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Chapter 1

Faith finished the last part of the drawing and leaned back in her uncomfortable chair. She was never completely happy with her works, it was the curse of being an artist, but she thought that this particular drawing had captured some of the essence, some of the soul of Inari. She sighed and touched the ring on the front of her steel collar; ever since Inari had left, sold for the highest price ever paid at the auctions taking place at Ravenstone, Faith had worn the heavy collar that her former lover had been forced to leave behind. It was a constant presence, a reminder of their short, intense relationship, and Faith hated that the summer holiday would soon be over, forcing her back to the slim, elegant collars the students had to wear for classes.

The shackles on her wrists and ankles clattered as she stood up and hung the drawing on her wall. There were dozens of them by now, all of them of Inari, and Faith had spent most of her boring summer in her cell, staring at them. There was no family for her to return to. She laid down on her bed and rolled her flowery dress up to gain access to her pussy. Faith stared at the drawings, stared into Inari’s pencil-drawn eyes as she slowly rubbed herself. The chain connecting her shackles rested heavily on her belly, rattling with every movement; she had never worn restraints unless forced to during her first year, but it was another way for her to remember Inari, remember their intense sessions in the playroom. She closed her eyes and pulled forth the memories of being helplessly chained while Inari’s soft hands explored her body, her tongue flicking her clit. She thought of the nipple clamps, the whip, the wax. She remembered the feeling of Inari’s pussy around her face, the sweet, heady smell, the way Inari ground her hips into Faith, desperate for release. Her fingers sped up, and she moaned softly as she came.

Faith lay there for a bit, staring at the ceiling while she licked her juices off her fingers. Her second year at Ravenstone started tomorrow, but she did not feel up for it. Nothing mattered now that Inari was gone.

“Am I interrupting?” a familiar voice sounded. There was no privacy at Ravenstone. The steel-barred doors kept the students inside their cells during the night, but they were useless in keeping prying eyes away and mostly open during the day.

“Piper! You’re back!” Faith rolled down her dress and got up to greet her friend. She threw her shackle chain over Piper’s head to embrace her properly. “You got quite a tan! How was the holiday?”

Piper winced. “Bittersweet, as expected. Knowing that I only get to see them one more time made it all … sad.” She leaned into the hug for a bit and sighed. “I’m going to miss them so much, Faith.”

“I know, sweetie.” The holiday after the second year was the last time the students were allowed to go home to see their families, and Faith knew it was a constant source of sorrow for a girl like Piper. “But you have a whole new year at Ravenstone to look forward to.”

Piper groaned. “Way to sound sincere.” She took a step back after untangling herself from the chain. “I see you changed your style?”

Faith looked down at the flowery summer dress. “I … I wanted to try something new. Do you like it?”

Piper nodded. “It goes well with the longer hair. You look very … feminine. That’s new.”

“Fuck you,” Faith said with a grin.

Piper’s youthful, freckled face became dark with concern. “You were trying to distract yourself?” She glanced at the dozens of drawings on the wall before her eyes lingered on the collar around Faith’s neck. “She’s not coming back, Faith.”

“I know that. It’s just … I can’t seem to move on.”

“It’s not been that long. Give it time.” Piper kissed Faith on the cheek and smiled. “Now … do you want to join me for a session in the playroom? I’ve only had access to a pair of handcuffs for the entire holiday, I think I need to get back into it before classes start tomorrow.”

Faith shook her head and sat down on the edge of her bed. “Sorry, Piper … not up for it. Not yet. The playroom reminds me too much of her.”

“If being restrained, whipped, or fucked reminds you too much of Inari, you’re in for a rough year,” Piper said with a sad smile. “We’ll still have bondage classes with Samara, but they’re adding Torture Endurance and Sexual Servitude this year.” She hugged herself and seemed to feel chilly for a moment. “Not subjects I’m looking forward to, if I’m being honest.”

Neither was Faith. Her initial reluctance at being sent to Ravenstone had only disappeared when Inari had begun to mentor her, and with her gone, it all seemed pointless. Why bother making any form of connection with her fellow students if they were all destined to be sold to different buyers in the end?

The feeling of pointlessness still lingered the next morning when Faith was woken up, not by Eve, the Ravenstone AI, but by one of the academy’s slavegirls. The sound of the woman’s heavy shackles woke Faith from a restless slumber.

“Good morning,” the beautiful woman said and smiled at Faith through the steel bars. She wore the uniform of the Ravenstone general slaves; a dark blue skirt, a tight black shirt with rolled-up sleeves, and the academy’s coat of arms on the left side of the chest. It depicted a three-headed dragon representing the three covens with a chained woman lying in front of it. The slaves working the grounds had their own uniforms, as did the kitchen and cleaning slaves. “Eve will release you in a moment.” She nodded at Faith’s restraints; she had spent the night shackled with her hands over her head to her bed, and Eve was the only one who could release the remote-controlled padlock. “I’ve come to deliver your school uniforms for this year. We’ve repaired any damage from the first year and sewn on your second-year emblem.”

The woman pushed the stack of clothes in through the bars before moving on with her cart full of uniforms. Faith stared at the door for a bit. The slavegirls owned by the Academy were a bit of an enigma. They were always smiling, always kind, but they never engaged in conversation, and even after a year, Faith did not know a single one of their names. She heard the familiar sound of the padlock clicking open and sat up, grabbing the key to her shackles from the slot in the wall so she could get dressed.

The uniform was the same as the year before, barring the small emblem on the chest marking her as a second year. She let her fingers run across the fabric, feeling the impeccable craftmanship, and sighed. Faith had despised the uniforms at the beginning of last year, but now the sight of the dark blue jacket with silver-lined lapels made her sad. She put on the white shirt that went underneath and had just begun to button it when Eve appeared on the cell’s screen.

They could at least let us use the screen to watch something, Faith thought for the hundredth time as Eve began reminding the students of the Academy’s rules.

“And remember that this is the year of the Slave Trials, the competition between the country’s slave academies. It only takes place every three years, so make sure to make Ravenstone proud!” Eve said in her kind, yet mechanical voice.

The coven’s common room felt a little empty. The first-years would not arrive until later that day, and Faith felt a sting of loss at the thought of all the students from last year who were now serving as slaves throughout the country. There were no pictures of former graduates, nothing to remember them by. It was by design, slaves were not meant to be remembered, and thus the decorations in the room were all gorgeous, massive paintings of enslaved women.

Piper and Faith sat down on the large, comfortable couch by the fireplace with a cup of coffee each as they waited for the coven’s main door to unlock to allow them to go to breakfast. The room was beautiful, with wooden panels, expensive carpets, and a high ceiling, but Faith did not feel like appreciating the architecture.

“How are you doing?” Piper asked in a low voice.

Faith shrugged. “Fine.”

Piper gave her a knowing smile. “Inari wouldn’t want you to mope around all day, would she? You’ve got a new year at Ravenstone in front of you. A year to find yourself a new girlfriend, perhaps?”

Faith sighed. “I don’t think I can handle another heartbreak, Piper.” She stared down at her shoes. “I … I don’t know. I think that I’m meant to be alone. Isn’t that the fate waiting for all of us?”

Piper shrugged. “Maybe. But I still want to experience romance, you know? True, swept-off-my-feat romance.” She looked dreamily into the middle distance. “Some gorgeous young man who just … fucks me into oblivion.”

Faith spat out her coffee and coughed. “Piper! You’d never have spoken like that a year ago.” She wiped the coffee off the table and laughed for the first time in months. “Thanks for that.”

Piper winked at her and smiled. “You’re welcome. I’ve never been with a man.” The smile vanished in an instant. “Which is why I’m terrified of Sexual Servitude class.”

“I’ve fucked my fair share of both men and women, I’ll help you out.”

Faith’s confidence lasted until she stepped into the classroom. It was not the sight of the cold stone walls or various shackles, chains, and other restraints laid out on tables in front of the huge windows that made her shiver - most of the classrooms at Ravenstone were brimming with restraints and tools of torture. Nor was it the sight of several mannequins with large rubber cocks that stood in a line in the middle of the room. No, it was the sight of the teacher.

“Welcome, second years!” Master Orden said with a grin that told Faith that he thoroughly enjoyed teaching a class like this. His gaze fell on Faith for a moment, and the smile subtly transformed into more of a snarl before he moved on to greet the other students. “Andromeda Coven, line up to the right, Persephone Coven, on my left.”

Faith looked at the girls from the other coven. She knew most of their names, but only one of them mattered. Imogen. Faith had disliked her from the first moment she had seen the tall blonde and the feeling was mutual. It annoyed Faith more than she was willing to admit that Imogen seemed to have grown even more beautiful during her holiday; she had lost a little weight, causing her cheekbones to stand out even sharper beneath the dark-rimmed glasses, and the wavy hair had obviously been in the hands of some competent, and expensive, hairdressers. Imogen’s family was rich, and Faith could not help but wonder why Imogen was even at Ravenstone to become a slave.

“I hope you’re ready for Sexual Servitude,” Master Orden said and clapped his hands together to stop the whispering and mumbling emanating from the girls as they stared at the mannequins. “Not all slaves end up serving in places where they are required to service their masters or mistresses sexually. But most do, and even if you end up at a company or even this school, your owners can do with you as they wish. So you have to be ready for it. Ready to please.”

Piper squirmed next to Faith and stared at the handcuffs she had chosen to wear. Faith had opted to leave the shackles in the playroom, but she suspected that she would not go unfettered for long as she stared at the tools laid out near the windows.

“I know that my lovely colleague Samara has taught you how to pleasure a woman during Bondage Class,” Orden continued with a smirk and scratched his perfectly maintained beard. “She knows what she’s talking about. This class will focus on what most of you will end up doing - being sexually available to one or more men. The first few lessons will focus on the blowjob. It is an artform, one that every slave is expected to master.”

“Is he going to demonstrate one himself?” Faith heard Imogen whisper to one of her girlfriends, who snickered in response.

It was a good question. Master Orden was not one to humiliate himself. He always carried himself with confident authority, and he expected perfection from his students, or so Inari had said.

Faith disliked him immensely. Not just because of his smug attitude, but because he protected the school bully, Aaliyah, and had been willing to expel Faith due to Alliyah’s antics during the first year.

“Imogen Valianti!” Orden thundered. Imogen went pale and stared at her feet. “I’ll not tolerate behavior like that, no matter how well you did during your first year.”

“Sorry, Master Orden,” Imogen said, but she still smiled at her friends the moment Orden turned his back on her again.

“No, I’ll not be demonstrating how to do a blowjob,” he said through clenched teeth. “I’ll be drawing on some of the other staff here at school for that.” He opened a door at the back of the room, and the familiar sound of heavy chains could be heard before four shackled Academy slaves entered. All of them wore the cleaning staff uniform, which was based on a maid’s outfit, but skimpier, with very short skirts, low-cut tops, and high heels to go with the stockings. Their outfit was completed by the brutally heavy, dark shackles that all Academy slaves wore on their wrists and ankles. The matching collars looked far more uncomfortable than the heavy stainless steel one that Faith had started wearing outside of class, and she could not help but touch her own slim collar at the sight of the women. They all carried themselves with enviable elegance, never once tripping as they all got in position in front of four of the dummies.

“I heard that they have to wear those restraints from when they get up until they go to bed,” a coven sister whispered behind Faith to one of the others. “That the collar is welded on and never comes off.”

The thought made Faith shiver.

“Watch and learn,” Orden said. “And pay attention to the difference in technique.” He waved his hand to signal that the slaves should begin, and without question or hesitation, the slaves gracefully got on their knees and reached up to the rubber cock sticking out of their designated dummy’s crotch. It was obvious to Faith that they all were experienced in giving head. They all had different approaches, and Orden commented as they continued, bringing the students’ attention to different aspects of the slavegirls’ techniques.

Faith glanced at Piper. Her friend was bright red, and she seemed to be holding her breath. “It’ll be alright,” Faith whispered and placed a hand on Piper’s arm.

Piper shook her head. “No, it won’t. I can’t do that, Faith.”

“Of course you can, sweetie. Anyone can, it’s not hard.” Faith tried to stay calm herself, but she had limited experience. She had only been with a few boys before coming to terms with being gay. But she was willing to learn.

“Notice how 31 is using her hands to cradle the balls,” Orden said, using a cane to point and direct the attention of the students. The slave with a 31 tattooed on the inside of her forearm did not flinch or slow down when the cane landed on her upper back with a loud snap. “And a good slave continues what she is doing no matter what kind of pain or discomfort she must endure.”

The demonstration continued until Orden dismissed the slaves with the snap of his fingers. They all curtsied and smiled at him as they left the classroom. Faith stared after them, fascinated by their beauty and gracefulness. They had left their identities behind, becoming nothing more than a number and a body in a uniform, but they all seemed content.

“Now … it’s your turn. Just try it out at first, try to get comfortable with the feel of the dummy’s cock.” He swung the cane through the air. “Four students per dummy, two from each coven.” He began assigning groups and Faith had a sense of where it was all going way before he reached her and Piper. “Tilly and Petrovich, you’re with Valianti and Brooks.”

Faith, Piper, and Imogen all groaned and bunched up in front of one of the dummies.

“You must’ve sucked a few cocks to get here, Tilly,” Imogen said with a menacing smile as the four of them stared at the remarkably lifelike, large dildo mounted to the dummy. “God, this is so humiliating.”

“Being in a group with me?” Faith asked.

