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    Chapter One: The Consequences of Indiscretion 
 
    Lady Sophie Huntington sat stoically in the carriage, an unreadable expression on her pretty, angular face as she stared out at the passing countryside. It had been early morning when she had departed her parent’s estate and now it was quite late in the afternoon, the sun just beginning to sink low in the sky. Not that Sophie was eager to see her journey come to an end, quite frankly. As far as she was concerned her carriage ride could continue on till the end of time itself. 
 
    Her expression darkened as she recalled what her mother had said to her only yesterday evening. 
 
    “You have only yourself to blame for this young lady,” Duchess Ivey Huntington had said coldly, “I honestly don’t know where you get such wild impertinence from. Getting caught with one of the grooms in the stables with your hands down his trousers! Have you any idea of the scandal that would occur if word were to get out?” 
 
    Sophie had said nothing and only stood there with a sullen look on her face. Ivey Huntington’s expression seemed to grow even colder in response to her daughter’s silence. 
 
    “Frankly I am at my wits end trying to deal with your behaviour. You are nineteen years old, Sophie, a grown woman and not some little girl anymore. By your age I had already married your father and had you! I blame him for this. He’s always spoiled you and taken a soft hand. Well that changes now. I’ve written to Lady Sutherland and you will be on your way to her academy first thing in the morning.” 
 
    A dangerous glint had come into her mother’s eyes. “Madeline is an old friend of mine, I’ll have you know. She will be keeping an eye on you. If I get word of even the slightest misbehaviour on your part you should not even bother coming home.” 
 
    Sophie scowled at the memory. If it had been one of her younger brothers caught with one of the chambermaids the only thing her mother would have had to say was a warning not to get the woman pregnant. And it wasn’t like she had had any intention of letting the man have her virginity. Nor was she the first young woman of her class to allow herself a discreet spot of fun. Not that she could really describe the encounter with the groom as that. He’d had a handsome enough face she supposed, but his clumsy fumbling had done little for her. When they were caught Sophie had been busy stroking him off hoping to finish him quickly and bring the whole disappointment to an end. 
 
    Yet here she was as a result of it, on her way to Lady Sutherland’s Academy for Young Ladies. Her mother had been threatening to pack her off there for months and it seemed Sophie’s latest escapade had finally pushed her too far. The school had a bit of a reputation among her peers as the place troublesome young women were sent by outraged parents and frustrated fiances to get taken in hand and moulded into the sweet, silent, well behaved ladies polite society expected them to be. The prospect held little appeal for Sophie. 
 
    The school itself was finally coming into view. The carriage pulled through the wrought iron gates at the entrance to the grounds before coming to a stop before the entrance. The driver hopped down and opened the door for her, offered a respectful hand to assist Sophie as she stepped down onto the ground and then busied himself with unloading her trunk from the back.  
 
    Looking up, Sophie coldly regarded the school. It was the typical stone and ivy facade she had expected, three stories high with a tall steepled roof. Forebodingly, the glass windows all had cast iron bars. The archway over the main doors were decorated with stone engravings of what looked to be angels and cherubs. To Sophie’s eyes the place had a dark and unwelcoming look to it. 
 
    The doors themselves opened and a middle aged woman emerged. She had a stern looking face, as if she did not often smile and had possibly even forgotten how to. “You would be Lady Huntington I presume, our newest student?” 
 
    Sophie reluctantly curtsied and forced something resembling a smile onto her face. “Yes I would be. May I take it you are Lady Sutherland?” 
 
    The older woman frowned at Sophie’s half-hearted attempt at a curtsey and made her way down the stone tiled steps of the entrance until she stood face to face with her. “No, I’m Mrs. Brown, Lady Sutherland’s assistant. I’m also the housemother for Eloise Hall where you’ll be staying, so I expect we’ll be seeing quite a bit of each other. Lady Sutherland is waiting in her office. If you’ll come with me I’ll take you to her. Your things will be taken care of in the meantime.” 
 
    At a snap of Mrs. Brown’s fingers, two uniformed servants emerged from inside and took Sophie’s trunk from the driver. Mrs. Brown turned on her heels and walked back inside.  
 
    With nothing else for it, Sophie sullenly followed. Inside she seethed. She was the daughter of a Duke and Lady Sutherland couldn’t have been bothered to welcome her to the school herself? Instead she had sent one of the help to do so; a commoner and a Scot at that judging by Mrs. Brown’s brogue.  
 
    The halls of the school were almost empty with no sign of any of the students, only the occasional servant going about their business and trying to look invisible while doing so. Sophie noted they were all women. She suspected that once her parents’ driver had left the only man in the entire school vicinity would be leaving with him. 
 
    Reaching a varnished oak door, Mrs. Brown knocked and was answered by a feminine voice bidding them enter.  
 
    Inside the room a woman was seated behind a polished, walnut desk. She was younger than Mrs. Brown, Sophie would place her as being about the same age as her own mother, likely somewhere in her late thirties.  
 
    “Ah, Lilian! This must be Sophie I assume?” The woman rose from her seat and stepped out from behind the desk. She was dressed in a long, black skirt that fell to her ankles and a white blouse that was closed at her neck by a jewelled brooch. Sophie had to admit she was very attractive, with a heart shaped face and blonde hair tied back in a large messy bun.  
 
    “Yes Lady Sutherland,” Sophie answered. 
 
    “No need for that much formality. You may call me Headmistress Madeline or simply Headmistress.” 
 
    Madeline stepped forward and Sophie made to curtsey, only to be stopped as the headmistress took her by the shoulders and swooped in the plant an exaggerated kiss on both of her cheeks. She was a few inches taller than Sophie’s five ‘five and had to bend slightly in order to do so. “I cannot tell you how happy I was to get that letter from your mother telling me you would be attending the academy this year, dear. I’m sure she mentioned we’ve been friends since we were both your age?” 
 
    Sophie nodded wordlessly. The headmistress was not what she had expected, with her smiles and friendly demeanour. She suspected there was more to her than this outer layer, however. Madeline’s welcoming face might be smiling, but it somehow did not quite reach her icy blue eyes. There was a calculating look to them, as if she had already begun measuring Sophie up inside her head and was trying to determine if she had been found wanting or not. 
 
    Madeline stepped back and leaned up against her desk. “Splendid, I must say you take after her with that pretty face of yours and that lovely brown hair. Has anyone ever remarked on the resemblance before?” 
 
    “Yes Headmistress,” Sophie answered. Practically everyone did. Given her mother was a beautiful woman she supposed it should be taken as a compliment.  
 
    “Oh, look at me, wasting time reminiscing when you’ve just finished a long journey and probably want nothing more than to begin getting settled in. No time to get started on that like the present, wouldn’t you agree?” Madeline leaned forward from her perch on her desk. “Undress.” 
 
    “What?” Sophie gasped, certain she must have misheard. “Whatever do you mean? I will not!” 
 
    Madeline’s face remained friendly, but her eyes narrowed slightly. “We keep a strict dress code here at my academy and there’s a standardised set of clothing for all my pupils. I have some of it laid out there for you to change into,” She gestured towards some garments that were neatly folded on a small table off to one side of the room in what looked to be a sitting area. “Your mother was kind enough to include your measurements in her letter. I’m sure they are correct but surely you understand I wish to see if the fit is right.” 
 
    Frantically, Sophie looked around the room hoping to see a screen or something. “Is there somewhere I might change in privacy, Headmistress?” 
 
    “Please dear, we’re all women,” Madeline’s friendly tone now took on just a touch of frostiness, “I would hate to write your mother and say you were being difficult on your very first day here?” 
 
    Sophie recognised the threat there immediately, remembering her mother’s warning from the day before. So that’s how things were. Clearly the headmistress was looking to humiliate her, probably to assert her authority from the get go.  
 
    With a sullen look on her face, Sophie reached behind her back and began unlacing the ties of her bodice. Once done, she slid her arms free of its sleeves and pulled her dress down off of her body before stepping out of it. Madeline stared at her as she did so, that smile still on her face but somehow looking almost mocking now as Sophie stood before her in nothing but her underthings. 
 
    Sophie similarly unlaced her corset, dropping it to the floor besides her discarded dress. Her petticoats soon join them. Mrs. Brown stepped forward - Sophie had almost forgotten the woman was there - and scooped everything up and began folding them off to one side. 
 
    Nothing covered her body now other than her camisole, bloomers and stockings. Despite her attempts to appear unaffected, Sophie felt a blush rise against her pale skin as the headmistress slowly looked her up and down. Her expression was strange, unlike anything Sophie had witnessed before from another woman.  
 
    “Everything dear. Lilian her hair.” 
 
    Sophie was surprised as Mrs. Brown stepped forward once again and began freeing her hair from the bun she’d styled it in at the back of the neck, pulling the hair pins and ties from it till her brown locks freely hung down to the small of her back. As the headmistress’s assistant worked away, Sophie slid the thin straps of her camisole off of her shoulders, letting it naturally slide down her body to fall around her ankles. Her breasts were small, but well proportioned to her slender frame, and she was surprised to realise the small, pink nipples that capped them had hardened into little pebbles. 
 
    Bending over, Sophie stepped out of her shoes and pulled down both stockings from her shapely legs. Only one item of clothing remained. Looking up her eyes met the headmistress’s and she saw the same strange look in them again that she had before. It left a tingly feeling down her spine. 
 
    Blushing even deeper, Sophie tucked her fingers under the waistband of her plain cotton bloomers and pulled them down before stepping out of them. Standing, she tried to cover herself as best as she could. 
 
    “Hands at your sides please, Sophie. I would like to see what I have to work with.” 
 
    What the headmistress met by that was baffling, but after a long moment Sophie obediently dropped her hands away from her body, leaving herself totally exposed to the headmistress’s gaze. Madeline stepped forward away from her desk and began circling her, the click of her heels against the hardwood floor sounding almost deafeningly loud in the otherwise silent room. 
 
    The clicking footsteps stopped behind her and Sophie nearly jumped when she felt one of Madeline’s hands lift her hair off to one side while the other lightly traced down her spine. The touch was light but left a tingling sensation in its wake. “You are a true beauty Sophie. Just look at this lovely pale, soft skin of yours. It’s so smooth.” 
 
    Both hands suddenly cupped the twin globes of her bum and Sophie’s heart leaped in her chest as she gasped. “And this bottom of yours is positively luscious. I confess I am quite envious, I wish mine was this size. Wouldn’t you agree Lilian?” 
 
    Sophie heard a chuckle from Mrs. Brown. “Quite the pair of succulent apples, Headmistress, I must concur.” 
 
    Even as she fumed inwardly at the two women, one of them a servant no less, talking in such a lewd fashion almost as if she wasn’t there Sophie was keenly aware of the feeling of Madeline’s hands gripping her bottom, the fingers lightly massaging the plump flesh of her cheeks. The light touch was faint but also somehow intense at the same time. An involuntary shudder ran through her and she suddenly felt short of breath.  
 
    “That groom your mother wrote of must have thought himself the most blessed man in Christendom when you turned your eye to him. Tell me Sophie, did you let him fuck you?” 
 
    For a moment Sophie was speechless at the crudeness of the question. “No, I did not. How dare you accuse me of such a thing!” 
 
    Those hands were still cupping her bum and their grip became tighter, Madeline’s fingernails digging into the soft flesh so they almost broke the skin. It was painful but to Sophie’s confusion she also felt a pulse of pleasure between her legs. Why had that happened?  
 
    Madeline’s voice turned stern. “Are you telling the truth? What about some other young man before that one? Did you let one of them fuck you? Don’t lie to me dear, I can easily determine the truth.” 
 
    “No! I didn’t. I haven’t. I’m a virgin, Headmistress.” 
 
    A moment of silence then Sophie heard a tutting sound. “Well, that is one thing to happily rectify.” 
 
    “What?” Sophie’s eyes went wide. Whatever could that mean? 
 
    The headmistress didn’t answer and resumed circling her. Coming to a stop in front of Sophie, she cooly looked over her front before nodding appreciatively. “I do have larger breasts than you however, though I admit yours are just the right size for you.” 
 
    Madeline raised her hand and for one wild moment Sophie wondered if she was going to touch her breasts. Instead the headmistress’s fingers came to rest just below them and slowly trailed their way down her rib cage and stomach.  
 
    “You shave?” Those fingers brushed over her pelvis and again Sophie was struck by the wild thought that Madeline was about to touch her bare mound only for the fingers to stop just above it. “How convenient. Hair down there is completely against my school’s policy.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Another smile graced Madeline’s face as she stepped back and resumed her former perch against the desk. “You say that quite often, dear. I’m in the business of taking wilful, wild young women such as yourself and making them into the obedient, dutiful young ladies their parents, fiances and husbands wish them to be. I’ve found that means controlling every aspect of behaviour, down to the smallest of details.” 
 
    The headmistress gestured towards the small table that sat off to one side. Folded on top of it sat a number of garments. “That includes the dress code I mentioned earlier. Please feel free to try on what I have assembled for you. I think I have had ample opportunity to assess you for the moment dear and I would like to make certain the measurements your mother sent were accurate.” 
 
    Leaping at the opportunity to put this entire unsetting episode behind her, Sophie eagerly stepped towards the table and seized at the clothes there. As she dressed she quickly noticed the cut was odd. A set of white cotton bloomers edged with frilly lace were the first thing she grabbed and as she stepped into them she noted that the cut was quite scandalous, a thin narrow triangle at the front that barely covered her vulva and only a narrow slit at the back that vanished into the cleft of her bum leaving both cheeks fully on display. The white, silky camisole was of a similarly skimpy cut with a plunging, low neckline that barely covered her breasts. It came to an end midway down her ribcage, leaving most of her midriff on display. White lace stockings that ended just above her knees and a pair of white slippers completed the ensemble.  
 
    That was all and Sophie frantically looked around the room. Surely this couldn’t be everything? “Headmistress, where is the rest of what I’m to wear?” 
 
    Madeline chuckled. “Oh I think that is quite enough for now. You will find the closet in your room stocked with what should be an adequate number of dresses that meet the academy’s standards. You’ll have no need for one until tomorrow, as it will be supper soon and you will be serving this evening.” 
 
    Another ‘What?’ almost escaped Sophie’s lips, but remembering the chiding the headmistress had given her she caught herself and took a deep breath while considering her words. “May I ask what you mean by that Headmistress and why I’ll have no need for a dress?” 
 
    The headmistress stepped forward once more and took one of Sophie’s brown locks in her hand, twirling it playfully between her fingers. “All the young ladies here take turns serving their peers and the staff at dinner. I've found it helps instil a sense of humility. Doing so dressed like this only helps to reinforce the lesson in my experience. I think for your first evening I’ll have you assigned to the high table where I and the other teachers sit so I can better keep an eye on you.” 
 
    Leaning forward, Madeline stroked her other hand down the side of Sophie’s face. The young woman almost shuddered at the gentle feeling and again was confused by the intense effect that always seemed to accompany the headmistress’s touch. “I’ll say again, I was so pleased when your mother wrote to me saying you would be coming to stay at the academy, dear. I think you’ll find that you are in for quite the education!”

  

 
   
    Chapter Two: Domestic Service 
 
    Frantically trying to balance the loaded tray she carried with one hand, Sophie placed a bowl of soup down before one of the teachers who blithely ignored her as she chatted away. The lack of acknowledgement rankled. Would a brief thank you be too much to ask? When she remembered she herself had paid just as little heed to the servants at home who waited on her at the dinner table the thought rankled even more. 
 
    Sophie moved down the table to the next teacher, still struggling to keep the soup laden tray she was carrying from tipping over. She was not remotely used to doing anything like this. The tray was heavy and awkward to balance with only one hand. It was made all the worse by how distracted she felt to be in such a state of undress before practically the entire school. Sophie was sure her face must be as red as a tomato, she was blushing so deeply.  
 
    Stretched out before the high table where Sophie was busy serving the teachers were four long tables set up horizontally in front of it. These were the ones where the rest of the students were seated. She somewhat bitterly noted that they were all fully dressed in identical white dresses, aside from the young women who were diligently working away serving them their evening fare. There seemed to be a couple of hundred in total, all of a similar age to herself.  
 
    A tingling feeling ran down her spine and she looked up to see Madeline watching her from her seat at the centre of the high table, calmingly sipping from a glass of wine as she did so. Sophie had caught her doing that more than once before, always with the same strange look in her eyes that had been present earlier in her office when she had watched her change into her current attire. It made Sophie blush even deeper. The headmistress’s gaze unsettled her and she realised her heart rate was elevated. 
 
    Turning away, Sophie forced herself to focus on the task at hand. Placing yet another bowl of soup down she was delighted to discover it was the last one. Clutching the now empty tray to her front to provide at least some cover, she quickly walked back down the length of the table and ducked through the door that led into the kitchen. 
 
    The low ceilinged, windowless room inside was hot and more than a little smoky from the various ovens and blazing hearths. The school’s kitchen was run by a stout, older woman named Mrs. Parsons, who nodded to Sophie when she entered and gestured to a small table in the corner. “Eat quick girl, if you aren’t finished by the time the next course is ready to go out then it’s your own tough luck.” 
 
    Sophie resisted the urge to scowl at being ordered about as if she was some common servant. She suspected any sass on her part would be reported directly to Madeline and did not want to risk the consequences that surely would follow. Besides, her growling stomach reminded her that she was hungry so she simply turned and walked over to the table. 
 
    Two other young women were already seated there, quickly spooning up soup. Sophie recognised that both had been waiting on the high table with her earlier but had not had the chance to introduce herself. One was a curly haired blonde with a pretty round face and willowy figure, the other short and slender with black hair and a heart shaped face that ended in a cute, pointed little chin.  
 
    Sophie approached the table and both women looked up. As she seated herself and pulled her own bowl towards her the curly blonde smiled in a friendly fashion. “You’re the new girl aren’t you? I’m Dolly Thompson.” 
 
    “Sophie Huntingon,” She replied. Taking up her spoon, Sophie took a quick swallow of soup. If it could be called that, she thought ruefully. To her tastes it was little more than hot broth with a faint onion and beef flavour to it. 
 
    The cute faced, black haired girl looked at her with interest. “So you would be Duke Henry and Duchess Ivey Huntington’s daughter then. I’m Kate Beaumont by the way.” 
 
    Sophie cocked an eyebrow in recognition. “The daughter of the late Viscount Arthur Beaumont?” She suddenly remembered seeing Kate before at the various balls and swarays she had frequented, though she did not think they had ever had cause to be introduced prior to this. 
 
    Dolly giggled. Sophie got the impression this was likely a common occurrence with her. “I still find it hard to believe I’m mixing with people from your station. I’m just a squire’s daughter myself.” 
 
    “And what did you do to get yourself sent here?” Sophie asked between spoonfuls of soup.  
 
    Another giggle, this time accompanied by a faint blush. “Oh nothing. My fiance insisted. He told me I would learn how to be a better wife here. How about you Sophie, are you engaged as well?” 
 
    “No,” Sophie said rather quickly. Being good looking and from a family highly placed in the aristocracy she’d had no shortage of suitors, though Sophie resentfully suspected half of them were attracted to her more for her title than her looks. None had caught her eye however, which had been just one of the many sources of her mother’s consternation with her of late. As Sophie saw it this was just another one of the many unfairnesses of being a woman. Men like her brothers could dilly dally away any number of years as bachelors but as a woman heaven help her if she was unmarried when she was only turning twenty.  
 
