
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE SLAVE AUCTION – SLAVEGIRL ACADEMY 4

©2025 Jessica Ackles

All rights reserved

Published: Jessica Ackles 2025

Cover photography by Fotoro (used with permission)

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, locales, or businesses is purely coincidental.

CONTENT WARNING

This story is not suitable for readers under the age of 18 due to its graphic sexual content. The story contains scenes of bondage, BDSM, breath play, caning, whipping, and more. All characters portrayed are over 18 years old.


Make sure to read the first parts of the story

[image: ]


Chapter 1

Faith opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling. She always woke a few minutes before Eve, the AI that governed daily life at Ravenstone Academy, released the slave students from the restraints they had worn for the night. Before the horrible end to her 3rd year, Faith had enjoyed those minutes, enjoyed the feel of her bonds, and used the helplessness and accompanying arousal to hype herself up for the day to come.

Life at Ravenstone continued as it always had, with moments of beauty, happiness, and pleasure mixed in between all the pain and knowledge that it all would come to an end eventually and be replaced by a life of servitude.

Faith had thrived there, at least for a while.

But losing her second lover to the cruelty of this world of slavery had broken something inside her. She had loved Samara. Passionately. She had loved Inari, too, but Samara had been different. Experienced. Mature. And now she was gone, sacrificing herself to ensure a future for Faith.

What future?

Faith rolled onto her side. Three years ago, she would have never thought it was possible to sleep in a strict steel hogtie, but now it was second nature. The handcuffs were tight, but she barely registered that anymore, and when the timed padlock connecting the cuffs to her ankle restraints clicked open a moment later, she stayed there on the bed for a bit, allowing her legs to stretch while she tried to gather the motivation to get out of bed.

Eve’s soft voice made itself heard shortly after. “Slave Tilly, you have not yet …”

“I know, Eve …” Faith said and rolled her eyes. “Just … give me a moment.”

“Are you feeling alright, slave Tilly?”

Faith sighed and sat on the edge of the hard bed. “I’m … fine.” She stared at the many drawings on her wall. Her drawings. Most of them were of Inari and Samara, some of them even of the two together. She could not get them out of her mind, even if she barely remembered how Inari’s voice sounded at this point.

“The tone of your voice is concerning, slave Tilly. Do you want me to schedule an appointment with a counselor later today?”

“That won’t be necessary, Eve, thank you.” Faith got up and hobbled toward the slot where the keys to her restraints awaited. A few other 4th-years from her coven walked by and said good morning while she removed her chains and put on her school uniform, and even though Faith managed a somewhat cheerful reply, it felt like an act. Samara had been sent to the horrible slave markets of some distant country, and she had taken a part of Faith with her, the part that had still dared to dream of a future that was not miserable.

“Good morning, sunshine,” Piper said and handed Faith a cup of coffee once she entered the common room. “Struggling to get out of bed again?”

Faith nodded and took a sip of the steaming hot coffee. “Yeah … what’s the point?”

Piper groaned. “This again? Faith, you’ve always had this gothy ‘I-don’t-give-a-shit’-vibe going, and it’s usually hot as hell, but … you gotta find a way out of this.”

They sat down in the soft chairs and listened to the moans and cries of pleasure and pain coming from the playroom where a few eager coven sisters were starting the day strong.

“I know, Piper. It’s just … easier said than done.” Faith fiddled with the ring on her slim collar. “I’m just not feeling it.”

“Try to look at the positives, sweetie.” Piper placed a hand on Faith’s thigh. It was pleasantly warm from holding the cup. “It’s the last year. There’s no Aaliyah to make your life a living hell.”

Faith nodded. Not having Aaliyah to worry about was a plus, though she had a hard time getting excited about that, knowing that Aaliyah was probably living in hell as a slave to some sadistic creep in a dark corner of the world.

So is Samara ...

She held back tears and decided to change the subject. “How are your … prospects looking?”

Piper smiled. “Pretty good, though I’m not allowed to speak about it. Buyer-slave confidentiality, you know …”

“Piper …”

Piper chuckled. “Fine, you know I can’t keep a secret from you. But if you tell anyone …”

“Who would I tell?”

“Imogen?”

Faith tried to ignore the stab of guilt that accompanied Imogen’s name. “She … she’s been keeping her distance since …”

“Since she professed her love for you? She is just giving you space. You should go fuck her …”

“Piper!”

“What? She’d love it, maybe she can help get that sad stick out of your ass.”

“You’re such a supportive and considerate friend. Now tell me about that potential buyer.”

“I will. But first, let’s go find some restraints to wear today.”

Faith put her cup down. “I’m not sure I’m in the mood.”

“I don’t care. I’m going to get you back in the groove, and we’re starting with some nice, heavy bondage.” She got up from her chair and pulled Faith to her feet. Faith paused for a moment to appreciate how far Piper had come, even if she had become a little bossy. Piper took Faith’s hand and led her into the playroom, where they passed a second-year being whipped by her coven sister.

“Hmm … I want you to feel it today, properly feel it. We only have theoretical classes, so you don’t need to be very mobile …” Piper let her fingers run across the countless restraints.

“You know, I’m not …”

Piper turned around and glared at her. “Shut up, I’m helping you.”

Faith sighed and gave in, knowing that Piper would not accept any more arguments. Faith had not bothered to restrain herself for classes since the school year started, and she could not deny that the idea of putting something on made her heart flutter a bit. She was a slave, after all, and there was no way to change that fact.

“Ah, here we go!” Piper picked out a set of rigid steel shackles. They were wide and heavy, connected by a steel bar, and far more restrictive than anything the girls would usually wear for a full day. “Present your wrists, slave Tilly.”

Faith rolled her eyes and put her hands forward. “Spill the beans.”

“It’s Joshua Poole.”

“What? The politician?” Faith looked up from the heavy restraints being locked onto her wrists. “That’s … how is he?”

Piper smiled. “I like him. He’s not a sadist, so I doubt there’d be much pain involved. I think he wants me mainly for … decoration. You know … walking around naked in chains doing housework and so on …”

“Sounds … boring.”

“I think it’s perfect. I love being bound and fucked, but I’d rather end up with a guy like Joshua than some hardcore sadist who wants to make me scream in pain every day.” Piper finished locking the rigid shackles. “Now give me your ankles.”

Faith sat down and lifted her feet up. “I guess that would not be too bad. At least you’ll be safe.”

“Exactly.” Piper put Faith’s feet down after locking a set of heavy steel shackles onto them. She proceeded to pick out a matching tall, heavy steel collar as well to replace the slim one Faith was wearing. “And now the final touch.” She picked out a set of mean-looking nipple clamps.

“Seriously? We’ve never worn those for class. Are you going to wear some too?”

Piper laughed. “Of course not, but I’m not the one chained right now. Which means I’m in charge.”

“Your logic is infallible.” Faith tried to open her white button-down shirt to allow Piper access to her breasts, but the shackles were far too restrictive. “I guess you’ll have to do the work yourself.”

The 4th year brought with it a packed schedule. Old favorites like Bondage, Sexual Servitude, and Torture Endurance were still taught, but more theoretical subjects had been added as well. Each student had to learn a foreign language, the vocabulary taught focused on the knowledge needed to be a good slave, and though it was boring stuff, Faith found that the nipple clamps and rigid shackles had managed to spice up the class a fair bit.

“Fuck, my nipples are killing me …” Faith said when she and Piper left the dining hall to go to their next class. “And eating was a mess with these damn shackles on …” Faith glared at Piper. “I can’t believe you chose a pair of light, long-chained handcuffs while I have to wear this.”

“But how much have you been thinking about Samara during class?”

Faith rolled her eyes. “I haven’t. When every movement makes your nipples cry out in pain, it tends to make you focus on the present. You diabolical, brilliant bitch …” The two found a table at the back of the classroom and sat down. “I’m not sure it’ll be enough to make this interesting, though.”

Submission Philosophy was an odd subject, especially compared to the rest. Faith had always loved philosophy; she had almost chosen it as a major before her life had steered off the road and into a world of submission and torture, but seeing the teachings of Plato, Kant, and others twisted into justifying slavery was misleading at best and downright deceitful at worst. But it was the teacher who made Faith dread every class. Mistress Hannah’s path to becoming a teacher at Ravenstone was fascinating to Faith; she had been a student at Ravenstone before becoming a slave to an aging billionaire for twenty years. According to her, those years had been filled with torture as well as pleasure, but before her owner had passed away, he had given Hannah her freedom.

A freedom she never desired.

“No one wanted a 40-year-old slave,” she had once said during class, her voice bitter and hateful. “So I became the fiercest domme I could be. And now … here I am.”

Now in her late 40s, Mistress Hannah was an imposing, muscular woman with broad shoulders, a narrow waist, gray hair, and the coldest eyes Faith had ever seen. She still wore her steel collar, the one given to her by her former owner; it was not made to ever come off, but instead of wearing it as a symbol of pride like Samara had done, Hannah wore it to spite the people who did not want her as a slave.

And that spite was now taken out on her students. Not through canings or strenuous bondage like Mistress Vaine or Master Orden would do, but through psychological terror.

Luckily, Faith had learned her lesson by now. She had no intention of antagonizing her new teacher, and she managed to fly under the radar during the harsh classes.

“That was … worse than the clamps,” Faith said when the class was over. “Can you please take these off now?”

Piper shrugged. “When we get back to the coven. I …”

“Tilly, may I have a word?” a voice sounded behind them. A voice that always caused Faith’s body to tense up and immediately feel like she had done something wrong. She turned to face Mistress Vaine, her Torture Endurance teacher, who looked like she had been waiting for Faith’s class to finish.

“Mistress?” Faith said and swallowed a lump. She and Vaine were on much better terms than they had been for the first few years, but she was still somewhat scared of the beautiful woman.

Vaine smiled. It was one of her rare smiles that occasionally reminded Faith that the strict teacher was, in fact, human. “Relax, Faith, you’re not in trouble.” She nodded at the restraints. “Not with me, at least. This is your work, Petrovich?”

Piper nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” She glanced at the clock on the wall before turning toward Faith. “Meet me at the shared torture rooms in the west wing after Mistress is done with you.”

“What? Why there?”

“You’ll see,” Piper said and left.

Faith was beginning to wonder if her nipples would ever stop hurting as she followed Mistress Vaine into a nearby classroom. “If I’m not in trouble, what is this about?”

Mistress Vaine locked the door behind them and turned to look at Faith. “I’ve been keeping an eye on you, Faith. Ever since … the unfortunate end to last school year.”

“I don’t need you to do that, Mistress.”

“I promised Samara I would.” Vaine’s expression turned to pain. “She was a dear friend - and playpartner. She’d hate to see you like this.” She leaned against a table and sighed. She undid her ponytail and shook her hair out, letting it fall freely, something Faith could not recall ever seeing Vaine do before. “You blew it quite badly with that rich asshole, Faith.”

“I know.” Faith wanted to sit on the table across from Vaine, but she could not seem to find a way up onto it due to the rigid shackles and the heavy ankle restraints.

Vaine looked at the heavy steel holding Faith down. “Delving into heavy bondage might not be a bad idea if you want to find that spark again. Piper obviously wants to help you. And so do I.”

“You do?”

Vaine smiled and let her fingers run through the dark hair. The gray streaks made her look sophisticated and sensual. “Don’t confuse my harsh demeanor with carelessness. I care about all my students. And even though you might have turned a big client away, you’re still an accomplished student. That’s why I’m going to give you solo lessons.”

“Solo lessons?”

“Not the way Samara did, I’m afraid.” Her face fell back into the serious expression that Faith knew so well. “No, far from it. I’m going to torture you, Faith. You’re gifted when it comes to enduring pain and torture, and I want to take that further than we do in class. I want to make it your ‘hook’ to attract a new buyer for you.”

“Thank you?” Faith shifted her weight between her feet, partly due to feeling nervous, partly because the shackles were hell for her ankles.

Vaine tied her hair back into a tight ponytail and headed for the door, gesturing for Faith to follow. “Life here and after graduation doesn’t have to be miserable, Tilly. But you’re going to stay a slave, likely for the rest of your life. You need to accept that. And do try to find a new purpose.”

Piper was standing outside one of the smaller torture rooms that students could book in order to practice in peace. Faith and Piper usually stuck to the playroom in the Andromeda Coven when they wanted to try out new bondage positions, and Faith had no idea why Piper had insisted that Faith make her way to the other end of the castle, especially considering the brutal restraints she was wearing.

“Good, you’re here. What did Mistress Vaine want with you?”

Faith sat down on a bench nearby to catch her breath. Her ankles were killing her, and her nipples were on fire. “She … she wanted to give me solo lessons in Torture Endurance.”

Piper whistled. “Damn. Glad it’s not me. Congratulations, I guess?” She opened the door to the room. “Get in.”

“Can’t you just take these fucking restraints and the clamps off now?”

“No. Get in.”

Faith sighed. “Look, I do find Assertive Piper pretty hot, but … Imogen?”

The room was not large, mostly consisting of a bondage bed with a pillory, a cage beneath it, and rows of restraints and torture instruments hanging from the wall. Faith had used the torture rooms during her 3rd year to help Imogen get better at handling humiliation and submission, but looking at Imogen sitting on the bed wearing a black latex suit, she did not get the impression that Imogen was here to be pissed on again by Faith.

“Hey, Faith …” Imogen smiled. “I … I’ve missed you.”

Faith was dumbstruck. She glanced at Piper. “What … what is this?”

“I decided to speed up your healing process a bit,” Piper said and tossed the keys to Faith’s restraints to Imogen. “And Imogen wants to help, too.”

Faith’s first instinct was to tell Piper off for setting this up behind her back, but she could not ignore the warmth spreading from her loins at the sight of Imogen in that body-hugging latex suit. It accentuated her sensual, feminine curves, and the dark-rimmed glasses coupled with the librarian-like blonde hair bun triggered some old fetishes of Faith’s.

Imogen’s smile faded a bit. “Faith, we don’t have to do this, I just …”

Faith shook her head. “No, it’s alright. I think I need this. And I’d prefer it to be with you.” She tilted her head to the side and looked at Imogen. “Have you ever been ‘on top’ before?”

Imogen blushed. “No.” She pushed her glasses up. “But Piper and I believe you need someone else to take control, at least for a bit. And I’m willing to give it a shot.” She looked at Piper. “Do you want to join me?”

Piper shook her head. “No, this is for the two of you. Maybe some other time.” She kissed Faith on the cheek and shut the door behind her.

“Well, here goes …” Imogen said and got on her feet, the latex squeaking as she walked over to Faith, the sound of her tall heels echoing between the walls. “No safeword. No way out. Just you and me.” Her voice changed slightly with every syllable, becoming deeper, more sultry. Faith was digging it. “Get on your knees, you fucking whore.”