Imogen shook her head. “I can deal with that. No, I’m talking about … that thing.” She nodded at the dildo. “It’s quite a bit larger than the few I’ve seen in person. Is this an … average size?”

“Don’t ask me,” Piper said. “I’ve never seen one.” She poked the dildo with a look of disgust on her face. “It’s … hard.”

“You two both knew what this place was before you got here, unlike me.” Faith crossed her arms. “You can’t be surprised that this is part of it.”

Imogen shrugged. “I knew, I just hoped there was a way to avoid it. Naive, I guess.” She looked at Faith. There was a hint of vulnerability in her eyes. “Won’t you start?”

“It’s just a dummy,” Faith said and got on her knees. She knew that Imogen and Piper would not make the first move, so she might as well get it over with. Other groups were already busy, many of them cheering each other on and having fun with it, but both Imogen and Piper were serious about their studies and stared intensely at Faith as she took the rubber cock in her mouth. It tasted like … rubber.

“You need to take it deeper, Faith,” Imogen said in a serious, workmanlike tone. “That slave managed to get to here.” She pointed at the base of the cock.

“I’m aware of that,” Faith said, her voice muffled. It felt awkward to blow the dummy, but they soon had to trade places when Orden gave the order. Before long, all four of them had had a go at the dummy, but the master was far from done.

“Not bad, students,” he said after a while. The smug smile remained firmly on his face; he seemed to garner great pleasure from watching his students degrade themselves like this. “Next, you’ll handcuff each other behind the back. The hands are great tools when doing a blowjob, but you might not always be able to use them. When you’ve all had a turn, I’ll pick one of you to do a … real demonstration.”

The class went silent. Faith and Piper sent each other nervous glances, and Imogen looked like she had seen a ghost. Her face went pale, and even though Faith would love to see the annoying girl taken down a few notches by blowing the teacher in front of all the others, the knot in Faith’s stomach told her that Imogen was not the one who was going to be chosen.

Piper retrieved four pairs of handcuffs and handed two to Imogen and Violet Brooks before turning toward Faith. “Hands behind your back, Faith.”

“I can cuff myself, Piper,” Faith said with a sigh.

“Don’t take this away from me. I love cuffing others. Turn around.” Piper’s smile was weak, but Faith appreciated that she still had a sense of humor. Faith turned around and put her arms behind her back. She felt the cool, familiar feel of the steel around her wrists and heard Piper click the cuffs in place. The young blonde then deftly locked the last pair of handcuffs onto herself after removing the longer-chained ones she was already wearing.

“I’ll start,” Piper said. “Orden is at the other end of the room, and I don’t want him to see me do this.” She got on her knees and took as much of the thick cock in her mouth as she could manage. She winced and groaned throughout, but Faith knew that Piper was no quitter. She was determined to be the best slave she could be, and though Faith did not share her determination, she admired it.

The sun broke free from the thick cloud cover that had hidden it all morning and shone through the mosaic windows in the old classroom, bathing the pale dummies in a symphony of color. The sound of the chains attached to the handcuffs of the kneeling students echoed in the room along with the choir of moaning girls.

It was Faith’s turn. With her hands locked behind her back, she had to bend over and wiggle her way toward the cock, and to her surprise, she could feel herself getting wet. Memories of sucking Inari’s strapon as her lover looked down at her with a loving smile flooded her mind, and Faith pulled at her cuffs to fuel the desire building within. For a brief moment, she did not care that Inari, Violet, and Piper were watching her.

She did not notice that Orden was watching as well.

“Well, it looks like the felon is an enthusiastic cock-sucker,” Master Orden said, his voice dripping with malice. “I think we’ve found the one who will be sucking my cock to finish the class.”

Faith pulled away from the cock. A long string of drool connected her lower lip to the dildo as she met the teacher’s gaze. “If you think it’s best, Master.” She wanted to tell him to go fuck himself, but she decided against it.

The Andromedans and Persephones all gathered in a circle as Master Orden pulled the handcuffed Faith into the middle. The other girls were still handcuffed behind their backs as well, and Faith suddenly felt very self-aware and anxious. She did not like Orden, but she knew that antagonizing him was not worth it - he could expel her or at the very least make her life a living hell.

“We’ll see if young Miss Tilly has learned something today,” Master Orden said. He opened his dark suit pants and pulled out a large cock. It looked familiar, and Faith wondered if the vain Orden had had the dummies fitted with replicas of his own cock. It would not surprise her if that was the case. “It’s been years since a student has managed to make me come during the first blowjob class, so don’t expect too much.” He nodded at Faith, and for a brief moment, she traced signs of empathy in his dark eyes. “Just have fun with it, Tilly. Don’t worry about the others.”

Faith got down on her knees in front of him and took a deep breath before taking the tip of his cock in her mouth. She was determined to show him up, to make him come quickly, so she worked the cock with her tongue while her head bobbed up and down, taking the cock as deep inside her mouth as she could without gagging. The sounds of the other students whispering filled the room, but she did not let them distract her.

“Tilly is using her tongue to great effect,” Master Orden said and let out a revealing moan.

I know how to use my tongue, Faith thought. It had been exercised thoroughly during the first year’s countless sessions with Inari.

She could not reach his balls due to her restraints, but she hoped that the experienced Orden would be impressed with her technique nonetheless. She moved her head faster, using her tongue to massage the shaft and head of his cock. It was a lot more difficult without her hands and a lot more awkward to do.

Faith was a mess within a minute, drool dripping down her chin as she continued, but it seemed that Orden was not about to let her succeed so easily. The cane he still held in his hand began raining down hard strikes on Faith’s back - she knew that he wanted to distract her, that he did not want Faith to be the first student in years to make him come in front of the other students.

But Orden did not know about Faith’s pain tolerance. Vaine had complimented it the year before, and Inari had trained Faith further. The strikes only served to spur her on, adding to the pleasure building within her.

“F… fuck …” Orden groaned. He pulled out, but it was too late to stop it. He blew his load onto Faith’s face as the girls around them gasped. “Satisfied, Tilly?” He glared at her as the girls began applauding. Faith did not respond; she simply sat there on her knees, looking up at him as his cum slowly trickled down her face. “Not bad. Not bad at all.” Orden turned toward the other students. “Class dismissed. Keys to your handcuffs are on the table near the door. And will someone from Andromeda please clean up Tilly’s face before your next class?”

The students all moved toward the table, and Faith got up on shaky legs. She did not like that Orden’s cum was on her face, but she was proud of her ability to get him off despite the circumstances. Imogen and Violet moved closer to her.

“I can’t believe you made him come,” Imogen said, sounding reluctantly impressed. “That was amazing.”

Faith shrugged, causing her cuffs to rattle behind her back. “I’ve had practice. In a way.” She smiled at Imogen. “And thanks for the compliment.”

“I give credit where it’s due,” Imogen said and left with Violet, leaving the two Andromedans behind.

“Oh, that looks icky.” Piper leaned in and studied the cum on Faith’s face. “And it smells. Way to take one for the team, Faith.”

“I didn’t really have a choice.” Faith smiled at their coven sisters as they came to unlock Piper and Faith’s cuffs. They patted Faith on the back and helped her wipe the cum off her face, and Faith felt oddly proud as the compliments and cheers washed over her.

But she was also horny. Being cuffed and humiliated like that had lit a fire inside her, and she ached to return to her cell so she could take advantage of it. Maybe there was still pleasure to be found at Ravenstone, even without Inari.


Chapter 2

Faith groaned as she pushed forward, trying to leverage her strong legs to get further ahead of the others, but she could see one of the girls from the Cassandra coven gaining on her out of the corner of her eye. She bit down on the ballgag and leaned even further forward. The finishing line was so close, but it felt far, and her vision blurred as the tension on her neck increased.

Fuck, I hate Slave Athletics, she thought, but she was too competitive to just give up. She had run hurdles and participated in other athletic disciplines in high school, but nothing compared to doing a hundred-meter dash with heavy ankle shackles tearing at her tendons, her hands cuffed to a waist chain, and a brutally heavy steel ball dragging behind her connected to her collar. She could not deny that it turned her on, despite the many onlookers, but it was excruciating.

“Andromeda Coven wins!” the headmaster proclaimed through the loudspeakers, and Faith was soon swarmed by her sisters as she gasped for breath. She felt a little bad as she watched Tricia, a Sepho, being taken aside to receive the ten lashes reserved for the last one to finish. The track day was almost done, and Andromeda had done well. Piper had finished second in the hogtie race; it was easy to see where the rope had dug into her skin by the marks on her wrists and upper arms, but she seemed to be enjoying herself. All students participated, dressed in their coven’s colors. The Andromedans all wore silver shorts and dark blue T-shirts to go with the white sneakers.

“God, I hope this is not the kind of stuff we’ll have to do at the Slave Trials,” Piper said as she helped Faith get out of her restraints. She rubbed Faith’s neck where the collar had choked her the hardest. “Man, you’re going to have bruises from that for a week.”

“People keep mentioning the Trials, what are they?” Faith said when the gag was removed. Her entire body ached, but the rush of victory was welcome.

“A competition between the country’s slave schools.” Piper proceeded to unlock the heavy shackles that had left deep marks on Faith’s ankles. “Ravenstone, Hawthorne Hall, and Trinity are the female slave schools. Servus Academy is the only school that trains male slaves, but they’re there as well, just not part of the competition.”

“What’s the point?” Faith paused for a moment to cheer at Brienne, a fourth-year Andro, as she did the long jump with her hands tied behind her back. Every student from Ravenstone was gathered on the huge field near the lake and the woods, and the serene surroundings seemed almost absurd as Faith watched her fellow students compete in twisted versions of classic athletic disciplines. Mistress Vaine and Master Orden were both busy administering brutal canings to the losing students, and the desperate cries of the punished girls sounded weird in concert with the cheers of their fellow students.

“It’s a big deal,” Piper said and massaged the rope marks on her wrist. “Most of it is bragging rights, of course, but the trials attract huge audiences from all over the country, many of whom are looking to purchase slaves.”

“I had hoped not to worry about stuff like that for another few years.” Faith sighed and fiddled with her collar. “I don’t expect I’ll do well there.”

“Neither do I,” a voice sounded behind her. Imogen gave her a small push with her shoulder as she walked by with a few other Sephos, all dressed in the coven’s colors - golden pants and dark red shirts. She turned to meet Faith’s seething gaze. “You might have done well today, but you won’t stand a chance at the Trials.”

Faith was used to Imogen’s taunts, but she had noticed a slight change since they had been paired during Bondage Class the year before. She was still annoyingly smug and condescending, but there was now a hint of playfulness in her bright voice.

Faith smiled. “I guess we’ll find out, Imogen.” She looked at Piper. “I need to use the bathroom before we watch the shackled relay. I’ll see you there.”

It was nice to leave the chaos and madness of the track field behind for a spell. Faith walked past a sobbing Sepho being comforted by two of her coven sisters after Master Orden’s thrashing. Faith winced as she saw the welts on the girl’s naked back, but such was the life of a Ravenstone student. Faith’s own Torture Endurance classes had only just started and so far only involved light spankings, but she knew the pain would ramp up soon enough.

Faith entered the old bathrooms in the wing of the castle situated closest to the field. Like much of the castle, the room was ancient but well-maintained, and the bronzed sinks and mirrors with decorated wooden frames added an air of regal class to the small room. Faith inspected the marks on her wrists and neck, feeling a pleasant surge of arousal as she touched them. There was no shame in carrying marks like these at the academy, after all.

Faith had just entered one of the stalls to do her business when she heard the door to the bathroom open and close. A pair of white sneakers appeared beneath the door to Faith’s stall, and she felt an unpleasant shiver run down her spine.

“It’s occupied, use one of the other ones,” she said as she finished and pulled up her shorts.

“I don’t need to use the bathroom,” Aaliyah’s voice replied.

Fuck.

“Get lost, Aaliyah, I’m not in the mood today.” Faith’s heart began racing. Aaliyah had made her life miserable before, resulting in Faith being forced to spend a night in a cage, and she feared what the third year might be up to.

“It’s very simple, jailbird. I want to hurt you. Everyone is watching the relay right now, so it’s just you and me.”

Faith snorted derisively. “Well, I think I’ll just stay in here for a while if it’s all the same to you.”

Aaliyah slid a pair of handcuffs in under the door. “That doesn’t work for me. Put these on and come out here. If you don’t … I’ll hurt your little blonde friend instead. I think she’ll have a much harder time dealing with it than you will.”

Faith froze. “You leave Piper alone, or I swear I’ll …”

“Just get out here, bitch. We have a score to settle.”

For a brief moment, Faith considered opening the door and just making a run for it, using the element of surprise. But Aaliyah was strong, stronger than Faith, and she would not hesitate to take it out on Piper, something Faith could not accept.

“Are you going to kill me, Aaliyah?” she asked as she picked up the handcuffs.

“What?” Aaliyah sounded surprised for a moment. “No, don’t be silly.”

“Then let’s get this over with.” Faith put on the handcuffs and opened the door to face her bully. “I assume this is because I made Master Orden come all over my face?”

Aaliyah’s eyes narrowed. “Why would I care about that?” She grabbed the chain connecting Faith’s hands and pulled her towards the bathroom’s far wall, where she proceeded to raise Faith’s hands over her head and lock the cuffs to an old water pipe using a chain and padlock.

“Yes, why would you?” Faith’s heart pounded in her chest, but she refused to show how scared she was. “I haven’t done anything to spite you, so I assume the fact that I sucked that fat, meaty cock is what has you rattled.”

