear … I haven’t bought you yet, slave. But if you can perform to the standard I’ve seen from you before, this should be a formality. Tonight, I want to act as if you’re mine. I want to use you, abuse you, make you scream, make you cry, make you come. How does that sound?”

Faith took a deep breath and swallowed the rude reply that first came to mind. “It sounds wonderful, Master. I just want to serve you.”

He smiled. It was not an unkind smile, there was a hint of warmth there, but also a confidence, the smile of a man who knew he had the power to do whatever he wanted with the girl standing in front of him.

“We’ll start slow,” he said. “Come over here.”

He placed Faith in front of the hanging chain and raised her handcuffs to the middle of her back before locking them to the chain. He then locked the collar to the chain as well, ensuring that Faith had to stand on her toes. She struggled for a bit to find her balance, and every slight movement made the handcuffs dig into her wrists and made the collar choke her.

Just the way she liked it.

Next, he blindfolded her. Faith was not used to blindfolds, they were rarely used during classes. Losing her sight in the company of a man who was still very much a stranger to her made her heart beat faster.

The room was silent, and the sound of Faith’s own breathing seemed deafening. The air was cold, but she could feel the heat emanating from his body as he approached her. She could sense him moving around her, and she could feel the warmth of his breath against her cheek as he leaned in close. His hand reached out and began to slowly trace the contours of her body, exploring every curve, every crevice with gentle yet firm movements. She gasped as his fingers trailed down the side of her neck, sending shivers down her spine.

He then took her left foot and gently removed her shoe and her sock. She felt his warm breath on the exposed skin and then the soft, wet sensation of his tongue gently licking her ankle. She bit her lip, trying to keep herself from moaning out loud, as he continued to caress her foot with his tongue. She felt his hands move up her calf, massaging her leg as he continued to explore the sensitive flesh with his tongue.

Once he had finished with her left foot, he moved on to her right one, repeating the same process. She could feel the anticipation building inside her, her body trembling with the need to feel his touch. When he was done with her feet, he stood up and began to unbutton her shirt, exposing her bra-clad breasts.

She could feel his gaze on her, devouring her with his eyes, and it sent a thrill of excitement through her body. He undid the clasp of her bra, letting her breasts spill free, and she felt his hands immediately cupping them, kneading them with firm, gentle movements. She moaned softly as he pinched her nipples, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. In her mind, it was Samara who was touching her, not a man. It was all very erotic, nothing like she had imagined it, and for a brief moment, she was happy with her decision.

Maybe this would not be so bad.

Then she felt something cold against her thigh. A knife. With one quick movement, he cut off her skirt and panties, leaving her naked from the waist down. Faith let out a whelp of surprise, but he silenced her by stuffing her panties into her mouth. Faith could taste her juices - it was delightfully humiliating.

“I haven’t been able to get that pussy out of my mind,” Stockton said. She could tell that he was aroused by the timbre of his voice. “Last time, I was not allowed access. Tonight, it belongs to me.”

“MmmmmmMMMMM!”

Two strong fingers slid inside Faith. Her breath became even more labored. It felt good, but it also made the situation more real to her. This was not Samara, this was a man. A man who wanted to fuck her.

“What a wonderful pussy. It’s tight, it’s wet, and it’s fucking delicious.”

Faith barely registered the words, she was lost in a whirlwind of emotions and sensations. The fingers inside her were moving faster, and she could feel her body responding, her muscles contracting around them. She moaned into the panties in her mouth as he added a third finger, stretching her even further, and she could hear his heavy breathing in her ear.

His thumb started stroking her clit, and the sensations were overwhelming. She could feel the heat building inside her, the pleasure intensifying with each passing second.

Then he pulled his fingers out.

“Oh, you’re a horny one!” Stockton laughed as he watched Faith pull at her restraints to find the fingers with her pussy. He proceeded to cut her jacket, her shirt, and her bra off, leaving her naked. “This is not about your pleasure. On your knees - slave.”