Faith opened her eyes to comment on the absurdity of those words coming out of Imogen’s mouth, but it suited the situation, and Imogen delivered them with passion and confidence.

Okay, this is pretty hot ...

Faith got on her knees, relieved to have the weight of the shackles off her ankles for a bit. She had dominated Imogen a few times, but it felt good to switch. Faith did not have it in her to come up with new ways of tormenting her friend and old rival.

Imogen pushed one foot forward. “Lick it. Worship it.” The shoes had tall heels and were made of black leather, and Faith did not waste any time, immediately letting her tongue out to caress the shiny material. Imogen looked down at her with a subtle smile on her lips. “That’s a good slave,” Imogen said and let a hand slide over Faith’s cheek, her touch warm and loving despite the dominant tone. “More. Take the shoe off.”

Faith did as told and began licking and sucking Imogen’s cute, short toes in turn. The position made the already tight steel collar choke her, but it only added to the growing wetness in her panties. She did feel like a slave for the first time in a while, and the rigid restraints gave her the feeling of helplessness that she used to be so addicted to. Imogen gave a soft moan as Faith took a whole foot in her mouth and began sucking it.

“Such a good little slave,” Imogen said, gently pushing Faith away. “Keep going on the other foot.” Faith did, and Imogen kept her hand on her cheek. “I’ve missed this. I’ve missed you.” Faith moaned into Imogen’s foot, wondering if Imogen could keep up the dominating facade. There were cracks in her cold demeanor as she looked at Faith, but she soon snapped back into character. “Lie down on the bed, on your back.”

Faith did as she was told. Imogen crawled onto the bed and sat astride her, raising Faith’s shackled hands above her head.

“Let’s see if Piper made good on her promise …” With one swift movement, Imogen tore open Faith’s school uniform, causing the buttons on her shirt to fly through the room. It was a fairly common occurrence; the Academy’s slaves would have them sewn back on before morning. “Aaah, there they are …”

“FUCK, that hurts!” Faith whimpered when Imogen pulled at the thin chain connecting her nipple clamps. She clenched her jaw.

“It’s supposed to. Besides … you enjoy pain.”

“AAAAH! FUUUCK!”

Imogen had torn the clamps off, causing a stinging, violent pain to tear through Faith’s body. The two small breasts rose and fell with Faith’s rapid breathing as she fought to handle the pain.

Imogen bent down to kiss her. It was a deep, passionate kiss, and Faith let herself drown in the soft, sensual, and caring moment.

Don‘t lean into it. Don’t lead her on.

She was painfully aware that Imogen was in love with her, but the kiss was too good, too tender. She did want Imogen, she truly did, but … it was too soon.

Or was it?

Imogen was not Samara. Not even Inari. But Inari was gone, and Samara was lost to the darkness of slavery, probably never to be heard from again. And Imogen was right there, beautiful and warm and kind, the very epitome of what Faith had always looked for in a partner. Could she really keep pushing her away?

Imogen broke the kiss, and the look of hurt and heartbreak on her face made Faith’s stomach churn. “Did … did I do something wrong?”

“No. You never did.”

“Not even when I told you I loved you?”

Faith shook her head as tears threatened to escape her eyes. “Has that changed?”

Imogen smiled. “No. It never will.”

“Then it was the right thing to say.” Faith wanted to embrace the beautiful girl sitting astride her, but the shackles prevented it. “I can’t … I won’t …”

Imogen’s smile vanished. “Maybe this was a bad idea. Maybe I should …”

“No! I …” Faith took a deep breath and weighed her words. Was she truly ready to go down this rabbit hole again?

No. She was not. But she was not ready to push Imogen away either.

“I like you, Imogen. Like … a lot. And …”

Fuck, she’s so beautiful ...

“… I want to be with you. If you’ll have me in the state I’m in …”

Imogen tilted her head. “I’ve been waiting a long time, Faith. I’ll help you. And I’m not going anywhere.” She sighed. “For now … I guess that part is kinda out of our hands. But for now … let’s be together. As lovers?”

Faith smiled. “As lovers.” She could not ignore the voice in the back of her mind that told her that this was a horrible idea, that she was setting herself and a girl she cared deeply about up for heartbreak, but she could not resist anymore.

“I know you can’t tell me you love me. Maybe that’ll come. But I meant it when I said that I’ll be happy to have any part of you that you can spare.”

“Thank you for understanding. Do you want to …”

Faith was silenced by a surprisingly hard slap.

“Shut up, slave.” Imogen winked at her. “Don’t forget who’s on top here.”

A surge of adrenaline and lust flowed through Faith. “Yes, Mistress.” She lowered her voice to barely a whisper. “Let’s do this.”

Imogen smiled and leaned down to kiss Faith. The kiss was deep and passionate, their tongues dancing together. Faith could feel her heart pounding in her chest as they kissed, and she could feel a wetness growing between her legs. She knew that Imogen was in control, and that was all she needed. Imogen was still kissing her while she fastened Faith’s rigid shackles to a chain connected to the head of the bed.

Then their lips parted.

“No more of that,” Imogen said and got up from the bed. There was a playful glint in her eyes. “I’ve wanted you like this for a long time. All mine. Helpless. And I’m going to enjoy it. No more words.”

She found a large ballgag and pressed it in between Faith’s lips, tightening it behind her head. Imogen kissed the red ball. Next, she unlocked Faith’s ankle shackles before tying the ankles to the corners of the bed, leaving Faith spread and vulnerable.

Imogen leaned in, closing her lips around Faith’s swollen, bruised nipple. The feeling of Imogen’s soft tongue on her nipples caused Faith to moan, and when Imogen’s teeth came into play, biting and pulling, Faith groaned and arched her back in response to the pain and pleasure. After a while, she switched to the other nipple, giving it the same treatment. The bruises made it painful, but it was just the type of pain Faith loved.

Then Faith felt it. Soft fingers travelling up her inner thigh, up beneath her skirt. They traced along the thin strap of her thong, and Imogen smiled.

“So wet. Such a slut … But you’re my slut now.”

Faith moaned into the gag, the sound muffled by the red ball.

Imogen’s slender fingers slipped between Faith’s legs and began to work her clit, slowly at first, then faster and more urgently. Faith pulled at her restraints to embrace the helplessness she had not realized she needed. Faith felt a shiver of pleasure shoot through her, and she closed her eyes and let the sensation take her.

Imogen was relentless. She continued to work Faith’s clit, rubbing and teasing it, her fingers slick with moisture. Faith’s legs were trembling, her body tense and alive, and she knew she was close to climax. Imogen sensed it too, but she was not about to let Faith off this easily.

“No. Not yet.”

“Mmmmmph!”

“Don’t give me that.” Imogen got up from the bed and walked over to the collection of restraints and tools. “You’ve edged me for hours before.” She found a strap-on, a huge one, and put it on. The latex creaked as she tightened it. “It’s payback time. This thing will rub against my clit too, but I suspect the latex will help me last as long as I need to.” She placed herself at the foot of the bed, looking like a shiny goddess.

Faith’s pussy ached, and the wetness between her legs was making her thong feel uncomfortable. She had not come in more than a month, and her body was soaking up every touch, the feel of steel against her skin, and the sound of rattling chains. Her eyes widened as Imogen got on the bed, and she moaned as Imogen placed the strap-on at her entrance, pushing aside Faith’s panties. Imogen began to push, and Faith could feel the dildo sliding in. She was wet and ready, and Imogen continued to push, slowly and firmly. The dildo was huge, and Faith could feel herself stretching to accommodate it.

Imogen began to thrust, slowly at first, then faster and harder. Faith could feel the dildo pounding into her, hitting her G-spot with every thrust. She could feel the pleasure building, and she knew she was close to climax. But Imogen was in control, and she was not about to let Faith come just yet. With remarkable mastery, Imogen managed to control the speed of her trusts just right, ensuring that Faith stayed right on the edge for what felt like an eternity. Just when Faith thought she could not take it any longer, Imogen stopped.

She pulled the dildo out and stood there for a bit, letting her finger run along the shaft that was drenched in Faith’s liquids. She smiled at Faith while she put her finger in her mouth.

“I rather enjoyed this,” Imogen said.

Faith looked at her with a frown. It’s not over … is it?

Imogen smiled. “I like this dynamic. And I think I … want to ensure that you think of me.”

“Mmmmph?” Faith was almost delirious from lust. Imogen had been somewhat cruel back when they were rivals, but it had become obvious through their growing friendship that Imogen had merely tried to hide her insecurity.

Or so Faith thought.

No. No, she can’t possibly ...

“We really don’t use these often enough, huh?” Imogen held up a chastity belt. Faith had worn one before, always as a form of punishment.

“Mmmmmmh …” Faith moaned when Imogen lifted her shirt and locked the cold steel belt around Faith’s waist. Her skirt and panties were pulled down to make room for the metal bit that went between her legs to ensure that Faith could not touch herself. She shivered as the cold steel touched her swollen, aching pussy.

“Perfection,” Imogen said and removed Faith’s gag. The two girls smiled at each other and shared a long kiss. “Now you won’t be able to come. But I can.”

Imogen removed the strap-on, and the wet dildo went into Faith’s mouth. She sucked and licked at it, tasting herself and savoring the salty-sweet flavor. Then she watched as Imogen went down on herself after unzipping the latex suit. It did not take long for her to come, and Faith could only watch and ache for her own release. It was delightfully cruel, not unlike many of the things she herself had put Imogen through.

Imogen lay down on top of Faith, their naked breasts pressing together. Their breaths mingled, and Imogen’s lips were inches from Faith’s. Faith tried to push her head forward, but the restraints kept her in place.

It was torture. Worse than any pain Imogen could have inflicted. Faith was so horny, but she had to admit that it was effective. She did have feelings for Imogen, she was not faking that, but being dominated, teased, and tormented by Imogen had elevated the existing feelings to a whole new level.

She wanted Imogen. Badly.

“Are you just about ready to be released … sweetie?”

Faith nodded. “If you’re not going to let me come … then yes.”

“Is it too cruel?” Imogen asked while she began unlocking Faith’s shackles. The session was over, and the Imogen that Faith knew returned.

“Don‘t doubt yourself.” Faith massaged her wrist after being released and sat up in the bed while Imogen untied her ankles. She pulled at the chastity belt with a frown. “I fucking hate you for doing it, yes, but I think you have a knack for being in charge. Now … can I have that kiss?”

Imogen chuckled and pulled Faith off the bed. She put a finger through the large O-ring on the front of Faith’s heavy collar and pulled her closer.

“You can have as many as you want.”


Chapter 2

Faith had been in love before. She had given herself fully to Inari and Samara, allowed the hurricane of emotions and lust to take her, consequences be damned. Before she arrived at Ravenstone, Faith had had several relationships of varying lengths, but they had usually ended because one party, usually Faith, had fallen out of love or simply outgrown the other person.

She had not fallen out of love with Inari and Samara. Inari and Samara had been taken from her. The love had never faltered, never waned. Their fates as slaves had torn them apart.

Her relationship with Imogen was different. There was still passion there, passion and intoxicating sex, but part of Faith held back.

Imogen did not seem to mind, though. She was ecstatic, loving every moment they could share, and she embraced the sessions where she dominated Faith. The chastity belt was not used after the first session, it was not needed - Imogen could not keep her hands off Faith long enough for the belt to have a real impact.

But life at the Academy always found new ways to remind the girls of the future that awaited them when they graduated.

“Endure it, Faith,” Mistress Vaine said in a voice that seemed way too calm for what she was doing.

“I … AAAAH!” Faith lost her footing and hung from her wrists for a few seconds before recovering. Sweat poured from her body, and it shook every time the thick cane landed on her poor, tortured ass.

It was far from the first time that Faith had been caned. After all, pain endurance was one of her hidden talents that had never surfaced until she arrived at Ravenstone. But Vaine was hellbent on pushing Faith way past her limits, to mold her into the ultimate painslut.

Usually, a caning had stopped an hour ago. But Vaine was still going.

“AAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

“Good. There’s no need to try and hold it in if you get to this point. Most people aren’t looking for slaves who stay silent. Let it out!”

Another hit. The same spot as the last dozen strikes. Faith let out another desperate scream.

“Please … Mistress … no more … I can’t … AAAAAAAAAAH!”

“Yes, you can. Your body broke long ago. It’s all about willpower now.”

The pain was too much. Faith felt like she was close to passing out. Part of her foggy mind registered that her arms were aching from having so much weight placed on her handcuffed wrists, but her body could not focus on it - the pain from her ass took up all her attention.

“Take control of your body, Faith,” Vaine said. “Don’t allow your brain to black out.”

The words barely registered. Faith had nothing more to give.

Everything went black.

Faith woke up a few moments later on the floor in a fetal position. Her hands were still cuffed, the deep red grooves on her wrists likely to stay for a few days. Her ass was on fire, a deep, throbbing pain that felt like real damage had been done. A pool of drool and sweat had formed beneath her, and Faith had a sneaking suspicion that she had pissed herself as well.

“Well done,” Vaine said and helped Faith to stand before handing her a bottle of water.

Faith took a sip of water. Her throat was sore from the screaming. “Was it? I did pass out.”

“Of course you did. I doubt even Samara could’ve endured that punishment. You truly are remarkable, Faith.”

“I don’t feel remarkable right now,” Faith said and winced as she tried to sit down on a small bench in the corner of the torture room, but she stood up again immediately. “Shit, that stings.”

“It will for a few days. I’ve brought some ointment that should help speed up the healing process.” She gestured for Faith to turn around and began applying the cooling cream. “You’re going to do well during Hell Week.”

“Hell Week? That doesn’t sound pleasant …”

“It’s not supposed to be.” Vaine finished applying the ointment and gestured for Faith to lie down on the torture room’s bed. The extra lessons with Vaine were beyond painful, but Vaine knew how to reward her most talented student. “I’ll announce it officially during class tomorrow. Just know that it’ll be a cakewalk for someone like you.” Vaine’s experienced fingers slid effortlessly inside Faith’s pussy; even though the session had been excruciating, Faith had still managed to derive intense pleasure from it. She was soaking wet. “The other students will be challenged, which is the point, but you … you’ll breeze through.”

Faith had been too distracted by the pain and Vaine’s magic fingers to give her words much thought before Torture Endurance class the next day. Faith’s buttocks were one big bruise, and she was struggling to find a position on her chair that did not cause her immense pain. The hinged handcuffs she was wearing meant that she could not use her hands to take the pressure off; Imogen was in control in the bedroom, but Piper had insisted that she got to ‘dress’ Faith every morning and decide how she was to be restrained for the day.