Aaliyah slapped Faith so hard that her ears began ringing. “Shut up!”

The bullying third-year pulled Faith’s T-shirt up to reveal her toned stomach and perky breasts, and Faith felt a shiver of excitement despite knowing what was to come. Maybe it was the handcuffs or the fact that she had not been in a situation like this since dating Inari, but something caused her loins to heat up.

“I think you need to be taken down a notch or ten.” Aaliyah clenched a black leather belt in her hand, and Faith could see the muscles contracting under Aaliyah’s short, dark green sleeves.

“Do your worst, Aaliyah.”

Aaliyah swung the belt in an arc, hitting Faith’s stomach and breasts with a loud slap. Faith groaned and bit down on her lip, refusing to give the bully what she wanted.

Aaliyah struck again and again, and the burning pain grew in Faith’s upper body. She cursed, pulling at her cuffs and trying to get away, but the chain and the water pipe did not budge.

“You’re a fucking monster, Aaliyah,” Faith said. The words came out as a whimper, and she could feel a few tears escaping from her eyes. The third-year had never hurt her this badly before.

Aaliyah laughed. “Maybe.” She ran her fingers across the welts on Faith’s stomach, making the younger girl groan. “I hear you like to draw. Well, this will be my masterpiece. You’ll carry marks from this for a long, long time.”

Faith looked down at her torso. Her pale skin was covered in dark welts and bruises, some of which were bleeding. The humiliation and anger at being helpless to do anything about it made Faith curse and spit, and she tugged at her restraints, desperate to get free. She wanted to get away, not least because part of her was enjoying the intense agony.

Aaliyah slapped Faith hard across the face again, then grabbed a breast and pulled at the nipple, causing Faith to scream. “Oh, I’m sorry, did that hurt?” The belt continued to rain down pain on Faith’s exposed body, and when Aaliyah began using the buckle-end, Faith’s skin tore in multiple places.

It was torture. Pure torture.

And she could not believe that her body converted some of the pain into arousal. She was afraid, terrified even, yet her body managed the brutal punishment. Her pussy ached for release, and she began to rub her legs against each other to stimulate her clit.

But Aaliyah noticed. She smiled and shook her head. “You really are a freak, Tilly. I’m torturing you, and your panties are soaked. I can see it from here.” She reached into Faith’s silver shorts and touched the soaked panties with her fingertips, causing Faith to arch her back and groan with a mix of fear and anticipation. “You’re so pathetic. I guess I’ll have to do a lot worse to you to get my point across.”

Faith’s body was struggling to stay standing, and she feared what the unhinged Cass was capable of. There was a limit to what Faith could endure, and there was already a lot of blood.

Aaliyah raised her belt. It was aimed at Faith’s face.

“Faith?” Piper’s voice was faint, coming from the hallway outside.

Aaliyah let out a groan of frustration. “I guess we’ll have to stop it here.” She stared at Faith and bared her teeth in a predatory grin before she ran out of the bathroom.

Everything that happened thereafter was a blur. Faith’s mind was hazy from the pain, but as she lay in the academy’s infirmary, she recalled the sound of Piper’s desperate scream upon finding her, the foggy memories of being aided by angry teachers, and the terrified faces of the other students as she had been helped out of the bathroom.

The sound of rattling chains caused Faith to open her eyes. The giant windows allowed the morning sun to enter, and the chained slave nurse smiled at her as she placed a tray of food on the small table next to Faith’s bed.

“Good morning, Tilly,” the nurse said and poured her a glass of orange juice. All the slaves working at the academy wore the same heavy shackles, but it never seemed to bother them. The number 74 was tattooed on the cute brunette's forearm, and the tight, low-cut, light blue nurse’s uniform accentuated her gracious curves. “Drink this. You need something in your belly to help you recover.”

“Thank you.” Faith tried to sit up, but her entire body was aching, screaming at her to lie back down. A chain connected her collar to the wall at the end of her bed. Even in the infirmary, the students were still slaves in training. She noticed a few other students in the surrounding beds.

The nurse smiled. “We’re always busy after track days. Competition and bondage tend to lead to injuries. How’re you feeling?”

“Like I’ve been run over by a truck.”

“Sounds about right.” The nurse squeezed Faith’s hand. “Do you want me to help take your mind off it for a moment before Dr. Patel does his rounds?”

Faith nodded and sighed. “That’d be great, thank you.”

“Do you want to be further restrained, sweetie?” The nurse’s voice was so warm and caring that it was like it momentarily filled a hole deep in Faith’s soul.

“Yes, please.”

The nurse grabbed a pair of heavy handcuffs from a drawer under the nearby table and locked it to the anchor point on the wall that Faith’s collar was attached to before she gently raised Faith’s hands above her head and cuffed them.

The nurse sat on the edge of the bed and leaned in over Faith. The shackled hands caressed the bruised body for a bit before moving downward, and Faith let out a muted gasp when 74 began tracing circles over her clit. It was a welcome distraction, a way for Faith’s mind to escape the agony.

It was nice to have someone help her forget about the searing pain in her breasts and stomach, and the nurse’s experienced touch sent shivers of pleasure through Faith’s aching body. This was a different kind of healing, a welcome one. The edges of 74’s shackles scraped against Faith’s inner thigh as two fingers slipped inside Faith’s pussy, and every slight movement, every touch was magical. The nurse’s soft, perfect lips began to kiss Faith’s neck before reaching her mouth, and for a brief, perfect moment, she managed to convince herself that she was back in the playroom with Inari, enjoying the body of her lover.

“Just relax,” the nurse’s soft voice whispered in between the gentle kisses. “I’ll make you feel better.”

When she came, Faith felt a brief moment of reprieve from the pain. The nurse had managed to push her over the edge, allowing her to take a break from the agony. She let out a muffled scream into the nurse’s mouth and pulled at her cuffs. The pleasure was intense, the pain only served to fuel the fires building within her, and she embraced the powerful orgasm for as long as she could.

When she returned to reality, Faith noticed Dr. Patel standing at the foot of her bed, smiling at her. “Good morning, Miss Tilly. Has nurse 74 treated you well?”

74 got off the bed and smiled at Faith, who could not do much else but nod.

“Y… yes, she’s been very … helpful,” Faith said and squirmed in her cuffs. She could feel the blood rush to her cheeks, but Dr. Patel did not seem to find the situation awkward at all. The chubby doctor whistled as he rocked back and forth, waiting for 74 to move away.

“Sexual stimulation is a powerful painkiller,” he said and nodded at 74, who curtsied before moving on to the other patients. “Let me know if she does not perform well, we’ll have her flogged.” The words were spoken without sarcasm or malice. This was just how it was. “You should be able to return to your coven tomorrow. Master Orden has assured me that the student responsible for this will be punished.”

“Yeah, I imagine he will,” Faith muttered. She could not stop staring at the nurse, who was busy fingering one of the other students.

Dr. Patel smiled. “She’s good, isn’t she? That is the power of a true slave. That is what you’re all here to learn.”

Faith nodded. She got it now. 74 had made Faith forget everything else for just a moment. She now understood why some people were willing to pay a hefty sum to have someone with that ability around at all times.

Being a Ravenstone nurse … maybe that is something to strive for.


Chapter 3

As expected, Aaliyah did not get expelled for her savage beating of Faith. Faith was now all but certain, based on Orden’s reluctance to expel the third-year student and the things Faith had seen in the castle dungeons with Inari the year before, that Orden and Aaliyah were having an affair or something to that effect. Relationships between teachers and students were forbidden, but Faith had no evidence and eventually stopped worrying about it. The classes were exhausting, she still spent a lot of time missing Inari, and though the Slave Trials were not taking place until the spring, most of the students were already beginning to train hard for it.

Sexual Servitude managed to be an enjoyable class for Faith, even though it was taught by Master Orden. After the encounter with Aaliyah, Orden treated Faith better, likely out of fear that antagonizing her would lead Faith to look deeper into his connections with Aaliyah, and Faith eventually had to admit that he was a very competent teacher. He was good at encouraging the students who struggled in his class, like Imogen and Piper, and he allowed the girls to take things at their own pace.

And the class was almost comedic at times. Seeing dozens of panting, blushing girls riding the dummies on the floor while Orden encouraged them was a sight to behold.

Bondage Class was still a delight with the kind and impossibly attractive Samara. Discipline was boring and uneventful, Submission Theory was all books, and Slave Fashion and Cosmetics, taught by Mistress Gwendoline, was just an oddity. Faith understood that slaves needed to look their best, but it was still a weirdly mellow class, especially compared to the last subject on the class schedule.

Torture Endurance.

The class was, to no one’s surprise, taught by the stern Mistress Vaine. What had started as a class focused on mild spankings had soon turned into something far darker. Faith rather enjoyed it, but she was one of the only ones.

“Good morning, students,” Mistress Vaine said and leaned against the heavy desk at the end of the classroom. Most classes were taught in well-lit, high-ceilinged rooms on the first and second floors of the castle, but Torture Endurance took place in a literal dungeon. Not the ones that Inari had shown Faith, the place were students were punished, but an old dungeon at the other end of the castle. The vaulted ceiling was low and oppressive, and the walls were lined with instruments of torture far beyond anything a slave could be expected to endure - iron maidens, torture chairs filled with rusty spikes, and other medieval horrors set a fitting mood, and the muted, reddish lights only heightened it.

“Good morning, Mistress,” the students replied in unison. There was no whispering or giggling in Torture Endurance, no one wanted to draw attention to themselves - Vaine often needed someone to help demonstrate, after all.

“I’ve decided that we need to change things up a bit,” Mistress Vaine said as she walked between the students. The Torture Endurance classes saw the covens divided up to allow for smaller class sizes, but Vaine still wanted to encourage competition between the covens - meaning that half the class consisted of Andromedans and the other half of Persephones.

God, I miss Piper, Faith thought as Vaine walked past her. Faith was, by now, on good terms with most of her coven sisters, but she was used to having Piper at her side during all her classes. But Piper had Torture Endurance in a different time slot, and so the person in class that Faith was the most familiar with was now ...

Imogen.

“Until now, you’ve been allowed to team up with girls from your own coven, but not today,” Vaine said. “I’ve noticed that you’ve been holding back when punishing each other, which defeats the purpose of this class. You need to learn to endure pain, a lot of pain. So today, you’ll be teaming up with a student from the other coven. We’re using knotted whips today, capable of inflicting great pain, and I want you to hit the other student as hard as you can. Some of you …” She glanced at Faith. “… are capable of deriving pleasure from pain. That is a great advantage, but the rest of you will have to learn to compartmentalize, to put your mind elsewhere when your future owner whips you until within an inch of your life.” She wiped a speck of dust off her leather skirt and smiled. “Team up, groups of two. The Andromedans are on the receiving end first.”

To Faith’s surprise, Imogen approached her. The blonde nervously pushed her black-rimmed glasses up and struggled to hold eye contact. “Faith … mind if we do this together?”

“Why? I thought you hated me?”

Imogen groaned. “I don’t hate you. I … look, I need help with this class, okay? I want to do well, but I’m struggling.” She hugged herself and sighed. “Please?”

Part of Faith wanted to laugh in Imogen’s face, but seeing the girl’s insecurities aired like that as she almost begged Faith for help tugged at her heartstrings. “Alright. But I might get a bit vengeful when it’s my turn to whip you.”

Imogen rolled her eyes. “Fine. I better give you a good thrashing first, then.”

“I assumed you would.”

The students lined up at the only wall not covered in torture equipment. Instead, the wall had a few dozen shackles dangling from rusty iron rings, waiting for the nervous girls. Faith undressed before letting Imogen lock her in the heavy shackles. It was a familiar feeling, but it felt odd to be restrained like that along with a dozen other girls. Some were already teary-eyed, but most were simply silent.

“We’ll start by whipping the back,” Vaine said in a loud, clear voice. “Use your entire body to swing the flail and make sure that all nine knots connect.” She walked along the line of chained students and smiled. “I know that you won’t disappoint me. Begin!”

Faith could hear the whips whistling through the air before they hit the other students. Her coven sisters cried out, but Imogen had yet to swing her whip. Faith turned her head as much as she could and looked at Imogen.

“Come on, Imogen, do it,” she said. “It’s okay.”

Imogen looked down at the whip in her hands and took a deep breath. She pulled her arm back and landed a hard hit between Faith’s shoulderblades. The initial sting shocked Faith’s body and left a burning sensation in its wake.

But the pain did not last. The fire soon spread throughout her entire body, and she began to moan, unable to stop herself. She felt the wetness between her legs increase with every lash of the whip. It did not sound like most of her coven sisters enjoyed the experience, but she soon tuned them out and focused on the pain. She grabbed hold of the chains holding her and gritted her teeth as her whimpering moans turned into screams.

She screamed louder and louder, each hit of the whip causing her to squirm in her chains. Imogen was hitting her harder now, seemingly encouraged by Faith’s enjoyment of the punishment.

“Stop for a bit,” Vaine said. The lashings and desperate cries stopped, replaced by the heartbreaking sound of a dozen girls sobbing. “I know it hurts. It’s supposed to. Now … turn around.”

“Please, Mistress, I can’t … I can’t take any more,” Trisha Jones, one of Faith’s Andromeda sisters, cried.

Vaine did not flinch. “Do it. And you’ll be staying behind after class for an extra whipping, Miss Jones. This is not optional. Torture Endurance is part of the Slave Trials, and many of you will be expected to participate.”