    Seeing that Dolly seemed to be looking for more of an answer, Sophie went on. “My mother sent me here. Apparently my recent behaviour leaves something to be desired and she thinks this is just the place to change that. She and the headmistress are old friends, as both have seen fit to tell me.” 
 
    “And what precisely was it about your behaviour that landed you here with us?” Dolly giggled once again. 
 
    Sophie blushed which elicited yet more giggles. “Oooooh, was it something like that was it? Caught alone with some young gentleman caller in the solarium? Or was it with one of the servants?” 
 
    The last part hit a little too close to home and Sophie blushed still further. Kate thankfully came to her rescue. “Oh let it be Dolly, or would you care to share precisely what it was your fiance felt you needed improvement on as his future wife?” 
 
    That shut Dolly up with a blush of her own. Moments later Mrs. Parson’s was clapping her hands, signalling that the main course was ready to go out. Sophie dropped her spoon into her empty bowl and grudgingly rose from her seat. 
 
    Sophie found the main course slightly easier, at least she didn’t need to worry about spilling hot soup everywhere. Soon enough she found herself back at the small table in the kitchen with her own dinner. Like the soup course, Sophie found the fare somewhat underwhelming. A few thin slices of beef ladled with hot gravy and some roasted vegetables. She managed to polish the whole lot off in a matter of minutes and still felt not altogether full afterwards. 
 
    “Are all the meals like this?” Sophie ruefully asked. 
 
    Kate nodded sympathetically. “Get used to it. The headmistress feels food that's too rich is an indulgence, and indulgence apparently spoils both the mind and the body.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Dolly interjected, “She might be onto something there. At least the part about the body. It certainly seems to work for her. I hope when I’m the same age I seem to effortlessly shift the fat from my waist and hips onto my bum and bust.” 
 
    “Dolly!” Kate shrilly said, clearly scandalised. For herself Sophie suddenly found herself remembering earlier in the headmistress’s office, standing nude before Madeline as she had compared Sophie’s naked body to her own. For all she had expressed envy of Sophie’s plump behind, her own bottom had certainly seemed shapely enough encased in the long, tight skirt she had worn. Sophie also recalled how the headmistress’s ample sized breasts had pressed against the material of her blouse which seemed to cling to her almost like a second skin. She felt suddenly hot in a way that had nothing to do with the heat of the kitchen, almost like she had a fever. She had never felt like this before in her entire young life.  
 
    Seeking to distract herself, Sophie turned to face Kate. “And what led to you getting sent here?” She was genuinely curious. On short acquaintance, the short and slender woman seemed to be a sweet person, certainly not the kind of young lady to cause trouble. 
 
    “Oh rather similar to you,” Kate answered lightly. “My stepmother felt I needed correction on certain things.” 
 
    The vague answer left Sophie rather intrigued. Whatever could Kate’s stepmother have felt needed correcting about her stepdaughter? She noticed a blush had appeared across the black haired woman’s face, faint but still noticeable against her pale skin. For all she wanted to pry further, Sophie remembered that Kate had respected her privacy earlier so she quelled her curiosity. 
 
    Desert consisted of tea and biscuits. Sophie found this to be the most tedious course, having to linger behind the high table waiting to refill the empty cup of any teacher who beckoned her over. The loud buzz of conversation from earlier had petered down to quiet murmurings and as she was refilling one teacher’s cup she overheard two more softly speaking and perked up in interest when she overheard her own name being mentioned. 
 
    “That’s the Huntington girl, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, our luck she was assigned to the high table. Look at that luscious bum of hers, it's practically begging for a pinch or a nice, firm slap.” 
 
    “Best to control the urge, dear. I hear Madeline’s taken quite the interest in that one. She plans on breaking her in personally.” 
 
    “I see, so she’s off limits. Oh well, lucky Madeline.” 
 
    Tea nearly spilled over the brim of the cup she was filling as Sophie froze in irritation at what she had overheard. How dare those two old bats talk about her in such terms! And what on earth could they mean by the headmistress ‘breaking her in’?  
 
    She was so distracted that as she turned away she didn’t notice Dolly passing, carrying a tray loaded with used cups and plates. Bumping into the young woman, she nearly dropped her own tray laden with a teapot and accompanying pot of sugar and cream. The curly haired blonde was not nearly as lucky and her own tray tipped and sent its contents falling onto the carpeted floor. 
 
    Kneeling, Sophie put her own tray carefully on the ground and began to help Dolly gather up the scattered contents of her own, murmuring her apologies. Nothing seemed to be broken, thankfully. A shadow fell over both young women and hearing a tutting sound they both looked up. 
 
    The tall figure of Headmistress Madeline was looking down on the pair of them. “Dolly, Dolly, Dolly, what on earth has happened here?” 
 
    “I’m sorry Headmistress,” Dolly frantically babbled, “It wasn’t my fault, I was just making my way back to the kitchen when Sophie came out of nowhere and bumped me.” 
 
    Madeline frowned. “It sounds like the fault could equally be shared with you for not having the awareness to notice Sophie stepping into your path and I’ll note she at least managed to save the contents of her tray. Trying to pass the blame onto someone else is hardly the kind of thing a proper young lady does, now is it Dolly?” 
 
    “No Headmistress…I’m sorry Headmistress…I didn’t mean -” 
 
    Dolly was cut off as the Headmistress bent down and placed a single finger across her lips with a light shushing sound. “I received a letter from your fiance earlier. It seems he wishes for you to return as soon as possible as you are needed for preparations for the wedding. But I think you have earned yourself one final visit to my sitting room before your time with us comes to an end.” 
 
    Dolly’s already naturally large blue eyes went wide. “Please Headmistress…it was an accident-” 
 
    A sharp gesture cut off Dolly yet again. “You’ve made such progress during your time here Dolly, I would hate to have to write to your fiance and say you’ve made a sudden regression and advise you need more time with us. He might have to postpone the wedding.” 
 
    That shut Dolly up. Madeline smiled in approval. “I will expect you in my sitting room in one hour’s time. In the meantime I would suggest you go prepare yourself. I’ll have the servants clean up this mess.” 
 
    Dolly all but ran from the dining hall and Madeline turned on her heel and walked away in the opposite direction without another word, leaving Sophie’s mind spinning at the exchange she had just witnessed. Clearly Dolly had earned herself some kind of punishment this evening. Judging by her reaction a trip to the headmistress’s sitting room was not something to be envied at this school. 
 
    She had hoped to grab Kate and perhaps learn something more about what had just transpired but it was not to be. Mrs. Brown found her moments later and briskly told her to drop off her tray in the kitchen so she could show Sophie to her room. Apparently students were expected to go straight there after dinner unless called upon for other business. 
 
    Her bedroom proved to be rather plain. It was furnished with a single bed, a closet, a simple wooden vanity table with a mirror and one cushioned armchair by the window. It was at least warm and well lit by a gas lamp beside the vanity table. 
 
    “Get yourself changed for bed,” Mrs. Brown curtly told her, “I’ll be making my rounds now and if you aren’t ready for me to tuck you in for the evening when I return I’ll be most displeased.” 
 
    Mrs. Brown left, leaving Sophie fuming in her wake as she wondered why on earth she would need help being tucked in for the night. She was hardly a little girl who needed to be read a story or sung a lullaby before bed? Still, she was more than eager to change out of the skimpy getup she had been wearing all evening. 
 
    Sophie pulled her camisole up and over her head then folded it carefully before putting it away in one of the drawers of her closet. As much as she would have liked to discard the practically indecent bloomers, a quick glance through the contents of the closet showed they were no different than the others available to her. Resignedly, she pulled a nightgown off of a hanger and held it up to examine. 
 
    The material was the same silky white kind that her camisole was made of and cut quite in the same style. Two thin straps held it up from her shoulders. The neckline plunged quite low and the frilly hem was so short Sophie was certain the very lower parts of her bum cheeks must be visible. With no other choice she put it on then blushed when she caught sight of her own reflection in the vanity mirror. 
 
    The creak of the door announced Mrs. Brown’s return. The older woman nodded approvingly to find Sophie changed and ready for bed, if with some reluctance. 
 
    “I see you can listen, that’s a good thing. Now into bed, girl. I still have half the hall to see to once I’m done with you.” 
 
    Sophie resisted the urge to roll her eyes, doubting Mrs. Brown would approve of that. Walking over to her bed, she obediently slipped under the covers. 
 
    The housemother pulled a length of silky ribbon from the pocket of her jacket. “Place your wrists against the bar of the headboard please.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes went wide. “I beg your pardon?” 
 
    Mrs. Brown snorted. “Oh please girl, it’s not like the Headmistress didn’t share the particulars of what led to you being sent here. A wanton nature such as yours calls for certain precautions to be taken.  Your hands are to be secured every evening before bed to stop you from touching yourself until both myself and the Headmistress are satisfied you can be trusted not to, the same as every other young lady on this floor.” 
 
    Sophie could only sputter, her mouth gaping open like a fish, unable to even think of how she might respond to such an accusation. Mrs. Brown’s eyes narrowed warningly. “Do not make me tell the Headmistress you have been difficult on your first night. Not unless you want to earn a trip to her sitting room for yourself.” 
 
    The threat worked magic and Sophie reluctantly lay her head back onto the pillows and placed her wrists side by side along the lower bar of the headboard. Mrs. Brown tightly secured them there with the silk ribbon before turning down the gas light. She closed the door behind her as she left and Sophie heard the rattle of a key locking it as she was left in sheer darkness. 
 
    She gently tested the bonds at her wrists. They were expertly tied. There would be no getting out of them until Mrs. Brown returned in the morning to release her.  
 
    Sophie pouted. She’d had no intention of touching herself, whatever the housemother’s accusations had been, at least that is what she told herself as she lay there in the darkness. Oh, she had experimented a few times out of curiosity but found she was not particularly good at it. Whatever she tried she never seemed to be able to bring herself over the tantalising crest of pleasure that always seemed to linger just out of reach and every time had ended in nothing but frustration. 
 
    The fact that she physically could not reach down between her legs to play with her nether regions seemed to be sending the exact opposite message to her body, however. Soon those skimpy, lacy bloomers she was wearing were damp and underneath her vagina was tingling so hard it almost felt like an ache. Rubbing her thighs together brought no relief and secured as she was Sophie couldn’t even roll over to rub herself against the mattress. All she could do was lie there in the darkness and try to breathe deeply as she waited for the feelings to go away. 
 
    Her mind went back to Madeline, remembering how the headmistress had towered imposingly above her in the dining hall earlier, her fists resting on her narrow waist as she stared down with a strict look on her face and a wicked gleam in her eyes. The memory somehow only made things worse and soon Sophie’s poor pussy seemed to actually be throbbing.  
 
    Letting out a frustrated huff, Sophie tried to make herself comfortable for what she feared was going to be a long and frustrating night.

  

 
   
    Chapter Three: Surrendering Her Rosebud 
 
    The crack of wooden cane meeting soft flesh accompanied by a muffled squeal of pain rang through the air.  
 
    Madeline raised the thin length of wood and rapidly delivered two more vicious slashes across Dolly’s bottom, which was already decorated with numerous angry, red lines that stood in stark contrast to her fair skin.  
 
    CRACK! CRACK! Another pair of squeals escaped the gag secured tightly over the young woman’s mouth. Snotty sobs followed as she gasped around it for breath, tears leaking out from underneath the blindfold that covered her eyes. It was music to Madeline’s ears.  
 
    The click of her heels against the floor was the only sound that followed as she slowly paced around the bound form of Dolly, letting the tension build over what would be coming next. The young woman was bent over what could have been a padded footstool, if not for the restraints near the bottom of each of the four legs that were firmly secured to her wrists and ankles. Aside from her knee length white stockings and the blindfold and gag she was utterly naked, every inch of her luscious young body exposed for the headmistress to do whatever she wished with. 
 
    For her part Madeline wore a bright red corset. The design was custom and had been made specially for her. It ended midway up her ribcage, holding up her large breasts out from her chest while leaving them completely bare. Red silk stockings encased her long shapely legs and were attached to a silky red garter belt. She wore no panties. She never did. The thought that underneath whatever prim and proper clothing she wore her pussy was completely bare to the world caused her no end of excitement. 
 
    Finding a new angle that pleased her, Madeline raised the cane again and struck once more. This time the blow landed right below Dolly’s perky bum on the soft flesh at the very top of her thighs. A shriek followed that one. Madeline struck again and watched as the young woman’s nicely sized breasts, which dangled loose over the edge of the footstool, jiggled from the impact of the blow. Oh what a lovely sight that was. 
 
    Dolly wiggled her exposed bum back and forth and Madeline smiled in appreciation. “Oh and now you think to evade my cane, dear? It’s quite hopeless. Bound as you are, all you can do is lie there and take your punishment like a good girl. Lie still now, as delightful as the sight of your jiggling cheeks are I would hate for one of my blows to land where I did not intend. You certainly would hate it even worse.” 
 
    Obediently, Dolly stilled. The cane was raised again. 
 
    CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. With precision born from years of practice three blows fell in quick succession across the young woman’s rear, each landing mere inches for where the last did. Dolly let loose a wild shriek and the restraints holding her wrists clanked wildly as her hands struggled to free themselves. Never mind how futile the effort was, her body was acting on instinct. Her poor bottom was now in agonising pain and was crying out for something, anything to soothe it. 
 
    Madeline was an observant woman and recognised the signs that Dolly was at the very limit of the punishment she could take, at least physically. Time to change things up a bit.  
 
    Putting aside her cane, the headmistress soothingly ran her hands over the soft, inflamed skin of Dolly’s bum. Her touch was light and gentle as she caressed both globes, heat radiating off them from the punishment they had just taken. Bending at the waist, Madeline planted a soft, wet kiss on one cheek. Her little pink tongue darted out and licked its way along one of the vivid red lines that criss crossed the young woman’s bottom, then repeated with another and then another still. 
 
    Dolly’s sobs turned to tearful weeps and then became something that sounded very much like moans of pleasure. Kneeling down behind the young woman, Madeline roughly pried apart the cheeks of her bottom to reveal her puckered little bum hole and shaved, bare slit that was positively glistening with her own juices. 
 
    “Why you’re positively soaking, dear,” Madeline leaned forward and slowly licked her way up one of Dolly’s quivering inner thighs, savouring the taste of her juices. It was sweet, much like everything else about the young woman. “And here I was feeling sorry for you. You’re clearly a little pain slut, aren’t you? Don’t bother denying it young lady, the evidence is right here before my very own eyes.” 
 
    Madeline took her time licking her way up Dolly’s thigh towards her pussy, pausing now and then to plant the occasional wet kiss or even gentle bite onto the soft flesh. The young woman was squealing again, but now it was in pleasure and not pain. Her wiggling against the confines of her restraints resumed, impatiently trying to bring her dripping cunt into contact with the wet caresses of the headmistress's skilled tongue and lips. 
 
    SLAP! Madeline brought her hand down in a warning swat on the young woman’s bottom, eliciting a sharp cry of pain. “Be still dear. Your punishment is far from over, I’ve simply changed methods. Perhaps you need a bit more correction with the cane?” 
 
    The threat had its intended effect and Dolly’s wiggling stopped. Her moans became louder and more frantic as Madeline slowly came closer and closer to the apex of her legs. As the headmistress traced her tongue along the soft flesh where her thigh met her pelvis the moans turned to open pleading, muffled by the gag in her mouth. In that moment Madeline felt she had never heard a more beautiful sound. 
 
    Unable to hold off any longer, Madeline finally tasted Dolly’s dripping pussy and lightly licked the tip of her tongue along her dripping slit. She repeated this again and again, lapping away at her cunt like a cat at a particularly delicious bowl of cream. She kept the touch light, only teasingly tracing her way at the entrance to Dolly’s vagina heedless to the increasingly desperate tone of the girl’s gasps and moans. 
 
    Bringing her fingers to the quivering lips of Dolly’s vagina, Madeline pried them apart, opening the young woman’s moist, pink tunnel up before her. She began darting the point of her tongue in and out, again at first only lightly, still teasing the girl with long practised skill. Slowly she began to increase the pace and vigour, until she was thrusting her tongue deep into Dolly’s cunt as her lips latched onto it and sucked away as if the headmistress was devouring a particularly delicious and juicy peach. Oh how delicious it tasted! 
 
    Dolly’s moans and cries of pleasure grew ever louder, clearly enjoying the ministrations of the headmistress’s lips and tongue on her cunt. Madeline was relishing the experience almost as much as Dolly was, drinking in the taste and the smell of the young woman’s virgin pussy and the delightful sound of the muffled squeals of pleasure that were now coming so fast they were almost a continuous moan. Her own vulva was dripping and with one free hand she touched herself, idly playing with her outer labia folds. 
 
    Even as Madeline revelled in the wanton act she was engaging in she remained ever attentive. The moment she felt Dolly’s inner walls begin to involuntarily clench around her thrusting tongue she immediately pulled away. Furious, she reached up and cruelly pinched the girl’s clitoris between her thumb and forefinger. Dolly’s moans turned into a shrill shriek of pain as her cresting orgasm was cut off right in its tracks.  
 
    “You wanton little hussy!” Madeline hissed as she rose to her feet. “Did you think you could sneak that by me unnoticed? What is the first rule I taught you? Proper young ladies don’t cum whenever they feel like it. You get sexual release when I decide you deserve it, just as it will be when your fiance decides once he becomes your husband!” 
 
    Madeline snatched up the cane again. With a loud crack she brought it down between the cleft of the bound woman’s bum, eliciting another shriek of pain as the wood cruelly struck her asshole and the lower part of her slit.  
 
    She struck out with the cane twice more. CRACK! CRACK! “Bad girl! Bad girl!” 
 
    The Headmistress raised it a third time but halted as she looked down at Dolly’s shaking, naked body and heard the sobs and frantic pleas escaping her gagged mouth. “ ‘m ‘orry ‘edmeetress..’leese…’m ‘orry…’m ‘orry.” 
 
    Realising Dolly was at the edge of what she could take again, Madeline immediately put the cane back down and walked around to kneel in front of the sobbing young woman. Gently she lifted up the blindfold, revealing Dolly’s tearful large blue eyes, and then reached around to the back of her neck to undo the gag so it dropped to the floor below. 
 
    Able to speak properly, Dolly wasted no time in sobbing out her apologies. “Thank you Headmistress…please Headmistress I’m sorry…I didn’t mean to be a bad girl…please I just couldn’t control myself…it’s been weeks since you last allowed me to…” 
 
    Madeline hushed the girl, cupping her pretty round face with both hands and leaning in to kiss away the tears from her eyes and the cute, plump cheeks of her face. Between kisses she softly whispered soothingly, “There there dear…you know everything I do is for your own good…I’ll never do anything to you that you can’t handle…you just need to take your punishment like a good girl…there now, stop your crying dear…” 
 
    Dolly’s sobs receded as the headmistress’s attentions calmed her and Madeline planted a soft kiss on her small, cupid shaped mouth. Another one followed, then another and then another after that, each a little harder and more forceful than the last. Her tongue began to probe at the entrance to Dolly’s mouth and the young woman eagerly parted her lips to give access, her own tongue entwining itself with Madeline’s in a lewd dance. 
 