Faith could feel her love of being helpless returning. Her love of being a slave. Having others take charge made many things easier, and she embraced it - the Faith who had arrived in a police car years earlier would have yelled at her, told her she was weak, but it did not feel that way.

“I wonder why all 4th-year students are present,” Piper whispered, glancing at the Cassandra Coven girls who had to stand along the wall in the classroom.

“Hell week …“ Faith mumbled, but before Piper could ask what she meant, Mistress Vaine entered the classroom with Master Orden.

Orden. Faith gritted her teeth. She had never been a fan of their Sexual Servitude teacher, but after he sold Aaliyah, his secret lover, off to a horrible fate without blinking, she had grown to despise him.

“Good morning, 4th-years,” Mistress Vaine said. “I’ll get straight to the point; we’ve gathered you all to tell you about an upcoming … interdisciplinary exercise. The competition from other academies is getting fierce, and we want Ravenstone to set itself apart from them. Therefore, we are introducing ‘Hell Week’.”

The assembled students sent each other nervous glances. After years of bondage, whippings, and slavery training, hearing the teachers refer to something as ‘hell’ made everyone nervous.

“It seems I got your undivided attention.” Vaine smiled. “We want to push you to your limits - and past them. All of you will be spending the full week rotating between different challenges. There will be no breaks. No way to get out of it. But I want to make sure you understand that this is not a competition - you’re not competing with each other, there are no grades, no rewards. You just have to endure.”

Piper whimpered next to Faith. “Fuck …” She stared at the table and fiddled with the chain connecting her handcuffs. “Fuck, fuck, fuck …”

“You’ll be fine, you’ve improved a lot in Torture Endurance,” Faith whispered.

“That doesn’t mean I get off on it like you do …”

Master Orden cleared his throat to stop the murmuring among the students. “The week starts on Monday. Good luck.”

The rest of the week was dominated by the 4th-year students discussing what to expect. Some were hopeful that it just meant extra Torture Endurance lessons or spending time in the Academy dungeons, while others imagined terrifying scenarios of being hung from their wrists for a full week. The teachers were tight-lipped, and even Imogen and Faith decided to go easy on the BDSM sessions together in preparation for whatever was in store for them.

Monday came. The students were woken by Eve with instructions to present themselves in the large courtyard outside the castle wearing nothing but a heavy steel collar and a pair of. It was a cold morning, and Faith could hear the other girls shivering and chattering their teeth. She was not immune to the cold air, but her ability to ignore pain helped with the temperature. The morning fog hovered low over the lake nearby, creating an eerie atmosphere. Mistress Vaine was there with Master Orden and Mistress Hannah, their three faces betraying no emotion.

“You’ll be divided into groups of 15, 5 from each coven chosen at random,” Master Orden said, relishing the fear visible on the students’ faces. “Mistress Vaine and Mistress Hannah, please begin numbering the Cassandra and Andromeda covens. I’ll take Persephone.”

Faith was assigned the number 3, while Piper was given a 1. The numbers were written on their shoulders and thighs with a marker.

“See you on the other side, Piper,” Faith said with a somber smile. “Good luck.”

“You too.” Piper looked over Faith’s shoulder at the students joining up with the others who had matching numbers. She smiled. “I think you’ll be fine.”

Faith turned around to see Imogen pointing at the number 3 on her thigh. The two smiled at each other, though Imogen struggled to hide her anxiety.

“Group 3, with me,” Mistress Vaine shouted. She began walking towards one of the many gardens surrounding the Academy. The girls walked close together, and Imogen and Faith made sure to rub up against each other as much as possible.

“Nervous?” Faith asked.

“Of course. I …”

“No talking!” Vaine hissed. She led them to a small clearing where fifteen tiny cages had been placed on the ground beneath a heavy wooden beam suspended three meters above the ground.

“Oh … joy …” Faith mumbled. Imogen seemed less than thrilled as well.

“You’ll be starting off easy, group 3,” Mistress Vaine said. “This is a simple endurance exercise. 48 hours in a small cage.” She opened one of the cages and gestured for Faith to enter. “Enjoy.”

Faith groaned and squeezed herself into the cramped space. She had to sit down and pull her knees to her chest with her cuffed hands, but even curled up like that, the top of the cage still pressed against the top of her head. She could feel the cold from the ground, and the bars pressing against her body were already making it difficult to breathe. Mistress Vaine locked the door and signaled two Ravenstone slaves, who pulled the other end of the rope attached to the cage, raising it off the ground. The cage spun slowly around, and the fifteen slaves were soon dangling from the beam.

“I’m really not a fan of heights,” Imogen said from her cage nearby.

“The cold ground would be worse. I …”

“No talking, slaves, I won’t tell you again!” Vaine’s stare made Imogen whimper. “There will be an Academy slave nearby at all times to monitor you.” She walked off, leaving the fifteen girls at the mercy of the cold morning breeze.

Imogen and Faith hung right next to each other, but they might as well have been miles apart. Seeing the cuffed and collared Imogen so close made Faith’s heart ache, and she longed to touch her.

This is going to be rough, she thought, and closed her eyes. She could move her hands a little and was grateful that they were not cuffed behind her back, but even then, Faith knew that her body would take weeks to recover from this.

And they still had five days of torment to go once they were out of the cages.


Chapter 3

Faith was freezing, her muscles were cramping, and having her beloved Imogen just out of reach was torture. The first few hours of hanging from the wooden beam had not been too bad. She was sore, yes, but it was bearable.

The night, however, was horrible. Faith had barely gotten any sleep, and the cold was making her shiver. Her teeth were chattering, and the cage was too tight for her to change positions. The other girls seemed to be having an equally rough time, and their moans and cries could be heard all night.

The second day was even worse. The sun had managed to warm up the garden a bit, and it was a welcome relief, but the cramps were getting worse, and Faith had no idea how she would be able to stand up straight when the 48 hours were over. She could hear Imogen sobbing and crying next to her, and she had to fight the urge to try and comfort her. They were forbidden to speak, and the Academy slaves watching over them did not seem keen on letting the two of them get a few words in.

The second night was as bad as the first. The girls were so exhausted by this point that the pain and cold were more of a nuisance than a genuine concern. Faith could feel her mind drifting in and out, and she hoped that they would at least be allowed to sleep in a cell or something for the rest of the week.

When the cages were finally lowered and the doors unlocked, many of the girls needed help getting out and onto their feet. The next group was already lined up to take their places, Piper among them, and they stared in horror at the whimpering, hunched girls from group 3. Faith did not have the energy to speak or even open her mouth. Mistress Vaine and a couple of Academy slaves chained Faith and the other girls to poles by their collars in one of the gardens and allowed them a little time to stretch and get something to eat before the next challenge.

Imogen approached Faith and gently held her hand. Their relationship was not forbidden nor a secret, but passionate kisses did not seem appropriate. Faith was grateful that her friend, lover, and sometimes domme was there with her.

“This sucks.”

Faith chuckled. “Yeah. It does.” She took s bite of a sandwich and adjusted her collar, which was connected to the thick wooden pole by a heavy chain. “But I suspect it will get worse. Did you notice that the Academy’s slaves were …”

“… filming us, yes.” Imogen’s face darkened. “We’ve never been filmed before, and they seemed to focus the camera on you and me. I wonder what it’s for.”

“Some sort of advertisement, I guess. Who knows? At least there’ll be some pictures of my cute ass in a tiny cage.”

“I’d rather have videos of you in my bed.”

Faith smiled and resisted the urge to press her naked body against Imogen’s and take her right there. The short moment of peace and quiet did not last long, however. After an hour, the girls were lined up and escorted to the Academy dungeon, where they were shackled and hung from their wrists on a long row. Faith had endured similar before, but as the minutes turned to hours, the strain on her wrists turned from discomfort to pure agony. Many of the other girls screamed for release, but their words fell on deaf ears.

Imogen was suspended at the other end of the room - Faith could not see her, but she recognized her whimpers and cried. She did not scream, though.

Not a bad time to be a masochist, Faith thought as the pain made a welcome, familiar warmth spread from her lower body. It was not that she did not feel pain on the same level as everyone else, but her body had always reacted differently to it. And now, after three years of conditioning, it was more than just a skill, a way to get off. It was her secret weapon. Her strongest asset.

She closed her eyes and shut out the screams of mercy from the other slavegirls. She focused on the warmth and smiled as it turned into arousal and lust. By now, Imogen had become quite adept at handling pain, but she could not convert it into lust like Faith could.

The hours passed. None of them had ever endured this sort of position for this long, and Faith began to wonder if her arms would ever function again, yet she was still incredibly turned on. They were given short breaks of 2-5 minutes once in a while to prevent permanent damage, but it was little relief. When they were all let down, a collective scream escaped them as the blood rushed back into their arms. It felt like being stung by a thousand needles, and even Faith could not help but scream. Mistress Vaine entered the dungeon soon after while the girls were still waiting for their arms to stop hurting, and Faith was not sure how to interpret the smile on her teacher’s lips. She looked at each of them in turn as the leather cuffs that had been used for the suspension were replaced by handcuffs.

“Get up, slaves,” Vaine said and ignored the pitiful whimpers. “You’re not even halfway through the week yet.”

The following days did not let up. They were forced to kneel for 24 hours with their cuffed hands out in front of them. If they dozed off or moved too much, they would receive a hard strike with a cane on their palms. Once again, Faith noticed that she was being filmed, and she saw a slave with a camera again when the ordeal was over and they were escorted onto a field next to the Academy and shackled to tall wooden poles with their hands over their heads.

“I’m … tired,” Imogen whimpered. She was shackled to the same pole as Faith. “I’d give anything to be locked in my own cell, just for a few hours. They can chain me any way they want … just let me sleep.”

“Me too. I’ll take any beating if I can get a nap …” Faith nodded towards the Academy. “Fuck … looks like we’re on today’s curriculum.”

A large group of students from the 3rd year had gathered at the edge of the field. Faith did not know if she should be terrified or excited when she noticed that they all held either whips or canes. Mistress Vaine and Mistress Hannah were there too, addressing the students.

“Good morning, 3rd-years,” Vaine said with a smile. “Today’s class is a little different. You’ve used whips and canes before, and you know how to control your strikes. But this time, we want you to focus on endurance.” She gestured to the naked, exhausted girls chained to the posts. “These fifteen girls are all 4th-years. They have trained for years and can endure almost anything - I want you to find their limits. Go as hard as you can. You can aim for the buttocks, the backs of their thighs, and their breasts. When they cry for mercy, you continue. Take breaks if you need them, just make sure they get none.”

Faith and Imogen stared in horror as the students were divided into groups and sent out onto the field. “Fuck … this will be … interesting,” Faith muttered.

Imogen was too tired to curse. Her eyes were red and her body was trembling. “I … I don’t know if I can do this. This is not a competition, it’s just …”

“Torture, yeah.” Faith managed to reach Imogen’s hand and squeezed it. “We can do this.”

Imogen sent her a weak smile. “Thanks for being here, Faith. I ... I love you.”

Faith hesitated. She had heard Imogen speak those words before. “I know.” Staring at her girlfriend, she waited for the tired face to show disappointment, maybe even resentment, but Imogen just smiled, seemingly expecting the response.

“Which one do you want?” A 3rd-year student with short blonde hair and a friendly smile spoke to another girl who was holding a cane.

“I’ll take the dark-haired one,” the other girl said. She had dark hair and a harsh look on her face. “I’ve heard she’s into this shit.”

Faith could not help but smile at the fact that she had a reputation, but her focus was soon drawn to her breasts as the dark-haired girl began wailing on them. Each strike of the cane drew a yelp of pain from her lips, and soon her breasts were crisscrossed by angry welts. As the pain grew in intensity, Faith felt her body responding the only way she knew how - the pain and the helplessness were a powerful aphrodisiac, and she soon found herself struggling to resist the urge to moan. The blonde girl had started whipping Imogen’s ass, but it was not with any real force. Her caning was more of a gentle massage, and Faith could see that Imogen was enjoying it. It stung, but the pain was bearable.

“Harder, slave Gleeson!” Mistress Hannah barked as she walked past. “You’re not supposed to tickle her.”

The blonde girl gritted her teeth and began putting more effort into her lashes. Imogen cried out, and her face contorted in pain as the girl, Gleeson, continued to beat her ass. Her strokes were still sloppy, but with each stroke, she was gaining confidence, and soon she was leaving marks all over Imogen’s backside. The other girl was not holding back either, and Faith could feel her nipples swelling under the onslaught. She let out a gasp of pleasure and bit down on her lip, trying to muffle the sounds of her moaning. Her pussy was on fire, and she could feel her juices dripping down her legs.

“Fuck, this is hard,” the dark-haired girl said and massaged her arm.

“I’ll take over,” another 3rd-year said.

And so it continued. Hour after hour. Some of the young students were impressive in their handling of the tools; they were precise, hard-hitting, and devious. But if anything, the sloppy or nervous ones were worse. Half their hits would elicit no response, but they would occasionally put all their strength into a cane strike that would tear open a nipple or even strike Faith or Imogen’s head or pussy. Faith was used to Mistress Vaine’s precise, piercing strikes, and though the teacher was adept at making Faith scream, the unpredictable strikes from the inexperienced 3rd-years were often harder to handle.

“I … I want you …” Imogen said in between her whelps and cries when they had been standing there for a few hours. The 3rd-years were getting tired, and this caused occasional breaks in the punishment. “I … know you don’t … feel the same … as I do, Faith, but … I …”

The words burned Faith more than any strike of the cane could. Her body was bleeding from several small cuts, the worst being one on her labia from an errant, piercing strike, but she preferred the torture to Imogen’s vulnerable, heartbreaking words.

“It’s not … like that,” Faith said. “I …” She weighed her words. “I want you too, Imogen. I want you to know that … AAAAAH!” A 3rd-year started tearing into Faith’s bruised ass. “I … I could not imagine being with anyone else but you. I promise you … you’re getting all I’m capable of giving right now …” She gritted her teeth and endured a flurry of blows before the 3rd year had to go off to recover again. “I hope that’s enough … because I don’t want to lose you.”

“It’s enough. Just knowing that you want to be mine … that’s enough.” Imogen paused and pressed her forehead against the pole while a girl broke her cane on Imogen’s upper back.

Faith leaned over to kiss Imogen on her sweat- and tear-soaked cheek. “Thank you.”


Chapter 4

Aloud, piercing scream emptied Faith’s lungs as the third orgasm tore through her. Her entire body shook against the dozens of straps holding her firmly in place, and she thrashed her head violently from side to side when the violent bliss turned to brutal discomfort and pain. The machine whirred unrelentingly, continuing to pound her pussy with the same speed and power as it had done for what felt like an eternity. After a week of little to no sleep and one torturous trial after another, Faith’s body had been close to exploding; the girls had not been given any opportunity to relieve the pressure during the week, but the last predicament of Hell Week aimed to turn any pent-up arousal or lust in the students into a weapon against them.