The sobbing girls turned around, and the whips soon started raining down on their exposed breasts. Faith began reaching the limit of what she could take, made worse when Vaine pulled the whip from Imogen’s hand to help her with her technique.

“See, Miss Valianti?” A loud thwack could be heard when nine hard knots landed perfectly on Faith’s nipple, causing her to scream and shake. “A flick of the wrist right before impact makes a big difference.”

When Mistress Vaine finally told them to stop, Faith was hanging from her wrists, not much better off than her sisters. It had not been as brutal as Aaliyah’s treatment of her, but it had lasted a lot longer. She looked up at Imogen, who massaged her wrist and stared at the bruises on Faith’s body, her face pale and terrified.

“I … I can’t do it …” she whispered as she unlocked Faith’s shackles. “Faith … I can’t do it.”

Faith groaned and tried to push the intense agony and fiery lust from her mind for a moment. “It’s … it’ll be fine, Imogen.”

“You can’t hold back,” Imogen mumbled, staring at the whip lying on the floor. “Vaine will just take over.” Tears began streaming from her eyes. “I can’t handle this class. It’s too much.”

Faith embraced Imogen. It was more instinct than a conscious decision. “It’s okay, Imogen, it’ll be okay.” She felt the other girl’s body shake with fear against her own. “Listen, I’m going to tell you a little trick that Inari taught me.”

Imogen looked up at her. “What is it?”

“Find a happy place. You need to imagine something that makes you feel good, something that will keep you going despite the pain. For me … I’m a masochist, I do love pain, but when things get really bad, I think of Inari. I know I’ll never see her again, but … I focus on the good memories. Do you understand?”

“I don’t have anyone, Faith.” Imogen wiped her tears. “There’s no one in my life like that. My parents … they’re the reason I’m here.” The pretty face contorted in pain, and for the first time, Faith saw true vulnerability in the girl she had always disliked.

“Find something else then, anything.” Faith gave her a reassuring smile. “I promise you, Imogen. If you do, you can pass this class. Just focus on your happy place. Okay?”

“Okay.” Imogen took a deep breath. “I’ll try.” She forced a smile and took off her glasses, gently placing them in her jacket’s breast pocket before looking at Faith. “Thank you, Faith.”

Faith watched Imogen undress before shackling the trembling girl. She would usually enjoy the prospect of whipping Imogen after the countless jabs and insults Faith had endured since starting at Ravenstone, but there was not much left of the snobby, confident girl who usually gave Faith such a hard time. Faith picked up the whip. It was warm and a little moist after Imogen had used it. Faith had whipped Inari a few times, but it had been mostly playful.

This was supposed to be torture.

She needs to learn, Faith told herself and raised the whip. Imogen pressed her face against the inside of her arm in anticipation.

Mistress Vaine’s voice boomed through the dungeon: “Begin!”


Chapter 4

Faith’s body was still sore a few days later. So was her whipping arm. Imogen and Faith had only exchanged a few nods in the hallways since, but the icy relationship seemed to be thawing, at least for now. Faith appreciated the break in hostilities, she spent enough energy keeping an eye out for Aaliyah, but the third-year kept her distance, likely at the behest of Master Orden.

Instead of worrying about bullies and stuck-up rivals, Faith tried to focus on her studies, but as the weather got colder and more gray, she began missing Inari’s warm body and her company even more.

“Miss Tilly, are you listening?”

Faith turned away from staring out the window and looked up at Mistress Samara, who was standing right in front of her desk. “What? Sorry, Samara, I was … elsewhere.”

“I can see that.” Samara never looked angry, but she was certainly disappointed. She sighed. “Name at least five roles a slave can find herself filling.”

Faith cleared her throat and rummaged through her mind. Submission Theory was a boring subject, despite Mistress Samara’s countless personal anecdotes, and Faith struggled to pay attention on the best of days. “Ehm … object, nurse, dancer … maid … and …” She glanced at Piper, who was sitting in the row in front of Faith. Piper made a face as if she was in pain behind Samara’s back. “Pain toy!”

Samara nodded. “Correct. Make sure to thank Miss Petrovich for her help after class. Next time she aids her like that, I’m signing her up for five lashes.”

Piper shrunk in her chair and stared at her desk while Samara returned to the blackboard to continue the lesson.

When the class ended, the blackboard was full of various roles, jobs, and tasks a graduated slave could end up filling and doing, but Faith paid little attention to them. She was halfway out the door when someone grabbed her arm.

“Miss Tilly, stay behind for a bit, will you?” Samara said and pulled Faith aside to let the other students pass.

“Look, Mistress, I’m sorry I’ve been a little distracted …”

“I know, I know,” Samara said with a smile. Her demeanor changed the moment the door closed behind the last of Faith’s coven sisters, leaving the tall slave and Faith in each other’s company. Samara leaned against a nearby desk and untied her ponytail, allowing the long red hair to flow freely down onto her shoulders. A few buttons on the tight button-down shirt were undone as well, and Samara let out a sigh of relief as if she had struggled to breathe during class. “Sit down, Faith.” Samara gestured at the chair in front of her.

Faith kept eye contact with the impressive cleavage as she sat down. For a moment, she was awestruck by Samara’s beauty as she often had been. The tall steel collar made Samara’s beauty seem more fragile, more precious, and Faith was tempted to ask about all the stories that had to come with the many dings and scrapes on the collar’s shiny surface.

“You still miss Inari, I assume?”

Faith nodded. “Every day. It’s just … worse right now. I’m not sleeping well, and it’s not just because Eve is assigning us some pretty uncomfortable bondage positions for the night these days.”

Samara chuckled. “That’s actually me and Mistress Vaine’s doing. We asked Eve to help get you all in shape for the Trials, but that AI can get a bit extreme in its interpretations.” She cocked her head to the side and stared intently at Faith. “Do you want me to fuck you, Faith? Dominate you?”

Faith blushed and tried to ignore the warmth spreading from her genitals. “Ehm … it was wonderful last time, I …”

Samara smiled and leaned forward. Her breasts were right in front of Faith’s face, but she still managed to look up into her teacher’s green eyes. “Would you enjoy it more if I was kind to you or if I was a bit meaner this time? I want to help you, Faith. You’re a good student, you really are, but I can’t have you daydreaming about a former slave during my classes. Not when the Slave Trials are around the corner.” Her long fingers caressed Faith’s cheek. “Do you find me attractive, Faith Tilly?”

A girlish giggle escaped Faith’s lips, a sound that she had never made before in her life, and she had to look away for a moment. “Mistress, I … you’re a fucking goddess. I feel like a clumsy ass next to you.”

Samara threw her head back and laughed heartily. If anything, the sight of Samara’s bouncing breasts and glowing smile only managed to turn the warmth Faith was feeling into a roaring fire.

She’s so damn hot.

“Fuck me, Mistress,” Faith blurted out without thinking. Her pussy was throbbing, and she could not help it. “Fuck me hard, help me forget. Just for a moment. I don’t want you to be gentle with me.” Faith’s breath became staggered as she allowed the lust to take hold. “I want it to hurt so bad that I cannot breathe. I want to come so hard that I pass out. Please …”

Samara stood up, and in an instant, the sensual, kind woman faded into the background. Faith never stopped admiring the trained slaves at the academy, like the nurses, maids, and other staff, but the slave teachers, Samara especially, were on a whole other level. She wondered at that moment if she had ever seen the real Samara, or if she just wore a dozen different masks, made for each occasion like she had taught her students to do.

“Get up then … slave.”

There were no restraints in the room - Submission Theory was just that, theoretical - but Samara grabbed Faith’s hand and led her through the small door she herself used to enter the classroom. Samara did not speak as she led Faith past a few offices belonging to teachers before the two reached a hallway labeled ‘Counselling’.

Before Faith had a chance to ask what that meant in this context, Samara pushed her inside one of the rooms after flipping a sign outside so it said ‘occupied’. There was no furniture in the room, no bed, just a chain dangling from a winch in the ceiling and a nice selection of restraints and torture instruments hanging from the wall.

“Undress and get on your knees, slave,” Samara said in a cold voice that reminded Faith of the one Vaine usually spoke in. She obeyed, her body shaking with anticipation, but Samara did not waste any time. Faith’s arms were soon cuffed behind her back and her nipples clamped by two painful clamps connected by a thin chain. Samara ran her fingers over Faith’s chest and nipples, teasing the sensitive flesh, causing the clamped nipples to ache with a deep-seated pain that Faith could feel down to her pussy.

“This is not a form of bondage I’d do with any student before the fourth year, but I hear you’re doing well in Torture Endurance,” Samara said with a smile and locked a pair of legcuffs around Faith’s ankles. “Get down on your stomach. Now.”

Faith obeyed. She always felt comfortable in Samara’s presence. The cold stone floor scraped against Faith’s breasts, and she let out a yelp of pain and surprise when Samara pulled the legcuffs hard to connect them to Faith’s handcuffs in a tight steel hogtie. Faith had been hogtied a few times in class, but never using cuffs, and never this tightly. Samara was not done, however. She added a chain to Faith’s narrow collar and turned it so the chain rested on her back. She then pulled the collar chain until Faith’s breasts rose off the ground before locking the chain to the other restraints.

“Fuck, I can’t … I can’t breathe,” Faith whimpered as her back arched, but she could not deny the intense arousal flooding her body as she squirmed helplessly on the floor.

“You can breathe just fine. Trust me, I know. Besides, this was the easy part,” Samara said and let her soft fingers trace Faith’s spine. She then pushed Faith onto her side and began looping leather straps around her perky breasts. Faith whimpered and groaned as the straps became tighter and tighter, and before long, her breasts had been turned into small balls, the veins straining against the skin. The clamps hurt even worse now. “Now you just need a proper gag.”

Faith had enough trouble breathing already and felt a growing panic as she watched the large penis gag approach her mouth. The penis gag pressed against the back of her tongue, triggering her gag reflex, but she had no way of pushing it out as Samara closed the buckle behind her head.

She trusted Samara. But this was intense.

“You know how to endure pain. You’ve endured strict ties before. But can you derive pleasure from overwhelming, constant discomfort and continuous pain? That is the real challenge.” Samara traced the edge of Faith’s nipple, causing the young girl’s entire body to shake. “Give in to it. In a minute, you’ll experience true submission and helplessness. And I’ll be here throughout it all, Faith.”

Samara retrieved a short spreader bar from the wall and tied the end of the leather straps looped around Faith’s breasts to either end of the bar before locking the ceiling chain to the middle of the steel bar.

No. Faith finally realized what was about to happen.

“Take a deep breath,” Samara said and pressed a button on a small remote.

The winch began to pull the chain upward.

Faith screamed as she was lifted off the ground, and it was almost a relief when her weight was finally divided between both breasts. She was balancing on her knees, but it only took a few seconds before she was fully suspended from her breasts. The pain was like a flash of blinding light. The strict hogtie meant that her head was pulled back.

“Beautiful,” Samara said as she circled Faith. “Find the strength to push through the pain. Through the discomfort. Find what awaits you on the other side.” She slid her hands up between Faith’s legs and gently stroked her pussy. “Pleasure. Unimaginable pleasure.”

Faith closed her eyes and focused on the chaos of impressions and emotions that was overloading her brain and her body. Her breasts felt like they would be torn off any minute, her collar pressed hard on her throat, making every breath a chore, and the cuffs dug mercilessly into her wrists and ankles.

But there was also Samara’s touch. The kind, redheaded goddess massaged Faith’s breasts, sending more blood to the tortured flesh. The nipples, still trapped in the clamps, were throbbing painfully. Faith wanted more, wanted Samara’s fingers inside her, but Samara had other plans.

Samara grabbed a cane from the selection of instruments on the wall. “This is usually Mistress Vaine’s area of expertise, but I have picked up a few tricks over the years.” She swiped it through the air a few times before the first strike landed on Faith’s lower abdomen. Hard.

Faith screamed into her gag. The pain was like an explosion, but it was nothing compared to the sensation of being suspended from her breasts.

The cane hit the same area again. Then the other side. Her thighs. Her ass. Her arms. Tears streamed down her face as Samara moved around her, hitting every exposed part of her body. Faith could not get away, she could not scream for mercy, and all she was left with was the pain and the pleasure. But Samara was saving the worst for last. She positioned herself in front of Faith’s breasts which were already turning blue. Faith’s eyes widened as Samara raised the cane, and the sound that escaped Faith as the thin bamboo stick slammed against her breast was one she did not recognize.

Faith felt like she was about to pass out, but her body was pulsating with adrenaline. She was sobbing, screaming, and drooling, a piece of worthless flesh.

But something was happening. Something stirred underneath all the agony, an intense pleasure that was different than anything she had ever tried. Faith had not noticed it at first, not realizing that she was getting close. Very close.

She came.

She came from the pain alone.

Faith’s body entered an infinite abyss of pure bliss and blistering pain. She screamed until her lungs burned. She was shivering and trembling, and though the pain remained, the pure elation from the massive orgasm made it all bearable, even if only for a moment.

“Well done, Faith!” Samara said, allowing the dominant mask to fall away. Faith could see the excited teacher out of the corner of her eye; a warm, enthusiastic smile lit up Samara’s face, and her green eyes shimmered with what looked like pride and … something more. “You have a rare gift! But we’re not done yet.”

Samara unlocked the padlock keeping Faith’s ankle restraints attached to her handcuffs, and Faith breathed a sigh of relief as her toes touched the ground, relieving some of the strain on her breasts. Faith watched as Samara undressed and donned a large, black strapon. There was an equally large dildo on the inside of the harness, and Samara made sure to look Faith in the eye as she inserted it.