    Reached down with her hands, Madeline cupped Dolly’s dangling breasts and softly palmed her nipples. Though still captured in a passionate kiss with the headmistress, a moan of pleasure escaped her lips only to be transformed into a hiss of pain when Madeline pinched both of her nipples with her fingernails before switching to softly caressing them with her fingertips. This alternating between pleasurable caresses and cruel pinches went on for a few more moments before both women had to separate for air.  
 
    Placing a hand underneath Dolly’s chin, Madeline stood and forced the young woman’s head up so she could meet her gaze. A thin smile graced the headmistress’s face, more predatory than friendly. “Well dear, I think it’s high time we move on to the final part of your punishment don’t you?” 
 
    “Y-yes Headmistress,” Dolly said haltingly, her arousal clashing with her fear over what unknown torment was to come next. She knew that smile and was both scared by it and aroused by it. It always meant the headmistress was about to inflict some new deviant act upon her that was often equally painful and pleasurable. She felt her cunt pulse at the thought. 
 
    Stepping away from the bound woman, Madeline walked over to the hearth. Dolly stared mesmerised at how her body was illuminated so beautifully by the fire burning away in it. “When your fiance was negotiating the terms of your stay here he was quite insistent that your maidenhood remain untouched. I had to reluctantly agree. Men do tend to be so stubborn and touchy about such things. However, he did allow that I could be the first to enjoy one other part of you.” 
 
    Madeline heard the little, nervous hitch of breath from behind her at that statement but the girl wisely remained silent. Reaching for a rectangular box sitting atop the mantle, she opened it and lifted up its contents from the velvet padded interior. 
 
    An outright gasp of shock escaped from Dolly and her eyes went wide as saucers when she saw what Madeline held aloft. It was a leather harness attached to a length of rubber shaped in a replica of a man’s erect penis, complete with a mushroom shaped knob at the tip. As Madeline stepped into the harness and tightened the straps around her hips the bound woman could only stare as the rubber cock jutted out erect from her pelvis, bobbing and jiggling with the movements of her body. 
 
    Satisfied that she was buckled in securely, Madeline walked back towards Dolly and the young woman seemed to find her voice again. “What..what part of me did you agree on, Headmistress?” 
 
    Madeline actually laughed as she halted and stood before Dolly, the tip of the rubber cock hovering just inches from her face. “Why that succulent little bumhole of yours, dear. I’m going to take your anal cherry.” 
 
    She relished the look of fear clashing with desire her words brought on to Dolly’s face, drinking in the sight of her trembling body and frantic little gasps of breath that elicited from her throat. Notably though the young woman didn’t voice a single word of protest and as she stared as if mesmerised at the rubber penis before her, her little pink tongue shot out from her mouth and began licking her lips.  
 
    Madeline smiled at the sight, feeling her own cunt throb in anticipation at what was about to occur. She never had and never would force something like this on any of her charges against their will, and was therefore delighted that it seemed for all her apprehensions Dolly was as eager for the headmistress to deflower her sweet bottom as Madeline was to do the deflowering. Still, she had to be certain. 
 
    The headmistress knelt down, cupping Dolly’s face in her hands. “Do you want this, Dolly dear? Do you want me to violate your innocent bum with my rubber cock? To force it up your untouched little rosebud? Just tell me no and I’ll stop. I swear there will be no consequences if that is your answer.” 
 
    Dolly’s breaths came in frantic little hitches, her eyes unblinkingly locked on Madeline’s as fear warred with wanton lust. Lust seemed to win out. “Yes Headmistress. Do it. I want it. Please.” 
 
    Madeline gave Dolly a quick but passionate kiss then resecured the blindfold over her eyes before standing. 
 
    The click of her heels rang through the sitting room as Madeline walked around behind Dolly, running a reassuring hand down her spine as she did so. Grasping the still glowing red cheeks of her bum with both hands, she spread them open and positioned her rubber penis at the puckered ring before her. As the tip lightly poked against her back entrance, Dolly let out a high pitched whine and instinctively flinched away. 
 
    “Relax dear,” Madeline said softly, running one hand half lovingly, half possessively up and down Dolly’s trembling back. “I won’t lie to you, this will hurt at first but the pain will only be temporary and afterwards I will let you have the orgasm you have been wishing for all evening. You just have to be brave for me, just for the first bit.” 
 
    A poignant moment of silence followed, then Dolly jerkily nodded her head and with a deep breath lay still on top of the footstool she was secured to. Gripping one of the young woman’s hips forcefully with one hand, Madeline wrapped the other around the base of her rubber cock and held it steady against Dolly’s anus as she thrust forward with her hips. This time Dolly did not shy away as the tip began to push against her bumhole. 
 
    Madeline thrust partway inside Dolly and then stilled as she let out another whine of pain. “Don’t try to push me out dear, you’ll only make things worse.” 
 
    “I’m trying Headmistress,” Dolly cried out tearfully, “But it hurts!” 
 
    Madeline shushed her, running her hands up and down Dolly’s trembling back soothingly. “I know, dear. You just lie there and let me do the rest. Just take deep breaths for me like a good girl and try to relax.” 
 
    Gripping Dolly’s hips with both hands, Madeline pulled partway out and then thrust her hips forward penetrating her rubber cock even deeper into the young woman’s bum. She then paused again, giving Dolly time to adjust and when her pained sobs abated she repeated the process yet another time. Finally, her rubber shaft was sheathed inside the young woman’s anal tunnel to the very base and her thighs were pressed flush against the still hot skin of her bum.  
 
    Bending forward, the headmistress moulded herself against Dolly’s back and with one hand brushed aside her blonde curls so she could nuzzle her face into the crook of the bound woman’s neck. Her lips sucked away at her pulse point as she savoured the smell of sweat and salty tears and Dolly’s own natural fragrance that filled her nostrils and the sound of her teary, pained whimpers as she still struggled to adjust to the cock buried in her bum. 
 
    Madeline’s other hand ventured around underneath Dolly’s hips to cup her pussy, fingers running through her damp labia folds. “Why young lady you are positively soaking! Here you had me feeling all sorry for you with your teary little whimpers while clearly you love anal play. I will have to make certain I note it in my final report to your dear fiance. I’m sure he’ll relish taking this juicy bum of yours, even with the knowledge that I had it first!” 
 
    Dolly answered with a sob, this time one of pleasure, and Madeline was uncertain whether it was from the skillful ministrations of her own fingers on Dolly’s vagina or the mental image of what had just been described to her. Sensing that the young woman was ready, Madeline resumed her thrusts in and out of her bumhole with her rubber cock.  
 
    She went slowly at first, wanting to give Dolly plenty of time to adjust, but as her sobs and moans of pleasure grew ever louder the headmistress’s pace quickened. Soon Dolly was struggling against her bonds to try and arch back in time with the thrusts into her bum. The sound of wet skin slapping against wet skin rang throughout the sitting room. 
 
    With each thrust of her hips, the base of the rubber cock pressed against Madeline’s own clitoris and her own pleasure was building fast. There was nothing she enjoyed more than breaking in a sweet young lady’s bottom except for the rare occasions where she was burying her rubber cock into a virgin pussy for the first time.  
 
    As she continued to pound into Dolly, Madeline closed her eyes and imagined. The bound woman below her went from having blonde curls to brown locks and her harnessed cock was now buried to the hilt in her sweet, innocent cunt. She groaned aloud in pleasure at the thought. That was a session in her sitting room she was eagerly looking forward to. 
 
    Her mind went back to her meeting earlier with the Huntington woman in her office, how Sophie had blushed so prettily as she undressed in front of her; embarrassed and intimidated but also clearly turned on even if the innocent young thing didn’t quite yet recognise it. Madeline remembered how the young lady had shuddered at the touch of her hands on her soft skin, so responsive to even the brief caresses Madeline had allowed herself to indulge in. Yes, dear Sophie was a treat she would savour. All she needed to do was engineer a reason to call her to her sitting room for correction. It wouldn’t be hard with that spoilt, defiant streak she clearly possessed. 
 
    “Please Headmistress,” Dolly’s frantic pleading shook Madeline from her thoughts and reminded her of the punishment she was currently in the midst of administering, if it could truly still be called that, “I’m close…I’m so close…please may I cum?” 
 
    “Not yet, dear,” Madeline said firmly. Her own orgasm was fast approaching but still just out of reach and she wasn’t going to let the young woman take her pleasure before she’d had her own. “Hold it for me like the good girl I’ve trained you to be.” 
 
    Dolly was almost babbling with desperation now. “PLEASE! Please…Headmistress…I can’t…I don’t think I can…” 
 
    “You can and you will,” Madeline’s tone became hard and cold, the threat of what would happen if she wasn’t obeyed clear. Her hand ceased its caresses of Dolly’s dripping pussy and settled on her hip with an iron grip, her fingernails digging into her soft flesh as she redoubled the pace of her thrusts. “There dear, perhaps that will help you. If you cum it will be from my cock in your bum and nothing else.” 
 
    Clenching her bound hands into tight little fists, Dolly struggled with everything she had to hold her orgasm at bay. Tears leaked out from under her blindfold, dripping liberally down both her cheeks as she panted in time with each thrust of the headmistress’s cock into her bum. Behind her, Madeline was openly groaning in pleasure as her own orgasm began to crest. 
 
    One more thrust and Madeline felt the delicious pleasure of her climax begin to wash over her and she gasped out. “Good girl. Cum for me now. You have my permission.” 
 
    Dolly needed no urging and within moments was crying out in pleasure as her own climax overtook her. The sight of the cute blonde’s body shaking and wiggling against her bonds only enhanced Madeline’s own pleasure as she ground her cunt against the base of the rubber dildo, riding out every last moment of her orgasm for all that it was worth.  
 
    Spent from the effort, Madeline almost doubled over but steadied herself and pulled her cock out from Dolly’s much abused bottom. The young woman actually groaned a little in protest as it happened, confirming the headmistress’s suspicions that anal play was something she relished. It was a shame the young woman would be leaving the next day, had this discovery come sooner she would have enjoyed exploring it further. 
 
    Untying the harness, Madeline stepped out of it and let it fall to the floor with a dull thud. Momentarily she stepped away to retrieve a robe of coloured Chinese silk that she draped around herself and belted shut before returning to release Dolly from her bonds. The young woman shakily rose to her feet, her body stiff from being bent over in bondage for so much time, and Madeline wrapped an arm across her back to steady her while with her free hand she undid the blindfold covering her eyes. 
 
    The room was dimly lit, but Dolly’s pretty blue eyes still blinked rapidly as they adjusted to the light. Madeline found the sight ever so cute, especially when paired with the rosy blush that adorned the young woman’s tear stained cheeks, and she couldn’t help but lean forward to plant a kiss onto her lips. It was a prim little thing, almost chaste, but Dolly shuddered slightly in response all the same. 
 
    “Oh Headmistress…that was like nothing I have ever experienced…I never imagined -” 
 
    Madeline cut off Dolly’s babbling with a comforting hush. “Quiet now, dear. You have made me proud. Now you must rest.” 
 
    Leading the girl over to a nearby sofa, Madeline reclined upon it and allowed Dolly to curl up beside her with her head nestled in the headmistress’s lap as she gently stroked her hair.  
 
    “That was wonderful, dear. I must say I am almost disappointed that your time with us has come to an end.” 
 
    “Thank you Headmistress,” Dolly said almost sleepily, her eyes closed as she snuggled herself even closer to Madeline.  
 
    Madeline said nothing more. She knew from experience that after an intense session like the one Dolly had just undergone the young woman would need some tender, loving care. She just continued to gently stroke her hair as the young woman slowly drifted off to sleep.

  

 
   
    Chapter Four: Private Lessons 
 
    The first few days at the school went as Sophie had expected them to. Her classes were the usual ones in subjects such as poetry, music, art and dancing, along with others on more practical lines of household management. All were the sort one would expect at any young ladies’ finishing school.  
 
    Sophie diligently attended them and made certain she was on her best behaviour, determined not to give Headmistress Madeline any cause to write disapprovingly to her mother or summon her to her sitting room. She still was uncertain what exactly the latter entailed and when she had asked Kate about the subject the young woman had blushed and simply told Sophie to do her best never to find out, but suspected it was something she would do well to avoid. 
 
    The occasional free period could be spent in her floor’s common room, but other than that there was little free time. After classes ended it was straight to dinner in the dining hall and once that was finished it was a rush back to her bedroom to not be late for Mrs. Brown’s arrival to ‘tuck her in’ for the night. Having her wrists tied securely to the headboard of her bed was still disconcerting, though after the first near sleepless night Sophie had grown more used to it. 
 
    The knowledge this was being done specifically to prevent her from touching herself always brought the thought of doing so to the top of Sophie’s mind as she lay in bed waiting for sleep to come. Her pussy would ache as she futilely rubbed her inner thighs together or even sometimes desperately humped up against her blankets out of frustration. This newfound desire to touch herself was disconcerting but as confused as Sophie was by it she also found herself to be utterly possessed by it, leading to many nights of frustration and little sleep. 
 
    Inevitably when this happened her thoughts always seemed to turn to the headmistress. She would remember Madeline’s eyes looking over her as she had undressed before her in her office and how vulnerable she had felt under that intense stare. She recalled the feeling of Madeline’s hands on her naked skin. The smell of her perfume. It always seemed to make the desperate ache between her legs worse which confused her to no end.  
 
    Thankfully, the headmistress had kept her distance since then. Sophie had only seen her at meal times, though often she would look up to find Madeline staring at her from her seat at the high table. The intense gaze unsettled her for some reason and she would always blush and look away. Whenever she would subtly glance back up at the headmistress afterwards she would see a smug, satisfied smile gracing her features at Sophie’s reaction. 
 
    Sophie was grateful she had not been called upon to serve at dinner since her first evening at the academy. She still blushed whenever she remembered standing before the whole school in nothing but her underthings. Not that the uniform dresses that were provided to her were much of an improvement, she reflected as she sat in her last class of the week. 
 
    Made of white cloth, the bodice did not have a swooping low cut as she had suspected it would but instead went all the way up to her neck. The cut was so tight though that it fit her chest almost like a second skin which in its own way left her feeling just as exposed as if the neckline had plunged down to her cleavage. As if to make up for it, the frilly skirt was so short it did not even reach the tops of her knee high stockings and left the lacey bottoms of her petticoats visible.  
 
    As the teacher continued to drone on and on from the front of the classroom, Sophie found herself rearranging her skirts yet again. No matter how much she fussed or how carefully she sat she felt she was just one clumsy shift of posture away from flashing the entire class. Just the thought made her blush. 
 
    The door opened and Mrs. Brown stepped into the room.The headmistress’s assistant quietly gestured for the teacher to continue her lesson and took a seat in a spare chair by the doorway. A few minutes later class came to an end and as Sophie was rising from her chair Mrs. Brown walked over to her. 
 
    “Miss Huntington, the Headmistress has requested your presence in her office during your free period before dinner.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyebrows shot up nervously. “May I ask why Mrs. Brown? Am I in some kind of trouble?” She couldn’t think of any reason she would be, but the fact Madeline was summoning her to her office, even if it was not her sitting room, worried her. 
 
    Mrs. Brown smiled, but like everything else about her it looked stiff, cold and hardly reassuring. “A guilty conscience, girl? Well lucky for you it’s misplaced this time. As you started late in the semester the Headmistress has kindly decided to offer you some private lessons make certain you don’t fall behind.” 
 
    If anything this left Sophie feeling even more unsettled. Did that mean it would be just herself and Madeline alone the whole time? “May I ask what kind of private lessons Headmistress Madeline has planned?” 
 
    “She did not see fit to share with me,” Mrs. Brown’s smile disappeared and a disapproving look crossed her face. “If I were you I would spend less time dilly-dallying and hop to it. If you are late you may find yourself in trouble after all.” 
 
    Having only been to the headmistress’s office that one time on her first evening at the academy Sophie worried she would have difficulty finding it again. Would she be found at fault if she was late to Madeline’s private lesson due to getting lost? Would that be a grave enough infraction to earn her a visit to Madeline’s sitting room?  
 
    Her fears proved to be unfounded, however, as Sophie managed to find her way to the familiar door to Madeline’s office without getting lost. She knocked lightly on the oak door. Hearing a feminine voice beckon her to enter, Sophie opened the door and walked in. 
 
    Madeline rose from behind her desk as Sophie entered. The headmistress’s blonde hair was tied back in its usual messy bun and she wore her signature dark skirt and white blouse, though today she had paired the latter with a similarly coloured dark jacket. As she walked forwards to greet Sophie, the younger woman also noted that the neckline of her blouse was cut quite low to reveal quite a bit of the cleavage of her tall, large breasts. When she caught herself staring at them as they bounced and swayed with each step the headmistress took Sophie blushed and quickly looked away. 
 
    If the older woman noticed Madeline thankfully gave no sign of it. Grasping Sophie by her forearms, the headmistress swooped down on her and planted her usual exaggerated kiss on both of her cheeks before enveloping her in a tight hug. “Sophie, dear. It’s so lovely to see you again. I do hope your first week has gone smoothly?” 
 
    “It’s been an adjustment at times, Headmistress, but I seem to be finding my footing. I understand you’ll be giving me some private lessons to help me catch up with the semester’s curriculum?” Sophie struggled to keep her voice calm and even, suddenly keenly aware that Madeline’s ample bosom was pressed up against her own. To her confusion it felt strangely good. She gently tried to untangle herself from the headmistress’s embrace and was relieved when she met no resistance, though she felt oddly off once the older woman stepped back. 
 
    Madeline gave a throating laugh. “Oh how ironically prescient your choice of words are. Yes dear, I will be quite literally helping you find your footing today. The focus of today’s lesson will be on proper posture. Now turn around and let me get you ready so we can begin.” 
 
    Apprehension building, Sophie turned to present her back to Madeline. Her worst fears were realised when she felt the headmistress’s nimble fingers begin to go to work on the laces at the back of her dress. “Headmistress Madeline, whatever are you -” 
 
    “Hush dear, I can hardly correct your posture with you all bundled up in this dress and it’s not as if I haven’t seen what’s underneath before now is it? You do have such a beautiful figure so there’s no reason to be so bashful of it.” 
 
    A tingle of pleasure at the headmistress’s words turned almost instantly to confusion as Sophie wondered why she was so pleased by the knowledge Madeline found her beautiful. Anyway, clearly this was just another attempt by her to assert her authority by making Sophie feel embarrassed and humiliated by having her prance almost naked in front of her. Determined not to give her the satisfaction, the younger woman struggled against the urge to blush as first her dress and then her petticoats pooled around her ankles, leaving her standing there in nothing but her underthings.  
 
    Madeline turned Sophie to face towards her varnished oak desk and gave her a quick once over. Her gaze was as intense as ever and Sophie stopped herself from nervously shivering with only the utmost effort.  
 
    The headmistress made a few small adjustments to how the younger woman was standing. Each brief touch of her hands upon Sophie’s body felt like fire. “Hands by your side, dear. That is how you should always stand. Your body is truly beautiful and you should display it proudly.” 
 