He unlocked her collar and cuffs from the chain and pushed her onto the floor. Faith was still blindfolded, but she knew what was coming. She heard a belt buckle being opened and a pair of pants being dropped. Her panties were pulled out of her mouth and replaced by a thick, hard cock.

Routine set in. This was Faith’s specialty, what had drawn Stockton to her in the first place. Her tongue caressed the sensitive skin, but just as she was finding her rhythm, she felt something around her neck.

His belt. He tightened it until she could barely breathe. Then he tightened it some more. The feeling of suffocation was terrifying, and Faith began to struggle.

But she was in no position to stop him. He grabbed her head and pushed her down deeper on his cock as he began to fuck her face with an intensity that bordered on the insane. He fucked her hard, and the pain was unbearable, but at the same time, there was a strange, twisted pleasure in being used in such a way. The lack of oxygen made her lightheaded and turned her mind to mush. There were no thoughts, no worries, only pleasure and pain.

He did not take long. Faith prepared to swallow when she felt him twitch and tense up, but instead, he pulled even harder on the belt and pulled out, squirting his cum all over her face. Faith was on the edge of consciousness, but just as she was about to pass out, he let go, allowing her to collapse to the floor coughing, covered in his seed. She felt a few drops land on her tongue and swallowed instinctively.

“Good girl,” he panted. “That was a nice start.”

Faith was still trying to catch her breath when cold, heavy steel shackles were locked around her ankles. Stockton made her sit up before he began looping thick chains around her arms and waist. It was an odd sensation; Faith thought she had experienced every type of bondage out there, but being encased in chains like this was new. Restrictive. Terrifying.

And very, very arousing. Every breath made her chest push against the chains, and she felt utterly helpless. Stockton then led her to a different part of the room. She felt something being attached to the chains on her back.

A winch whirred to life above her, and she was raised off the floor. The chains tightened as they held her weight, but before she could get used to it, he locked chains to her ankle restraints and locked them to something on the wall. This caused her to become horizontal with her legs spread. It was a weird position, one that put great strain on her ankles and her chest, but she could manage it.

For now.

Faith waited for something to happen, but nothing did. She heard a chair being dragged across the floor, then nothing.

He was watching her. Enjoying her discomfort while he recovered from his orgasm.

Faith tried to stay calm, to breathe deeply and relax into the chains, but the more she tried, the more anxious she became. Her heart pounded in her chest. She had never felt so vulnerable, so exposed. Her pussy was wet and open to anything he wanted to do to her, and the anticipation of what was to come was almost unbearable. She could feel the cold air on her skin, and her nipples were hard and aching for attention.

Then she heard him stand up and get behind her. For a moment, Faith forgot that she preferred girls. She was so caught up in the pain and arousal that she wanted something, anything inside her.

First, she felt the tip of his cock against her pussy. She gasped when he entered her with all his might. The pain was intense, but a flood of pure pleasure followed. Her pussy clenched around his thick cock, and her mind was flooded with a mix of pleasure and pain. The feeling of being helpless and used was exciting, and Faith’s moans and screams joined the rattling chains in a beautiful choir. Her body was on fire, and the pleasure was so intense that she could barely breathe.

Stockton was relentless. He pounded her without mercy, his hips slamming against her ass with each thrust. She could feel his balls slapping against her clit, and the sound was obscene and delicious at the same time. The room was filled with the smell of sex and sweat, and Faith was lost in a haze of pleasure and pain.

As his thrusts became more erratic, she could tell that he was getting close again. But to her surprise, he pulled out.

“N… not like this,” he panted. “Not yet.”

Faith’s pussy suddenly felt empty, and she ached to have him inside her again. She twitched in her restraints, but the uncomfortable chains just scraped against her skin, causing her even more pain.

“Pain.” Stockton took a deep breath. She could hear the smile in his voice. “Yes, it’s time for pain.”