This is so fucking intense, Faith thought to herself and groaned as her body tensed. Her pussy was on fire and sore, but the fucking machine she had been strapped to did not stop. All around her were moans and screams; she could hear Imogen come further down the row of moaning girls, but she could not spare even a second of attention or energy on her lover. The machine demanded all she had.

“FUUUUCK!” she screamed as her body once again tore into a downright unpleasant orgasm. Due to the lack of rest, her body was struggling to turn the pain and discomfort into arousal. She was in a delirious state; her mind was drifting in and out of consciousness, and her body was covered in welts, bruises, cuts, and sweat. She had never been so weak, so close to breaking, but even in her dazed and confused state, she could not help but feel a sense of pride when the machine finally stopped to the applause of the students from the other years who had been allowed to witness the last day of Hell Week. Officially, the week would not end until the next morning, but they had already been told that the last night would simply be another stint in the tiny cages, which seemed like heaven after all they had been through.

The straps were undone, and Mistress Vaine helped Faith to her feet with an approving smile before she moved on to release the other students. Faith could barely stand on her feet and struggled to focus her vision, but it did not matter. She had done it, and she was rewarded with a warm, loving hug from Imogen a moment later. The two milked the tender moment for all they could until Academy staff members pulled them apart and handcuffed them.

Ravenstone Academy was a place of torture, torment, and harsh discipline. But it was not always cruel. After the last night in the cages, the 4th-years were given the rest of the week to recover. It was needed; every single girl looked like a wreck. They were exhausted, their bodies were broken and bruised, and despite years of training, the psychological trauma needed time to heal as well. But they had each other, and the days after the gruelling week involved many teary chats at the fireplace in the common room and the sound of sobbing from the cells.

“I’m beginning to think that is the worst part of being sold as a slave,” Piper muttered as she and Faith watched one of their coven sisters break down while recounting her experiences in the past week. “That we’ll be alone.” The girl was embraced by several girls immediately after; Faith could see the relief on her face.

“I know.” Faith felt a stinging pain in her heart knowing that Imogen would be taken from her in just a few months. “We can’t be certain there will be other slaves. At least there’s always someone to talk to here.”

“Something you want to share?” Piper scooted closer to Faith on the small couch and took a sip of her tea.

“About Hell Week?”

Piper scoffed. “Screw Hell Week. I was there, it was terrible, and you probably had an easier time than the rest of us.” Her eyes became narrow slits in her youthful face. “You know what I’m talking about.”

Faith wrestled her gaze away from Piper’s piercing stare. “There’s nothing to say. I’m having a great time with Imogen.”

“Are you in love?”

“I … I am.”

“You don’t sound so sure.”

“It‘s complicated, Piper.”

“Is it?” Piper put her cup down and turned her body toward Faith. She was only wearing a tank top and shorts, showing off the myriad of bruises and gruesome welts from the harsh week. Colorful bangles covered the worst marks from the shackles and handcuffs. “You’re in love, Faith. I’ll likely never get to experience that again, at least not receive love in return. Embrace it, enjoy it!”

Faith sighed and stared at her cup. “I know, I … but …” She rubbed her eyes. “I’ll try.”

Classes soon started back up, but after the horrifying week, the teachers went easy on them for a while. Even the solo lessons with Mistress Vaine were on pause to allow Faith more time to recover. But no amount of scratches or bruises could keep Imogen and Faith from spending every possible moment in the training rooms, even when they were not having sex. It was their space, a place without interruptions, and they sometimes spent hours just lying on the bed naked while doing homework or reading.

But most of the time, Faith was restrained, helpless against the inventiveness of Imogen, who was turning into a fierce domme. It was after a particularly intense, sensual session that the two were met in the hallway by Mistress Vaine while walking back to their covens.

“Ah, Tilly and Valianti, excellent. I figured I’d find you around here when you weren’t in your common rooms.” Vaine eyed them both up and down. “Enjoying the training rooms?”

Faith blushed. “Y… yes, Mistress.”

Vaine’s face was set in stone. “How is slave Valianti doing as a domme?”

Faith and Imogen exchanged embarrassed glances. “She’s … wonderful, Mistress,” Faith said.

“Good. You never know when that skill might come in handy. Now, come with me.” She snapped her fingers and turned around. Faith and Imogen were caught off guard and had to walk fast to keep up with the long-legged teacher.

“Where are we going?” Imogen asked when they turned towards the part of the Academy where the administration and staff offices were located. Students were allowed there, but they rarely had any reason to venture there.

“You’ll see.”

The three stepped into a corridor that housed several offices. Most of the doors were open, and Faith was struck by how normal it all looked; minimalistic offices with not much more than a desk and computer, as well as binders on shelves. But while they stopped to wait for Mistress Vaine to unlock a door, Faith got a closer look at one of the smaller offices that seemed to belong to one of the secretaries. She noticed the metal ring bolted to the wall next to the workstation, the scratches on the wood in front of the computer’s keyboard, all signs that the office’s occupant was restrained when working.

“In here,” Vaine said and led them inside a fairly large room that seemed to have been set up for filming. Huge lighting rigs illuminated the room, and several cameras were pointing at a simple stool in front of a white wall. A table with mirrors and makeup had been placed nearby, and a rack filled with kinky outfits stood next to it.

“What is this, Mistress?”

“Advertising.” Mistress Vaine began browsing the outfits and pulled out a sleeveless leather top and black leather pants. She handed them to Faith. “This should suit your … style. Put it on.”

“But …” Faith muttered. She struggled to breathe just by looking at the tight clothes.

“It wasn’t a question.” Vaine grabbed a low-cut red latex outfit and handed it to Imogen. “You too.” The stern teacher watched as the two girls removed their school uniforms and began putting on their outfits. “As you’ve probably noticed, you were being filmed during Hell Week. In order to attract high-end bidders for the end-of-year auction, the Headmaster has decided that we should produce promotional material for the five best 4th-year students. You two made the cut.”

Faith did not know if she should feel flattered or scared. Imogen seemed even less comfortable with it all. They had explored each other’s naked, sweating bodies just moments earlier, and now they were reminded that it all had an expiration date. The black leather was tight against Faith’s chest, but she had to admit that her toned body looked good in leather.

“Fuck … you look hot as hell,” she said when Imogen had finished putting on her latex outfit. Mistress Vaine was busy talking to the photographer in a corner.

“Thanks.” Imogen blushed and pushed a loose strand of blonde hair away from her face. “You look … amazing. But this is … this is weird, right?”

“Totally.”

“If the two of you are done, go put on some makeup and do up your hair,” Mistress Vaine shouted. “We want you looking as good as possible!”

The two girls sat down in front of the mirrors. They did not speak as they brushed on their makeup, but Faith was struck by the surrealness of it all; here she was, putting on lipstick and mascara, getting ready to be presented to whoever might be interested in buying her. The makeup and the clothes were a stark contrast to the bruises on her wrists from their last session, and she could see Imogen’s fingers trembling as she brushed on a layer of dark green eye shadow. But as they finished up, they each found themselves looking like sexy, strong, and confident slaves.

Mistress Vaine’s lips curved into a smile. “Perfect.” She opened a wooden box next to the makeup table and pulled out shiny steel shackles and collars. “You’ll be wearing these. You’re slaves, after all. We’ll then interview you in turn in front of the camera. The interview will be the main part of the video, interspersed with video showing your performance during Hell Week.”

Imogen’s hands were trembling so much that Mistress Vaine had to lock the steel collar around her neck herself.

“I don’t think I can do this, Mistress. I’m not good at … stuff like this … I …”

Faith took Imogen’s hand and rubbed it gently. “You’ll be fine, sweetie. I’m here.” She signaled for Vaine to hand her the shackles. She proceeded to lock them around Imogen’s wrists slowly and carefully. “Any buyer would be lucky to have you - so just be … you.”

“Just be me …” Imogen exhaled and stared at her shackles. “Just be me. I can be me.”

Faith could feel her heart pound in her chest as she watched Mistress Vaine interview Imogen. It took a while, but Imogen soon began smiling, showing that cute, almost innocent side to her that she had managed to hide so well when they had first started at Ravenstone. Her insecurities still shone through, but Faith figured it was a good thing. She did not doubt that Imogen would rake in a stupidly high price.

She was not so sure about herself. Imogen was an alluring, beautiful, and intelligent woman, while Faith was a rebellious, sarcastic girl with piercings and tattoos, many of which were visible due to the sleeveless top. As she sat down on the stool after Imogen’s stellar performance, she felt her throat go dry.

Vaine smiled at her. “Faith, follow the same advice you gave Imogen. Just be yourself.”

“But … I’m not …” She glanced at Imogen, who sent her an encouraging smile. “I think I’m going to mess this up.”

“Maybe,” Vaine said. “You’ll probably say something snide or sarcastic. Roll your eyes at some of my questions. Maybe even admit that you were sentenced to be here because you’re a criminal low-life.”

The words stung, but Faith nodded. “Yeah, something like that.”

“Then do that. Own it.“ Vaine sat down on a chair across from Faith. “Look, you probably won’t attract the same types as Imogen will. But you wouldn’t find any pleasure in serving people like that. You’re a rebellious, bratty pain-slut, Faith. And trust me … there are plenty of people who want a slave who can push back a little.”

“They do?”

“Yes. Just know that they’ll likely punish you for it.”

Faith smiled. “I can endure punishment.”

Vaine winked at her. “Exactly.”

The interview took a while, but Faith found herself enjoying it. Vaine was surprisingly good at interviewing, and Faith ended up talking at length about her love of pain and being restrained, about how she sometimes struggled to submit, but when Vaine ended up asking her if she truly wanted to be a slave, all she could answer was ‘yes’.

Faith had feared that Piper would be insulted that she had not been chosen when she had heard about Faith and Imogen’s interview, but to Faith’s surprise, her friend just shrugged.

“It doesn’t bother you, Piper?”

Piper shook her head. “Nope. That kind of attention would risk attracting more bidders. I just want to be Joshua Poole’s slave.”

“Is it going that well?”

“Yep. I think it’s a done deal; he even considered buying me before graduation. I asked him to wait.”

Faith laughed. “Look at you, Piper Petrovich, telling one of the most powerful men in the country what to do.” She finished strapping Piper to the rack in the coven’s playroom and began positioning the fucking machine. “Are you sure about this?”

Piper clenched her jaw and nodded. “Yes. That fucking machine during Hell Week was a … revelation.”

Faith chuckled. “I guess you’ve found your talent.”

“Maybe.” Piper took a deep breath. “It was so intense, so unrelenting. I never thought it would feel like that … I could just keep going.”

“I’m sure Joshua Poole will appreciate that.” Faith gently pushed the large dildo inside her friend’s pussy until it could go no further. Then she turned it on. “How long?”

“Check in on me in an hour.”

“You got it. But you might attract an audience.”

Piper smiled. “I don’t care.”

Faith pushed the bit gag inside Piper’s mouth and tightened it before applying the blindfold. She then turned on the machine and stepped back to watch her friend. Piper’s body tensed and relaxed as the machine fucked her, and she was soon panting and moaning.

“Fuck, this is hot to watch …” Faith mumbled to herself. She felt a tinge of envy and wondered if she could get Piper to strap her in afterward, but something held her back.

Imogen should do it to me.


Chapter 5

She could sense that something was off the moment they entered the playroom. Imogen seemed a little distant, and Faith tried to convince herself that her lover was just getting into character. The moment Imogen had slammed the door shut and locked it, she turned to Faith and stared at her.

“Undress. Now.”

Faith obeyed, making sure to unbutton her shirt slowly, gradually unveiling the black lace bra beneath. She turned her back to Imogen and slowly slid down the matching panties. “How would you like me, Mistress?”

“Don’t speak unless asked a direct question, slut,” Imogen said in a tone that was colder than usual. Faith could still hear the arousal in her voice, but there was a hint of sadness there that made her nervous. “Take off all of your clothes and get on your knees.”

Faith did as she was told, kneeling in front of her lover. Imogen was still in her school uniform, but it took nothing away from her raw, sensual beauty. Faith knew of the passion behind the cutesy exterior, and she ached to see it released.

Imogen grabbed a steel yoke from the wall. She locked it around Faith’s neck before guiding her wrists to their places. Faith liked the yoke; it was like a mobile pillory, restrictive and uncomfortable - it made her feel incredibly vulnerable and horny almost immediately. Forcing her arms out to her sides like that pushed her chest forward, and every movement made the yoke’s collar move and choke her. Imogen had not removed the slim collar all students were required to wear at all times unless they chose to wear something heavier, and it scraped against the yoke with a metallic clank.

“I’m going to ask you some questions, slave,” Imogen said and grabbed a thick cane from the wall. She swung it through the air a few times. “And you must answer truthfully, do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

What is she up to?

“Are you a slut, my slave?”

Faith bit her lip. “Yes, Mistress, I am a slut.” Her pussy throbbed.

Imogen smiled, but her green eyes were cold. “Good. Now, what do you think a slut like you deserves?” She raised the cane again.

Fear and excitement made Faith’s heart beat faster. “I … I deserve to be punished.”

“Do you belong to me?” She whacked Faith’s breasts with the cane, sending a jolt of pain and roaring pleasure through Faith’s trembling body. She moaned and gasped for air.

“Yes, Mistress. I belong to you.”

The air was thick with tension. Faith could see the love in Imogen’s eyes, but there was pain there as well. Part of her wanted to stop it all, to say that she did not want to play the game anymore. It all felt too serious.

Imogen stared at the cane in her hand. “Do you love me, Faith?”

The voice had changed. The coldness was gone, replaced by a vulnerability that made Faith’s heart ache.

“Imogen …” She took a deep breath, but the steel around her neck made it difficult. She was trapped, in more ways than one. Imogen had professed her love more than once, but Faith had never spoken the words.

Even now, she was afraid to.

“Do … you … love me?”

“We’ve been over this …”

“Answer, slave!” Imogen cried out. She grabbed the yoke and pulled Faith to her feet before pushing her onto the bed. Three times she struck Faith’s pussy with the cane, causing Faith to scream in pain. “ANSWER!”

“I … It’s not that … AAAAH … simple!”

“It should be!” Tears began streaming from Imogen’s eyes as she wailed on Faith’s pussy. The pain was overwhelming, but Faith did not stop Imogen.

She deserved it, after all.

Imogen paused and threw the cane aside. “I know you’ve been through a lot, and I … I thought I could handle it. I thought I could accept that my feelings for you were stronger than …” She wiped her eyes. “But I need more, Faith. Am I not good enough for you?”