    Satisfied, Madeline picked up a heavy, leather bound tomb from where it sat on a side table and carefully placed it atop of Sophie’s head. Next she picked up a thin, wooden cane and gestured from Sophie to her desk at the far side of the room. 
 
    “Walk slowly but with proper posture from here to my desk, then turn and walk back to here. Do not let the book fall from your head as you do so.” 
 
    Sophie made to step forward, but was stopped by Madeline’s hand upon her shoulder. “One last thing, dear. I almost forgot.” 
 
    Madeline stepped behind Sophie and undid the white silk ribbon tying back her brown hair, letting it fall loose down to the small of her back. She gasped in surprise when the ribbon was tied over her eyes in an impromptu blindfold, cutting off her sight.  
 
    The headmistress's voice sounded almost taunting from behind her. “Now that should add a bit of extra challenge to the whole thing. Proceed please.” 
 
    After only a few tentative steps Sophie was already struggling to balance the book perched on top of her head. She realised you didn’t know how much you depended on your eyesight for even the most basic of tasks until suddenly you were forced to go without it. The steady click of the headmistress's shoes on the wooden floor indicated Madeline was keeping pace with her clumsy progress and Sophie could almost feel her presence by her side. It was a distraction she definitely didn’t need. 
 
    When one particularly clumsy step almost sent the book tipping off to one side, Sophie instinctively raised both of arms to try and regain her balance. She heard a swishing sound followed by a sharp crack and barely a second later she registered a thin, fiery slash of pain across her bum as Madeline struck her across it with the cane. 
 
    “Your hands should remain by your side at all times, young lady.”  
 
    Tears stinging in her eyes from behind the blindfold, Sophie instinctively reached behind to rub her hands soothingly along the angry welt already beginning to form on the creamy skin of her bum. A second crack rang through the air as the cane struck her across her knuckles. “I said your hands should remain by your side! Am I not speaking plain English?” 
 
    Yelping from the pain, Sophie tripped and the book fell from her head to the floor with a loud thud. She began bending over to pick it up. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    Another blow struck her across her bum. Madeline’s voice sounded cold as winter when she spoke. “Did I tell you to pick that up, girl? Since you clearly need even the most basic tasks spelt out for you I will do so. Stand. Up. Straight.” 
 
    Sophie instantly did so, fearful of inciting yet another blow from the headmistress’s cane. As she stood rigidly still, stifling the pained gasps that were bubbling up in her throat in response to the lingering hot sting on her bottom, she was suddenly conscious of a very different kind of ache between her legs. Her eyes widened in shock behind the blindfold. Could she somehow be aroused by the rough treatment being melted out to her by Madeline? It made no sense at all but undeniably seemed to be the case. 
 
    Sophie was startled out of her confused thoughts by the headmistress speaking again. “Now that we’ve established the first rule of this lesson, let’s now move on to the next. Every time your poor posture leads to the book dropping from your head I shall administer three strikes of my cane to that saucy little bum of yours.” 
 
    Sophie cringed at her words, hands flying instinctively to cup her bum protectively. “Please Headmistress, no! I’ll do better I swear -” 
 
    Madeline cut her off. “Stop your blubbering girl or it’ll be the gag for you. This is all for your own good, after all. Spare the rod and spoil the child as they say. Perhaps if your soft hearted father had understood that and taken a cane to you when necessary you wouldn’t find yourself here now. Take a deep breath and prepare yourself.” 
 
    Obediently Sophie withdrew her hands to place them beside her sides, leaving her bum exposed and vulnerable. She breathed deeply trying to suppress the unease roiling through her insides. Seconds passed which felt like an eternity, the silence only broken by the sound of Sophie’s heart pounding nervously in her chest. 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!  
 
    Three times in quick succession the cane struck across Sophie’s poor bum. Each of them hurt and she shrieked in pain but also in pleasure as with each blow she felt as if a bolt of lightning was shooting through her pussy. Oh why was that happening? How could such pain inspire such pleasure within her? 
 
    Somehow Sophie kept herself still despite being wracked by both pain and pleasure. She heard a murmur of approval from the headmistress then flinched when she felt something else come into contact with her bottom, thinking it was another incoming blow from the cane. Instead it was Madeline’s soft hand, slightly stroking across the angry welts left by her cane in a soothing fashion.  
 
    Madeline’s light caresses eased the stinging pain of her bum but only made the pleasurable ache in her cunt more intense. Sophie bit down on her lower lip with her teeth, trying not to moan. Somehow she almost would have preferred the pain, that she at least understood. The pleasure the blows of the cane brought along with the feelings inspired by the headmistress’s soft touches confused and frightened her.  
 
    Sophie felt a gust of hot breath against her ear and Madeline’s voice was almost a whisper. “Good girl. You took your punishment like a proper young lady. I’m pleased to see you can learn when properly incentivized. Let’s continue on shall we?” 
 
    The headmistress’s words of praise made Sophie tingle with happiness, which only confused her further. She should be furious at Madeline for what she had subjected her to just now, not eager for her approval.  
 
    The book was placed back on her head and Sophie resumed her clumsy walking. Whenever Madeline took issue with some aspect of her posture or the manner of her steps or the pace of her gate she would strike out with the cane. Blow after blow rained down on her bottom and the backs of her thighs, leaving vivid red marks in their wake that stung horribly.  
 
    Despite her best efforts the book toppled from Sophie’s head with increasing frequency. Each time she could only stand there and wait for Madeline to deliver the requisite three strikes with the cane her failure incurred. Those moments were the worst, the knowledge that the blows were coming almost more distressing than the pain that accompanied them. She soon abandoned all attempts at decorum and openly shrieked and sobbed at each flash of pain that radiated through her poor abused bum, tears leaking out from under her blindfold to roll down both cheeks. 
 
    As her private lesson went on it eventually felt like her entire bottom and the tops of her thighs were one stinging inflamed mess. Heat radiated off of it in contrast to the cool air of the headmistress’s office and was matched only by the fire that was raging between her legs, her vulva so juicy and congested Sophie was surprised the evidence of her arousal wasn’t dripping down her thighs. She had never felt this way before in her young life and never imagined that pleasure like this could be inspired by such intense pain. Did Madeline realise the effect this was all having on her? Surely not. If the headmistress knew she would doubtlessly be furious at what a wanton hussy she was being. 
 
    Finally a blow came that was one to many and with a shriek Sophie bent over in pain and her hands shot back to knead and massage at the plump flesh of her bum cheeks, not caring what further punishment this violation of the rules might bring on. All she could focus on in that moment was the fiery pain scorching across her bottom as it mixed with the pulsing pleasure tormenting her vagina. She didn’t know which was worse and could only tearfully sob through both sensations as they overwhelmed her. 
 
    Still blindfolded, it came as a surprise to Sophie when she felt herself enveloped in the headmistress’s arms, Madeline embracing her and murmuring soothingly into her ear. “Enough for today, dear… it’s alright, let it all out…you have done so well and taken more than I would have thought possible…such a good girl you are…such a strong young lady…there there…” 
 
    Sophie leaned into Madeline’s embrace, the feel of her arms wrapped around her both reassuring and confusing at the same time. The headmistress was the one who had caused her distress to begin with. Why was her presence and praising words now causing it to abate? She should be struggling to escape Madeline’s embrace and get as far away from her as possible but somehow the only place she wanted to be in that moment was precisely where she was. 
 
    When her sobs had abated, Madeline undid the blindfold from Sophie’s eyes and the young woman blinked through the tears blurring her vision as she adjusted to having her sight back. The headmistress produced a handkerchief from somewhere and began drying her face. 
 
    “You are such a good girl, dear…I’m so proud of you, Sophie, really I am…” 
 
    Madeline’s praise flew in one of Sophie’s ears and out the other as her eyes settled on the headmistress’s lips, just inches from her own. She had never noticed them before, how plump and shiny they were, coloured bright red in contrast with the fair skin of her face. Out of nowhere, she felt a sudden mad impulse to lean forward and kiss them. Where had that thought come from? The headmistress was another woman and old enough to be her mother at that. More confused than ever, she found herself leaning forward. 
 
    Madeline turned away at the last second, seemingly totally unaware of what Sophie had been about to do to the younger woman’s sudden relief. What had come over her? Had she really been about to kiss the other woman? She could only be thankful that the usually so perceptive headmistress had not noticed the sudden madness that had come over her. 
 
    Picking up her discarded dress, Madeline held it up and Sophie obediently stepped into it. The feel of the cool fabric of her petticoats on the still hot and stinging skin of her bum was a welcome relief. She stood silently as the headmistress laced up the back of her dress, trying to come to terms with what had happened just now and the strange new feelings and desires it had invoked in her. Part of her longed to speak with Madeline about it, but she did not dare, fearful of the other woman’s reaction. 
 
    “I think that went very well, Sophie, don’t you?” Madeline turned her around once her dress was fully laced up and reached over to tuck a stray lock of brown hair behind her ear. Even that light touch shot straight to her pussy in a bolt of pleasure and Sophie struggled with her whole being to quell the moan it threatened to elicit. “I eagerly look forward to our next private lesson, shall we say the same time and day next week?” 
 
    Sophie could only wordlessly nod, still so very confused and torn over her reaction to Madeline’s words. Part of her indeed was eagerly looking forward to the idea of being alone with the headmistress again, despite the still painful reminder of what had just occurred that she felt on her poor bottom. What on earth was going on with her?

  

 
   
    Chapter Five: A Young Lady’s Frustrations 
 
    That evening when Mrs. Brown had come to “tuck her in”, Sophie had lain on her stomach as her wrists were once again secured to the headboard. Dinner had been an agonising affair that she had fidgeted through, the hard wooden bench she was seated upon tormenting her poor bum. Kate had been seated across from her at the dinner table and noticed her discomfort. The sweet young woman had thankfully not pried into what exactly had occurred during her private lesson with Madeline, Sophie would have been too mortified with embarrassment to go into details. Instead Kate had only reached across the table to take Sophie’s hand in her own and give it a comforting squeeze.  
 
    Sophie was uncertain what time it was, minutes seemed to last hours as she lay in bed softly weeping into her pillows. She was desperate for the escape of sleep but the painful welts across her bottom and thighs kept her wide awake and were aggravated by even the gentle pressure of the soft cloth of her nightgown and blankets causing her to constantly wiggle and shift as she sought to find some vaguely comfortable position.  
 
    Even worse though was the teasing pleasure that continued to torment her. The pain radiated through the inflamed flesh of the plump cheeks of her bum in pulsing waves and each one seemed to be accompanied by a corresponding pulse of pleasure through her vulva like the two were linked. The confusion this brought on only added to her distress. Why was the pain she was feeling so arousing? She must be some kind of deviant. A freak. Surely that was what Madeline would think of her if she knew. For some reason the thought of that unsettled her more than anything. 
 
    For what was the countless time Sophie jerked against the silk ribbon binding her wrists to the headboard as she sought to free her hands, whether to soothingly rub her abused bottom or touch her aching pussy she could not honestly answer in that moment. When the effort proved fruitless she buried her head into the pillow to muffled a frustrated scream.  
 
    She heard the sound of a key turning in the lock of her bedroom door and Sophie looked up as the door opened and light pierced the darkness of the room.  
 
    Madeline stepped through the doorway and shut the door behind her. The headmistress wore a robe of red Japanese silk decorated with golden dragons. It hung open on her body and Sophie blushed as she realised that underneath she wore nothing more than a pair of silk white bloomers and a matching camisole that ended just below her breasts leaving most of her smooth, flat belly exposed. Her blonde hair was freed from its customary bun for the first time that Sophie could recall and it hung loose down her back. 
 
    The headmistress placed the candle she held in one hand on the bedside table, its soft light the sole illumination in the room, followed by a stoppered bottle. “I hope I didn’t wake you Sophie, dear. I couldn’t sleep and decided to check on you.” 
 
    “N-no Headmistress, you didn’t wake me,” Sophie sniffled from where she lay on her stomach. Part of her felt that Madeline should be the last person she should wish to see under the circumstances, but another confused part of her was somehow happy at her presence.  
 
    Madeline reached over and stroked a brown lock away from Sophie’s eyes. “Have you been crying Sophie?” 
 
    The hand cupped her cheek and Sophie involuntarily snuggled into the comforting touch. “N-no Headmistress, I’m f-fine really. I just have had trouble sleeping, is all.” 
 
    A concerned look came across Madeline’s face. “There’s no need to lie, dear. I suspected you would be feeling the aftereffects of our earlier lesson. I may be hard on you when necessary but I’m not heartless. I brought something that should help you.” 
 
    The headmistress pulled down the covers and tugged up the hem of Sophie’s nightgown, exposing the mottled red skin of her bottom. The young woman realised she didn’t feel at all embarrassed, it was not like Madeline hadn’t seen all this before. The cool air actually felt a little soothing on her poor bruised posterior.  
 
    When she felt Madeline begin to tug down her bloomers, however, Sophie blushed and began to protest. “Headmistress, what are -” 
 
    “Hush dear,” Madeline softly but firmly cut her off, “I can hardly apply the lotion I brought for you with these on and it would ruin the material anyway.” 
 
    Sophie couldn’t find any fault with Madeline’s logic and somehow she suspected the headmistress would do what she wished whatever her own objections might be. Telling herself that lying as she was on her stomach it wasn’t as if she was really that much more exposed without the skimpy bloomers she remained silent as Madeline pulled them down her legs and dropped them to one side. 
 
    Madeline poured some of the lotion into her one cupped hand and then rubbed both of her hands together. Her touch was light as she reached over and palmed the mottled globes of Sophie’s bum, but the young woman still hissed in pain from the contact. The headmistress’s hands rubbed over her bottom gently, smearing the lotion across her skin. Whatever it was had a soothing effect and the pain began to recede within moments.  
 
    Pouring more lotion into her hands, Madeline continued to softly massage Sophie’s poor, abused bottom and upper thighs. Sophie had to admit that she was enjoying the touch of the older woman’s skillful fingers almost as much as the relief from the pain the lotion had brought. As Madeline began gently but firmly kneading the soft flesh of Sophie’s bum she had to stifle another hiss, this time one of pleasure. 
 
    Madeline’s hands drifted lower to just above Sophie’s knees and then ever so slowly began working their way back upwards. As her fingertips reached Sophie’s inner thighs the young woman realised she was holding her breath, her beating heart ringing loudly in her ears as she did so. The headmistress’s fingers were edging ever closer to the junction between her legs. Was she going to touch her there? Sophie felt she should protest but in that moment she could concentrate on nothing else but the dull, pulsing ache of her pussy and the light but oh so pleasurable caresses that were drawing ever closer. 
 
    Just as those skilled fingers reached where Sophie’s thighs met her pelvis they drew away and one hand reached up to lightly cup the cheek of her bum. Sophie couldn’t help herself as a little whine of protest escaped her throat.  
 
    Madeline instantly turned to face Sophie, now cupping the side of her face with the other hand. “Is everything alright, dear? I didn’t hurt you did I? That was the last thing I wanted.” 
 
    Sophie couldn’t speak, her throat was suddenly so dry. She stared at Madeline’s face, normally so stern but now etched with concern. All she could do was wordlessly shake her head. 
 
    Madeline’s lips turned up in a warm smile and she leaned forward. For one wild instant Sophie thought she was going to kiss her and even worse she realised that she desperately wanted her to. Instead the headmistress softly touched her lips to Sophie’s forehead before standing. She carefully lowered the hem of Sophie’s nightgown before pulling her blankets back up over her. 
 
    “Sleep well, dear,” The headmistress said and then moments later the door to Sophie’s bedroom closed with a click leaving her in darkness again. 
 
    Sleep was the furthest thing from Sophie’s mind. The pain that had tormented her before had all but disappeared only to be replaced with a torturous burning desire between her legs. She tugged at the silk ties securing her wrists with everything she had, desperate to free herself and plunge her fingers into the wet folds of her labia. She had never wanted anything more in her entire life. The skillfully tied knots refused to come undone, however, no matter how frantically she struggled against them. 
 
    Almost mad with desperation, Sophie rocked her hips against the mattress of her bed and rubbed the lips of her slit against the sheets. The feeling of the cool, silky fabric against her bare vulva felt good and she groaned aloud in pleasure at the sensation. As she ground her pussy into her mattress the pleasure built but the awkward contact somehow just wasn’t enough. The crest built and built, teasing her with the promise of what could be, but nothing she did seemed to be able to tip it over. Tears of frustration began leaking from her eyes as she rocked her hips ever more frantically in chase of an orgasm that continued to remain out of reach. 
 
    On the other side of the bedroom door, Madeline leaned up against the wood with her ear pressed to it, drinking in the delicious sounds coming from the other side. One hand held Sophie’s soiled bloomers, which she had skillfully slipped into the pocket of her silk robe unbeknownst to the girl. She pressed them up against her nostrils and breathed deeply, inhaling the pungent aroma. Her other hand was inside her own silky bloomers, fingers buried into her cunt. 
 
    Madeline’s fingers glided through her moist folds as she listened to the frustrated moans coming from Sophie in the next room. As their pace quickened Madeline grew momentarily concerned, wondering if she would need to step back inside and intervene. She wanted Sophie kept in a state of arousal but denied release, so when she finally made her move the young woman would be ripe for the taking. Experience had taught her that was always the best way. 
 
    The headmistress relaxed as she heard the tone of Sophie’s tearful moans remained frustrated and increasingly desperate. The girl’s efforts were only adding to her arousal but clearly lacked what was necessary to tip her over the edge into climax. Reassured, she refocused her attention to her own ministrations, thrusting a pair of fingers in and out of her cunt as her thumb massaged at her clitoris. Sophie’s bloomers were pressed up against her face and Madeline ran her tongue along their gusset, allowing herself to taste the embedded juices.  
 
    The moans on the other side of the door grew ever more frantic and began to be joined by the occasional frustrated sob. As she felt her own pleasure building Madeline was so tempted to step back inside and take the young women right then and there. She resisted however. Sophie wasn’t quite ready yet, she sensed that, and she wouldn’t ruin what promised to be a positively exquisite experience of properly breaking her in for an impulsive tryst in her bedroom.  
 
    Madeline let her imagination run wild, picturing what would come when she finally summoned Sophie to her sitting room to be deflowered. In her mind’s eye she saw the young woman bent over her knee, skirts and petticoats flipped up to expose that luscious bum of hers to the proper spanking it had been made for. Sophie secured to an X frame, her bare breasts and nipples being flogged without mercy. Sophie lying underneath her, hands bound and eyes wide, as Madeline lined up her rubber cock at the entrance to her vagina. 
 
    From behind the door came one final exhausted shriek. It was enough to tip Madeline over the edge and her whole body shuddered as her orgasm crashed over her. Relaxing against the wood, she took a few deep breaths to steady herself.  
 
    Faintly through the door she could just make out the sound of Sophie softly sobbing. Again Madeline was tempted to step back into the young woman’s bedroom, this time not to seduce her but simply to take her into her arms and comfort her. As she had said to Sophie earlier, she was hard but not heartless. She had guided countless young women as they discovered their true selves under her tutelage, but something about Sophie was truly bewitching. Part of her wanted nothing more than to hold the young woman close and tell her everything would be all right. 
 
    Again Madeline resisted the temptation. Soon, she promised as she walked away. Soon she would see both of them finally got what they needed.