Faith let out a scream when she felt clamps being attached to her free-hanging breasts.

He removed her blindfold. “Your body …” he said, his eyes frantic and his smile unsettling. “It’s … perfect. I want to ruin it. Every day. I want to cause you so much pain.”

It was as if she were looking at a different man. Faith was no stranger to pain, but her resolve wavered as she watched Stockton coat a gigantic dildo in a red fluid.

Hot sauce.

“Master, please …” Faith began, but she was answered with a hard slap to the cheek.

“SILENCE!” Stockton said and moved behind her. “I’m told you’re talented at deriving pleasure from pain. I want to test the limits of that.” He opened her up with his fingers. “You will scream, but you will not beg.”

Faith barely had time to register the command before the dildo was shoved into her pussy. She screamed as the burning hot substance made her insides feel as if they were on fire. The pain was extreme, and she struggled to find any kind of pleasure in it. The pain was all-consuming, and tears streamed down her face as she felt the dildo thrusting in and out of her. The sensation of burning and stretching made her cry out, but Stockton did not stop. The dildo stretched her to her limits and made her feel like she was being torn apart. It was agonizing, and she could feel her body starting to shake as the heat and pain intensified.

But then, just as she was about to lose consciousness, something happened. Her mind began to swim, and her body started to shake and convulse. She could feel her pussy contract and then release, and the sensation of pleasure overwhelmed her. She screamed in ecstasy, the pain mixing with the pleasure, creating a sensation that was almost too intense to bear. Her body was on fire, and she was lost in a sea of lust and terror.

Just when she was about to reach the point of no return, Stockton pulled the dildo out.

“I can’t have you come before me. Not yet,” he said. He began walking around her, examining every inch of her body with the hungry eyes of a predator. “It looks like we may have a match. I’ve never met anyone who can take this amount of pain.”

Faith did not answer. She was still dazed from the orgasm that was not to be and from the intense pain that had preceded it. Her entire body was aching, and she could barely breathe. The burning sensation was still there, and the tears refused to stop coming.

Stockton lowered her onto the floor and removed the chains. Faith was still struggling to recover as he locked a chain between her ankle shackles and moved her handcuffs to the front. He grabbed hold of her hair and pulled her to her feet, dragging her to the large bed.

“Your mouth is a work of art. Let’s see how you manage with your hands.” He lay down on the bed and gestured toward his still-hard cock.

Faith’s mind was still a blur, but she managed to get into position between his legs and closed her hands around his thick shaft.

“Beautiful. Such a well-trained slut,” Stockton grinned as Faith stroked his cock. “It’s a small miracle that this school can still produce decent slaves.” He leaned back and closed his eyes. “The Headmaster is a weak moron. That Orden guy is a pompous prick.”

Faith said nothing. She agreed.

“But the worst part … they employ slaves as teachers. SLAVES!” He let out a cold, dry laugh that shook the room. “Like that redheaded bitch. A fine piece of ass, but a teacher? An old, worn-out cunt like that is worthless …”

Faith struggled to quell the rage building within her. She did not appreciate anyone talking about her beloved Samara like that.

“I guess I could find a use for a woman like her,” Stockton mused with a grin. “Maybe have her in my stables? My horses get horny too, they could …”

“Shut up …” The words escaped Faith’s lips before she had time to think. They were weak and barely audible, but they hung in the air between the two in a brief, unpleasant moment.

Stockton opened his eyes. “What? Did you just tell me to shut up?”

Faith bit her lip and continued the handjob.

“Listen to me, you miserable, worthless bitch,” Stockton said. “Whatever I say, you just listen. So if I want to talk about your favorite teacher being fucked in the ass by my price stallion until her insides are turned into a pulp, I expect you to smile, nod, and suck my cock, just …”

Something inside Faith exploded. Her hands were traveling down the thick shaft and suddenly accelerated wildly, ramming into Stockton’s balls with great force. He cried out and pushed Faith off the bed, screaming in pain.