“It doesn’t say anywhere that we teachers are not allowed to enjoy these counseling sessions,” she said and moaned as the massive dildo disappeared inside her pussy. She tightened the straps and walked over to Faith. Samara removed the legcuffs, and Faith screamed when Samara lifted Faith’s legs and rammed the thick dildo inside her soaking wet pussy.

Samara had listened to Faith’s request. This was not loving or caring sex. It was rough, primal even. The dildo stretched Faith’s pussy, and the pain and pleasure mixed into a cocktail of sensations that overwhelmed her mind. There were no more thoughts of Inari, no worries about bullies, rivals, or the Trials. Faith’s mind was completely gone. The helplessness, pain, and pleasure were all that mattered

Faith could barely breathe, yet she did not want it to stop. She wanted the pain, she craved it. It was no longer just about enduring it. Her cries and screams joined Samara’s moans and grunts, turning the room into a temple of pleasure and agony.

Faith came. Again and again. Samara was relentless, despite coming herself more than once. The dildo slammed into Faith until she was close to passing out. When Samara finally pulled out and lowered her onto the floor, Faith was a whimpering, sobbing mess. Her breasts were on fire and her pussy was raw.

Samara untied Faith’s breasts and removed the chain connecting her cuffs to her collar. “I think that’ll do for today,” Samara said and sat down on the cold floor. Faith was still handcuffed behind the back when Samara lifted Faith’s head onto her lap and gently stroked her hair.

“Th… thank you,” Faith whispered. Her body was still twitching from the intense experience, and she wondered if her breasts would ever return to normal. She closed her eyes and sighed as she felt the warmth from Samara’s body and the tenderness of her caress. “Is this usually a part of counseling?”

Samara did not answer for a while. A pleasant, intimate silence descended on the room, not broken until Samara answered with one simple word.

“No.”


Chapter 5

It took days for Faith to recover from the intense ‘counseling session’, but even a few months after the marks and bruises on her body had faded, thoughts of Samara lingered. Faith had been attracted to the gorgeous slave teacher since day one, but based on some of the blushing confessions she had heard from coven sisters in the common area, most students felt that way about Samara. Her elegant sexuality and confident, kind demeanor won everyone over, regardless of sexual orientation.

It’s just a harmless crush, Faith told herself as she lay in her bed. Eve had been kind that night, and Faith was only wearing a pair of hinged handcuffs to sleep. Two of her fingers were deep inside her pussy, and the sounds from the other cells nearby told her that she was not the only one taking advantage of the rare freedom of movement.

Inari usually dominated Faith’s fantasies when she masturbated, but not tonight. Faith’s former lover stared at her from the countless drawings on the walls, but though the sight of Inari’s face still brought with it a stab of longing and loss, every one of the sessions she had experienced with Samara since the first one helped mend the heart a little bit.

So, as she rubbed her clit and gently fingered herself, it was not Inari that came to mind. It was Samara. The redheaded slave teacher was so different from anyone Faith had ever known. She was so confident in her role as a slave, almost as if she was content, even happy. Faith knew that the collar had been forced upon her, but Samara owned it, made it a part of her personality.

But Samara had been distant lately. She had offered counselling several times since the intense breast suspension, but it had been weeks since the last one. Samara had probably figured that Faith no longer needed the distraction, but it had left a void in Faith that even a few fun sessions in the playroom with Piper had been unable to fill.

It’s her job, Faith told herself as she neared a climax. She just dominated me to help my studies. Don’t fall for someone you cannot be with, Faith.

The orgasm was sudden, and she had to bite her lip to stop herself from screaming. The other students were doing a poor job at muffling their own moans and sighs, but the second-year cell block soon became silent as they all drifted to sleep.

Faith’s growing obsession with Samara soon had to be pushed aside, though. Spring came, and with it the Slave Trials. There was a palpable excitement in the air in the weeks leading up to it, and even Faith, who did not expect to fare well, found herself to be more excited than she had expected. A row of busses waited in the giant courtyard to take the students to the Trials a few hours north of Ravenstone, at Hawthorne Hall. The first years had to stay behind, they were not ready to participate, but they cheered as the rest of the students were brought out from their covens in long lines.

All of them in chains.

“Are they afraid we’ll run away?” Faith whispered as she walked behind Piper. A leather transport belt had been fastened around her waist connected to a pair of handcuffs in front of her, and her legcuffs rattled in unison with the others as they walked.

Piper shrugged. “I have no idea. Maybe they just want us to make an entrance when we arrive.”

It was oddly exciting to ride the bus north. For almost two years, Faith had not been outside Ravenstone or the nearby village, and she had spent a few months in jail before arriving at the academy. She had almost forgotten that there was a world outside the stone walls, a world where people were not collared or restrained. The other students seemed to feel the same way.

“Look! I used to go to that cinema twice a week,” Piper said with a huge grin as they drove through a mid-sized city. “They have a great selection of foreign movies. We should …” Her smile dimmed. “Nevermind.”

Faith sighed. Dating Inari had kept a lot of dark thoughts at bay. The prospect of becoming a true slave, to become someone else’s property was so overwhelming and hard to stomach that Faith rarely thought about it. She could see the same worries reflected in Piper’s youthful face as they drove by a large college. Boys and girls their age were hanging out, kissing in the shade of the trees on campus, chatting about weekend plans … while Piper and Faith were handcuffed, heading to a competition that would see them tied up, humiliated, and tortured.

“I sometimes forget what I’ve given up,” Piper said.

“I know.” Faith sighed. “It’s easier for me. The alternative was life in prison.”

“My alternative was becoming a singer.”

“What? I didn’t know you could sing?”

Piper smiled, but the smile was tinged with sorrow. “I’m classically trained, encouraged by a teacher I once had. I’ve sung in front of thousands of people, received standing ovations … but mom and dad still wanted me to become a slave.”

“Didn’t you have a choice?”

Piper rested her head against the window. “I did. And I still think I made the right choice. It’s just … you wonder what could’ve been, right?”

Faith nodded and squeezed Piper’s hand, which came off a little clumsy due to their restraints.

The bus continued out of the bustling city and drove along country roads for what felt like an eternity before they finally arrived at Hawthorne Hall. It was no less imposing than Ravenstone, but where Ravenstone felt more medieval, more rugged, Hawthorne Hall was more like an opulent, baroque manor. It was surrounded by beautiful gardens and tall, thick hedges. Faith and Piper stared out the window with open mouths. The place looked like a dream, a fantasy. Something that belonged on the covers of the sappy romance novels Piper tortured herself with every night and tried to push on a disinterested Faith.

The busses stopped, and the Ravenstone students were soon huddled together in the gigantic courtyard in front of Hawthorne Hall. Faith could see countless faces staring at her and the others from the large windows, and it felt like her first day at Ravenstone, arriving in handcuffs while being ogled by strangers.

At least she was not alone this time.

“What can you tell me about this place?” Faith whispered to Piper.

“It’s not much different from Ravenstone.” Piper seemed uncomfortable and kept fiddling with her handcuffs. “The two schools are the oldest slave academies and have been competing since slavery was allowed. Trinity is newer, less traditional - I hear they use a lot of virtual reality and other technologies in their teachings.”

They watched a group of teachers exiting the main building to greet the new arrivals. Smiles, handshakes, and hugs were exchanged between Vaine, Orden, and the Hawthorne Hall staff, but Faith noticed that slave teachers like Samara and Gwendoline only received polite nods. Samara sent Faith a quick smile when she noticed Faith looking at her, but she quickly turned to chat with one of the collared slave teachers from the other school.

The accommodation was humble. Hawthorne Hall had no extra cells to spare. Instead, giant tents had been erected on a vast grass field near the castle, three for each coven. The restraints were finally removed, and the students were allowed to unpack what little they had brought next to their assigned cots.

“I’ve gotten used to having my own cell,” Yvette, one of the other second-year Andromedans, groaned. “Now there’ll be no wall to dampen Cassie’s snoring.”

“I can deal with Cassie’s snoring,” Faith joked and smiled at Yvette. “It’s your orgasm screams that keep me awake, Yvette. Think you can keep from masturbating for a few nights?”

“When you’re in the same room as me, Faith?” Yvette chuckled. “Maybe not.” She threw her long, black hair and adopted a sultry, exaggerated tone. “How will I ever be able to control myself?”

The mood in the tent was light and playful, but everyone went silent the moment Mistress Vaine stepped inside. The usual teacher’s uniform of a leather skirt and white shirt had been replaced with jeans and a low-cut T-shirt. It was odd to see the stern mistress in casual attire, but she still commanded the same respect.

“I hope you’ve all settled in,” she said. “The Trials will start in the morning. You’re free to walk the grounds and the castle for a bit, but you must be back here at five - you’ll be given a meal here before lockdown.” She tapped her watch to mark her point. “You represent Ravenstone while you’re here, so be on your best behavior.”

Piper and Faith took a long walk in the beautiful gardens, but they did not interact with any students from other schools. The slaves in training all moved in groups, smiling nervously at those from rival schools, but no words were exchanged. The students from Hawthorne Hall wore uniforms similar to the ones used at Ravenstone, but the Trinity students stood out from the rest with their futuristic-looking, black-and-white outfits. Instead of a shirt and jacket, they wore skintight, longsleeved white tops with their year and coven indicated by colored stripes. A flaring, short skirt barely covered anything, and they all wore black pantyhose and high-heeled, white leather boots.

The sight of the Trinity students almost made Faith appreciate the Oxford shoes she was forced to wear.

But the Trinity collars were even more interesting. They were a lot taller than the ones worn at Ravenstone and matte black. A small blue light could be seen on the side, making Faith wonder if they had trackers built in or maybe a shock function.

“They do look imposing, those Trinity girls, I don’t thi… Piper?”

“What? I’m listening!”

Faith laughed when she saw what had diverted Piper’s attention. A group of handsome young men from the Servus Academy walked through the gardens, chatting and laughing as they went. They smiled at Piper and Faith as they passed. They wore no collars, just black pants, white shirts, black ties, and dark green jackets with golden accents.

“Oh, my sweet child,” Faith said and poked the blushing Piper. “We might have to find a way to get you laid while we’re here.”

Piper sighed and stared after the boys. “I’m not going to pretend that I wouldn’t like that. Come, we better get back. Lockdown will start shortly, and I want to see the horses. I wish Ravenstone had stables too, I miss riding.”

Faith did not get much sleep that night. Part of it was the rattling of chains every time someone turned in their sleep; all of them had their collars connected to one of several wooden poles in the tent, and just like at Ravenstone, they were all restrained for the night, this time with the same handcuffs they wore on the way there. Faith kept wondering what awaited the next day, and she spent hours listening to Cassie’s loud snoring and the moans that Yvette failed to hide as she touched herself.

Tomorrow I’ll be tortured in front of a huge crowd, Faith thought as she finally drifted asleep.

The Trials mainly took place on a huge field. Temporary grandstands had been erected for the hundreds of students to cheer for their fellow slaves in training. Faith could hear them cheer, and it made her throat dry with anxiety. She was standing in a tent next to the field along with the others who had been signed up for the Torture Trial. They were all naked, but a letter and number had been written on their shoulders with a marker. Faith was R4, meaning the fourth competitor from Ravenstone. Aaliyah was there as well, so was Imogen, but most of the others from Ravenstone were fourth years. Aaliyah did not even look at Faith; she seemed nervous and kept pulling slightly at her heavy manacles. Imogen looked pale and ready to run off.

“This is all your fault, Faith,” Imogen whispered and tried to smile.

“What do you mean?”

“If you hadn’t helped me in Torture Endurance, Mistress Vaine would’ve never thought I had a chance here.” She sighed and tried to cover herself, but the short-chained shackles made it difficult. “Now I have to endure the humiliation of being flogged in front of a thousand people.”

“You’re … welcome?” Faith was not sure how to navigate the altered dynamic with Imogen. The tone was still teasing and somewhat condescending, but Imogen smiled at her more often now.

“Welcome to the Slave Trials, young trainees,” a broad-shouldered, bearded man in a suit said. “I’m Master Porus, one of the teachers here at Hawthorne Hall. This competition has taken place for many years now, and it is not just your fellow students who are watching from the stands.” He smiled and nodded at one of the Hawthorne girls. “If you do well here, it can help get the attention of some first-class owners.” He pointed at the small opening in the tent. “This competition is quite simple. You will each be chained to a pole in the field and whipped. Every ten lashes, the whip will be exchanged for one that is more … severe. The one who lasts the longest, wins. You will be whipped by a teacher from a different school to ensure that the ones doling out the punishment are not holding back.”

Faith glanced at her competitors. She figured Aaliyah would do well, she seemed to be even more masochistic than Faith, but Imogen was in for a rough time. She had improved in class, but it was out of stubbornness - Faith enjoyed the pain to an extent. There were a few fourth-year Ravenstone girls as well, but Faith did not know them. Trinity’s students were muscular, steely-eyed girls, seemingly laser-focused, while Hawthorne Hall was fielding a group as diverse as Ravenstone’s.

Fifteen girls in total. Fifteen girls about to be tortured in front of a cheering crowd.

“It’s time, girls,” Mistress Vaine said and pulled the Ravenstone students aside. “This is going to hurt, I won’t lie. The whippings will get severe, so endure as much as you can, but if you reach a point where you believe the effects of the thrashing will hamper your performance in the coming days, it’s better to bow out.” Her voice was uncharacteristically warm and emphatic. She even smiled. “Good luck.”