  

 
   
    Chapter Six: A Stepmother’s Love 
 
    When Sophie saw Mrs. Brown once again enter the classroom and silently take a seat by the door she did the best she could to ignore how her heart immediately leapt in her throat. It had been a few weeks now since her first private lesson with Madeline in her office and despite her best efforts to put the whole incident out of her mind the events that had taken place, and even more specifically the ones that had followed afterwards in her bedroom, had continued to come to the fore.  
 
    Sophie had tried her best not to think of what had occurred, doing so only left her confused. She should regard what had happened as a nightmare and the headmistress as a devil for what had gone on. Yet she found herself remembering the blows of Madeline’s cane and especially the caress of her fingers with almost longing. How could she have enjoyed being beaten like a naughty child the way that she had? How could she be feeling such strong attraction to another woman? She should be relieved the headmistress had not summoned her for another private lesson at her hands since then, instead she felt only frustrated disappointment. 
 
    Since she had departed Sophie’s bedroom after their confusing and frustrating nighttime encounter the only times she had seen Madeline had been during meal times in the school’s dining hall. She had caught the headmistress observing her again and again, especially on the occasions Sophie had been called on to serve her fellow students during dinner. Whenever she realised this Sophie’s whole body felt tingly. More than once she had even caught herself posing, bending forward as she served dishes to better present her bottom or jutting her chest out to make her breasts more visible, as she wondered if it was just possible that Madeline might be watching her because she found her attractive to look at. 
 
    Whenever she realised what she was doing Sophie would furiously quash such thoughts. The headmistress was just keeping a close eye on her as she had promised her mother she would. Whatever unnatural attraction she seemed to have developed towards Madeline could not possibly be reciprocated and if the headmistress ever discovered the wanton thoughts that were running through Sophie’s mind she could only imagine the punishment they would invoke. She would almost certainly earn herself a visit to the headmistress’s infamous sitting room or, even worse, be sent home in disgrace to face the wrath of her mother. 
 
    As the teacher dismissed the class, Sophie rose and as expected saw Mrs. Brown beckon her over. 
 
    “Miss Huntington, the Headmistress has requested your presence in her office for your free period before dinner.” 
 
    Apprehension mixed with anticipation warred within the young woman at hearing this. Despite her throat being suddenly dry Sophie made herself speak. “Am I to be given another private lesson?” 
 
    Mrs. Brown actually smirked slightly, clearly noticing something in Sophie’s tone or demeanour. “Not as such. Headmistress Madeline is entertaining a guest and needs someone to serve tea. She specifically requested you - and you also Miss Beaumont.”  
 
    The young, dark haired woman stopped in her tracks as Mrs. Brown addressed her. “Of course Mrs. Brown. May…may I ask who the Headmistress’s guest is?” 
 
    Mrs. Brown arched an eyebrow. “You’ll both find out soon enough. Your expected attire will be the same as when you serve at dinner time, so I suggest you both hop to it and hurry back to your rooms to change out of your dresses. If her tea grows cold while waiting for you I somehow doubt the Headmistress will be pleased.” 
 
    Sophie and Kate both curtsied and hurried out of the classroom. 
 
    “Has this ever happened before?” Sophie asked as the pair both nearly ran towards Eloise Hall. 
 
    “Once or twice,” Kate answered, “Usually it's just the parents or fiance of some prospective new student wanting to have a look at the academy and learn a bit more of the headmistress’s methods.” 
 
    Something about her tone struck Sophie as troubled. “Is everything alright?” 
 
    “It’s nothing…just the last letter I received from my stepmother said something about…oh it’s probably nothing.” 
 
    Sophie didn’t pry further and once they reached Eloise Hall the two young women parted as both went to their rooms.  
 
    Unlacing her dress as quickly as she could, Sophie hung it in the closet. Despite the warning not to be late she took a few minutes before her small vanity mirror to fix her hair, retying the length of white silk ribbon that held it back from her face. She was not doing this because she wanted to look her best in front of Madeline. She just wanted to look presentable. Afterall, if she showed up dishevelled the headmistress would likely scold her about how a proper young lady should always look her best or something to that effect. 
 
    Making her way along the now familiar path to the headmistress’s office Sophie found Kate had beaten her there and was knocking on the door as she arrived, slightly out of breath from having hurried. The familiar voice of Madeline welcomed them and the two entered. 
 
    Madeline was seated on one of the sofas in the sitting area to one side of her office. Seated on another sofa across from the headmistress was an elegant looking woman in a velvet green dress.  
 
    Beside her, Sophie felt Kate stiffen. “Josephine,” The name was whispered so softly that Sophie almost didn’t hear it. 
 
    “Who?” Sophie whispered back but before Kate had a chance to respond the headmistress beckoned them over. 
 
    “Ah, Sophie and Kate. Please come and serve the tea before it gets cold. Kate, I was just informing your dear stepmother here of the progress you’ve made with us in your time at the academy. She really was most eager to hear how you’ve been.” 
 
    So this was Kate’s stepmother. The woman rose at their approach and greeted Kate with a quick but tight hug accompanied by a quick kiss to her forehead. 
 
    “Ma cherie, I did say in my last letter that I would be seeing you soon, no? It is so good to see you. I have missed you so terribly.” 
 
    Sophie looked on in fascination. From her accent and naturally golden tanned complexion it seemed Josephine hailed originally from the south of France and she looked to be in her late twenties. She was near in height to Kate and shared similar shining black hair that she wore tied back in a long, Dutch braid that fell down her back almost to her waist. The resemblance ended there. While Kate had a cute, round face, Josephine’s was an angular one that could only be described as elegant looking. Where Kate was slight and willowy, Josephine was curvy with wide hips and a generously sized bust. 
 
    Whatever her reasons for sending Kate to the academy, Josephine seemed to bear no animosity towards her. Her smile was warm as she tenderly tucked a loose strand of Kate’s black hair behind her ear. Kate for her part did not exactly seem apprehensive to be in Josephine’s presence, but she did look unsettled as her eyes darted up to meet her stepmother’s before nervously looking down to the floor. 
 
    “Please do sit back down, Viscountess Beaumont. I’m sure you are as delighted to see Kate again as she is to see you but I did call both girls here to serve us tea.” 
 
    With one final smile, Josephine withdrew from her embrace of Kate and returned to her seat on the sofa opposite Madeline. Kate seemed to come back from whatever unsettled state she had been in and picked up a porcelain teapot from the tray sitting on one of the side tables and stepped forward to fill the headmistress’s cup. Sophie took up a small plate of cucumber sandwiches and offered them to Josephine. The Frenchwoman took one and daintily nibbled off the end of it. 
 
    Madeline and Josephine chatted amicably over tea and sandwiches for some time, waited on attentively by the two young women. The conversation was mostly focused on the latest ongoings in London, apparently Josephine much preferred to spend her time at the Beaumont’s house there than at the family’s country estate. Such gossip had never held much interest to Sophie so she largely ignored it in favour of watching Kate. 
 
    The dark haired woman seemed almost mesmerised by Josephine’s presence, staring at her unblinkingly. Whenever her stepmother briefly gazed in her direction though Kate’s eyes would immediately look away and a blush would cover her pretty, round cheeks. Sophie found the behaviour strangely familiar but couldn’t quite understand why. 
 
    When realisation hit her it was with a jolt as if she had been struck by proverbial lightning. Kate’s behaviour towards Josephine was almost exactly the same as her own was towards Madeline. The entranced stares, the nervous blushes, it was just as she had found herself behaving around the headmistress. Did Kate harbour feelings towards Josephine? Was that why she had been sent to the academy? If that was the case it hardly seemed that Kate had made much progress, Madeline’s boasts to the contrary. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Fullerton’s ball was simply the height of this year’s Season,” Josephine continued to go on. She raised her tea cup for a refill and Kate obediently stepped forward to do so. 
 
    “It sounds to have been simply fabulous. I must say it was quite the shame both of my dear charges here missed it. Though in Kate’s case as I said earlier she has been making such progress that perhaps something can be done about that. As much as it pains me when any of my young ladies’ time here draws to an end she has been doing so well of late that she may very well be ready to return home.” 
 
    Kate visibly stiffened at these words while a glowing smile came across Josephine’s face. “Oh, that is such wonderful news! I have missed Kate so. The house has felt so terribly empty without her. Are you not happy also at the thought ma choupette?” 
 
    Josephine reached up with one hand to cup one cheek of Kate’s perky bottom as she spoke and the young woman, who up till this point had been staring so blankly at the tea cup she had been filling that Sophie wondered if she had even registered the question, almost jumped at the touch. Half a flinch but also half a shudder, a reaction Sophie recognised all too well in herself whenever Madeline touched her however fleetingly, Kate jerked the teapot in her hands and accidentally poured hot tea over the dainty fingers of her stepmother.  
 
    The older woman dropped the cup with a cry, tea spilling from it all over the carpeted floor, and clutched her scalded hand to her face. Kate immediately knelt to retrieve the dropped tea cup, her babbling stream of apologies cut off as Madeline hissed furiously and rose from her seat on the sofa. 
 
    “I sincerely apologise for this Viscountess Beaumont,” The headmistress fixed her gaze upon Kate, still kneeling on the floor clutching the teacup. “As for you, young lady, I am most disappointed in you. Perhaps I was overestimating how far you’ve come in your time here? At the very least I think you’ll be visiting my sitting room tonight.” 
 
    Kate stiffened at these words but when Josephine rose from her own seat and gently placed a hand on her shoulder she seemed to involuntarily relax and looked up at her stepmother who was smiling down at her comfortingly. 
 
    “That may be unnecessary, Madam Headmistress. It was a simple mistake with no lasting harm done and after all,” Josephine’s smile now took a wicked turn, “Were you not saying earlier that I must be prepared to take certain measures should Kate’s behaviour show signs of relapsing once home? Is this not the perfect opportunity for me to practise under your expert eye?” 
 
    Kate gasped at this but the headmistress nodded in approval, a wicked smile of her own appearing on her face. “Now that you say so I think that is an excellent idea. Sophie dear, put that silly tray down and come sit next to me on the sofa. I have been neglecting your private lessons of late wanting you to have adequate time to recover from our first. I think you having the opportunity to properly observe will be quite the learning experience for you.” 
 
    Part of Sophie wanted nothing more than to run from the headmistress’s office as fast as she could yet somehow her feet, almost as if acting of their own volition, led her over to the sofa Madeline was perched upon and she gingerly sat down on the plush cushions next to her.  
 
    Madeline immediately looped one of her arms behind Sophie’s back and rested her hand upon the bare strip of skin between the bottom of her camisole and the lacey hem of her panties. Her other hand came to rest just above Sophie’s knee. She stifled a gasp as her entire body seemed to tingle at the contact.  
 
    She felt a gust of hot breath in her ear. “Now just relax dear and pay close attention. Miss Beaumont,” Madeline turned her piercing gaze upon Kate, “Lean forward and grasp both arms of that armchair. I don’t think I need to tell you the position to assume?” 
 
    Her slender form trembling slightly, Kate obediently stood and bent forward against the armchair. She arched her back as she did so and as a result her small but perky bum jutted out with both creamy globes on full display. The tingling feeling that had overcome Sophie only intensified as she realised she was staring at her friend’s bottom. 
 
    Josephine stepped forward and cupped one of Kate’s perky cheeks, which elicited a hitch of breath from the young woman as her stepmother lightly rubbed her hand over her pale skin. Then suddenly she raised her hand and brought it down with a slap that rang throughout the entire room.  
 
    “Too soft, Viscountess Beaumont,” Madeline said disapprovingly. “Your dear stepdaughter isn’t porcelain that will shatter on impact. I can attest to her resilience. Once again but harder.” 
 
    SLAP! Josephine brought the palm of her hand down on Kate’s bottom again with greater force than before and a pained gasp came from the young woman. When her stepmother raised her hand again there was the red hand imprint beginning to visibly form on her left cheek. 
 
    SLAP! Josephine struck the other cheek this time, even harder than before, and Kate gasped yet again. There was an intense look in Josephine’s eyes as she paused to briefly caress the cheeks of her stepdaughter’s bum, rubbing the reddening skin in a comforting fashion. 
 
    “I take no joy in this ma poupette. If I am strict with you it is because it is for your own good. Now, be a good girl for me and take what is to come and perhaps I shall have a reward for you afterwards?” 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! Three times Josephine brought her hand down on Kate’s poor behind. The sound of her hand striking soft flesh filled the room along with the young woman’s ever louder accompanying gasps.  
 
    “Vary the target of your blows more Viscountess,” Madeline directed, “The flesh grows numb if struck repeatedly which lessens the effect. A young woman’s entire bottom should be glowing red at the end of a spanking if it has been administered properly.” 
 
    Obediently, Josephine began to vary her strikes as she rained blow after blow down on Kate’s bum in the increasingly harsh spanking. Sometimes she alternated her blows, striking first one cheek and then the other. Sometimes she struck the same side three or four times in succession. Soon Kate’s entire rear was an angry red. Hr pained gasps grew louder and louder and eventually turned into tearful sobs, her slender frame trembling as the knuckles of her hands turned white from the intensity of their grip on the arms of the chair. 
 
    Sophie knew she should be disgusted by the display before her and outraged at the punishment being inflicted on her friend, yet somehow she found herself aroused by the sight. Her skin felt hot, almost feverish, and her own breathing was coming in increasingly uneven pants.  
 
    This was only made worse by how keenly aware Sophie was of Madeline’s close proximity to her. The older woman still held her in a half embrace, one hand continuing to rest against the strip of exposed skin on her abdomen with one stray finger actually idly playing with her bellybutton. Her other hand had slowly migrated from its original position on Sophie’s knee and now rested midthigh, fingertips tracing light and teasing caresses against her bare skin.  
 
    As light as these innocent touches were, they only heighten Sophie’s arousal further till the young woman’s pussy was aching and she almost felt light headed. Her mind kept imagining how it would feel if Madeline only let her fingers wander just a little further upwards and finally touched her sopping wet cunt.  
 
    Josephine seemed to be growing similarly aroused by the punishment she was administering to her stepdaughter. Her cheeks were flushed and throaty pants were escaping her parted lips as she stared down at the quivering form of Kate with an hungry and unblinking stare. Raising her hand once again, Josephine changed tactics and this time delivered an underhanded smack between the young woman’s legs. Kate actually shrieked and her knees buckled as she almost collapsed. 
 
    This seemed to satisfy Josephine and the older woman ran a hand soothingly down Kate’s trembling back as the young woman sobbed. “There there ma poupette, it is over now.” 
 
    Grasping Kate gently but firmly by both of her shoulders, Josephine stood her up. One arm darted behind both of Kate’s, pulling them back and holding them securely. The other brushed away Kate’s long, black hair away from her face and then began wiping away the tears from her cheeks, pressing soft kisses onto her jawline as she did so. “Don’t cry ma chouchoute…you took your punishment so well like the good girl I know you are and you have pleased me so…there there…I think you perhaps have earned yourself a reward…” 
 
    Josephine’s free hand left Kate’s face and Sophie watched mesmerised as it slid down the slender woman’ front, between her small breasts and over her quivering stomach before openly cupping her between her legs. A moan escaped Kate’s lips, this time one of pleasure rather than pain, and Josephine lightly traced one finger up across the white, silky fabric of her stepdaughter’s bloomers. 
 
    “How wet you are ma cherie…are you this way from having your cute little bum spanked just now…or is it finally being back in my presence that has you this way…” 
 
    Kate dropped her head back to rest upon Josephine’s shoulder and moaned even louder. As her finger continued to lightly stroke up and down the front of Kate’s panties her stepmother began planting soft kisses along her neck, still murmuring softly as she did so. 
 
    “So responsive you are…but then you always have been to my touch ma poupette…do you remember that first time, the night of your father’s funeral…how you crawled into my bed, so sad and alone…how I touched you as I am touching you just now…how you clung to me so tightly and begged me not to stop…” 
 
    “Yes…” Kate panted between moans, “Yes…please…more, please I need more…don’t stop please…” 
 
    Josephine’s lips thinned and her hand drifted away from the centre of Kate’s bloomers. Her fingers divided and lightly traced up and down the sides of the cotton triangle covering Kate’s slit, just barely avoiding touching her where she clearly was desperate to be touched. “That was not what you said the next morning though, was it…it was all a mistake you said…it was wrong, you said…” 
 
    Kate’s moans turned to frustrated groans. “I’m sorry…please…how I felt…I was so confused…please…” 
 
    “Not that it stopped you from returning again the next night…and another after that…and after that…and always the next day still you said it was a mistake…ma cherie, for all the love I have for you truly you hurt me so…” 
 
    The young woman’s whole body was trembling and she might have fallen over had it not been for Josephine’s firm grip on her arms. Kate wiggled her pelvis as she desperately tried to bring her pussy into contact with her stepmother’s teasing fingers, but Josephine deftly avoided this and continued to lightly stroke away just at the very edges of it.  
 
    “I’m sorry…I didn’t mean it…please…I’m so sorry…please…please touch me…” 
 
    Sophie was entranced by the lewd sight before her, unable to look away as the nearly naked Kate continued to writhe and moan at the hands of her still fully dressed stepmother. Her heart was thumping in her chest, the sound ringing in her ears, as she imagined herself standing there as Madeline held her tight and touched her so intimately.  
 
    She was still conscious of the touch of the headmistress’s hands, one now lightly sliding along the lacey hem at the top of her bloomers as the other stroked right up against where her thigh met her pelvis. Was she teasing her deliberately? No, Sophie didn’t dare let herself think that. Surely Madeline couldn’t be aware of the attraction she felt for her? But why then hadn’t she called a stop to what was occurring right in front of her? Kate clearly had not been sent to the academy because of her attraction to Josephine but instead for how she had resisted those feelings. It was all so confusing. 
 
    Josephine took her hands from Kate and sat back down on the sofa. “Your words are so pretty, ma cherie. Let us see perhaps if you are willing to back them up with action. Kneel.” 
 
    Wordlessly, Kate got down on her knees before Josephine. The older woman bent forward and took the hem of her skirts in her hands and began pulling them up, velvet dress and frilly petticoats rising up to reveal a shapely pair of legs encased in stockings. When Josephine’s skirts were pulled up to her waist Sophie gasped aloud when she saw that aside from her garter belt the woman’s sex was completely bare aside from a neatly trimmed triangle of black hair. 
 
    “No bloomers I see, Viscountess,” Madeline remarked. 
 
    “Oui, after you told me how much you enjoyed going without, I decided to try for myself. The feeling is as delightful as you described.” 
 
    Sophie’s eyes immediately shot down to Madeline’s lap as the words registered. Did that mean the headmistress also wasn’t wearing bloomers either? The thought that her bare vagina was covered only by the thin material of her skirt and petticoats filled Sophie’s mind.  
 
    Tearing her eyes away lest Madeline notice her staring, Sophie watched as from her kneeling position Kate bent forward between her stepmother’s legs. Her eyes went wide as Kate’s pretty pink tongue darted out and began licking at Josephine’s vagina, lapping up and down her slit. Despite being a virgin Sophie wasn’t entirely naive of what men and women did within the privacy of the bedroom and the various ways they could pleasure one another. Still the thought of a woman putting her mouth upon another one in such an intimate way had never crossed her mind.  
 