Seeing Imogen like this was the worst torture Faith had ever endured. She knew she could end her lover’s pain with three simple words, but something still blocked them.

“You’re amazing, Imogen,” Faith said, her voice trembling. “You’re perfect. Everything I could ever want.”

Imogen sat down on the bed, her back turned to Faith. “Then why can’t you say it? Why are you still holding back?”

“Because …” Faith knew that it would be over the moment she spoke the truth, but she refused to lie. She cared too much about Imogen. “Because … what’s the point? In a few months, we’ll be torn apart.”

“So you’re protecting yourself.”

“And you.”

Imogen turned to look at Faith, who was still lying on the bed, her pussy throbbing in pain. “That’s bullshit. Your love is all I’ve ever wanted.”

A voice in her heard screamed at Faith to give in, to commit fully. “I’m … sorry, Imogen …”

Imogen smiled. It was the most heartbreaking smile Faith had ever seen. The anger and frustration were gone, but Faith would rather have dealt with that.

“I understand. But …”

“I know.”

“Goodbye, Faith.”

A moment later, Faith was alone, still restrained and naked. The room was empty and dark, but the air was still thick with their lust, the sweat, and the tears. She lay there for a while, staring at the ceiling while the tears flowed silently down her cheeks. That it would end like this was something she had long suspected, but the pain that now burned within her chest made the ache in her pussy seem far easier to manage.

She did not even bother to consider how she would get out of the yoke.


Chapter 6

Imogen still smiled politely at Faith when they met during classes, and to Faith’s surprise, their relationship soon settled back into a fragile friendship, although one that was far more awkward than before. Faith’s heart ached whenever she was with Imogen, as a part of her wanted to just kiss the beautiful girl and apologize, but the rational part of her knew that this was for the best.

Besides, she soon had other things that required her full attention.

The videos that had been made to promote Faith and Imogen had worked. As Faith had expected, several handsome billionaires had already contacted the school to inquire about Imogen. The attention surrounding Faith had been more muted, but a serious candidate for her future owner soon appeared.

“I‘ve never heard of her,” Faith said and smiled sheepishly at three 1st-years from her coven who walked by. They were not used to seeing another student naked and fully shackled in the corridors.

Mistress Vaine rolled her eyes and began walking faster, which almost made Faith trip; she always had a hard time keeping up with the tall woman and her long legs, but having her legs shackled while being dragged on a leash did not make it any easier.

“She’s made a fortune with her books and TV shows, I’m surprised you don’t know of her,” Vaine said. “She was originally a doctor, highly intelligent, very respected.”

“Why would a doctor want a slave?”

“No idea. She’s never reached out to us before.”

The two entered the part of the Academy that housed the guest rooms, stopping outside a large door. Vaine was about to open it when she paused and turned toward Faith.

“Listen, Faith …” Vaine lowered her voice. “A few others have gotten in touch about you, but … I believe this woman is the best match for you. I think you’d be … happy as Beatrice Harper’s slave.”

Faith took a deep breath and stared at the door. “If you say so, Mistress. I’ll try not to disappoint you.”

Vaine opened the door and led Faith inside. A tall, attractive woman in her late forties was waiting, and Faith felt a shiver down her spine as the piercing, blue eyes looked at her.

“Miss Harper,” Vaine said and shook the woman’s hand. “Thank you for coming.”

The woman smiled and nodded. “My pleasure. This must be Faith.” The hypnotizing eyes looked Faith up and down, as if she wanted to map every inch of the pale-skinned girl. “She is beautiful.” Her voice was calm, refined, and yet there was a depth to it that made Faith bite her lip to stop herself from gasping. She could already imagine what that voice would sound like when it commanded her to kneel or to open her mouth. Beatrice was a commanding presence, but not intimidating or scary the way Mistress Vaine presented herself. There was kindness in the deep blue eyes, kindness and intelligence.

But Faith had been at Ravenstone long enough to know that people who were always kind rarely owned slaves.

“Your Mistress might’ve told you that I’ve taken an … interest in you, Faith,” Beatrice said and let her hand run down the chain connecting Faith’s collar to her shackles and ankle restraints. Every syllable was delivered with authority and conviction. “I never considered owning a slave, though I’ve had relationships with submissive women in the past. But a friend of mine sent me your video and I must say that I’m intrigued.” She glanced at Vaine. “I’d like to talk to the slave in private. And maybe borrow a dungeon for a trial session?”

Vaine nodded. “Of course, Miss Harper.” She looked at Faith. “Unless Faith is opposed to it? Slaves do get a say when inquiries are made before graduation.”

Faith cleared her throat and pondered the question. She had been certain that her treatment of the rich Stockton the year before would have prevented any prominent future owner from ever materializing, yet now a beautiful, powerful woman stood in front of her. Faith knew that she was going to be a slave, that was a fact she had given up on changing, and Beatrice Harper seemed to be the perfect owner.

“I’d be honored, Mistress Harper.”

Imogen’s cute smile flashed in front of her eyes for a moment, but for once, she let the rational voice in her mind take charge.

Vaine led the two to one of the guest bedrooms that also contained a well-stocked dungeon. Faith had been in one of the impressive rooms once before, and the memory of how it ended and the consequences still haunted her.

Beatrice thanked Mistress Vaine, then closed the door and turned to Faith. The tall woman was stunning; she had a few gray strands in her hair, but it did not detract from her beauty.

“You punched a billionaire in the balls, correct? A Mr. Stockton?”

“Eh … yes, Mistress?”

Beatrice Harper smiled. “I know Mr. Stockton. I’m sure he deserved it. But I’d prefer if you refrain from slamming your fists into my pussy, alright?”

“That sounds fair, Mistress.”

“Sit down on the bed, Faith,” Beatrice said, but the tone was still kind, not commanding. “Yes, I’m going to see what you’re capable of, but first … I want to talk. Woman to woman.” She stood in front of Faith and crossed her arms. “You’ve learned how to talk to your future owner, I’m sure, but for now … forget that. Be honest with me, be direct. Can you do that?”

Faith was not sure she liked the turn everything was taking. Being a submissive was easy - it usually boiled down to answering yes or no. This was beginning to remind her too much of her final session with Imogen.

“I can. But …”

“No ‘but’ - if I end up buying you, I want to know who I’m getting. Are you a true submissive, Faith?”

Faith bit her lip. “I’m not sure, Miss Harper … Mistress.” She felt vulnerable and exposed, and she did not like it. “I enjoy the pain. And there’s a freedom in being restrained and giving up control.”

“A diplomatic answer. But I’ve seen your video. You’re a rebel. And you came here as a criminal.” Her eyes pierced Faith’s soul. “I like that. But I’ll be honest with you. I’m not interested in you just because you’re young and hot - I’ll freely admit that I want to fuck you - but because I’m fascinated by you as a slave.”

“Fascinated?”

“Yes. I want to see what I can do with a bratty, rebellious cunt like you.” The words were still delivered calmly and without a hint of malice. “I’ve reached an age where I know what I want, and I’m tired of navigating relationships, easing someone else into BDSM. I want a slave. A toy. Someone whose feelings I don’t need to consider.” Beatrice paused and let her fingers run through Faith’s hair. “Does that scare you?”

Faith trembled under the touch. “It does. But … I guess I’m intrigued as well.” She felt her heart beat faster. “But what if you tire of me?”

Beatrice laughed. “I’ll sell you to someone else. But no need to worry about that now.” She clapped her hands, and in a flash, her demeanor changed. “Now … no more talking.” She undid the zipper on the side of her black dress, revealing red lace panties that matched her red pumps and lipstick. She kicked the pumps off and sat down on the bed, spreading her legs. “You know what to do, Faith.”

Faith got on her knees in front of the bed. She could smell Beatrice, and she was surprised at how turned on she was already. She gently rolled Beatrice’s panties down over the strong legs, making sure not to scrape her shackles against the tanned skin. Every motion was controlled; there was a lot at stake.

This woman could be my future, she thought to herself. She desperately wanted to be with Imogen, but it was not an option.

Or was it?

Not now, Faith. First … you show her your skills.

Faith gently dropped the panties on the floor and began licking the inside of Beatrice’s powerful, smooth thighs. Her tongue inched closer to the pussy, but the smell of Beatrice was intoxicating, and Faith took a moment to savor it.

“Mmmm … I’ve always had a thing for petite girls …” Beatrice supported her upper body on her elbows so she could see what Faith was doing. She nodded for Faith to continue. “Go on. Show me what you’ve learned.”

Faith let her tongue run over the outer lips of the pussy in front of her, feeling the wetness and the warmth. The scent was strong, musky, and the pussy was perfectly shaved. It reminded Faith of Imogen’s, and her own pussy ached at the thought of her lover. She began alternating between sucking on Beatrice’s clit and letting her tongue run down the lips before going back up. She could feel the tall woman tense at her touch, and she could hear her moan. Faith’s tongue flicked the clit, causing Beatrice to gasp.

Imagine she is Imogen. Lick her like you love her.

Faith smiled to herself and upped the intensity. She poured all she had learned into the act, far more than they had been taught in class. Images of Inari, Samara, and Imogen flashed before her eyes, of their faces erupting in ecstasy. Faith let her tongue enter Beatrice’s hole, and the moment the woman tensed, she quickly pulled out and sucked her clit. She dared to tease her, dared to control the ebb and flow. The chunky collar did not slow her down; she barely noticed it.

“Oh … oh, you’re good, girl.”

Faith looked up to see Beatrice biting her lower lip, her face and chest flushed.

“But I think you can do more. No limits. Don’t worry about this aging woman - I can take it all.”

Faith smiled and moved further down. Her hands took over the clit and pussy while her tongue moved to the asshole. It was a weakness of Imogen’s, and now she hoped she could use the knowledge to win over Beatrice.

Faith let her tongue run around the ring of the tight ass, and Beatrice cried out.

“FUCK, girl, that’s dirty, that’s …” She moaned as her body tensed and relaxed. Faith continued to lick and tease the tight asshole while her fingers massaged the clit and pussy, slowly working their way inside the wet hole.

“Just a little, fuck, fuck … yes, fuck, FUCK!”

Faith felt Beatrice tense up, and a moment later, the tall woman exploded, her pussy gushing her juices all over Faith’s hands and face. She had to pull away from the asshole, as Beatrice’s whole body was shaking. Faith wiped her mouth, her lips curled into a grin.

Beatrice looked at her, and it was a look of surprise mixed with awe. “Where did you learn to eat ass like that?” She wiped her brow. “I doubt they taught you that in class. You’re … into girls, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Faith kneeled on the floor and placed her hands palms-up on her thighs to signal submission.

“Have you had any lovers at Ravenstone?” Beatrice sat up and looked intensely at Faith.

Faith hesitated. “Yes. A few.” She looked Beatrice in the eye. “I … know this is not my place. But I’d hate myself for not asking. Would it be possible to …”

“No. I understand, I do, but I only want one slave. A slave with no baggage.” Beatrice smiled. “And now I’m going to punish you for asking, slave.”

“Of course, Mistress. As you should.”

Beatrice got up from the bed and towered above Faith. The powerful woman’s juices still glistened on her inner thigh, and her cheeks were still red from the orgasm.

“You’re going to be fun to play with, girl,” Beatrice said and grabbed a handful of Faith’s hair. She pulled her roughly to her feet. “But you’re not getting off easy. Your training is impressive, and it’s clear that you enjoy playing the game, but I need to be sure that you can take what I’m capable of giving. I’ve seen the footage. I’ve listened to Mistress Vaine’s tales of your … extra-curricular activities. You know how to endure raw pain, but torture can be … so much more than that.”

She pulled on Faith’s hair and led her to a pillory that had been set up in the room. She forced Faith to bend over after removing her restraints, and then locked her neck and wrists in place. She then moved away, and Faith could hear her rummage through the plethora of equipment available. Faith’s heart was pounding, and she could hear the blood rush to her head. It was far from her first time in a pillory, but Beatrice Harper was still an enigma to her, an unknown entity. Was she just going to spank or cane Faith like Faith had experienced countless times before?

Or was Faith in for something new?

Metal clattered against metal. But it was not chains, it was something smaller. Faith shivered when she felt Beatrice’s soft, unspoiled hands on her back, tracing the spine all the way to Faith’s firm, round asscheeks.

“A remarkable body, girl,” Beatrice whispered. “And those perky, youthful breasts. Mmm … perfection.”

Faith gasped when a pair of sharp metal clamps was attached to her nipples. She had expected it, but not the suddenness and the pain that made her cry out.

“Ah! Ahhh!”

“Cute, how you react,” Beatrice laughed. Faith could feel the woman’s hand slide down her back. “I’m going to make your body sing, girl. And scream. And beg. But mostly, I’ll be making it squirm. And the secret to making a painslut like you reach her limits is time. Patience. And multiple stimulations.”

Weights were added to the clamps. Then more. More. Beatrice pulled on the clamps, causing Faith to scream again. Her nipples were being pulled to the point of ripping off. She could not see them because of the pillory, but Faith felt like her small breasts were close to touching the floor. The pain was intense, but she could take it.

And enjoy it.

“We’re just getting started,” Beatrice said and moved behind Faith. “I have more clamps.”

For what?

“Aaaaaah! FUCK!”

A piercing, violent pain shot through Faith when Beatrice attached two clamps to her labia.

“Shhh, girl. These are small, but you’ll come to appreciate their bite.”

Faith did not know how she could appreciate such an invasive, brutal pain that made her body squirm and tense, but at least the pain made her forget about her nipples. But then Beatrice attached more weights to the nipple clamps, and the pain of her nipples was brought to the forefront of her mind.

“Let’s open you up.”

Faith could feel something tugging on her labia clamps as they were pulled apart. It hurt like hell, and Beatrice did not stop until the labia could not be stretched any further. Faith’s pussy was gaping, and she steeled herself for what might be put inside her, but it was her asshole that had to endure the next assault. A giant dildo was inserted, pressed inside as far as it could go. Faith’s legs trembled beneath her as lust and pain flooded her body.

Shit, this is … amazing!

And then it began vibrating. Faith screamed and tried to stand up, but she could not. The pillory held her in place.

“FUUUUCK!”

Beatrice laughed and took out a small whip. She used it to tease Faith’s labia and clit, causing a surge of pleasure and pain that made Faith’s body spasm. The small whip stung, but not more than the clamps. Faith’s asshole was clenching and releasing, trying to get the dildo to stop, but it kept on buzzing, sending shockwaves of vibrations to her stomach and pussy.

The whip landed on her clit again. It was a quick blow, just enough to send a jolt of pain through Faith’s body. Beatrice repeated the move and then followed it up by letting the whip run along Faith’s slit. The pain and the vibrations continued to assault her body. Faith was panting and moaning, her ass and thighs twitching.