She knew she had messed up. Faith stared in horror as Stockton managed to get to his feet, his hands cupping the crushed balls. He stared at her with fiery, hateful eyes before running out the door, shouting for help.

Fuck.

What came next happened so fast that Faith did not have time to process it until it was over. Strong hands had taken hold of her, dragged her from the guest wing, and into the dreaded Ravenstone dungeons. Faith had been there before, but not in this part. Master Orden had been there, yelling at her, telling her that it was all over. That she was done, that she had thrown her life away. While he had been cursing her name, they had locked her in a cruel, medieval device after shackling her hands and feet. It was like a cramped cage, one she barely fit in. It followed the shape of her body, leaving her completely unable to move. Every part of her pressed against steel, and a metal gag was pushed into her mouth as a final insult.

She cried. She begged for mercy, but the device in her mouth muffled her words. Orden’s anger had subsided, replaced by a cold, emotionless expression.

“It’s over, Faith Tilly,” he said as Faith was lowered into a hole in the floor. “You’ll stay here until we can arrange for your … transport.”

Faith screamed as the darkness of the oubliette closed in around her. She heard the door to the cell slam above her, and she was alone.


Chapter 7

The oubliette was terrifying. The metal was cold and unyielding against her skin. She tried to move, but there was nowhere to go. The gag in her mouth dug into her tongue, and the darkness was suffocating. She could hear the faint drip of water somewhere in the distance, but it did nothing to soothe her. She was trapped, and she was alone. Her body shivered, and her mind raced, trying to think of a way out of her predicament. She struggled against the metal, but it only seemed to tighten its grip on her. Her breaths became more and more frantic as panic set in. She couldn't think, couldn't move, and couldn't see. The darkness was all-encompassing, and she could feel her sanity slipping away.

Faith had been in a dungeon before. She had endured punishments and torture, but this was different. She had thrown away her life, and the image of Aaliyah chained and whipped in front of a crowd kept appearing in her mind. Was this to be her fate now? Was her life over before it had really begun?

Hours passed. Or was it minutes? Faith had no idea, but her mind was starting to shut down. She could barely breathe, and her body was starting to cramp. The coldness of the metal was starting to seep into her bones, and she could feel herself starting to shake. She had never felt so helpless in her life.

Suddenly, she heard a noise. It was faint at first, but it grew louder. She couldn't tell what it was, but it was coming closer. The sound of footsteps echoed through the oubliette, and Faith's heart began to race. Was someone coming to rescue her? Or was it her captor, come to torment her further? She strained to hear the sound, but it was too faint to make out.

Then, without warning, a light appeared above her, illuminating the darkness of the oubliette. She could see the metal bars that trapped her and the walls that seemed to close in around her. Then the grate above her head was removed, and the cage was raised out of the hole.

“You really messed up this time, Tilly,” Mistress Vaine said. The dim lights made her face look menacing, though it was not without sympathy. She removed the metal gag and offered Faith something to drink.

“T… thank you, Mistress. And I’m sorry.”

“I don’t want to hear it.” Vaine broke a piece of bread off a loaf and pushed it inside Faith’s mouth. “You’re going to be expelled, girl. You know what that means.”

“Please, can’t you …”

“No. The Headmaster wants to make an example of you.” Vaine gagged Faith once again. “I doubt we’ll meet again. Good luck - you’re going to need it.”

Once again, Faith was lowered into the dark pit and left alone in the black void.

Faith knew that her fate was sealed. The academy had no use for her now. She had seen the way that Aaliyah had been treated, and she knew that she would not be treated any better. When she had first arrived at Ravenstone, it had seemed like a decent alternative to a life in prison. But in the darkness, Faith could not help but feel that life in prison was now preferable to whatever awaited her.

She closed her eyes.

She thought of Samara. Of Inari.

Of Imogen.

And she cried.

She woke from a half-slumber when she heard the door to the cell open again. She looked up to see a kind, familiar face smiling at her.