    Josephine clearly was enjoying Kate’s ministrations as she now moaned in pleasure. “Ah yes, just like that ma choucoute…oh…how I have missed having you between my legs like this…oui oui do not stop…” 
 
    Kate seemed to need no urging as she began to pleasure Josephine with her lips as well as her tongue, sucking away at the woman’s vulva like it was a particularly juicy and delicious peach. The slurping sounds mixed with Josephine increasingly louder moans of delight to fill Sophie’s ears along with the thudding sound of her own heartbeat.  
 
    Sophie’s breath was coming in rapid pants as she subconsciously licked her lips, imagining for a second she herself was kneeling before Madeline and pleasuring her in the same fashion. What would the headmistress taste like? What would it feel like to have Madeline’s mouth and tongue touch Sophie’s own pussy?  
 
    Her hands gripping Kate by her hair to grind her stepdaughter’s face against her cunt, Josephine’s head was tilted back against the cushions of the sofa as she babbled in French. “Oui oui ma douce…lecher la chatte de maman…oui….je suis si proche…” 
 
    Suddenly, Josephine’s entire body shuddered and her thighs gripped Kate’s head like a vice. Kate continued to eagerly suck away at Josephine’s pussy as her stepmother writhed and cried out in delight as her orgasm rode through her before she limply lay back against the cushions for a moment.  
 
    For a few moments Josephine was still then she leaned forward and took Kate’s face between her two hands, planting an almost chaste kiss upon her lips. Another one followed, more passionate than the first, and then with an almost feral growl Josephine scooped up her stepdaughter onto her lap. With a look of determined intensity on her face one hand slipped under Kate’s camisole to fondle her breast while the other dove into her bloomers and began rubbing at her slit. 
 
    Within moments Kate was moaning with just as much passion as Josephine previously had been. Her eyes darted to Madeline. “Please…please Headmistress…I’m so close…please may I…” 
 
    “You are asking the wrong person, dear,” Madeline cooly replied, “I believe it is your dear stepmother whose permission is needed.” 
 
    Kate turned back to face Josephine, a look of frantic desperation in her eyes. “Please…please Josephine may I cum…” 
 
    Being addressed by her name seemed to displease Josephine for some reason and Kate groaned in frustration as the pace of her caresses noticeably slowed. “Ask me properly ma poupette. You know what I wish to hear.” 
 
    For a few poignant moments Kate was silent, her plump bottom lip caught between her teeth as some internal battle raged within her. Josephine continued to teasingly caress her, just enough to keep her right at the edge but not enough to tip her over it. 
 
    Then as her face blushed bright red Kate practically howled, “Please mama…I wanna cum mama…please mama can I cum?” 
 
    At Kate’s words a positively jubilant smile lit up on Josephine’s face. “Yes my love, you may have your treat,” She said as her caresses resumed their previous tempo. Soon Kate was again moaning aloud with pleasure. Her entire body began to shudder and a scream escaped her lips only to be stifled by Josephine as her own met Kate’s in a passionate kiss.  
 
    When it was over Kate melted against Josephine, resting her head against her stepmother’s shoulder. Josephine wrapped her arms around Kate in a tight embrace, one arm cradling her waist while the other softly stroked her long black hair. “Ah ma poupette, I cannot tell you how happy it makes me to see you finally accept me as your stepmother. Your father would be so happy were he here to see this, it always was his wish that we would be close. Are you ready to come home so we can be a family together?” 
 
    There was a moment of silence and then Kate softly replied, “Yes mama.” 
 
    Josephine’s smile became even more radiant. Gently nudging Kate to her feet, she rose from the sofa. “I think your first instincts were right, Madam Headmistress. My darling Kate is more than ready to return home and it is high time she did so.” 
 
    Madeline smiled coyly. “I am delighted to hear that, Viscountess Beaumont. The two of you can depart first thing in the morning. Till then I can offer you one of our guestrooms.” 
 
    Josephine nodded courteously. “I thank you. I will take dinner there. Would it be too much to ask that Kate be allowed to join me and she be dismissed from any further obligations for the day? I have missed her so, being separated from her all this time, and would relish the opportunity to catch up.” 
 
    A wicked chuckle came from Madeline, “But of course. You will find the guestroom well stocked with various…equipment, in case you wish to continue practising your technique with her while there.” 
 
    A look of apprehension briefly crossed Kate’s face at Madeline’s words, but it vanished almost instantly as Josephine reached her arm across her back to settle one hand on the cheek of her bottom. She practically melted against Josephine as the older woman led her from the room. The door closed behind the couple with a loud thump. 
 
    Sophie was instantly conscious of the fact she was very much alone with Madeline and very much aware that the older woman was still practically embracing her on the sofa. She felt the woman shift beside her and could almost feel her eyes studying her. It gave her entire body a now quite familiar tingly sensation. Her composure already hanging by a thread, Sophie took a deep, slow breath and tried to calm herself. 
 
    The hand on her thigh disappeared as Madeline reached up to brush a stray lock of Sophie’s hair behind her ear. The brief feel of Madeline’s finger stroking along the top of her ear almost elicited a groan. “So, Sophie dear, what did you think of our little demonstration just now?” 
 
    Sophie had been expecting the question but had no idea what it was the headmistress wanted to hear from her. Did she suspect the strange attraction that Sophie harboured for her and had this entire thing been a ruse to trick her into confessing? But if she lied and said the whole thing unnatural and disgusting wouldn’t that put her at odds with Madeline given the entire thing had happened at her instigation and at least her tacit approval? There seemed to be no right answer. 
 
    “Cat got your tongue, dear? Well let’s rephrase the question. How did it make you feel? Did it perhaps excite you?” 
 
    “No! Not in the slightest Headmistress.” The lie flew from Sophie’s lips instinctively before she could even think. 
 
    A dry chuckle answered. “Well, why do I have my doubts about that?” 
 
    The hand still lying on her midriff lightly tapped Sophie on her pelvis, just above the hem of her bloomers. Looking down her heart leapt in her chest in panic. The gusset of her underwear bore a dark wet spot, oh so very visible against the white cotton fabric. It was clear proof that contrary to the lie she had just told Sophie had very much been aroused by the scene that had just played out before her. 
 
    As a mortified blush enveloped her face, Sophie opened her mouth but no words came out. Madeline said nothing either but reached down with her other hand and ran two fingers along the damp spot. The touch was light and brief but Sophie shuddered as if struck by lightning as pleasure shot through her entire body and she gasped aloud. 
 
    Entranced, Sophie watched as Madeline raised the pair of fingers to her face and took a long, deep sniff. Then the headmistress opened her plump, shiny red lips and sucked on the fingers. Sophie’s heart pounded in her chest as she watched, unable to look away. The simple act somehow seemed almost more erotic than everything that had just transpired mere minutes ago. 
 
    With a wet pop Madeline withdrew the fingers from her mouth. For a second she said nothing, only staring at Sophie with an unreadable expression. Then a thin smile crossed her face.  
 
    “Do you know what that tasted like dear? That tasted like the sweet little liar that you are,” The headmistress gave a disapproving tisk. “Do proper young ladies lie?” 
 
    Sophie shook her head, unable to speak. 
 
    “No, proper young ladies don’t lie. Only bad girls do. I think someone has finally earned herself a visit to my sitting room. I’ll see you back here promptly after supper.” 
 
    Madeline’s smile suddenly took on a wicked edge and she leaned forward and whispered, “I think I may take the opportunity to rectify that virginity of yours.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven: The Headmistress’s Sitting Room 
 
    Normally Sophie had no trouble clearing her plate at supper, scant as the portions always were. That evening though she picked at her food, hardly touching it. It was likely for the best, her insides twisted as if a snake had taken up residence in them so she doubted she would have been able to keep anything down anyway even if she had found the appetite to eat. 
 
    As the other young women chatted and gossiped around her, Sophie simply sat there obliviously, caught up in her own thoughts as the events of earlier that day played through her mind for what felt like the thousandth time. How excited she had felt watching Kate be first punished and then pleasured by her stepmother. How she had found herself imagining herself undergoing the same experience only at the hands of Madeline. The intensity of the pleasure she had experienced from the ever so slight caress of the older woman’s hands on her body. Even the memory of it sent her entire body tingling and her pussy aching. 
 
    Even more tormentful than any recollections of the past were her thoughts on the very immediate future, specifically her upcoming visit to the headmistress’s sitting room. The one place every young woman at the school feared being summoned and exactly where she was headed.  
 
    Sophie dearly wished Kate was here so she could ask her what to expect. Sadly her friend was absent, obviously still bundled up in a guestroom with Josephine…doing more of what had occurred in the headmistress’s office? Was that what awaited her in Madeline’s sitting room? 
 
    The thought both terrified and excited her. Sophie had to be honest to herself if no one else. She was attracted to Madeline. The thought of her touch made her heart leap in her throat and her pussy ache more than ever. The thought of being punished by her excited her nearly as much.  
 
    It all left Sophie terribly confused. She was beginning to dare let herself hope that just perhaps her feelings of attraction towards the headmistress might not be met with the revulsion and hostility she had initially feared. But what would her reaction be should she realise Sophie enjoyed being on the receiving end of pain at her hands almost as much as receiving pleasure? Surely that would be met with nothing but condemnation. 
 
    Inevitably Sophie’s thoughts turned to Madeline’s veiled promise to rectify her virginity. What on earth could the headmistress have meant by that? Sophie knew she wasn’t entirely sure of the details of what men and women - and also it seemed women and women - did together in the carnal act but she was certain that particular thing was something only a man was equipped to do. Did Madeline mean to bring in some man to deflower her? The thought of that made her insides squirm and not in the pleasurable way. No, surely not. Her mother certainly would never have agreed to such a thing being permitted. But had her mother agreed to any of the other things that Sophie thought were about to occur? 
 
    Sophie realised her fellow students were all rising from the table. Supper must be over. Where had the time gone? As they all began filing out of the dining hall in the direction of the dormitories Sophie found herself going in the opposite direction. She knew the way well by now and before she knew it for the second time that day she found herself standing before the door to Madeline’s office. 
 
    Taking a quick second to smooth the skirt and petticoat of her dress, Sophie took a deep, steadying breath then raised her hand to knock at the door. At the expected call to enter, Sophie opened the door and stepped into the door.  
 
    Madeline was in her customary place behind her desk. Upon seeing Sophie she immediately rose and walked over. She looked the same as always, dressed in her customary dark blue skirt and white blouse, this one frilly at the front and tied closed at the throat with a blue silk ribbon. Her golden blonde hair was tied back in its usual tight bun at the base of her neck. Yet somehow Sophie stared at her unblinkingly as she approached as if she had never seen her before and could not look away. 
 
    “Right on time Sophie. It seems the evening is off to a good start at least,” Madeline came to a stop in front of her. Though only slightly taller than her to Sophie the headmistress seemed to loom over her imposingly. “Don’t think that will get you out of what’s coming however.” 
 
    Trembling slightly as fear warred with anticipation inside her young body Sophie somehow found her voice. “Please Headmistress…I know I lied to you earlier but - ” 
 
    “But nothing young lady,” Madeline cut her off, “Bad little girls get punished and you have been a bad little girl today by lying to me earlier. I can’t permit that. I’m afraid I’ll have to be very strict with you if you are to become the nice young lady I know you can be.” 
 
    Madeline held out her hand and Sophie obligingly took it and resignedly followed as the older woman led her across the room. Opening a door on one side of the office, Madeline gestured for her to step into the shadowy interior. After Sophie did so the headmistress followed her inside and closed the door behind them with a forbidding thud. 
 
    Sophie blinked as her eyes adjusted to the light. Madeline’s sitting room was only dimly lit by gas lamps on the walls that were turned down quite low and a fire that crackled away in the hearth of a marble fronted fireplace. The floor was covered by a deep burgundy carpet and the dark wood panelled walls were adorned with oil paintings, all of women either quite scantily clad or outright naked, and interspaced here and there with glass fronted cabinets.  
 
    The furnishings of the room were strange. Some were ordinary enough, sofas and armchairs and divans, though when she looked more closely a few appeared to have been modified slightly. Others were completely unfamiliar to Sophie like a wooden frame in the shape of an X that stood in one corner or a pair of iron bars adorned with metal rings. What purpose could those things serve? 
 
    Madeline stepped around Sophie and took a seat in a high backed wooden chair. After taking a moment to smooth her skirts she looked up at Sophie, her expression stern but a hungry gleam in her eye that made Sophie’s heat leap in her throat and her breath hitch. 
 
    When she spoke, however, Madeline’s tone was cool, almost professional. “Before we begin I wish to make one thing very clear to you, Sophie dear. At any point during what is about to occur you need only to ask and I shall permit you to leave. There will be no consequences for doing so, other than your immediate expulsion from this academy of course. If at any point you wish for something to stop, simply ask and it will stop. By staying you consent to everything that I am about to do to you. Do you understand?” 
 
    Sophie’s voice was dry but after considering what had been said for a moment she made herself speak. “Y-yes Headmistress Madeline, I understand.” 
 
    “Good. I see no point in wasting further time. Please go to the cabinet and bring me the hairbrush and the paddle.” 
 
    Obediently, Sophie walked over to the cabinet. Opening the smoky glass doors she gasped at the contents. 
 
    Laid out on the shelves were coiled whips of difference lengths, wooden canes, riding crops, straps and other instruments Sophie did not recognize. A shudder ran through her body at the sight as her mind instantly began imagining these different implements of punishment being used on her. What was wrong with her? She should be horrified by the thought of what was almost certainly about to happen. Instead her arousal, though admittedly tinged with a bit of fear, was so great that her bloomers were almost soaked with the evidence of it. 
 
    “Stop your daddling, young lady. With each minute I wait your punishment will only worsen.” 
 
    Madeline’s words shook Sophie out of the mesmerised state she had been immersed in. Scanning the contents of the cabinet Sophie’s eyes recognised a hairbrush fashioned from brown wood and a rectangular wood paddle lined with black leather. Snatching both up she turned and walked back to the headmistress, holding both items out to her. 
 
    Taking both the hair brush and the paddle, Madeline placed them onto a small table set to one side of her chair and patted her lap. “Over my knee please, dear.” 
 
    Heart pounding so loudly Sophie was surprised the headmistress couldn’t hear it, she lay herself over Madeline’s knee and braced both hands on the carpeted floor. Madeline grasped the hem of Sophie’s dress and pulled up both skirt and petticoats to lay them against the young woman’s back so the creamy cheeks of her bum were totally exposed. She stifled a gasp as Madeline firmly cupped one of them almost possessively. 
 
    “I know I’ve remarked before but you have a truly lovely bottom my sweet. It was practically made to be spanked. What a shame it hasn’t been until now. No matter, I’ll more than make up for it.” 
 
    A moment of silence followed that seemed to last an eternity for Sophie. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    The sound of the wooden side of the brush hitting the soft flesh of Sophie’s backside rang through the room. The pain was less intense than the cane but it was still enough to cause a yelp to escape from her throat as she clenched her bum cheeks at the feeling. Her hands left the floor and involuntarily shot back to try and shield her vulnerable bottom from another blow but Madeline deftly caught both wrists with her free hand and pinned them to Sophie’s back. 
 
    “Hands away from your bum, young lady, and don’t think I won’t be adding a few extra spanks for that. I expect you to take your punishment like a good girl and not interfere.” 
 
    CRACK! The hairbrush rained down on Sophie’s exposed rear again. Pain shot through her but it was mixed with pleasure that seemed to go straight to her cunt. The humiliation of her vulnerable position, lying over Madeline’s knee like some naughty little girl, only added to the excitement.  
 
    CRACK! CRACK! Blow after blow was melted out with the hairbrush by Madeline’s expert hands. Soon tears welled up in Sophie’s eyes as her stocking clad legs jerked and kicked out in protest at the pain. She futilely wiggled in Madeline’s lap as her punishment continued, trying to evade the relentless strikes of the hairbrush as she gasped in pain from each blow.  
 
    It did no good and the headmistress’s spanking soon had the entirety of Sophie’s bum a shade of reddish pink in contrast with her normally creamy complexion. The pain was intense but so was the corresponding pleasure and Sophie’s slit was soon leaking juices so profusely that the thin cotton material of her white bloomers were soaked through and clung to her vagina like a second skin.  
 
    Finally, just when Sophie felt she could take no more, the blows relented. As she sobbed in relief at the respite she suddenly became conscious of a very different sensation as Madeline put down the hairbrush and began lightly rubbing her hand along both hot, glowing bum cheeks. Her touch was gentle, soothing, and Sophie arched her bum upwards even as tearful little sobs of pain continued to escape from her throat. 
 
    “Yes, dear, I know it hurts dear,” Madeline crooned in a gentle tone. “Just relax and let me make it all better for a moment. You took your punishment well, like a proper young lady should, and I’m pleased with you.” 
 
    Sophie felt a familiar rush of pride flow through her at the headmistress’s praise. A small smile of satisfaction broke out on her tear stained face. 
 
    Madeline noticed and for a moment she said nothing as she continued to soothingly caress the red cheeks of Sophie’s abused bum. Closely scrutinising the young woman for her reaction she decided the time had come to probe a bit. 
 
    “Now, my sweet, I have a question for you. How did your punishment just now make you feel? Did you enjoy it on some level?” 
 
    Sophie stiffened and her eyes went wide in panic. What to do? The headmistress clearly suspected how affected Sophie had been by her punishment, she would never have asked otherwise. Lying would certainly bring consequences. But the thought of admitting the truth was terrifying. Even if she was beginning to dare to hope that Madeline might not be repulsed to discover Sophie’s feelings of attraction to her, might welcome them even, how would she react to learn the truth of how she enjoyed not only receiving pleasure from the older woman but equally enjoyed receiving pain? Surely she would condemn her as a freak. Send her home in disgrace. 
 
    Somehow Sophie made herself speak. “N-no Headmistress, why would you ever think that?” 
 
    Madeline made a sharp tisking sound and her hand swiftly moved from Sophie’s bum to between her legs. Despite her best efforts she couldn’t contain the gasp of pleasure that escaped her lips as the headmistress’s fingers softly stroked along the front of her bloomers, the material utterly soaked through with evidence of her arousal. 
 
    “I think you are lying to me again! You are positively dripping with evidence of it. These bloomers of yours are drenched.” 
 
    Seizing the hem, Madeline swiftly pulled Sophie’s panties down her long, shapely legs. Craning her neck to look around, Sophie’s mouth fell open in shock as Madeline held them up to her face and breathed deeply, seeming to coo in delight at the scent. Darting out her pretty, pink tongue, the headmistress actually licked along the gusset with a look of such delight on her face you would think she was tasting some rare delicacy. Sophie found the sight incredibly erotic. 
 
    Madeline shifted and looked down sternly at the young woman lying over her lap. “That unmistakably tastes like a very aroused young lady. A very naughty and lying aroused young lady. It seems you haven’t learned your lesson yet, dear. I have no choice but to continue your punishment with a good paddling.” 
 
    Her hands instantly shooting back to cover her bum, still vividly pink from her first round of punishment with the hairbrush, Sophie pleaded, “Please Headmistress, don’t paddle my bum. It’s still so sore. I’m sorry I lied. I was afraid. Please.” 
 