The girls lined up in front of the exit, but Faith noticed that Master Orden pulled Aaliyah aside and whispered something in her ear. Her eyes widened, and Faith was certain she could see Aaliyah’s lips begin to quiver.

What the hell is that about?

A horn sounded, and the tent was opened. A deafening roar rose from the crowd as the contestants were led out onto the open field. It was a chilly day, but the sun offered a little warmth for Faith’s naked body. Fifteen wooden poles stood on a line, and Faith was placed between Imogen and Aaliyah.

“I’ll be handling your punishment myself,” Master Porus said with a smile and shook Faith’s hand before locking her shackles above her head to a ring on the pole. “How are you feeling?”

“Eh … nervous?” The sound of the crowd, the feel of the rough wood against her breasts, the manacles digging into her flesh - it was all a little overwhelming.

Master Porus chuckled. “Understandable. Good luck, young slave.”

Faith and Imogen locked eyes as a loud voice counted down over the speakers placed around the field.

“First ten lashes in five … four …”

Focus, Faith. You can do this. The voice in her head sounded like a weird mix of Inari and Samara’s.

“… one … begin!”

A swooshing sound could be heard a moment before the whip connected with Faith’s back. It was a standard flogger, based on the sting, but Porus was a strong man, and Faith winced as he continued. None of the contestants screamed, but each hit was followed by a loud cheer from the crowd. Faith was panting and sweating after the first ten lashes and tried to prepare for the next ten.

The whips were exchanged for thicker floggers, and the next round was even tougher. The heavy leather left a burning sensation, and Faith could hear the crowd gasp and cheer with each hit.

“Trinity student number 3 is signaling that she wants to stop! That is the first contestant to leave - well done, give her a huge round of applause.”

Out of the corner of her eye, Faith saw a sobbing girl being led away by the teacher who had flogged her. Despite the teacher being from a competing school, she seemed to whisper encouraging words while patting the crying girl on the shoulder.

Faith’s back was burning when the second round ended, but she knew she could take a lot more. She locked eyes with Imogen; tears streamed down the blonde’s cheeks, but she managed to smile. The smile turned into a scream, however, when the first lash of round three landed.

A cat-o’-nine-tails.

The thin strands cut through the air before landing on Faith’s back. She tried to remain silent, but she could not. It hurt so bad, yet she could feel her pussy throb at the intense stimulation. She felt a strange kinship to the other girls on the field. The screams that filled the air made her want to endure more.

As the first Ravenstone student gave up after the third round along with two Hawthorne Hall girls, Faith noticed Aaliyah to her right. The third-year did not scream or cry. Her entire body was shaking, and she rested her forehead against the pole, her eyes closed and her jaw clenched.

The number of lashes piled up and the pain became more intense. Faith’s back felt like it was on fire, and a quick look over her shoulder revealed that at least a dozen welts were criss-crossing her back. She was breathing hard, trying to ignore the pain, but it was getting harder, despite her arousal.

“You’re doing well, Ravenstone,” Master Porus said behind her as the third round finished. His breathing was heavy, and he removed his jacket before rolling up his shirt sleeves. “But it’s about to get harder.”

“Contestants!” the voice from the speaker shouted. “For round four - turn around!”

Faith had expected it, dreaded it. She turned around and whimpered as her tortured back touched the wood. One of the Trinity girls shook her head and begged to be released when she saw the knotted nine-tail waiting for them, and there was a short pause as she was escorted away.

For Faith, round four was easier than expected. The lashes hurt and tore holes in her breasts in a few spots, but the switch gave her back a much-needed break. It was too much for several of the others, however, and when round four ended, there were only four left. Imogen bowed out right before the end, crying and screaming, but she had done far better than expected, and Faith smiled when she saw Mistress Samara hug her at the edge of the field while several of her coven sisters came running to congratulate her on finishing in the top five. Mistress Vaine had been whipping one of the Trinity girls who had quit as well, leaving Master Orden as the only Ravenstone teacher still on the field, in charge of whipping the Hawthorne Hall girl next to Aaliyah.

The girls were ordered to turn around again to face the pole. Faith could hear the sound of rattling chains as some of the Hawthorne Hall slaves came to deliver the next whip. The crowd went silent. Faith knew what it was; Mistress Vaine had told them about what awaited.

The bullwhip.

A tool so brutal that Mistress Vaine had never used it in class.

“Time for the final round! This round will continue until the last contestant quits. The bullwhip is not a toy! These girls will proudly wear the scars from this event for the rest of their lives!”

Fuck. Faith was beyond horny; she had somewhat enjoyed the competition so far, but she did not know for how long she could endure this.

Faith was still bracing for the first hit when the whip struck. It was not as bad as she had expected. The sound was terrifying, and she could hear the crowd gasp in unison when it connected, but the pain was familiar.

“I’m impressed,” Master Porus said. “Mistress Vaine has always been a brilliant teacher. But that lash didn’t connect very well … let’s try again.”

That time, Faith screamed.

The pain was so intense, it felt like a red hot knife had slashed across her back. She did not hear the next swooshing sound of the whip, only the scream that followed as it struck. Her legs gave in, and she was only held up by the chains. The third hit was so powerful that she was certain her entire back had just been cut open.

The remaining Hawthorne Hall and Trinity students both quit after three lashes, leaving only Faith and Aaliyah standing. Faith was struggling, but even though she screamed and cried, she knew she could endure more if she had to.

She looked over at Aaliyah.

The mask had fallen. Aaliyah was a mess. The next lash made her scream until her voice was all but gone. She tore at the chains as the tears streamed from her eyes, and Faith could see blood on her back. She looked back at Faith. The hate that was often there was gone for a moment, replaced by fear and panic.

She can’t quit, Faith thought. The next lash hit at the same time as the revelation, causing her to scream. She knew she could take at least four or five more hits, but Aaliyah seemed to have long since passed her threshold. She held no sympathy for Aaliyah, the girl had no redeeming features, but she could tell that Aaliyah was begging Faith with her eyes, swallowing her pride in a brief moment.

“STOP!” Faith shouted right as Master Porus raised the whip to deliver the next blow. “I … I can’t take any more!”

The crowd went nuts. “What a display of endurance from the two Ravenstone girls! Amazing!” the speaker said.

Ravenstone students rushed the field as Aaliyah and Faith were released from their shackles. Aaliyah collapsed to the ground, crying and sobbing, and Faith noticed that only the two girls she usually hung out with came to congratulate her - the rest flocked around Faith. Aaliyah raised her head and stared at Master Orden, who only gave her an approving nod.

“That was amazing, Faith,” Piper said and hugged Faith, but jumped away when Faith squealed in pain. “Sorry! Jeez, that must hurt!”

“It does, but I’ll be alright,” Faith said, trying to catch her breath. Her eyes met with Aaliyah’s, but the broken girl just snarled and turned her head away.

Mistress Vaine came up to Faith with a huge smile on her face when the crowd of Ravenstone girls dissolved to make room for the next competition. “You did very well, Faith,” she said. “You couldn’t take any more, huh?”

Faith returned the smile. “I just didn’t have it in me, Mistress. I’m sorry.”

Vaine nodded. “I see.” She looked at Aaliyah, who was being helped off the field by her two friends. She was barely able to walk on her own. “Maybe you just weren’t as … motivated as Aaliyah.”


Chapter 6

Faith had to spend the rest of the day in the Hawthorne Hall infirmary, but she could not resist attending the evening competition, regardless of the slave nurses urging her to stay in her bed. Despite the great start to the Trials, Ravenstone had not performed well in the other competitions of the day and was trailing Trinity in the overarching point score. The evening’s event was far more subdued than the whipping had been; it was a test of submission, of grace, of servitude, carried out by just a few representatives from each school as they served dinner for the teachers. Students were judged on things like poise, elegance, and precision - Faith was not surprised that her teachers never considered her to participate.

But Piper was crushing it. Faith wanted to shout, to cheer, but it was not allowed. Most students were resting in their tents or cells, and only a few had chosen to watch, but Faith could not help but feel proud as she watched Piper walk gracefully in full shackles between the tables, not flinching as the teachers tested her by slapping her ass, tripping her, or sliding their hands up between her legs.

Faith noticed a few boys from Servus Academy in the crowd, checking Piper out, but Piper was luckily so focused on her task that she did not see them.

In the end, Piper finished in first place, giving Ravenstone a fighting chance.

“Damn, that was intense,” Piper said after the competition when her restraints had been removed.

“You were amazing,” Faith said and kissed her on the cheek. “I could never do that.”

Piper chuckled. “Walk in a straight line? Maybe not. But I’ll take that over being torn apart in front of a thousand people. How’s your back?”

“I won’t be sleeping on it for a few weeks, that’s for sure.” The two exited the dining hall and headed toward their camp. “Are you ready for tomorrow?”

Piper blushed. “No. But I’m looking forward to it.”

“Me too.”

There would be no pain the next day. Far from it.

Faith once again found herself in the tent next to the large field. Her back was still sore, but she was ready for this. Ready for the blowjob competition.

“I can’t believe I’ll finally get to suck a real cock,” Piper whispered as they stood in the tent together. This competition was one of the main events, and the tent was packed with Ravenstone students, almost thirty in total. Other tents had been set up for the other schools. “Though I’d have preferred if there weren’t so many onlookers.”

“Just enjoy it, sweetie,” Faith said and groaned as one of the Hawthorne slaves locked her hands behind her back and connected them to her collar to keep her choking. They were all going to be restrained this way to make things more entertaining, or so they had been told. The students were not naked this time; the Ravenstone students wore their skirts and shirts, only the jackets had been left behind.

“I’m glad we packed spare clothes.” Piper looked down at her shirt. “This could get messy.”

The girls were led out onto the field by Mistress Vaine and Mistress Samara to the cheers of the crowd.

“Welcome to one of the main events!” the speaker said. “The Servus Academy might not be participating in the overall competition, but they have graciously lent us some of their students!”

The poles from the whipping contest were still standing, but each of them now had four young men chained naked to them with their hands over their heads. The boys smiled and joked with each other as the girls were placed in front of them.

“Servus Academy has their own internal competition going,” the speaker continued. “These strapping young lads will attempt to hold out as long as they can - and they have trained for this! The girls will do their best to make them come. Fast.”

The competition was over quickly for Faith. The guy she had been assigned, a muscular, handsome fourth-year Servus student who had confidently told her she did not stand a chance, came with a loud groan within a few minutes as he blew his massive load onto Faith’s smiling face. The crowd cheered and laughed as the guy’s legs crumbled beneath him.

A slave unlocked Faith’s handcuffs and handed her a wet, warm cloth when she walked off the field. Piper was still going, but Faith did not get the sense that her friend was in any kind of hurry. The boy she was blowing smiled down at her, and she looked up at him as she sucked him off, her eyes brimming with lust. She was one of the last to finish, but she did not seem bothered by it, and Faith saw her chat with the boy afterward.

“So … how was it?” Faith asked when Piper finally joined her on the sideline. They watched the poles be removed to prepare for the hogtie relay. “Found your knight in shining shackles?”

“Shut up,” Piper said and smiled. “He … he’s cute. And that cock … God, I hope he comes over during the dance tonight.” Her eyes shimmered. “I want him to fuck me until I can’t see straight.”

Faith laughed. “Well, good luck with that.”

That night, Hawthorne Hall hosted a dance for the participating schools and Servus Academy. The impressive buildings were swarming with girls and boys in their school uniforms, slaves served alcohol-free drinks, and a huge buffet ensured that no one went hungry. Faith felt like she was back in college, back before her entire world had been turned upside-down, and she was not sure how she felt about it. Seeing collared girls dancing as if they were not training to become slaves was weird as if it was all an act. Everyone was just pretending to be normal for one evening.

“Your friend seems to be enjoying herself.”

“Huh?” Faith had been busy looking at Piper who was busy making out with the boy from the blowjob competition in a corner and had not noticed a girl from Trinity had sat down next to her at her table. “Excuse me?”

The girl smiled. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to impose, it was just a conversation starter.” She reached out her hand. The Trinity students were all shackled, unlike the students from Hawthorne Hall and Ravenstone. The matte black shackles looked seamless, and Faith had no idea how they were unlocked. “I’m Annabelle. I was shackled to a pole a little to the left of you during the whipping yesterday.”

Faith shook the hand and smiled. “I’m Faith. I remember you. You did well.”

The girl shrugged. “Not as well as you. Or well enough for my teacher.” She sighed and fiddled with the matte black collar. The girl had an appealing, round face with huge blue eyes and short, blonde hair. She reminded Faith a little of Inari. “I suspect I’ll be punished for my performance when I get back to Trinity.”

“What, they punish you for how you perform?”

She nodded. “It’s very … competitive at Trinity. But no need to worry about that tonight. It’s a party after all, and it seems like your friend is about to get lucky.” She nodded toward Piper, who was giggling as the boy led her away from the ballroom. “It’s all an illusion, isn’t it?” Annabelle’s smile faded, leaving great sorrow in her expressive eyes. “The laughter, the friendships, the Trials themselves … in the end, we’re just trying to impress people who will end up treating us as objects.”

Faith nodded. “True. But Piper at least gets to choose to be with that boy today.”

Annabelle smiled. “I suppose you’re right.” She leaned in over the table. “We’re still young, still not owned by anyone. This night might be an illusion, but those can be pleasant too.” She rested her hand on Faith’s. “You’re pretty cute, Faith. Are you … seeing somebody? I can be quite good company, even in these shackles.”