She was close, but Beatrice lessened the vibrations to a point where it was frustrating and unpleasant.

Then Faith heard that metallic sound again.

“AAAAAH!”

Her breasts already felt like they could tear from the weight hanging from the clamps, but now Beatrice began inserting needles into her poor breasts. Many needles. Faith could hear the metal clank every time one was added.

“FUUUUUCK! AAAH!”

It was more than pain; it was the sensation of being impaled, of having her body torn apart. She could feel Beatrice’s warm breath against her back as more and more needles penetrated her skin. And all the while, the dildo buzzed inside her asshole, and her pussy was left open and vulnerable.

“And now … the labia …”

“No! Mistress, please, I … AAAAAH!”

Faith’s body tensed, and she screamed as the first needle was inserted. The pain was intense, it was worse than anything she had ever experienced. But then came another and another. And after each insertion, Beatrice let her fingertips trace the tortured, stretched skin, sending shivers through Faith’s body. The vibrations continued to assault her asshole. Faith’s body was on fire.

This was torture on a whole new level. Beatrice managed the vibrations like a trained conductor, keeping Faith on edge for an eternity. When she was done inserting needles, Beatrice poked and pulled them as if she was playing Faith like a moaning, crying piano.

“Mistress, please … I … AAAAAH!”

Faith could barely form words; the pain was too much. Her body was close to orgasming, and she wanted to come, she wanted to give in, to lose control, to feel the sweet release, but the pain was overwhelming. It felt like her mind could not take it for the first time.

The revelation that Beatrice could keep her there, in a state of constant, blinding pain without Faith being able to come from it, was both terrifying and exciting. The woman had a gift; she was like a sadistic musician playing the tortured instrument that was Faith.

Faith’s screams and cries were loud, they were genuine. Tears flowed from her eyes as she felt the needles in her breasts and labia bend under Beatrice’s touch, and her body spasmed from the dildo. There was no time or energy to ponder the predicament, to wonder if this was too much, too far - there was only the pain and the small drops of pleasure that managed to push through the haze. There was only the moment of torment.

“Do you want this to end, girl?”

“I … I don’t know, Mistress!” Faith barely recognized the raspy voice escaping her lips. She could not be sure, but she felt blood dripping from her nipples and clit.

“Do you want to come, you pitiful cunt?”

“AAH! Yes! Please … Mistress! I beg you! AAAAH!”

“Beg. Beg me to let you come!” Beatrice laughed and increased the intensity of the vibrations.

“FUCK! FUCK! Please … please let me ... FUCK! LET ME COME!” Faith screamed and cried, her mind in a fog.

But Beatrice had one final piece to finish the puzzle.

No … it’s too much … I ...

Faith screamed louder than ever before when Beatrice pushed her entire fist inside Faith’s pussy. Her pussy clenched around the intruding hand. Beatrice laughed and pushed even harder, her knuckles causing Faith’s sensitive inner walls to stretch to the limit. The pain was indescribable, and the dildo buzzed and hummed inside her asshole.

“FUUUUUUCK! PLEASE! I … AAAAAAAH!”

The hand was pulled out and then pushed in again. And again. And again. Pain and pleasure mixed in an explosive cacophony that made Faith’s eyes roll back in her head. Her clit was throbbing, and she could feel the needles move back and forth in her breasts and labia.

Then her body exploded.

She had never felt anything like it. It was as if every nerve in her body was firing off, as if every muscle contracted at the same time. She was screaming, but she could not hear her own voice. It was the most intense orgasm she had ever experienced, and it kept going, wave after wave of blinding light and warmth that washed away the pain, that left her floating on a cloud of ecstasy.

She cried. She cried when Beatrice removed the needles and clamps. She cried when the pillory was unlocked. And she cried as she lay curled up with her head in Beatrice’s lap, sobbing as the tears fell. The orgasm had been so powerful that it had broken her, but it was a cleansing break. It was a cathartic release that left her feeling raw, vulnerable, and naked.

“You passed, Faith,” Beatrice said and stroked Faith’s dark hair. “If you can leave your attachments behind when this school year is over, I’ll make sure to outbid everyone else at the final auction.”

Faith could not answer. Her head was a swirling vortex of impressions, and her body was still reeling from the overwhelming experience.

She wanted more. She wanted this.

But leaving Imogen behind … that seemed harder than the prospect of enduring this type of torture every day for years.


Chapter 7

The wildly erotic, intense session with Beatrice had changed everything. Something awaited her after graduation, something amazing, but she struggled to feel truly happy about it.

“Faith?”

“Y… yes … M… Mistress?”

“You seem distracted. Focus on staying conscious, this is not a game.”

Faith tried to nod, but she could not. The metal pressed against her throat and made her vision go blurry. Mistress Vaine’s face kept going in and out of focus as Faith fought for every breath. Her entire body was tense, unable to move due to the shackles keeping her in place.

Mistress Vaine tightened the wheel behind the pillar Faith was pressed against one more time. The wheel was connected to the U-shaped metal device that locked Faith’s neck to the pillar, and it was pulled back every time Vaine turned the wheel.

It was incredibly intense - and terrifying. Faith was very aware that the garrote was invented as a form of execution, but Mistress Vaine knew how to use it.

“That’s good, Faith. Focus.”

Faith wanted to speak, but it was impossible. It was too tight now, and her body and brain fought for every scrap of oxygen.

“Now … let’s see how this feels …”

Vaine’s gloved fingers slid down between Faith’s legs. She could do nothing to prevent it, her legs were kept apart by a spreader bar, but she welcomed the distraction. It was as if Vaine’s fingers were electric; the lack of oxygen made every touch feel like a tiny orgasm, a lovely build-up to the massive one that soon followed.

She screamed, though no sound came out. She was close to blacking out, and just when she was about to lose consciousness, Vaine loosened the collar.

“Breathe deep. Calm and controlled.”

Faith gasped for air. It was as if the room expanded, and the smell of the dungeon rushed to her nose. It was an intoxicating smell of leather and sex and sweat. Faith breathed slowly and deeply, helping her body out of the fantastic experience. Mistress Vaine came into focus in front of her, a vision of power and perfection in her black leather outfit and high-heeled boots.

“How are you liking asphyxiation training, Faith?” she asked with a grin.

“It’s … intense, Mistress,” Faith gasped.

“I know. You did well … at the end.” The intelligent eyes stared at Faith. “Are you going to tell me what is weighing on your mind?”

Faith felt intensely vulnerable; the metal was still tight around her neck, and the shackles kept her immobile. “Is this turning into a counseling session, Mistress?”

“Maybe.”

“Are you going to keep me like this until I answer?”

“Likely.”

Faith sighed. “Fine. I’m … struggling.”

“Beatrice Harper seemed very pleased with your performance last week. Did you not enjoy it?”

“Oh, I did … I …” Faith weighed her words, but she soon decided to be honest. Vaine had a knack for seeing through Faith’s lies, and the teacher was not above beating the truth out of her. “She’s the perfect owner for me, I know that. But … I … I’m in love, Mistress. Again.”

Vaine shook her head. “For Christ‘s sake, Faith. I’d hoped you’d learned your lesson after what happened with Samara.”

“I didn’t really choose to fall in love.”

“It’s Imogen, I assume?”

Faith blushed. “Yes. Miss Harper made it clear that she did not want to buy Imogen, told me to leave my attachments behind.”

“A reasonable demand. You knew this would happen eventually.“

A thought popped into Faith’s mind. It was not a new thought, not really, she had suggested something along those lines to Samara the year before. “What if … what if Ravenstone bought the two of us? What if you bought us, Mistress?”

“What?” Vaine laughed. “You can’t be serious? Life as a Ravenstone slave is not glamorous, Faith. It’s rough and humiliating.”

“That’s what we’ve been trained for, right?”

“Yes, but …” Vaine clenched her jaw. “It’s not going to happen, Faith. Imogen and you are going to make this school a lot of money. There’s no way the headmaster would throw away sums like that to pad the roster a bit. Besides …” Her fingers slid inside Faith once more. “I honestly think it’d be a waste of your potential. You’re meant for more than these dusty old halls.”

Faith moaned as her pussy clenched and relaxed around Vaine’s gloved fingers. She tried to argue, but she could not find the words.

“Now, shut up and enjoy your training, slave.”

Faith gasped for air as the garrote was pulled tight again. Vaine’s fingers continued to play with her clit, and Faith soon found herself unable to think about anything other than staying awake. The lack of oxygen brought her to a new level of sexual sensitivity, and she enjoyed the feeling of her body tensing and relaxing as it fought to stay alive. Vaine’s fingers were gentle and expertly guided Faith to a state of pure ecstasy.

“Mistress … I’m so close …”

Vaine pulled on the garrote even tighter, and Faith screamed. Her body spasmed, and the shackles dug into her wrists. She could feel her pussy throb and pulsate around Vaine’s fingers, and the sensation was incredible.

The orgasm lasted until her vision began to blur, then Vaine released the pressure on the garrote.

Mistress Vaine checked her watch. “I think that will do for today.” She released Faith from her restraints and locked the slim collar back around her neck. “Do yourself a favor and push away any thoughts of being bought by Ravenstone or finding a way to stay with Imogen. You’re only looking at another heartbreak if you don’t.”

Faith nodded and put her school uniform back on. She knew that Vaine was right, but her mind was not willing to let go of the idea that she and Imogen could stay together at Ravenstone.

But she had no idea how to make it happen. They were both considered top candidates for raking in tons of money for the school at the final auction; Beatrice Harper was seemingly willing to pay anything to have Faith, and Imogen had received countless inquiries from billionaires already.

Was she being selfish for even thinking about pulling Imogen away from a possible future in a billionaire’s mansion?

Faith left the dungeon and said goodbye to Vaine. As she walked back to her coven, the thought kept lingering, joined by a fierce motivation.

No. She was not being selfish. She and Imogen belonged together.


Chapter 8

Winter gave way to spring. The gardens around Ravenstone Academy turned into a colorful explosion of colors and smells, raising the moods of the students as they dropped their winter coats and enjoyed the sunlight. The gardens buzzed with life, both from the birds and insects, but also from the laughs and chats from students and the rattling of the chains connecting their restraints.

But the 4th-years tended not to laugh as much as the others. As the end-of-year auction crept closer, it affected their moods and their conversations. Only a few students, like Piper and Faith, already had potential buyers lined up, and stories about what happened to previous students who did not get sold or ended up with horrible owners were used as ghost stories around the fireplace in the coven's common room. Most tried to boost their chances by spending more time in the playroom or studying for the increasingly difficult classes, but a few seemed relegated to their fate, becoming more distant and distraught as time passed.

Faith stood in the garden, staring absentmindedly at one of the girls from the Perspephone coven who had been placed in a cramped cage at the other end of the garden. Her vacant stare told Faith that she was one of the girls who had given up and just waited for some cruel fate, which had likely made her skip a class or something else to deserve such a punishment.

“Hi, Faith,” a familiar voice sounded behind her.

“Hey, Imogen.” Faith took a deep breath and turned away from the caged girl to face her former love with a smile. “I’m glad you came … I wasn’t sure you would.”

Imogen pushed up her glasses. “Neither was I.”

“I … I’ve missed you.”

“We see each other all the time.”

“You know what I mean …” Faith struggled to find the words. Imogen looked amazing, wearing an oversized, colorful T-shirt and a pair of ripped jeans along with red Converse sneakers. A casual look that suited her; a look she had adopted while dating Faith. “You look good.”

“Faith …” Imogen sighed. “What’s this about?”

“I … I still want to be with you, Imogen.”

“Don’t … don’t start this, Faith. Nothing has changed, right? We’ll still be torn apart in a few months - you made that very clear.”

“But what if we could stay together? What if someone were to buy both of us?”

Imogen’s face contorted in pain. “It’s not possible, Faith. I actually asked a few of the men who had shown interest in me, but none of them were interested.”

“You asked?” Faith’s heart fluttered. “So did I …”

“And?”

Faith shook her head. “But I’ve not given up.”

“Don’t give me hope, Faith. I can’t … I can’t do this again …”

Imogen turned on her heel and walked away from the garden, leaving Faith alone with her thoughts.

She was not ready to give up. There was no way she was giving up on the best thing that had ever happened to her. Beatrice was a fantastic woman, a great owner for Faith to have, but if she did not want to buy Imogen, she would have to convince Beatrice to change her mind.

Or lose her buyer trying.

It was with bated breath and a pounding heart that Faith witnessed Beatrice Harper’s arrival. Mistress Hannah stood next to her, visibly annoyed that she had to spend her time standing next to Faith in the rain.

At least she has an umbrella ...

Faith herself was naked, restrained in a transport belt, handcuffs, and legcuffs as she had been many times before. A tall, heavy metal collar enveloped her neck.

“My darling Faith,” Beatrice said with a smile and kissed Faith on the cheek. “I must say I had not expected a prospective slave to reach out and ask me to visit.”

“It’s also highly unusual,” Mistress Hannah said through gritted teeth, glaring at Faith. “Can I leave her with you? The room you last stayed in is ready for you, Miss Harper.”

“Sure, go ahead.” Beatrice watched Mistress Hannah walk inside. “A surly one, that woman.”

“All teachers at Ravenstone are competent and professional, Mistress.”

Beatrice laughed. “She’s not here anymore, girl. I didn’t show interest in you because of your manners. What do you really think?”

“She’s a mean bitch.”

“There we go.”

Beatrice led Faith inside and toward the guest wing. The sound of her heels echoed in the hallway along with the sound of Faith’s chains. The tall millionaire wore a trenchcoat and a tight-fitting, black leather dress, but it was a stylish one, not a dress meant to evoke associations with BDSM.

“Why did you want another session with me, Faith?” Beatrice asked as she opened the door and gestured for Faith to enter.

Faith took a deep breath and mustered all the courage she could find. “Because I want to ask the question that you did not let me finish last time.”

“The answer is still no.” Beatrice’s face darkened.

“Yet I want to ask it. Please … Mistress … will you buy the beautiful, talented Imogen Valianti as well?”

“Valianti?” Beatrice laughed. “Oh, I know that family well. But while I must admit that owning and torturing Theodor Valianti’s daughter would bring me much sadistic pleasure, the quality or name of your beloved is of no relevance. I only want one slave. One slave without attachments. Having two slaves, especially two lovers, is too complicated.”

Faith did not flinch. “Please, Mistress, will you buy Imogen as well?”

Beatrice took a step back and studied Faith. “Oh, is that how you want to play it? Try to wear me down?” She pondered the situation for a bit. “We’ll see who caves first - luckily, I have a way to silence your questions.”