“Mmmmmmmh?”

“Don’t speak, my love,” Samara said. Tears streamed down her face. “I … I’m so sorry about all this, Faith. I should’ve never told you to agree to Stockton’s advances. I’m going to make it right, I promise.”

What does that mean?

“Mmmmmh?” Faith scrambled in her tiny cage, fought the shackles holding her hands, but it was useless. She wanted to reach out for Samara, to feel her, and she cursed her restraints.

“I’ll get you out, my love.” Samara blew Faith a kiss. “I love you more than you’ll ever know. I have to go - I’m not allowed to be down here. Forgive me, and be safe.”

Faith kept screaming long after the cell door had slammed shut. The loneliness hit her even harder now, and the absence of Samara’s warm touch drained her until she had no energy left.

Faith had no idea how much time had passed before the door opened again. Every part of her body ached, and a few of the bruises from rubbing against the crude steel cage had turned into bleeding wounds. She hoped that it was Samara, that she had come to take her far away from Ravenstone, but the rational part of her knew that it was not the case. The cage was raised out of the hole, and she was greeted by Mistress Vaine’s furrowed brow.

She did not speak as she opened the cage and helped Faith out of her tiny prison. She did not release Faith from the shackles keeping her hands behind her back or the ones scraping against her ankles, and the concerned, angry frown never went away.

“Mistress …” Faith said when the gag was removed. “What … what’s going on?”

“You’re going to be released.” Vaine locked a chain to Faith’s collar and began leading her out of the dungeon. She moved fast, unwilling to slow down to allow the exhausted and chained Faith to keep up, and Faith stumbled again and again. “You can go back to your coven, to your classes, as if nothing ever happened. Though you might struggle to find a decent buyer at the end of your fourth year …”

“Why? Why am I …” Faith’s heart sank. She had no idea why she had not realized Samara’s plan before. “Did Samara …?”

Vaine stopped in the middle of the cramped, dark corridor and turned toward Faith. “Yes. She’s sacrificed herself for you. Had she been a normal teacher, she would’ve just been let go, but as a slave …” Vaine’s face contorted in pain. “They’re taking her away later today. To be sold.”

“No … I … I didn’t want this …”

“It doesn’t matter. It’s done.” Vaine sighed. “She told me everything. About the two of you. I’ve agreed not to tell the Headmaster, but only because Samara is a dear friend. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have been able to return to school.”

Faith tried to fight the tears. “Can … can I see her?”

“Faith …”

“Please? I … I need to say goodbye.”

Vaine groaned. “Fine. But I’m not going to let you get me into trouble, so it’ll be short.”

They turned down a corridor, away from the dungeon exit. They entered a tiny, cold cell, and Faith let out a squeal of horror and pain when she saw Samara standing there, chained to the wall with her arms spread to either side. Her body was marked by hundreds of bruises and marks from brutal whippings and canings, and her exhausted body barely managed to produce a smile at the sight of Faith.

“Two minutes,” Vaine said. Faith noticed a hint of empathy in the woman’s eyes, but it was short-lived. She left and closed the heavy steel door behind her.

Faith stumbled over to Samara. “What … I thought only Vaine knew about you and me …”

Samara smiled, but she could not hide the pain she was feeling. “It’s normal procedure if a slave teacher takes the fall for a student. It’s to mark that I am no longer under the … protection of the Academy.” She winced when Faith rested her head on her chest. “I’ll be alright, Faith. And so will you.”

“The types of men who’ll buy you …”

“I can handle that. I was always meant to be a slave, my love. Not a teacher. This is what I am.”

The two stood in silence for a bit. Faith wished she could embrace Samara, but the shackles prevented it. She soaked every drop of affection from Samara’s quivering, sweaty body, and when she heard Vaine open the door again, she refused to step back.

“Come on, Faith,” Vaine said and pulled Faith away from Samara. “Time’s up.”