Faith became flustered for a moment, but she did not pull her hand away. “Me? I’m … I was, I’m not …” She glanced at Samara, who was talking to Master Porus at the other end of the large room. “Sorry, Annabelle … you’re … just my type, but I’m not … it’s complicated.”

“I understand. I think.” She let go of Faith’s hand. “Good luck with your … complicated thing.” Her brow became furrowed. “I think you should go look for your friend. Her hook-up just returned.”

The boy that Piper was kissing earlier walked into the room along with five others from Servus. They were laughing and high-fiving, and Faith felt a knot form in her stomach at the sight. Piper was nowhere to be seen. Faith hurried after the boy and tapped him on the shoulder.

“Hey!” Faith said. “Where’s Piper?”

“Your friend?” The boy smiled, but it was a smile of pure spite. “I’d look for her in the gardens. That girl is so desperate, it’s pathetic.”

Faith closed her hand into a fist and was about to punch the guy, but she managed to control herself. Piper was more important. She began running out of the ballroom, rushing past Mistress Vaine and Imogen, who were chatting near the exit.

“Faith! What’s going on?” Imogen shouted.

“It’s Piper! I think something’s happened to her!”

Faith rushed down the broad staircase in the large foyer and out of the main entrance toward the gardens. She passed several students making out before she noticed a small crowd that had gathered near a large tree. Piper was dangling beneath a large branch by her wrists. Tears streamed from her eyes, and muffled pleas for help attempted to escape the ballgag in her mouth. Her clothes lay at her feet, and none of the Servus students standing around the naked girl made any move to help her down. They just laughed. Words like ‘whore’, ‘cunt’, and worse were written on her body, and the boys were still adding more.

Faith was about to push her way through the crowd, but a booming voice sounded behind her and made the boys scatter in an instant.

“What the HELL is going on here!?” Mistress Vaine shouted. Faith had never heard her this angry before, and the boys ran away pale-faced and terrified. Vaine removed the ballgag from Piper’s mouth and quickly untied her. “It’s alright, girl,” she said and wrapped Piper in her arms.

Faith and Imogen joined them.

“Those bastards!” Faith said through gritted teeth. “What did they do to you!?”

Imogen stroked the sobbing girl on the cheek. She seemed just as angry as Faith, but she did not say anything.

“H… he was just leading me on,” Piper sobbed, barely able to speak. “I thought … I had just taken off my clothes, and showed myself to him when his friends jumped out and tied me up. They didn’t do anything other than draw on me, but …”

Faith was seething. “Mistress Vaine, we have to …”

“I’ll handle this with their teachers, Tilly,” Vaine said in a stern voice. “You don’t do anything, you hear me?”

“But …”

“You heard me. Take Miss Petrovich back to the tents and stay with her there.” She looked at Imogen. “Will you go with them?”

Imogen nodded. “Of course.”

Piper did not speak for the rest of the night. Faith was relieved that the boys had not done any worse to her, but knowing Piper, the humiliation was more than enough. They had broken a part of her, the romantic girl who just wanted to feel desired and loved, and for that, Faith could never forgive them. She and Imogen sat silently next to Piper until the girl finally fell asleep, and Faith gestured for Imogen to follow her outside.

“They’ll probably just get a slap on the wrist by their teachers,” Faith said. The rage still bubbled inside her, not unlike the rage that had led her to punch Imogen when she had first arrived at Ravenstone. “That boy has to pay for what he did.”

“So … how do we do that?”

Faith looked at Imogen. “You barely know Piper, you shouldn’t get involved in this, Imogen.”

Imogen smiled. “They disrespected our school. Besides, Piper is your friend, and I …” She paused and looked away. “Look, I know we’ll get punished if we do anything about this, but it’s just … not right.”

They could hear chatter and laughter nearby as the other Ravenstone students came back from the party. Faith sighed and rubbed her temples. “I’ll think of something. Let’s just get some rest for now.”


Chapter 7

The Slave Trials had ended. Ravenstone had managed to inch ahead in the competition at the last minute due to the girls’ performance in Bondage Technique, yet it was not happiness Faith felt as they all returned to Ravenstone. The ceremony at the end of the Trials, where Trinity had handed over the trophy they had won during the previous trials to Headmaster Wilkins from Ravenstone, had been interrupted.

And now Faith, Imogen, and Piper sat in a dark room, their hands handcuffed behind their backs, while their fellow students could be heard celebrating outside. Imogen was pale, so was Piper, but Faith had a sense that they would be alright.

Master Orden was furious. He threatened them with expulsion and worse, but the fact that Mistress Vaine, the serious, cold teacher who could make any student wet their pants with a mere look, was struggling not to laugh gave Faith hope.

“So … one more time,” Master Orden said and fiddled with his beard, barely able to contain his fury. “Imogen managed to get this Servus student to the stables and get him to undress?”

“Yes, Master Orden,” Imogen mumbled and stared at the floor.

“Then you somehow managed to tie him up, get him on the back of a horse, tie him to that, and set it loose during the final ceremony?”

“Yes, Master Orden,” Piper said. She had been reluctant to punish the boy from Servus, but Faith had never seen her friend laugh as hard as when a dozen teachers had tried to chase down the screaming boy’s horse while hundreds of students laughed and cheered.

“And this was some sort of revenge?” Orden sighed and leaned back in his chair. Mistress Vaine stood behind him, working hard to find a more neutral expression that suited the situation.

“They humiliated Piper,” Faith said. “They disrespected our school.”

“I told you that I would handle that.” Mistress Vaine had regained her composure. “What the boy and his cronies did was not right, I don’t disagree with you on that, but you’re training to become slaves. Slaves do not get to dole out punishments. They do not get to decide what is right or wrong. They endure. They tolerate.”

“They need to be expelled,” Master Orden repeated once more.

“Oh, get over it, Jack.” Vaine gave him a gentle push on the shoulder. “They need to be punished, yes, but not expelled. Let’s give them a few weeks in the dungeons.”

“A few weeks!?” Imogen looked terrified. “We’ll miss classes!”

“It’s meant to be a punishment, Miss Valianti.” Mistress Vaine looked at Orden. “Master Orden?”

“Fine,” he said and rolled his eyes. “Two weeks. But make it unpleasant. Whipping them won’t do much good, at least not for Miss Tilly. You’ve trained her too well.”

Vaine smiled. “Oh, that girl was talented before she got here. The three of you - get up and follow me.”

Faith did not mind being punished. She had known that there were going to be repercussions for their little revenge plan, but even though Piper and Imogen had known that as well, seeing their trembling lips and glistening eyes as the three were escorted past their celebrating fellow students toward the dungeons made Faith’s stomach churn. The other Ravenstone girls applauded them, encouraged them - the three were heroes for standing up for Raventone - but when the heavy door to the dungeons closed behind the three girls, they were by themselves.

The dungeons were cold and humid. They seemed more oppressive and unnerving than when Inari had shown Faith around the year before. Back then, the tour had meant to discourage Faith from doing things like what had now landed her there. This time, she could not leave.

“I cannot condone what you did, girls,” Mistress Vaine said and led them into a small room with shelves packed with restraints and tools. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t understand. It is natural to want to protect a friend, but I have a harsh truth for you.” She turned toward them and stared each of them down. “Slaves don’t have friends. When you graduate, that part is over. Done with. You may connect with other slaves where you end up, but your owner can sell you the next day.” She looked at Faith. “Don’t invite heartbreak like that into your lives.”

The three girls were told to undress. Imogen and Faith hugged themselves, trying to keep the cold out. Mistress Vaine removed their slim collars and replaced them with far heavier ones made from black, crude steel, as well as matching shackles for their wrists and ankles. The restraints suited the dungeon better than the elegant collars they usually wore, and they reminded Faith of the restraints that she often saw Aaliyah and the academy’s slaves wearing. Due to her relationship with Inari, Faith had more experience with being restrained like this than the others; Piper was catching up after spending more time in the playroom, but Faith could tell that Imogen was struggling with the heavy shackles.

“Spending two weeks shackled in a cold cell is not much of a punishment for talented slavegirls like you girls,” Vaine said. “I’m sure Miss Tilly would even enjoy it. So we’ll have to make this more … uncomfortable. Insert these.” She handed each of the girls a large, veiny dildo made from black rubber. Imogen and Piper stared at it, and Imogen looked like she wanted to throw it far away.

Faith did not feel the same way. Walking through the dungeons in handcuffs had already made her wet. She knew she should be afraid, but her sessions with Samara and her relationship with Inari had conditioned her body to react like this. The large dildo slid inside her without resistance, filling her up as the flared base stopped just past her pussy lips.

“Good girl,” Vaine said and condescendingly patted Faith’s head. “You two - get them in.”

Piper ad Imogen obeyed, and Faith could see a hint of a smile on their lips as their pussies were filled. It did not feel like much of a punishment, but Vaine’s intentions were made clear a moment later when she found three chastity belts. Faith had never worn one before, and she quivered as the cold steel was locked in place around her waist and between her legs.

“This will keep the dildo in place, help keep you on edge.” Vaine’s face lit up in a sadistic smile. “I suspect you’ll be begging to have these taken off when I come to get you in two weeks.”

The three girls were escorted to a dark, dreary cell at the very bottom of the dungeon. The only light came from Vaine’s flashlight, and the steel-barred door opened on rusty hinges. The dim light revealed old stone walls, a vaulted, low ceiling, and not much else. There were no beds, no toilets, just a hole in the corner.

“This will be your new home for the next fourteen days,” Mistress Vaine said and put the flashlight down. She gestured for the girls to sit down against the back wall and locked their collars to three rusty chains connected to a large iron ring on the wall. “You can guess what the hole in the floor is for. The chastity belts have a hole to accommodate you. One of the slaves will bring you food twice a day.”

With those words, she closed the door behind her. Imogen winced when the sound of the lock echoed in the small room. The three girls were soon embraced by total darkness as the last light from Mistress Vaine’s flashlight disappeared down the corridor.

“I … I can’t … why the fuck did I agree to your stupid plan, Faith?” Imogen stuttered. Faith could hear her pulling at her restraints. “I’ve never done anything that could get me punished like this before. What if it goes on my slave record? What if it means I’ll end up a sex slave to some horrible sadist when I graduate?”

“Relax, Imogen,” Faith said and found Imogen’s hand in the dark. “I’ve been punished before. It could’ve been worse.”

“How?” Imogen did not pull away from Faith’s touch. “How could this be any worse?”

“They could’ve separated us. Two weeks alone in the darkness.” Piper sighed. “At least we’re not alone. And thank you, Imogen. For getting back at that guy.”

Imogen groaned. “You’re welcome. I … I know it was the right thing to do. But still …” She rattled her shackles. “This is humiliating. I have to shit in a hole for two weeks!”

Piper chuckled. “That’s what you’re mad about? I’ve got a massive rubber cock rubbing against the walls of my pussy every time I move, and it’s already driving me insane.”

“That’s the point,” Faith said. The dildo was a constant presence, making her wet, but not stimulating enough to make her come. “Mistress Vaine is an inventive woman.”

Silence descended on the three prisoners for a while. Piper rested her head on Faith’s shoulder and held her hand. Faith could not help but think that it could have been a lot worse. A few months ago, the prospect of being locked in a cell with Imogen for two weeks had been the worst punishment imaginable, but seeing Imogen stand up for Piper had made Faith see her in a different light.

“I’m going to miss so many classes,” Imogen groaned.

“There’s plenty of things we can practice while we’re here,” Faith said. She let her fingers travel up the inside of Imogen’s soft thigh. “If you want.”

“I don’t … I’m not …” Imogen sighed. “Sure, why not? But those belts …”

Faith smiled in the dark. “Oh, I’ll teach you all the ways you can pleasure a woman without access to the pussy and clit. What do you think, Piper?”

“I’ve had my fill of cocks for a while and there’s nothing else to do. I’m in.”

Soon, the three girls were intertwined in a chaotic mess of naked bodies and chains. Faith guided them, teaching them how to tease and please, how to kiss and lick, how to suckle at nipples and bite down on tender flesh, all the while the dildos in their pussies tormented them with the promise of an orgasm that could never come. It was not long until the three girls were moaning and groaning in pleasure, the cold walls of the cell echoing every sound.

Faith did not know how much time had passed when the first meal was delivered. She was a sweaty, panting mess. Imogen had turned out to be a surprisingly talented and enthusiastic pupil, and Faith had found herself in an unexpected position of power over her rival. She had taught Imogen how to pleasure her with her tongue, how to kiss her, how to pleasure Piper - and she had punished her when she failed, slapping her on her tits and ass, or choking her with her chained hands. It was all meant to entice, to arouse, and the playful tone lightened the mood in the cell.

“Someone is having fun,” the slave said as she pushed three plates with food in under a slot at the bottom of the steel-barred door.

“Just making the best of a bad situation,” Faith said with a smile and tried to shield her eyes from the headlamp the slave used to navigate the dark corridors. “I hope you won’t tell on us?”

The slave grinned. “Knowing Mistress Vaine - and I do know her well in that regard - she’d encourage this.” She nodded at the chastity belts. “The hornier you get, the more punishing the sentence. Good luck.”

Imogen was panting and sweaty, but she smiled. “God, that was …”

“Hot?” Faith said.

“Yeah …”

Faith felt a warmth inside her that had nothing to do with the sex. She had affected Imogen, and weirdly, it was just as satisfying as the sex itself, despite the lack of a climax.