    “Hush, girl. The only answer you should ever be afraid to give me is one that isn’t true. Everything I do is for your own good and what you need now is a good, solid paddling to drive the lesson home. And hands off your bum! Right, I’ve had enough of your interference.” Madeline seized Sophie’s wrists and pulled the blue scarf from around her neck. As the headmistress folded her arms behind her back, the young woman felt the cool silky fabric wrap around her wrists and forearms before being tightly knotted together.  
 
    Sophie struggled for just a moment before realising her hands were now quite securely restrained, leaving her poor abused bum utterly exposed without even the scant protection that had been offered by her skimpy bloomers. The feeling of vulnerability coursed through her pussy, her slit now openly leaking her juices into Madeline’s lap, and she would have ground herself into the older woman’s knees if it was not for the sense that this would violate some unspoken rule and invite yet further punishment. 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 
 
    Without warning the paddle began raining down on Sophie’s backside. The sensation was different from the hairbrush, less intense but more widely spread out. Again and again Madeline struck with ever growing force across her quickly reddening buttocks, tormenting the already tender flesh of Sophie’s bum cheeks. Soon she was openly crying out in pain from each blow as tears welled up in her eyes and leaked down her face. 
 
    Sophie found the paddle easier to endure than the hairbrush had been, but somehow this only intensified the pleasure that radiated through her body with every vicious blow. This combined with the intense feeling of vulnerability that came from her wrists and arms being bound so tightly with her skirts and petticoats flipped up, leaving her exposed and helpless to resist in any way. Her heart pounded in her chest as the pleasure built and Sophie’s pained cries soon turned into tearful moans of pleasure. 
 
    Then just when it felt like the delicious sensations were beginning to crest the assault upon her bum ceased entirely. Sophie realised she was actually wailing in protest, her stockinged legs kicking out fitful as the lovely wave that had been building receded. She had been so close, to what exactly she was unsure of, but she was certain it had been something wonderful.  
 
    Madeline watched Sophie writhe and contort upon her lap, drinking in the beautiful sensation. Oh yes, the young lady was more than ready for things to proceed to the next stage. First though it was time to get the girl to admit it. 
 
    Sophie calmed somewhat and stilled as she felt Madeline rest one hand on her upper back while the other lightly cupped one cheek of her bum, the touch gentle and reassuring. “There there, my sweet. It’s over now. Has the lesson finally sunk in? Are you willing to be honest with me?” 
 
    Her breath came in hitches as Sophie struggled to make herself answer, her insides still wriggling in conflict. Saying it aloud somehow felt like it made everything real. The thought of admitting what she was, some unnatural freak who actually enjoyed being hurt and at the hands of another woman no less, frightened her. 
 
    Madeline’s voice turned cold. “Do you need further discipline? Perhaps I should fetch the strap and let you feel a taste of that?” 
 
    Hanging her head in defeat, Sophie forced herself to speak, the words coming out in a blubbery rush. “No Headmistress, no…I did lie to you before…I did enjoy it…being p-punished by you…b-being hurt by you…it felt like nothing I’ve ever felt before…please…I know it's wrong…I know its sinful…unnatural…please, don’t send me away, please…” 
 
    Suddenly Sophie felt herself being spun around and she found herself seated on Madeline’s lap. The headmistress gently took Sophie’s face between both her hands and leaned forward. A brief gasp of surprise escaped her lips before Madeline captured them with her own in a soft kiss.  
 
    For a second Sophie was too shocked to respond, certain this must all be some wonderful dream, and then she was kissing the headmistress back. As the kiss grew more passionate she groaned in pleasure against Madeline’s lips. 
 
    Breaking for air, Madeline peppered more light kisses over Sophie’s face, brushing away the tears streaked across her cheeks. “Send you away…my sweet, I don’t think I could bear to have you away from my presence for the merest moment…there is nothing wrong with you…nothing unnatural…you enjoy receiving pain and I enjoy inflicting it on you…what could be a more natural combination than that?” 
 
    Madeline kissed Sophie again, with more passion this time, and when the younger woman felt the headmistress’s tongue probing for entrance she obediently opened her lips. She felt engulfed by the softness of Madeline’s lips, the silky smoothness of her tongue, the heady smell of her perfume. The urge to embrace her, to touch her, was overwhelming but with her arms bound as they were all she could do was strain against her silky restraints futility.  
 
    Sophie was also frustrated by how little the headmistress was touching her. One hand lightly held her hip while the other had crept under her skirt and petticoats to lightly caress her inner thigh, so close to where Sophie desperately needed to be touched but not quite there. 
 
    When the pair again broke for air Sophie immediately began pleading. “Please Headmistress, touch me! I want you to touch me! I need you to touch me!” 
 
    Madeline responded with a smug, satisfied smile. “You beg so prettily, dear. There will be ample opportunity for that soon enough, but before we move on to the next part of your punishment I think you’ve earned yourself a reward. You were such a brave and good girl for me, finally admitting the truth, that you deserve a treat. Would you like that, my sweet?” 
 
    Sophie nodded her agreement and Madeline gently pushed her off of her lap and onto her knees before her. She watched in awe as the headmistress took hold of the hem of her skirt and petticoats and pulled them up over her legs, clad in brown stockings. As expected she wore no bloomers, her vagina framed by a lacey black garter belt and a neatly trimmed triangle of golden curls but otherwise bare and already glistening with her own juices. Sophie found herself panting as she licked her lips at the sight before her. 
 
    Madeline gave a slight beckon with her hand. “Come and get your treat, my dear.” 
 
    Sophie leaned forward but then hesitated. She had never done anything remotely like this before and had no clue how to even begin. What if she wasn’t any good and disappointed Madeline or even worse hurt her in some way? 
 
    Seeming to sense Sophie’s hesitations, Madeline gently cupped one hand behind her head and guided her forward. “Just follow your instincts, Sophie. Don’t worry dear, I’ll guide you.” 
 
    With her hands still bound tightly behind her back Sophie only had one tool at her disposal. Darting out her tongue she tentatively licked from the bottom of Madeline’s dripping slit to the top. She was rewarded by a moan of pleasure from the headmistress. “Yes, just like that. Do it again!” 
 
    Obediently, Sophie lapped her tongue away at the slit of the older woman’s vagina. She did not need much urging. The taste was intense, unlike anything she had ever experienced before, and utterly addictive. The smell was equally intoxicating, mixed together with the aroma of Madeline’s perfume and her natural body odour it made for a heady combination. Soon she was hungrily lapping away at the vulva before her with everything she had. She was rewarded with ever louder moans of pleasure from Madeline as the headmistress urged her on. 
 
    “That’s it Sophie…you’re doing so well…oh yes, more of that…just like that…” 
 
    For all her ministrations, they did not seem to be quite enough to push Madeline over the edge. As she continued to lick away at her pussy Sophie wracked her brain trying to remember what she enjoyed when she touched herself. As clumsy and unfulfilling as her past efforts had been, she did remember how she had most enjoyed touching her clitoris, so she shifted her attention there and began licking away at the little bud at the top of Madeline’s vagina. 
 
    Madeline’s moans intensified even more. “Yes! Just there! Use your lips also!” 
 
    Puckering her lips, Sophie latched on to Madeline’s clitoris and began sucking while continuing to flick her tongue across the tiny bud. Both of the headmistress’s hands were tightly gripped around Sophie’s hair, grinding herself against the younger woman’s face. From her position kneeling beneath her, Sophie stared up at Madeline, transfixed by the sight of her normally composed face contorting with pleasure. The knowledge that she was the cause of it filled her with pride. 
 
    Suddenly, both of Madeline’s legs leapt over Sophie’s shoulders and crossed themselves tightly behind her neck as her head tilted back with a cry of pleasure that rang throughout the room. Smothered between Madeline’s hard thighs she continued sucking and licking away with everything she had, feeling that even if she suffocated in that moment she would die happy. As the older woman shuddered and convulsed her orgasm receded and she stood, grasping Sophie by both arms as she did so and having her stand with her. 
 
    Madeline kissed her tenderly before leaning her forehead against Sophie, still nearly panting. “You are a natural, dear. I’m tempted to keep you permanently chained beneath my desk, eating my pussy as I attend to my work.” 
 
    Sophie found herself shuddering in pleasure at the headmistress’s words, then as a particularly wicked gleam filled Madeline’s eyes she spoke again. “Now Sophie dear, you’ve had your reward, let’s go about getting you ready for the next part of your punishment.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight: The Deflowering of Lady Sophie 
 
    Sophie did not resist as Madeline planted a soft kiss on the top of her head then stood her up and turned her around to untie the silk ribbon binding her wrists before beginning to unlace her dress. She did wonder with an equal mixture of anticipation and foreboding what Madeline meant by what she had just said. Hadn’t she been punished enough for one night? What more could the headmistress possibly have in store for her? Even as her pussy pulsed in anticipation she was aware that her poor bottom was still horribly sore and Sophie feared it could not take any more abuse. 
 
    The last laces untied, Sophie’s dress fell to the floor around her ankles and was followed quickly by her petticoats. At a light tap on her shoulder, she raised her arms and her camisole was lifted up over her head leaving her entirely naked.  
 
    Madeline gently turned her around and looked her over. The headmistress’s intense gaze, a mixture of hunger, possessiveness and calculation, made her blush and instinctively she crossed both her hands in front of her vagina. 
 
    “None of that, dear,” Madeline swatted at the hands shielding Sophie’s nether regions from view, “Hands by your sides as I’ve taught you. You are never to hide yourself from me. Your body is mine,” The last word came out almost as a possessive growl, “And you will not interfere with me admiring it.” 
 
    Sophie blushed even deeper but obediently dropped her hands to her sides, shuddering in delight at the possessive tone that Madeline had just addressed her in. She was hers, she realised. Hers to do with as she wished.  
 
    Madeline wrapped her arms around Sophie and kissed her again, her hands creeping down to cup her bum as she did so. The tender flesh was still sore from her earlier correction and as the headmistress roughly groped and kneaded her bum cheeks she gave a pained groan that was partially stifled by Madeline’s lips. The groan turned to a gasp when she felt a finger slip between the crack of her bum and lightly probe at her anus. The feeling was unsettling and she instinctively flinched away. 
 
    Madeline instantly retreated, lightly cupping Sophie’s face and shushing her. “Hush, dear. There’s no need to worry, I won’t be deflowering that lovely bum of yours tonight. There’s another hole of yours that I have in mind for that.” 
 
    There it was again, Madeline stating her intent to take her virginity. Sophie still was confused as to how. “Headmistress, w-whatever do you mean by that?” 
 
    Madeline gave a throaty laugh and brushed back a stray lock of Sophie’s hair. “Oh, aren’t you an eager one! Nevermind for now, we’ll get to that soon enough.” A wicked gleam filled her eyes and she leaned forward, her breath hot in Sophie’s ear as she whispered. “For now I think it’s time we continued your punishment.” 
 
    Heart thudding in her chest at those ominous words, Sophie allowed Madeline to take her by the shoulders and guide her over to what at first glance was an ordinary leather divan. Her eyes widened when she noticed that leather cuffs were attached near the top and bottom of the divan’s legs.  
 
    Madeline seated Sophie on the divan and then gently pushed her so she fell back onto the cool leather. Bending, she secured the cuffs around the young woman’s legs at the ankles and just below both knees, effectively binding her legs so they were spread open and she was unable to close them. Walking around to the top of the divan, Madeline bent Sophie’s arms back and fastened the cuffs below her elbows and at her wrists. She was now completely restrained, her legs opened wide and her body completely exposed. 
 
    Sophie shivered as Madeline walked back to the bottom of the divan and eyed the sight laid out before her hungrily, conscious of how vulnerable she was to whatever the devious headmistress had planned for her. The feeling made her pussy ache more than ever and the fiery heat emitting from it contrasted so wonderfully with the cool air of the sitting room. 
 
    Wordlessly, Madeline unfastened her skirt to allow it and her petticoats to pool around her feet. With a wicked smile, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse in a teasing fashion before letting that fall to the floor as well. Sophie drank in the sight of Madeline’s body, naked for the first time except for her stockings and garter and a brown and black corset that ended just below her large breasts.  
 
    Madeline slowly ran her hands up the front of her corset. “Do you like it dear? I’ve had it custom designed.” At Sophie’s wordless nod she reached up to cup the bottom of both of her breasts. “Perhaps I’ll have one made for you? They do display the bosom so well.” 
 
    Stepping forward, the headmistress climbed on top of the divan on all fours so she hovered above Sophie’s bound body. She leaned down and planted a soft kiss on Sophie’s lips and then another on her jawline. She sucked at a pulse point on the younger woman’s neck for a bit, eliciting a squeal of delight in response, then began slowly kissing her way down her collar bone. 
 
    Reaching Sophie’s breasts, Madeline lightly licked her tongue over one nipple. Sophie’s soft moan of pleasure turned into a gasp of pain as the headmistress took the nipple between her teeth and bit down. Tears welled up in her eyes from the pain even as her clitoris throbbed in approval. 
 
    “Oh, did that hurt? Here, let me kiss it better.” Madeline puckered her lips and anointed the abused nipple with a soft, wet kiss that soothed the pain. Moving over to the other breast, she repeated the same process of lick-bite-kiss before proceeding on her journey down Sophie’s body. 
 
    Sophie’s excitement only built as Madeline began kissing down her rib cage, coming closer and closer to her aching, leaking pussy. The closer Madeline came, however, the more her progress seemed to slow. She spent what felt like hours kissing and licking and nibbling her way down Sophie’s ribcage and stomach, then what must have been an eternity tonguing her bellybutton before finally beginning to lick her way down her upper pelvis inch by torturous inch.  
 
    Finally Sophie felt a gust of hot breath on her dripping vulva and she gasped in delight. The sound turned to a whine of dismay when Madeline passed her quivering pussy by to begin kissing her inner thighs. 
 
    “Noooo!” She wailed, tears of frustration in her eyes. “Pleeeaaase!” 
 
    Madeline turned her face up to look at Sophie, a look of mock sympathy on her face. “What is it, dear? You sound distressed.” 
 
    Sophie whimpered between frustrated sobs. “Please Headmistress…lick me…touch me...please…” 
 
    “I am touching you, my sweet.” Madeline’s tongue shot out and traced the seam where thigh met pelvis. “I’m afraid you’ll have to be more specific.” 
 
    Realising what the headmistress wanted her to say made Sophie blush so deeply she feared she might burst into flames from embarrassment. The thought of saying the words aloud seemed so lewd. Another teasing gust of hot breath on her slit made something in her finally snap. 
 
    “PLEASE!” Sophie almost howled. “Please Headmistress, lick my pussy!” 
 
    Madeline needed no further urging. She began running the tip of her tongue along Sophie’s slit, up to just below her clitoris and then slowly back down, the touch light and teasing. The young woman squealed at the contact, but as wonderful as it felt to finally feel Madeline’s touch on her vagina the infuriatingly gentle caresses of her tongue were somehow only making her hungrier for more instead of sating her desire. She tried arching her hips up within the confines allowed by her restraints, seeking more contact - needing more contact - but the headmistress firmly pushed her back down with both hands, holding her in place even as she continued the torturous assault on her slit with her tongue. 
 
    “No please…” Sophie pleaded. “More…I need more…please Headmistress…” 
 
    Looking up, Madeline shot the young woman an impervious look. “You seem to have forgotten dear that this is still part of your punishment. I suggest you make yourself comfortable, the evening is still young.” 
 
    Her eyes widened as Sophie realised the implications of Madeline’s words. Did she mean to keep her like this all night? Terror shot through her at the thought even as her clit throbbed at the prospect.  
 
    Madeline resumed her previous efforts and Sophie once again could concentrate on nothing but the feel of her soft warm tongue on her vulva. The headmistress was using the full length of it now as she slowly lapped at the young woman’s slit like it was a particularly delicious ice lolly on a hot summer day. The touch was still maddeningly light and she avoided Sophie’s clit with rigid discipline. Sophie’s moans grew increasingly louder and more frustrated, ringing through the sitting room, but still Madeline continued to give Sophie only the softest and most teasing of touches. 
 
    Finally, just as Sophie began to feel she would go mad if this went on, she felt Madeline’s tongue shift its focus to her poor neglected clit. At first the touches were still infuriatingly light, gentle flicks back and forth with the tip of Madeline’s tongue, but they quickly became firmer and soon the headmistress latched her lips onto the little bundle of nerves and began sucking deeply on it even as her tongue continued to caress it. Her hands rose from Sophie’s hips, allowing her to openly grind herself against her mouth, and began to palm her heaving breasts.  
 
    Sophie could feel a wave of pleasure building within her again, just as it had earlier as she lay across Madeline’s lap as her bum was paddled. Her head tilted back as she panted desperately for breath between blissful moans. Madeline watched her unblinking from between her legs as she continued to suck and lick away, carefully taking in every shudder and gasp the young woman made knowing she was quickly reaching the peak. 
 
    Then, just when Sophie began to shudder as the wave inside her started cresting, she felt Madeline’s fingernails cruelly dig into her nipples like pincers, painfully twisting them as she did so, and her moans turned into pained shrieks.  
 
    “Bad girl!” Madeline reinforced her words with a sharp slap to Sophie’s pussy, and the young woman involuntarily tried to close her legs at the pain only to be stopped by her bonds. “You think it will be that easy? This body of yours is mine or did you forget my earlier words? If you want sexual release you ask my permission for it, like a proper young lady!” 
 
    Her pussy still stinging with pain even as it continued to pulse with arousal, Sophie desperately sobbed in apology. “I’m sorry…please Headmistress I’m sorry…I didn’t know…” 
 
    Sobbing apologies turned to a gasp as she felt Madeline’s mouth on her again, this time using the soft underside of her tongue to stroke in a rapid side to side motion over her clitoris. Both of the headmistress’s strong hands came down to cup Sophie’s plump bum cheeks, kneading and caressing the still tender flesh while grinding the young woman’s pussy against her mouth.  
 
    As she moaned mindlessly at Madeline’s renewed assault on her cunt, Sophie suddenly felt one of the headmistress’s fingers creep between between the crack of her bum and begin pushing against the puckered ring of her anus. She instinctively clenched, trying to stop the intrusion, but the finger, wet with what she presumed were her own pussy juices, persisted and thrust itself part way inside before withdrawing only to thrust in again just a little bit deeper.  
 
    Sophie’s heart pounded in her chest as she panted rapidly for air. The feeling was unlike anything Sophie had ever felt before, strange but not unpleasant, and as the paced thrusts into her bum continued along with the strokes of the silky underside of Madeline’s tongue over her throbbing clitoris she recognised the feeling of that pleasurable wave beginning to crest within her again.  
 
    Remembering the earlier order she gasped out. “Please Headmistress, may I cum?” 
 
    Madeline immediately stopped everything, pulling her little finger from Sophie’s bum and lifting her mouth off of her clit. Sophie wailed in protest, tugging against her restraints as she fruitlessly rocked her pelvis against empty air. “Noooooo! Please! I was so close! Please Headmistress let me cum! Please!” 
 
    Smiling down at the beautiful sight before her, Madeline pursed her lips and softly blew a gust of hot breath onto Sophie’s pussy as her fingers began touching the young woman’s trembling inner thighs with soft, feathery caresses. Sophie sobbed in frustration at the faint contact, just enough to keep her on edge but not enough to push her over it, her bottom lip quivering as hot tears leaked from her eyes and trailed down her face. “Please! Please Headmistress!” 
 