“Thank you for this, my friend,” Samara said.

Vaine smiled. “You’re welcome, Sam. Just … I wish you could stay.”

“Me too. Take care of Faith.”

Vaine scoffed. “I won’t take the fall for her if she messes up again.”

Faith sighed and took a final look at Samara. “I won’t. I promise. I … I love you, Samara.”

“I love you too.”


Chapter 8

Faith walked around in a daze for what felt like days after saying goodbye to Samara. The teachers never told the students why Samara was no longer there, and even Faith’s episode with Stockton was kept a secret. All the other students knew was that it did not work out and that Faith would be staying at Ravenstone. Faith did not even tell the truth to Piper, ashamed to reveal to anyone that she was the reason that everyone’s favorite teacher was no longer there.

She felt numb. Tired. Like there was no point to anything anymore. She knew she should be grateful to have received a second chance, but all she felt was Samara’s absence. Once again, she had lost someone she loved because of what they were. Slaves. And she knew that it would eventually be her fate as well.

Faith was sitting in an alcove in one of the many hallways, staring out of the large window at the snowy landscape, when she heard someone approaching. Imogen’s beautiful, young face appeared next to her, and without a word, the former rival hugged Faith with warmth and passion. It was not the way the two usually greeted each other, and Faith had not spoken to Imogen since her stay in the dungeon.

“Why’d you do that?” Faith asked.

“You looked like you needed a hug.” Imogen sat down in the alcove across from Faith. “It must’ve been a rough few days.”

Faith sighed. “Why? Because Stockton didn’t buy me?”

“Come on, Faith. You think I buy that story?” Imogen smiled when Faith looked at her. “Samara is gone. I’m not going to force the details out of you, but I knew about the two of you.”

“You … you did?” For a moment, Faith wondered if Imogen was about to return to her old ways and use her knowledge to blackmail Faith or something similar.

Imogen nodded. “The lingering stares, the ‘counselling’ sessions …” She smiled. “I don’t blame you. Samara was amazing. I just … I guess I got a bit jealous sometimes.”

“Imogen …”

Imogen sighed. “It’s alright. Look, I …” She took Faith’s hand. “I know you’re not ready to hear this. Maybe you never will be. You probably already know … but I’m in love with you. Deeply. Madly.” She smirked. “Annoyingly in love with you. I know you’re heartbroken right now, and I don’t expect you to say anything. Just know that I … I want you. Any part of you that you can spare, to be honest. We only have a little over a year left, and … if you just want to stay friends, I’ll still be happier than I ever was before you entered my life. If you want to dominate and humiliate me from time to time with no strings attached, I’ll be thrilled.”

Faith was speechless. She knew about Imogen’s feelings for her, but hearing her put them into words was overwhelming. And confusing.

Imogen took a deep breath. “There. I finally said it.” She squeezed Faith’s hand before letting go of it. “I’m here. In any way you want me.” She got up and smiled at Faith before turning to leave.

Faith looked at the beautiful girl. Her heart was not ready, not even remotely open for anything new, but she knew that she did not want to endure the last year at Ravenstone without Imogen.

“Imogen …”

“Yes?”

“I … I can’t …”

“I know.”

Faith smiled. “But … I could use a distraction. Would you care to join me in one of the … practice rooms?”

Imogen bit her lower lip. “It’d be my pleasure.”

TO BE CONTINUED…
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Descent into Slavery

A shy young girl is introduced to a world of pain, submission, and unbelievable pleasure by an older, dominant woman – and loves every second of it. A series of 9 stories.

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

When Abby is sent to prison to serve her unjust sentence, she has no idea that the prison hides countless secrets. A series of 8 stories.

Taming the Tormentor

When Aspen gets a chance to turn the tables on her bully Mel, she takes it - and slowly begins turning Mel from a bully into a slave.

There are a lot more stories to be found here
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will follow the links above to read some of my other stories – most are BDSM-themed. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.

Love, Jessica
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