Faith knew it was childish to repeat the same question over and over, but she had to show Beatrice how strongly she felt about it. “Please, Mistress, will you … MMMPH?”

A gag. Of course, she was going to gag her. The large red ball filled Faith’s mouth and turned her question into a gargled mess of noises.

“Pppwwweassss …”

“You know I’ll punish you.” Beatrice removed her coat and gently placed it on the large bed that dominated the opulent guest room. Her eyes were fiery; there was anger there, but also playfulness. “Walk to the dungeon, you stubborn cunt.”

Faith obeyed. She had expected this. She knew that if she was going to have any chance of swaying Beatrice, she had to be stubborn and endure whatever she had coming. She hobbled towards the side room that housed the dungeon and swallowed a lump at the sight of the tools and instruments waiting there. Beatrice removed Faith’s restraints before shackling her wrists to chains hanging from the ceiling and her legs to a spreader bar, leaving her body in an X-shape. Drool dripped down the sides of her mouth from the ball gag.

“Are you still asking me to buy Imogen?” Beatrice said and ran a finger along the length of a long, painful-looking whip.

Faith nodded.

“Then you’ll take the punishment.”

The first blow hit the top of Faith’s back. It was hard, powerful, and made Faith scream. Faith enjoyed pain, she was a master at drawing pleasure from it, but she was not numb to pain. Far from it. It still hurt, and Beatrice knew how to wield a whip.

The second blow hit her lower back. It was harder. More pain, more screaming, more tears.

Beatrice was very skilled. She varied the force behind the whip and the location of her strikes. It was as if she read Faith’s mind, knowing exactly where to hit her to draw out the most intense response. The dungeon filled with the sounds of the whip connecting with Faith’s skin, her muffled screams, and Beatrice’s heavy breathing. Faith knew that this was just warming up.

Beatrice paused.

“Pwwweaaase …” Faith managed to mutter through the gag. More drool escaped it.

“Stubborn. I respect that. But I can’t have a slave who thinks she can make demands or even requests of me.” She walked over to her purse and found a small red bottle. “I thought I might need this. Do you know what this is, girl?”

Faith looked at the bottle and noticed the image of a chili on it.

Fuck.

“Mmmmh!”

“Indeed. This is not just hot sauce. This is one of the strongest hot sauces you can find.” She put on a pair of latex gloves and perused the selection of dildos laid out on a nearby table, one bigger than the other. She picked up the biggest one and smiled. “Do you know where this is going?”

Faith nodded, and a shiver of fear ran through her body.

“Good. And you still want to continue with your pointless begging?”

Another nod.

“Alright then …” Beatrice covered the dildo in hot sauce, making sure every inch was coated. She took a step closer to Faith and let her fingers run across her pussy, spreading the lips apart. She let the fingers slide inside and began fingering Faith, who tried her best to relax and enjoy the pleasurable sensation. It was the calm before the storm.

Then she felt the tip against her pussy’s lips. She had been trained to endure a lot, but this was on a whole new level. The moment the dildo touched her skin, she could feel the heat from the hot sauce. She cried and screamed and begged, but it was all muffled, incoherent sounds. Beatrice pushed, and the dildo entered her.

Faith screamed louder than ever before. It was an infernal pain, a burning heat that threatened to consume her whole body. She thrashed against her restraints, but it was futile. Her pussy began to cramp and spasm, unable to cope with the violent pain and the size of the giant dildo all at once. She was drooling even more now, the saliva running down her chin and neck.

And then Beatrice turned on the vibrator function of the dildo. Faith was not prepared for it; her pussy contracted around it, and the vibrations made her entire body shake. It hurt so bad, there was nothing pleasant about it. She closed her eyes and tried to focus, tried to draw pleasure from it, but it was too much. There was no end in sight. She could not escape. All she could do was endure and wait. Wait for the agony to end, or for Beatrice to grow bored. She sobbed, screamed, and cried as the infernal device vibrated and burned her insides. She was a mess, a sweaty, dirty, drooling mess. She tried to beg Beatrice, she tried to ask her to stop, but the words were unintelligible.

Beatrice removed her gag. “You’re trying to say something, slave?”

Faith gasped, struggling to breathe through the pain. She wanted to beg forgiveness, to beg for release, but the stubbornness she had always possessed was still there.

“Please … Mistress … buy … Imogen …”

Beatrice frowned. “You’re a stubborn bitch. I’ll give you that. But why would I do that?”

“Pleeeeease …” Faith cried. The pain was excruciating, and she could not think straight, but the thought of spending the rest of her life with Imogen was the only thing that kept her going. “Please … I’ll ... MMMPH!”

FUCK!

Beatrice had dipped the gag in hot sauce as well. Faith was no stranger to spicy food, but this was quite a bit hotter than she was used to. It burned like hell.

Beatrice used the leather transport belt still locked around Faith’s waist and some rope to ensure that the dildo stayed deep inside the quivering slave and continued to whip Faith. Her back, her stomach, her breasts, her legs, her butt, nothing was spared.

Once in a while, she would remove the gag, and Faith would repeat the same request. Beatrice’s frustration seemed to increase; Faith could tell that the woman wanted her, wanted Faith to be her slave, and she was trying to torture the stubbornness out of Faith, but to no avail.

After hours of torment, after reapplying the hot sauce several times and even inserting another sauce-drenched dildo into Faith’s asshole, Beatrice stopped.

“Last … chance …” She massaged her arm; it was sore after tearing into Faith’s body again and again. She removed the gag.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” Faith whimpered. She was broken, spent, exhausted. “But … please … please buy Imogen.”

Beatrice shook her head. “No, Faith. And I’m sorry too, but I … I have to rescind my offer. I respect, even admire, your tenacity and your ability to love someone so intensely that you’ll suffer through this just for a chance to be with her. But it just won’t work. Even if you promised to stop your begging, I’d always know that you’d never be able to fully let go.”

Faith’s legs finally gave in, and she hung from her wrists as she sobbed. “I … I understand, Mistress. I had to try.” She sniffled. “Thank you ... for understanding. And for showing me a new meaning of pain. I … I actually enjoyed it.”

“Don’t thank me, girl. I suspect that you’re in for a cruel awakening after this.” Beatrice unlocked Faith’s restraints and watched as the sobbing girl collapsed to the floor. “The school will not be happy with you turning away another potential buyer.”

“I know.” Faith’s body demanded all her energy and attention - she had nothing left over to worry about the consequences.

Beatrice picked up her coat and put it on before leaning down and kissing Faith on the forehead. “Good luck, Faith Tilly.”


Chapter 9

The burning sensation lingered long after Beatrice had left, long after a furious Mistress Hannah had found her, handcuffed her, and escorted her to the academy dungeon. The teacher berated her for throwing it all away, but Faith barely registered the words, her mind in a haze of pain and disappointment.

Mistress Hannah did not even bother removing the handcuffs before pushing Faith inside a cruel, tiny cell that was not bigger than a broom closet. She could not lie down, and the stale air was unpleasant and cold. The handcuffs scraped against the concrete walls, and even though Faith was not claustrophobic, the isolation, darkness, and continued burning in her pussy, ass, and mouth threatened to drive her insane.

Now what?

When the door to the horrible cell finally opened, Faith was delirious. She had not slept or eaten, and she struggled to stand up as strong hands pulled her out. As her eyes adjusted to the light, she saw Mistress Vaine, Mistress Hannah - and the Headmaster.

“This fucking girl again …” he said through clenched teeth. “How much trouble must we endure because of you?”

Faith did not speak. She knew that there was nothing she could say to make this all better.

“Expel her, Vaine,” the Headmaster said and waved his hand at Faith. “Send her to the markets, maybe we can get a pitiful price for this worthless cunt.”

Mistress Hannah smiled, but Vaine’s face betrayed no emotion.

“If I may, Headmaster,” Vaine said in a calm, cold voice. “Tilly is unruly, yes, but she is still one of our most talented students. If we make an example of her in front of the other students, we can prevent others from stepping out of line. And maybe someone will be willing to buy her just to see if they can break her.”

The Headmaster sighed and massaged the bridge of his nose. “Fuck … I can’t wait for this bitch to be out of here. Fine, punish her in front of the 4th-years. Make her scream. Make her regret it all.” He stared at Faith. “Every day until the auction, I want her to spend the time from her classes end to bedtime in a cage or a pillory, chain her to a wall, anything. If she’s to be made an example of, I want the message to be loud and clear.”

“Understood, Headmaster,” Vaine said and grabbed Faith, pulling her out of the dark dungeon towards the stairs. Once they were clear of the Headmaster and Mistress Hannah, Vaine turned around and slapped Faith. “What the fuck were you thinking, girl? Is this how you repay Samara’s sacrifice?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress, but … I had to try …”

“Try? Try what?”

“Try to convince Miss Harper to buy Imogen as well.”

Vaine massaged her temples and closed her eyes, mustering her last shreds of patience. “You stupid, little …” She sighed. “Do you understand how close you were to ending up like Samara and Aaliyah just now?”

“Yes.” Faith felt oddly calm. “And I’m grateful that you prevented it, Mistress.”

“Oh, don’t thank me. This is not going to be pleasant.”

“You’ve taught me how to endure pretty much anything.”

“This was not how you were supposed to take advantage of that!” Vaine slapped Faith again, this time harder. “Yes, you’ll make it through this. You always do. At this point, I almost doubt we can do anything to you that hasn’t already been done. But slaves don’t get a happy-ever-after, Faith. It’s about time you understood that.”

Vaine led Faith outside. It was late in the afternoon, and a few puzzled students stopped to observe the student being dragged towards the center of the courtyard. There, a statue of Ravenstone’s founder had been erected, placed atop a tall marble pillar. Surrounding the pillar were various instruments of torture like pillories, a rack, and stocks. Faith had always thought they were only for decoration, but her heart sank when she noticed which one Vaine was pulling her towards.

The garrote. Similar to the one Vaine had locked her to not long ago. This one looked ancient, simply made from a few wooden boards. One formed a backrest with the steel collar meant to choke the victim to death, while another wooden board acted as a form of seat.

“Sit.” Vaine pushed Faith down onto the splintery board and pressed her against the backrest. She unlocked one of her cuffs and pulled her hands behind the backrest and locked them back on. Next, she locked the tall, rigid steel collar around her neck and began tightening it using a wheel on the back.

Faith gasped. It felt like her neck was caught in a vice. She had endured it before, but knowing that this was not part of her solo lessons, that this was not meant to train her but to punish her, made it far more unpleasant.

It did not help that several Ravenstone students had begun to gather around to see it. The cuffs were tight and scraped against her skin, and her naked body still ached from the torturous session with Beatrice. More and more students gathered, and soon, it seemed that every 4th-year student was present, as well as a few from the other years.

The Headmaster soon strode out of the main building and stood in front of the crowd. Mistress Hannah accompanied him, carrying with her several mean-looking whips and canes.

“This is what happens when you stray from the path laid out in front of you!” the Headmaster shouted and pointed at Faith.

Vaine tightened the garrote further, choking Faith to within an inch of unconsciousness. If she had not been so scared, she would have loved it.

“This miserable cunt of a slave dared to make demands of a prospective buyer,” the Headmaster continued.

Faith locked eyes with Imogen in the crowd, and she knew in that instant that Imogen understood what had happened. The blonde girl began to cry and was comforted by Piper.

“She will stay here until morning. And until the auction, this girl will be punished every day for this transgression. She had tainted the reputation of this school and possibly ruined her chances at a decent future. Let this be a lesson to you all!” He nodded toward Hannah and Vaine, who began pummeling Faith’s restrained body with whips and canes.

A thousand thoughts ran through Faith’s mind as the two women unleashed the fury of Ravenstone. The Headmaster was not wrong - she had likely ruined her chances at a future with a decent owner. But even now, even as pain tore through her body to the sound of her screams and the impacts of the whip and the cane, she regretted nothing. She would rather live out the rest of her possibly short life in hell than wonder what could have happened if she had dared to ask Beatrice to buy Imogen.

Faith knew how to endure pain. But seeing Imogen break a little with every strike from the experienced teachers tore at Faith’s soul.

It went on and on. When Mistress Hannah and Mistress Vaine got tired, other teachers took over. Electrodes were added to Faith’s nipples and pussy, and soon the shocks tore at her along with the unrelenting impacts. It was a cruel punishment, yet as it went on, Faith found that even under these circumstances, her body could draw pleasure from it all.

Hours passed. After the sun had set and the students had left for dinner, the teachers took a break from the whipping and left Faith alone with the electric shocks, except for Mistress Hannah, who stood guard.

“You‘ve got to be the dumbest cunt I’ve ever met,” Hannah said after a long silence.

Faith wetted her lips; they were dry from screaming, and she struggled to breathe due to the incredibly tight collar and the shocks that came at irregular intervals. “I … I’m … in love …”

Hannah rolled her eyes. “You did this for love? You‘re even dumber than I thought, then … why would …”

She stopped when someone came walking out of the main building toward them.

It was Imogen.

Her eyes were red from crying, and she carried a plate with a chicken wing and a piece of bread. “Mistress Hannah … can I … can I please give Faith something to eat?”

Mistress Hannah, who had always come off as a cold, heartless woman, softened at the sight of the distraught Imogen. “I … I don’t think the Headmaster will …” She looked toward the academy. “Fine. Just … make it quick.” She loosened the collar a bit, but she did not turn off the shocks. “I’ll give you a few minutes, but I’ll be close by.”

“Thank you so much, Mistress,” Imogen said and began tearing the bread into small lumps and feeding them to Faith.

“You … shouldn’t be … AAAH!” A shock interrupted Faith, causing Imogen to flinch.

“You’re not really in a position to protest,” Imogen said and stuffed Faith’s mouth full of food to shut her up. “Why did you do it, Faith? Why would you throw it all away?”

“I didn’t … I …” Faith swallowed the bread and looked at Imogen. The beautiful, blonde girl’s eyes were puffy from crying, and Faith could barely stand to look at her. “I … couldn’t … let you go … without trying …”

“Faith …” Imogen sighed and fed Faith another piece of bread. “You fucking, beautiful …” Before Faith had time to swallow her food, Imogen kissed her with a passion that warmed Faith’s cold body to the core. She ignored her body screaming for Imogen to move away, to stop rubbing against all the welts and bruises, and embraced the moment of tenderness that made it all worth it.

“Alright, that’s enough,” Mistress Hannah said when she returned a moment later.

Imogen’s lips parted from Faith’s. “Yes, Mistress.” She looked up at the stern woman. “Mistress … I know it’s against all rules, against curfew … and I’ll gladly take any punishment it brings … but can I stay with Faith through the night? Keep her company?”

Mistress Hannah stared at Imogen as if she struggled to comprehend what was happening. “Why?”