    A cruel smile was her only answer and Madeline leaned back down, her tongue darting out from between her lips to once again begin licking Sophie’s slit with light, teasing caresses with only the pointed tip.  
 
    Again and again the same process repeated. Madeline would build up Sophie’s arousal with caresses from her soft lips and silky tongue and nimble fingers, slowly but relentlessly taking her right up to the edge of release before cruelly stopping, ignoring the young woman’s ever more desperate pleas for her to continue. Nothing she said seemed to have any effect on the headmistress, indeed the more frantically she begged the more emboldened she became.  
 
    In desperation Sophie tried keeping silent and her body as still as possible, casting aside Madeline’s stern orders to ask for permission out of hope she could trick the older woman into tipping her over the edge into orgasm and damn whatever punishment might result. It couldn’t be worse than the torturous one she was currently enduring. 
 
    Her efforts were in vain. No matter how Sophie sought to stifle her moans and hold her trembling body still Madeline somehow seemed to instinctively sense when her charge was right at the peak and would mercilessly shift her focus away from her clitoris and vagina to elsewhere. As Sophie begged and wailed and thrashed against her bonds Madeline tongued the young woman’s inner thighs and stomach, caressed and kneaded her breasts and bum, and patiently waited for her passion to recede enough to safely return to her original target and begin teasing Sophie back to the brink of orgasm once more. 
 
    Sophie lost all sense of time as well as the number of times Madeline coaxed her to the edge only to cruelly deny her. Had it been a dozen? A hundred? Her entire world seemed to have shrunk down to her poor denied pussy, now so congested and engorged that it was a dark red that stood out in stark contrast to her pale skin, and the mouth and tongue and fingers that continued to torment it. Tears ran freely down her cheeks, mixing with her own sweaty perspiration, as she lay whimpering and sobbing. 
 
    For what felt like the thousandth time Madeline was sucking away at her clitoris, one finger once again pumping in and out of her bum hole while another lightly stroked up and down the slit of her vagina. The headmistress’s eyes were locked on her own, burning with some unknown intensity like she was looking into Sophie’s very soul. 
 
    Sophie felt the now very familiar feeling of the wave beginning to build. Despite the futility of it she began to plead in little more than a teary whisper. “Please…please…please…please…” 
 
    Madeline said nothing but began to suck with even greater intensity, pulling Sophie’s little clit in between her lips and rapidly circling it with her tongue before letting it slip back. The sensation was so strong Sophie’s eyes threatened to roll into the back of her head and she fought to hold Madeline’s gaze. She dared to let hope stir within her. The wave was cresting now, beginning to crash over her. Surely nothing could stop it. 
 
    For the countless time Madeline ceased her ministrations, pulling her hands away and ceasing the caresses of her tongue on Sophie’s clit. She relaxed her lips but did not withdraw them, leaving Sophie’s little bud to throb away in the moist warmth of Madeline’s mouth while being denied any contact other than faint, teasing wafts of hot breath. 
 
    Coming undone at this finale, most tortuous denial, Sophie shrieked as her body writhed mindlessly. Her arms and legs wrenched against their restraints, not seeking to break free as much as to rage against the injustice. Words escaped her as she babbled and howled incoherently and her eyes went blind with tears. 
 
    Suddenly Sophie felt the weight of Madeline’s body on her as the headmistress lay on top of her bound figure, sweaty naked skin pressed against sweaty naked skin. One of her hands cupped Sophie’s jaw gently as the other slowly stroked her hair while she pressed soft kisses into her ear and comforting whispered. “There there, dear…your punishment is almost over…just a little more, I promise…just be a strong, good girl for me a bit longer…” 
 
    Sophie wanted to hate the headmistress. She wanted to scream at her to let her go, or at least to finally give her the release she had been denied all night. Instead she snuggled up against her, revelling in the feel of her naked skin against her own, of her large breasts and nipples pressed up to her own smaller ones, the delicious scent of her that filled her nostrils, and the comforting words being whispered to her. She felt herself calm, feeling safe and comforted curled up against Madeline as her sobs became sniffles and then ceased all together. 
 
    Madeline raised herself up slightly so she could look down at Sophie. “How badly do you wish to cum, my sweet?” 
 
    “Badly Headmistress,” Sophie whispered hoarsely. 
 
    One hand played idly with a stray lock of brown hair. “What would you do in order to cum?” 
 
    “Anything Headmistress, anything at all!” Sophie stared up at Madeline, her eyes pleading desperately. 
 
    For a few long moments Madeline said nothing, then a wicked smile cut across her face. “Then I think it is time to properly consummate our relationship, Sophie dear.” 
 
    Madeline rose from the divan to her feet and walked away in the direction of the fireplace. Sophie turned her head and watched wordlessly, admiring the headmistress’s naked body as it was silhouetted against the firelight. Coming to a stop before the hearth, Madeline opened a box perched on the mantle and pulled out something Sophie couldn’t quite make out but looked to be some kind of harness. 
 
    After stepping into the harness and tightening its straps around her hips Madeline turned to face Sophie who gasped as her eyes went wide with shock. Jutting from the crotch of the older woman was a length of rubber in the shape of a man’s erect penis. It swayed and bobbed as Madeline walked back across the room towards the divan Sophie was bound to, the young lady’s eyes glued to the rubber appendage. 
 
    Madeline came to a stop at the foot of the divan, lightly placing one hand on a cocked hip as the other gripped the rubber penis and stroked it lewdly. “Are you ready to be deflowered, dear? Ready for me to take my cock and bury it to the hilt in that sweet, untouched pussy of yours?” 
 
    The lewd words made Sophie shudder and her clit throbbed, even as she continued to stare at the rubber penis with a touch of fear mixed in with her arousal. It looked so big. Definitely bigger than the groomsman’s had been. How could it possibly fit inside of her? 
 
    Kneeling on the divan between Sophie’s open legs, Madeline braced herself on both hands and leaned forward. Sophie gasped as she felt the tip of the rubber penis push itself up against her slit, her legs involuntarily trying to clench themselves together only to be stopped by the restraints even as yet another pulse of pleasure shot through her pussy and straight to her clit.  
 
    “Sophie,” Madeline’s voice cut through the entranced state the younger woman had been in and she looked up to see the headmistress staring down at her, eyes soft and tender. One hand lifted up and gently trailed two fingers down the side of Sophie’s face. “Tell me if you want this. I won’t force anything on you, dear. Just say the word and this evening comes to an end here. I swear you will face no consequences or further punishment.” 
 
    For all the intimidation she felt over the size of Madeline’s rubber appendage, Sophie had never felt more aroused in her life. “Do it, Headmistress. Take my virginity. I want it to be you.” 
 
    Madeline smiled at her words, eyes gleaming with an intensity that made Sophie shiver. Reaching up behind her head, the headmistress loosened the bun holding back her hair and shook her blonde locks loose to fall down her back in a golden cascade. As beautiful as the sight was, Sophie’s eyes followed Madeline’s hand as it went down to grip the base of the rubber cock and positioned it at her entrance. 
 
    Pausing for a moment, Madeline savoured this unrepeatable experience and drank the sight of Sophie bound underneath her. Her lovely cheeks streaked with tears and blushing with arousal. Her eyes wide with anticipation and filled with desire and just the right touch of fear. Her luscious bottom lip caught between her teeth as she continued to stare at the rubber penis about to deflower her. 
 
    Then suddenly Madeline thrust her hips forward, sliding her fake cock between the lips of Sophie’s slit and into her tight pussy, continuing on until she was buried to the very hilt. Sophie felt herself being stretched and then stinging pain. Tears welled up in her eyes but her pained gasp was stifled as Madeline pressed a hot, passionate kiss against her quivering lips, her tongue forcing itself into Sophie's mouth as her hands went to caress the young woman’s heaving breasts. 
 
    Her rubber cock deep inside Sophie’s stretched pussy, Madeline made no further motions as she let the young woman adjust. Sophie felt the headmistress’s soft lips kiss away the tears forming in her eyes as she murmured reassuringly to her and moaned in enjoyment at the feel of her hands gently rolling her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. The pain quickly abated leaving only a strange feeling of fullness that she had never felt before. 
 
    Sensing that Sophie was ready, Madeline began pulling her hips back. As the cock eased out of her Sophie felt terribly empty and gave a little whine of protest as she squeezed her inner walls even more tightly around it as if to somehow halt its exit. This elicited a chuckle from Madeline who shushed her before planting a soft kiss on the young woman’s lips. 
 
    Pulling back till only the tip remained inside, Madeline thrust her hips forward again burying her cock fully inside of Sophie’s tight tunnel once again. There was no pain this time, only a delicious pleasurable friction that made her moan aloud. It felt so good. 
 
    Madeline settled into a measured pace, thrusting in and out of Sophie with her cock. The young woman was in heaven, her moans of pleasure filling the sitting room along with the sound of skin slapping against skin. She could feel that wave beginning to build again. 
 
    Her thrusts becoming quicker and more frenzied, the sound of Madeline’s pants began mixing with Sophie’s delighted cries along with the occasional joyful groan of her own as the base of her rubber cock pounded against her clitoris with each thrust. Beads of sweat began running down her back from her exertions, the sound of Sophie’s cries of pleasure only spurring her on to greater efforts. 
 
    Soon Sophie was again struggling against her bonds, this time not trying to get free but instead bucking and aching her hips to meet Madeline’s thrusts. She gazed up at the headmistress, entranced by the sight of her breasts bouncing with each thrust, her golden hair flying, her plump red lips parted to allow her to pant and grunt from her exertions, and above all her clear blue eyes that were staring back at her with an almost animalistic intensity. Mine! Mine! Mine! She seemed to be saying with every powerful thrust of her hips. Yours! Yours! Yours! Sophie answered with every pleasurable cry they elicited. 
 
    There was no rhythm to Madeline’s thrusts now as she rutted away like an animal at the young woman who continued to cry out in delight. Sophie felt the wave begin to crest and she forced herself to speak. “Headmistress…please…please may I cum…” She waited in tribulation, half expecting Madeline to deny her yet again. 
 
    Her fears were baseless, as Madeline crooned. “Yes, my sweet, you may cum. You have more than earned it.” 
 
    Sophie tossed her head back and screamed in ecstasy as the wave washed over her, her inner walls gripping themselves in orgasm around Madeline’s rubber penis. Pleasure radiated through every inch of her young body. Madeline for her part hungrily watched the younger woman shudder and convulse, her eyes clenched tightly shut as joyful tears leaked out of their corners. The sight was enough to tip Madeline over the edge herself and she plunged as deeply as she could into Sophie, grinding herself against the base of her rubbery phallus.  
 
    Sophie felt Madeline collapse on top of her, the weight of her body delicious. She wished her arms were free as they itched to wrap themselves around the headmistress, but she contented herself with nuzzling into the older woman’s blonde hair, inhaling the intoxicating scent of her. She could feel Madeline’s heartbeat against her chest and let herself imagine that it was beating in time with her own. 
 
    For a few minutes they both just lay there, the only sound their heavy breathing. Then Madeline reared up onto all fours, pulling out of Sophie as she did so with a wet plop. Sophie felt strangely empty and whimpered in protest, which Madeline quelled with a brief but intense kiss.  
 
    Rising to her feet, Madeline untied the harness around her hips and let it fall to the carpeted floor with a dull thud. Kneeling, she loosened the cuffs restraining Sophie’s arms then did the same with the ones securing her legs. “On your feet, dear. There is somewhere more comfortable for the two of us to lie together.” 
 
    Sophie rose to her feet somewhat stiffly, her body sore after being bound so severely for so long. Madeline wrapped one arm across her back, her hand settling on one still tender bum cheek and her fingernails possessively digging into the soft flesh. She guided Sophie across the room to a door, which she opened and ushered her through. 
 
    Blinking, Sophie took in the large four poster bed, oak vanity table and tall chest of drawers and wardrobe and realised she must be in Madeline’s bedroom. Despite the intimacy they had just shared mere minutes ago it felt slightly odd, like an intrusion into her privacy. 
 
    Madeline led Sophie to the bed and gestured for her to lie down. “I’ll just fetch a few things.” 
 
    Sophie gratefully lay down on the plush duvet, sinking into the soft mattress underneath. Her hold body went limp as she stared up at the canopy above. Even though Madeline was only on the other side of the room Sophie found herself somehow missing her presence intensely and she was relieved to hear the sound of her feet padding on the carpet back towards the bed. 
 
    Madeline sat down on the bed beside Sophie, her body wrapped up in the familiar red silk robe. She held up a silky white nightgown. “Arms up dear.” 
 
    Sophie obeyed and allowed the nightgown to be draped over her. She then gasped in surprise as Madeline lay her back down onto the bed and raised her arms up to one of the bars of the headboard. Producing a familiar looking blue silk ribbon, she began binding Sophie’s wrists tightly to the bar. 
 
    “Headmistress, why?” 
 
    Madeline finished her work and lay down alongside Sophie, her smile just a touch smug. “Your punishment may be over, my sweet, but the rules remain the same. I can’t have you touching yourself in the middle of the night, now can I?” 
 
    Sophie felt a little bolt of joy shoot through her as she realised Madeline intended to let her sleep in her bed the entire night, but she still protested. “I won’t, Headmistress, I swear. My body is yours and I won’t lay a finger on it without your permission.” 
 
    Her words seemed to please the headmistress and her smile grew wicked. “Perhaps then I want you restrained so you can’t stop me from touching you in the middle of the night.” 
 
    A shudder of pleasure ran through Sophie as she imagined being woken to find Madeline’s skillful fingers tormented her body, restrained as she was now and helpless to do anything to stop her - not that she would wish to. A smile of her own spread across her face and Madeline leaned forward so their lips could meet in a kiss.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    The rest of the school term flew by for Sophie. She earned herself plenty of trips to Madeline’s sitting room, and plenty more for seemingly no reason whatsoever. She happily submitted herself to whatever form of correction the headmistress felt she deserved, whether it came from a hairbrush or a strap or a whip or being bound and cruelly teased and denied for hours on end. Madeline pushed her to limits Sophie had never known she had. 
 
    She exchanged letters with Kate. Her friend seemed to have settled happily back in at home with Josephine. Her references to her relationship with her stepmother were vague, but more than once she mentioned how Josephine enjoyed continuing to enforce the lessons she had been taught back at Madeline’s academy. Every letter said how Kate hoped to see her in person when she was next back in London. 
 
    Back in London. The knowledge that was coming hung heavily on her as the last few weeks of the term approached. Not that she wouldn’t be happy to see Kate. It would mean being parted from Madeline, however, and the thought filled her with dread. Still, there was nothing for it. Her parents would doubtlessly expect her to return for the start of the Season, and likely were already scheming to see her betrothed to some suitable man. The idea was utterly repellant, but she resolved that even if it must soon come to an end she would treasure her memories of her time with Madeline for the rest of her life. 
 
    One evening, very close to the end of term, Sophie found herself lying in Madeline’s bed. The headmistress was naked except for her silk robe which hung open at the front. Sophie was lying on her stomach, arms bound tightly behind her back with silk rope and her head between Madeline’s splayed legs. Madeline’s hands tightly gripped the sides of Sophie’s head as the young woman eagerly sucked away at her pussy, savouring the taste even as she struggled with the thought this might be one of the last few times she would be allowed to experience it.  
 
    Madeline’s body shuddered as she cried out in orgasm then went limp. For a few minutes she lay against the pillows of her bed, Sophie happily licking away the very last juices from Madeline’s inner thighs as she did so. Rising into a sitting position, she gestured for Sophie to sit up and began unbinding the silk ropes constraining her arms. 
 
    Once freed, Sophie was turned back around and saw Madeline was regarding her seriously. “Sophie, dear, there is something important I must speak with you of.” 
 
    “Of course, Headmistress.” Sophie obediently answered, a feeling of trepidation settling over her when she realised that for possibly the first time ever Madeline seemed to be nervous. 
 
    After a long moment of silence during which Madeline seemed to be thinking over her words with care she spoke. “As I’m sure you know, the term will be coming to an end in a few days.” 
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” Sophie answered, a pit beginning to form in her stomach. 
 
    “I’d like you to stay.” 
 
    Sophie blinked in shock, certain she must have misheard. “Stay, Headmistress?” 
 
    Madeline nodded. “Lillian - or Mrs. Brown as you are more familiar - will be retiring once the term is over. I would like to offer you her position as my assistant.” 
 
    Hope flared up inside Sophie at the thought she could stay here with Madeline, then she thought of something and it began to die. “But my parents, Headmistress, surely they would never agree to this.” 
 
    “Your father will do whatever your mother tells him to as he always does. As for her…” Madeline’s words trailed off. “As you know, your mother and I are old friends. We’ve known each other since before we were your age. We were very close given that we shared certain…proclivities. Oh not that!” She quickly added seeing a stunned look come over Sophie’s face as she jumped to the wrong conclusion. “Your mother is as solely interested in men as I am in women. No, what we shared was a certain taste for dominance over our partners and a desire for them to submit to us. That's why she ultimately accepted your father’s proposal.” 
 
    Sophie nodded as she considered Madeline’s words. As much as she very much did not wish to think of her parents in that way, it did make their relationship make a great deal more sense. Her father was a strong and powerful man, yet he was totally under the thumb of her mother, submitting himself to whatever wish she stated and practically kissing her feet while doing so. He probably did kiss her feet, Sophie realised. No! She would not allow her thoughts to go in that direction. 
 
    Madeline actually looked slightly embarrassed as she went on. “Part of the reason your mother sent you here was her suspicions that you might be inclined in a different way, with a desire to submit yourself to a more dominant partner. Let’s just say there will be no objection from her should you wish to stay.” 
 
    As surprising as that was, Sophie brought her attention back to the present and asked. “If I were to say yes, what would that entail?” 
 
    “Well to begin with you would be moved out of the dorms. I can have your own quarters provided to you if you wish, but I would much rather have you move in here with me. You’re here practically every other night as things are,” Madeline chuckled before going on, “You would be provided a salary of course. You would be free to visit London to see your family and friends whenever you wished, the school schedule permitting.” 
 
    Sophie bit her lip. There was one thing Madeline wasn’t mentioning. It made her feel so insecure to ask but she had to know for certain. “And I would be…with you?” 
 
    Madeline nodded solemnly. “Yes, dear. You would be with me, for so long as you wished to be.” A wicked smile appeared on her face. “You might even be allowed to join me in disciplining the other students.” 
 
    Madeline’s face grew serious again. “I understand if you need time to think the matter over -” 
 
    She was cut off as Sophie bounded into Madeline’s lap, wrapping her arms tightly around her. “Yes yes yes yes yes yes! I accept.” 
 
    Madeline’s arms were instantly around Sophie as she covered her face in kisses. “Oh, my sweet…that makes me so happy to hear…the thought of being parted from you was unbearable…I love you, dear Sophie…” 
 
    Sophie instantly answered. “And I love you, He…” Her voice trailed off. Finishing the declaration that way seemed absurd. 
 
    Madeline gently nodded, silently giving Sophie permission and she spoke again. “And I love you, Madeline.”

  

 
   
    The End? 
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