Imogen smiled at Faith. “Because I love her.”

Without hesitation, Faith replied. “And I love you.”

Hannah sighed. “You fucking kids …” She seemed to contemplate the proposition for a while. “The Headmaster left for the airport an hour ago. Go inside and find Mistress Vaine. Tell her you need a heavy collar with a chain, a pair of shackles, and two harness gags. If you’re going to keep Miss Tilly company, it will have to look like you’re being punished.”

Imogen‘s face lit up, despite the prospect of spending a cold night chained and gagged outside. “Thank you, Mistress!”

The shocks never stopped, but feeling Imogen’s warm head in her lap made it all bearable. The collar had been tightened again, making Faith struggle for every breath, and the gag that had now been applied made it even harder. Yet it was worth it. Imogen was there with her, her hands shackled behind her back and the collar chained to the pillar behind the garrote. They were together, and though the gags prevented them from talking, they felt closer than ever.

The Headmaster was true to his word. Faith spent every day from classes ended until curfew started locked in a pillory, a cage, or the garrote. And every day, Imogen kept her company without exception. In the beginning, some students mocked them, but within a few weeks, the story of the two students who were so in love that they would endure any punishment began to spread around the Academy, and Faith was often encouraged to endure and keep it up by other students. Piper made sure to bring them food when she could and even joined Imogen on occasion, and before long, the day of the auction approached.

It should have been a time of suffering for Faith, but being together with Imogen again, even though they were not allowed to touch when Faith was being punished, made it worth it. But every day, the time of the auction came closer, and Faith felt the ticking clock like a dark cloud hanging over her head.


Chapter 10

Faith had experienced the stress and excitement of auction day second-hand since her first year at Ravenstone. The air in the common room as the 4th-years put on beautiful dresses and helped each other do make-up and hair was thick with anxiety - many had to redo their mascara several times due to tears ruining it. No matter how the evening went, none of them would be sleeping in the cell they had called home again. Either they went home with a buyer, or they were sent off to the dark slave markets to be sold at a reduced price. According to Mistress Vaine, they had never needed to send anyone to the markets after the auction; there was always plenty of buyers looking for Ravenstone-educated slaves, and the worst case was usually being sold on the cheap to one of the less rich attendants who were just at the auction in the hope that one of the slaves did not catch the eye of anyone else.

“I’m going to miss you,” Piper said and hugged Faith. Other 4th-year Andromedans rushed to finish all around them, but for a brief moment, there was only Faith and her dear friend. “I … I tried talking to Joshua about you, but …”

“I know. And you shouldn’t risk anything on my behalf, sweetie.” Faith hugged Piper tighter. “I know how risky that can be. I’m going to be fine, Piper.”

“But …”

“Don’t worry about me. I regret nothing. And you’re allowed to enjoy this evening; you will be bought by a good man.”

“Thank you, Faith. I can’t believe we made it this far.”

“Me neither.” Faith smiled and tried to stay calm for Piper’s sake, but the auction scared her. She had no idea what awaited her.

The door to the coven opened. Mistress Vaine stepped inside and smiled at the assembled, well-dressed students with a genuine smile that she rarely offered to the world.

“Gather up, Andromedans!” she said and clapped her hands. “You all look amazing, good job.” The smile remained, and it seemed to make a few of the girls uncomfortable; they were not used to this caring side of their teacher, but Faith had experienced it on several occasions. “It’s been a pleasure teaching you all - and I hope you’ll find great purpose and pleasure in the places you end up. Listen up - this is how the evening is going to go: In a moment, I want you all to go into the playroom and choose the last restraints you will wear at Ravenstone. Ankle restraints are optional; all of you will have to wear restraints on your wrists as well as a collar. You’re free to keep wearing the standard collar, of course. Think about how you want to appear - a pair of handcuffs in front conveys that you’re a different type of slave than if you wear heavy restraints.”

She paused for a moment. The room was dead silent. The sisters from the other years stood at the back, listening to every word.

Vaine cleared her throat. “Before the auction, you will all be branded to show that you’ve graduated from Ravenstone. I’m not going to lie - it will hurt like hell. But it is the last pain that you will experience here, so savor it!” Vaine smiled. “And then … the auction. The rules are simple - those with the worst performance reviews are up for sale first, and it all moves quite quickly. When your bidding is over, you walk off the other side of the stage and join the others. When all the lots are finished, you will be taken into custody by your new owner and leave Ravenstone. Good luck to you all!”

Few words were spoken as the girls picked out their restraints. Piper settled on a pair of Darby cuffs and locked them on behind her back. She looked stunning in a sparkly green dress and tall heels.

“I already have my buyer lined up,” she said with a smile. “I don’t have to prove anything. What will you be wearing?”

Faith scratched the back of her neck. She looked down at her outfit; she had chosen to wear a tight, black leather dress. They were encouraged to show who they were, and it went well with her black nail polish and dark makeup. The hair was tied in a long braid that reached the middle of her back. She looked over the countless restraints, wondering if she should just keep it simple.

“I doubt it’ll make much of a difference,” she said and sighed. Her eyes settled on a set of brutal shackles with matching ankle restraints and a tall, tight collar. She smiled. “But I might as well go out swinging.”

The girls all lined up outside the entrance to the auction hall. Two other lines had already formed with the graduating students from the Perspephone and Cassandra covens, all looking radiant in their elegant dresses and steel restraints. Faith locked eyes with Imogen; the two exchanged encouraging smiles, but the smiles were tinged with sadness.

Then the first scream pierced the air, followed by the disturbing smell of burning flesh. Faith knew that this was how it ended, that this was how she would be branded as a graduate of Ravenstone, but the screams were harrowing.

The line moved forward. Three braziers had been set up with red-hot coals, with Master Orden branding the Cassandrans, Mistress Hannah the Persephones, and Mistress Vaine the Andromedans.

“Ready, Faith?” Mistress Vaine said when Faith reached the front of the line.

Faith took a deep breath. “Does it matter? It all ends soon - a little pain won’t change that.”

Vaine nodded. “True. But the auction is also a new beginning.” She winked at Faith. “Who knows? A bright future might await you.” Vaine pressed the brand onto Faith’s bare shoulder; it sizzled, and the searing pain was more intense than Faith had ever experienced.

She did not cry or shout, she simply stared into the distance and breathed. It was the final lesson. And she would endure this pain as well. She looked down at the brand, the image of a raven inside a circle of leaves, and sighed.

When all the students had been branded, they were led into the auction hall. The impressive hall was packed with well-dressed people, and the audience looked on eagerly as the students were lined up next to the stage. During her time at Ravenstone, Faith had almost forgotten the inequality that nestled at the root of the slave system, but it hit her like a brick to the face as she watched the impossibly rich guests drinking champagne and chatting with each other as if they were not just about to bid on young girls as if they were cattle. For four years, the girls had been trained with the sole purpose of pleasing these people who barely recognized the nervous, shackled girls as humans.

This is kind of fucked up, she thought, but she was soon distracted when the first girl was pulled on stage. Faith did not know her well, but she knew that the girl had been unlucky and had had several long sickness periods, causing her to underperform in every subject. The girl was close to tears, and the makeup could not hide that she was still a bit sickly. Master Orden acted as the auctioneer and started the bidding low. It took a while before anyone responded, but the girl was eventually sold to an older gentleman and almost seemed relieved.

Faith was fascinated as she watched her friends and classmates be sold off to many different people. A few buyers bought more than one girl, and a few girls, mainly the prettiest, became the center of furious bidding wars.

Piper kissed Faith on the cheek when her name was called. “Goodbye, my friend.”

“Goodbye, Piper.” Faith could feel her throat close as the tears pressed on. “Have a good life.”

Joshua Poole smiled at Piper as she walked on stage, but Faith doubted that the politician had expected one of his rivals to bid on Piper as well. Faith was not sure if the other man was even interested in Piper or just wanted to spite Poole, but it resulted in Piper being sold for an amount far larger than anyone else thus far. The crowd erupted into applause as a blushing Piper stepped off the stage and the final part of the auction began.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Master Orden said, his voice booming over the speakers. “We’ve now reached the last five lots. You’ve all seen the videos that have been produced, so you know that this is prime stock. Not only are these girls beautiful, they are skilled!”

The next three girls were sold for eye-watering sums, leaving only Imogen and Faith to be sold. They exchanged nervous glances, and Faith felt like her heart was about to jump out of her chest when Master Orden called her name. She stepped onto the stage and was blinded by the lights. The heavy restraints weighed on her, making the walk towards the center of the stage quite a chore.

“Do we have any bids for this dark-haired, spunky beauty?” Orden said, managing to hide his disdain for Faith.

The hall went silent.

Master Orden glanced at Faith with a puzzled look on his face. “Anyone?”

The silence seemed to deepen. Faith could feel the shame on her skin and a growing, unpleasant terror rise inside her.

No one wants me. No one.

“Well, we’ve not seen that in a long time … if ever,” Master Orden said, a bit taken aback. “What if we start lower?”

Muted mumbling could be heard, but there were still no bids. Faith looked to the side of the stage at Imogen, who looked absolutely terrified. Behind her, Mistress Vaine sent Faith a smile that was impossible to decode.

“Well … I guess this girl’s reputation preceded her,” Orden said with a grin, but it vanished when no laughs were heard. He looked at Faith. “Please leave the stage.”

Faith was frozen in place, unable to comprehend what was going on. Orden had to repeat his request before her feet obeyed, and she walked off the other end of the stage to the awkward, humiliating stares of all the students who had managed to find a buyer.

What’s going to happen to me now? The image of Aaliyah, broken and mutilated on the platform at the slave market, appeared in her mind. She swallowed a lump and looked up at Imogen, who had now taken the stage.

“This … THIS is a true slave! Start your bidding, ladies and gentlemen, this is the lot you’ve all been waiting for!”

To Faith’s horror, nothing happened. Just like before, no one bid. She could see the shame on Imogen’s face as Orden tried over and over to create interest in the beautiful girl. Imogen was bathed in stage lights, the sequins on her white dress glistening, the shiny steel shackles on her wrists reflecting the many colored lights.

But nothing happened.

Have I done this to her? Have I doomed her?

“This is highly unusual,” Orden said and glanced at Mistress Vaine, who simply shrugged. “I guess … I guess the auction is over!” He regained his composure and smiled. “Please collect your purchases!”

While the other students smiled at their new owners and were led away to a new life, Faith and Imogen were pushed to the back of the group to hide them away from the guests.

“Well, that was embarrassing,” a voice said. The Headmaster emerged from a door behind the stage and stood in front of the two girls. His eyes sizzled when he glared at Faith, but there was something in his eerie smile that seemed different, unsettling. “What do we do with the two of you now?”

Master Orden joined them, glaring af Faith. “I’m sorry, Headmaster, I did what I could. I’ll arrange for transport to the slave markets right away, I’ll …”

“That won’t be necessary,” Mistress Vaine said. “The transport costs money … there’s a much cheaper option.”

Faith and Imogen moved closer together, unsure of how to interpret what was happening.

“Indeed,” Mistress Hannah said and stood next to Vaine. “Headmaster?”

“I can’t believe you two talked me into this,” the Headmaster said with a sigh. “But since no one bid …” He glanced at Vaine. “… I guess we could find a use for these two … at Ravenstone.”

Faith’s heart skipped a beat. She could feel the tears well up again, this time of relief and joy. She locked eyes with Imogen, who seemed just as stunned.

“You … you mean you’re not sending us to the slave markets?” Imogen stammered.

“Of course not. We have plenty of work around here, so it would be a waste not to make use of you two.” The Headmaster checked his watch. “Mistress Vaine will fill you in on your responsibilities. Welcome to the slave staff, girls.” He turned on his heels and walked away, eager to suck up to his wealthy guests.

Master Orden’s head turned red. “This is an outrage! Did you …”

“Leave it, Jack,” Vaine said dismissively. “It’s settled.”

Orden opened his mouth to speak, but he decided against it and left in a huff.

“You two will have a great time working with him,” Mistress Hannah said and whistled as she watched Orden walk away.

“He’ll get over it.” Vaine turned towards the two girls who could barely contain their relief and excitement. “I told you the future could be bright, Tilly.”

Faith wiped a tear from her eye. “How did you …?”

Vaine glanced at Mistress Hannah. “The two of us have many … connections. And our connections have connections. We convinced the guests not to bid on the two of you.”

“Why?” Imogen grabbed hold of Faith’s hand and squeezed it.

Mistress Hannah smiled. “The story of how the two of you have stuck together since Faith’s punishment has spread like wildfire, both at the school and beyond. You’ve convinced me - and even the Headmaster. He agreed that if we could pull this off so the school would not have to pay anything for the two of you, you could stay.”

“Forever?”

“Forever. You don’t get to leave.”

Imogen sighed. “That sounds … good.”

Mistress Vaine wagged a finger in front of Imogen’s face. “Don’t think this will be easy. You’ll be used for demonstrations during classes, we’ll have to put your pain tolerance to good use, and you’ll both join me in the dungeon every week for … disciplining.”

“But … we can be with each other?”

Mistress Vaine nodded. “Yes. I’ve even convinced the Headmaster that you’ll be allowed to share a cell in the slave wing. It’ll be cramped … and you’ll still have to be restrained every night. And during the day, of course. Come to think of it … I don’t think you’ll ever be unrestrained again. I guess you’ll have to make it work when you want to fuck.”

Faith was beside herself with joy. This was more than she had ever dreamed of. Without any thought to the company or situation, she pulled Imogen in for a passionate kiss. Their tongues met, their lips locked together, and for a moment, the world faded away.

“Careful, Faith. Don’t make me rethink my decision,” Vaine said sternly.

Faith laughed. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“I think we’ll have to start the first dungeon session … now.”

“Now?” Imogen wrestled herself away from Faith.

“Move, Valianti.”

The dungeon had never seemed more inviting to Faith. The familiar walls welcomed her, told her that she was home. Mistress Vaine wasted no time in undressing them, but there was a playfulness to her demeanor that told Faith that this was not meant to be a punishment.

This was a celebration.

“I’m going to enjoy this,” Vaine said as she tightened the largest strap-on she could find around her waist. She proceeded to shackle Imogen to a bed with her legs spread before pushing Faith onto the bed, positioning her between her lover’s trembling legs. “Are you ready, Faith?”

Faith looked at Imogen. The two smiled, their eyes beaming with love and affection. “Yes, Mistress. I’m right where I’m supposed to be.” With those words, she buried her face between Imogen’s legs as she felt the thick, long dildo penetrate her wet pussy.

This is where I belong.

THE END
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Descent into Slavery

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

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

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

Taming the Tormentor

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

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

Love, Jessica
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