The food was not the regular, healthy, well-cooked meals that the students usually ate in the cafeteria - it was simple, greasy, and not all that tasty. They were all exhausted, but sleep was hard to find on the hard, cold floor. They pressed together to stay warm, taking turns to be in the middle.

Faith thought about Samara, about the strange relationship they had formed. Was she missing her? Thinking about her? Despite her hints at the opposite, was Samara only engaging in the sessions with Faith as part of her job, or was there something more there? Faith had tried to keep an emotional distance, but Samara was too … perfect. She was beautiful, yes, but so were most girls at the school. Samara was older, more experienced. Samara knew who she was and what she wanted in life, and that calm confidence was one that Inari had also possessed, just to a lesser degree.

As she lay in the darkness, feeling the heavy steel pressing against her neck and weighing down her wrists and ankles while Piper’s breasts poked her back, the thought of being with Samara refused to leave her mind.

But it was forbidden. Faith knew that.

She sighed. There was no point in wasting more time thinking about it until she had talked to Samara. Part of Faith hoped she would reject her - it would probably make everything easier.

“Can’t sleep?” Imogen whispered in front of Faith.

“No. We can’t all have Piper’s ability to sleep anywhere.”

Imogen cuddled in closer to Faith. A scraping sound could be heard as their chastity belts rubbed together. “Thank you for making this more … bearable.”

“You’re welcome. I’m sorry I got you into this mess.”

“I’m just complaining for the sake of it, you know that, right?” Imogen sighed. “I went into this with open eyes.”

“Why did you?” Faith could still smell traces of Imogen’s shampoo in her hair, even though they had been locked in the dungeon for a few days now. “You didn’t owe Piper anything.”

Imogen paused. “I’m not sure. It just … made sense. You’ve helped me in the past, after all. Despite how I’ve treated you.”

Faith felt a surprising warmth spread from her chest throughout her body. “Yeah, well … I’m sure you had your reasons.”

Imogen scoffed, causing Piper to snore and mumble something in her sleep before drifting off again. “I thought I had to hate you due to how you got into Ravenstone. I think I hated the fact that the only other girl who didn’t want to be here other than me was a convicted felon.”

“Wait … you don’t want to be here?”

“You once said that my mom and dad must be tired of me to send me to slave school …” Imogen’s voice began to tremble. “I’ve asked myself why I’m here since the first day. I did well in school. My family is wealthy. None of my older siblings encouraged to become slaves, but … now I’m here.”

“That’s harsh.” Faith wanted to hug Imogen, but the shackles made it impossible. She instead rested her hand on Imogen’s thigh. “I’m sorry, Imogen.”

Imogen took a deep, staggered breath. “It’s alright. Well, it’s not, but there’s nothing I can do about it now. But I can tell you that the holidays involved a lot of screaming and tears. I still don’t have an answer, though.”

Faith could feel Imogen’s body tremble. “Then why … why do you try so hard? In class, I mean?”

“I don’t know. I’ve always been top of my class, no matter what I did. I guess that’s one of the reasons I’m so pissed at my parents.” She squeezed Faith’s hand. “I’m also terrified of where I’m going to end up.”

The days and nights weaved together in the darkness. When Mistress Vaine finally came to get them, the three girls could barely stand. Their bodies were aching all over, they had been edging for days, and they were willing to do anything for a shower.

“Did you learn your lesson?” Vaine said as she unlocked their restraints and put their normal collars back on.

Piper nodded. “Yes, Mistress. Please … can we take a bath now?” Her nose wrinkled as she looked down at her dirty body. “And the belt?”

Mistress Vaine smiled. “It stays on for a while. To ensure good behavior.”

The three girls groaned in unison. Faith feared she would go insane, and the dildo rubbed insistingly against the walls of her pussy as the three were hosed off with cold water in a small cell near the dungeon exit. Mistress Vaine seemed to enjoy their piercing screams as the icy water pummeled their bodies, but Faith welcomed the chance to wash the past two weeks off of her body.

When the three finally exited the dungeon, now wearing their school uniforms, an awkward silence descended upon them. Imogen sighed and looked down the hallway, toward the part of Ravenstone where the Persephone Coven resided.

“I … should probably go. My friends … will want to see that I’m okay.” She massaged the deep grooves on her wrists left there by the heavy shackles. “Ehm … I’ll see you two around?”

Faith and Piper nodded and watched Imogen disappear around a corner.

“That girl is … complex,” Piper said and sighed.

“That’s one way of saying it.” Faith squeezed a few drops of water from her wet hair. “I need a proper bath. And clean clothes. And about three days of sleep.”

“… and an orgasm, but I guess that’s not happening,” Piper sighed and scratched at her chastity belt through her shirt.


Chapter 8

Faith’s heart was pounding in her chest as she stood there in the middle of the room while the students rushed past her to get to lunch. She had been trying to muster the courage to say what was on her mind for days now, ever since she had left the dungeon, but her resolve was weakening every second. Samara was standing over the desk, focused on updating her notes for the class. She looked amazing, just like she had done in the vivid dreams that had kept Faith warm in the dungeon. The red hair shimmered in the sunlight, and the way the tall goddess fiddled with the ring on her steel collar while she chewed on the end of her pencil made Faith’s pussy clench hard around the dildo still stuck inside her.

“Mistr… Samara?” Faith approached the desk slowly as if she was trying to pet a deer without startling it. “Do … do you have a moment?”

Samara looked up. A broad, warm smile illuminated her face. “Always. What’s on your mind?”

All the words Faith had prepared disappeared from her mind. “I … uhm … well …” She took a deep breath and stepped closer. “You are, Samara. You’re on my mind. All the time.”

The smile on Samara’s lips faded. “Oh.”

“Every day, every night. I can’t focus in class. I can’t focus during training. I can’t sleep. I … I just think of you.” She was blushing, but she did not look away from Samara’s beautiful, green eyes. It was now or never. “I just spent two weeks in a dungeon, in the dark, and all I could think of was how much I wanted to see you.”

“Faith,” Samara said. She put her pen down and stared out the window for a bit. She seemed to struggle to find the right words. “I’ve had students approach me like this before. You are very … sweet. And beautiful. And I love our sessions. You know that, right?”

“But?”

Samara’s eyes fell. “But you are a student. And I am a teacher. And that is wrong.”

Faith could feel the tears press on. She had been expecting this. She knew that it was forbidden, that it was a line that should not be crossed. But she would never have forgiven herself if she had not tried.

“I know … I just …” Faith wiped a tear from her eye. “I thought you should know.”

Samara got up and walked around the table. She looked as if she was about to hug Faith but stopped herself. “I am flattered. I won’t pretend I haven’t thought about you too, but I can’t cross that line. Not with a student.”

The words hit Faith like a punch in the stomach. She turned around, not able to hide the pain on her face. She knew it was coming, but hearing Samara say it was still devastating. She was about to leave when Samara grabbed her shoulder.

“Faith, listen to me.”

Faith turned around. The tears were running down her cheeks, and Samara was quick to wipe them away.

“Don’t … don’t cry.” Samara’s eyes flickered. “Don’t make this harder, don’t … It breaks my heart.”

“Then why won’t you …”

“Because I can’t do that to you.” She took Faith’s hand, even though it seemed to pain her to do it. Her lips quivered, and it was as if a veil was lifted from her perfect face. “I’m obsessed with you too. I’ve tried to deny it, to create distance, but it hasn’t worked. I ache for you, Faith, but the punishment you’d have to endure if we went through with this, if it was discovered, it’s a horrible fate.”

Faith’s entire body soaked up the droplets of warmth from Samara’s touch. “I can’t just move on, knowing that you feel that way about me.”

“Faith, I …” Samara let go of Faith’s hand and turned around. “I think you should leave.”

“But …” Faith sighed as her heart shattered. “Fine.”

A few weeks passed. Faith struggled to find the motivation to go to classes, and had it not been for Eve nagging her if she did not get out of bed immediately in the morning, she would likely have stayed there. Samara kept her distance, keeping a cold, professional tone in class, and even the removal of the chastity belt failed to cheer Faith up. Piper celebrated by loudly announcing to her coven that she was going to masturbate for a few hours straight, but Faith felt no such desire.

It was as if she was empty. When Inari had left, Faith had been filled with grief, sorrow, and anger. She had cried every night for weeks, completely at the mercy of the torrent of emotions tearing through her. But this was different. Inari had been a student like her, but Samara was something more, something … transcendent. Knowing that the woman that so many students fantasized about, who was trained to wrap both men and women around her finger, was obsessed with her tore at Faith’s very soul.

The rational part of Faith knew that it was better this way, that she should not attach herself to someone she could never fully have, but her heart and body did not listen to common sense.

And neither did Samara’s.

Faith was wandering the halls by herself. The students usually spent the weekends visiting Ravenstone village, studying for exams, or engaging in various clubs or sports, but Faith did not feel up for it. She was usually busy playing board games with Piper and a few other Andromedans at this time, but she felt like being alone.

Someone grabbed her arm and pulled her inside a classroom as she passed. For a second, she feared that Aaliyah was back to her usual bullying, but it was not Aaliyah.

“S… Samara?”

The slave teacher did not answer. Instead, she closed the door behind them and pulled Faith closer, kissing her with a fiery passion that made Faith’s numb body explode with pure joy. Their lips and tongues intertwined, and Samara pushed her up against a desk, their bodies pressing together.

Samara pulled back. “I’m sorry. I can’t …”

“Please,” Faith whispered. “Don’t say that.” She kissed Samara on the neck right above the collar. “Don’t tell me you can’t.”

Samara’s body was tense, as if she was having an internal battle. She lifted her skirt, grabbed Faith’s hand, and forced it down between her thighs, pressing it up against her wet panties. “That’s what you do to me. Every single fucking day.”

Faith was panting. “Then don’t fight it. We’ll keep it a secret.” She began rubbing the wet pussy.

Samara bit her lip. Her body was trembling. “Fuck … I’m trying to do the right thing, Faith. For both our sakes.” She grabbed Faith’s arm and pulled it away. “I can’t. It would be … so selfish.”

Faith pulled her arm free. “Then I’m going to be the selfish one. I’m not strong enough to walk away from this.” She put a finger through the large ring on Samara’s collar and pulled her closer, feeling the older woman’s perfect breasts press against hers. “Please … I need you.”

Samara stared into her eyes. “You don’t understand what will happen if we’re caught.”

“I know. But I want you. I want you more than I have ever wanted anything.”

Samara let out a loud, exasperated sigh of frustration. “FUCK! I can’t resist you anymore.” She held Faith’s hand. “We have to go somewhere else. We have to make this look like a counseling session if anyone sees us.”

Faith’s heart felt like it was about to explode as Samara led her through the narrow corridors that few people used, looking around every corner to make sure no one saw them. It felt forbidden, which only made it hotter, and Samara had never looked better.

The rooms used for counseling were empty; the teachers were off duty during weekends, apart from one or two who were on call. The cameras placed around the school ensured that Eve knew where every student was at all times, removing the need for guards.

Eve. The AI. She could ruin it all.

Faith stared up at one of the countless cameras as Samara unlocked the door to one of the rooms.

“Samara …” Faith whispered and gestured at the camera.

Samara smiled. “Watch this.” She looked up at the camera. “Eve. Codeword ‘Marquis’ – order: Disregard any action taken by slave teacher Samara, ID 4032, and student Faith Tilly, ID 30420, for the next two hours.”

A screen next to the door flickered to life, and Eve’s face came into view. “Order received. Disregarding activity.” The screen went black again.

“The slave teachers are not supposed to know about that,” Samara said and pulled Faith inside. “But Mistress Vaine talks in her sleep sometimes.”

“How would you know that she …” Faith shook her head. It was not important right now. “Never mind.” She pushed Samara onto the queen-sized bed in the small room and began unbuttoning the teacher’s white shirt. “I want you so badly.”

“You have me now, Faith Tilly,” Samara whimpered, barely able to contain her lust. “I told you a slave needs to wear masks at all times.” She stared into Faith’s eyes, into her very soul. “This is me, Faith. No masks. Just Samara.”

The words made Faith’s heart swell as she removed the last of Samara’s clothes as well as her own. Nothing could stop them at that moment, and Faith was not going to let the opportunity pass her by. She glanced at all the tools available to her in the small room and smiled at Samara.

“You’ve dominated me many times,” Faith said.

Samara nodded and gently rubbed her clit, unable to stop herself. “I think it’s your turn.”

“I agree.”

Faith’s heart pounded in her chest, her breath coming in shallow, uneven gasps. Samara lay before her, naked except for the heavy steel collar around her neck. The air between them was electric, charged with the tension of forbidden desires finally spoken aloud.

Faith stepped closer, her dark eyes locking onto Samara’s. The slave teacher’s long red hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her face in a way that made Faith’s stomach twist with a mix of nervousness and desire.

This is wrong, Faith thought, but the thought was drowned out by the loud, insistent drumming of her pulse. Samara’s eyes were soft, vulnerable, and yet there was a flicker of something else - something that made Faith’s resolve harden.

Lust. Pure, undiluted, primal lust.

“Kneel,” Faith commanded, her voice steady despite the storm of emotions raging inside her. Samara hesitated for only a moment before getting up onto her knees, her movements slow and deliberate, as if she were savoring every second of this surrender. The sight sent a pleasant heat through Faith, pooling low in her belly. She’s beautiful like this, Faith thought, powerful and yet so willing to yield.

Faith reached for a leash and a pair of handcuffs. She attached the leash to Samara’s collar, the metal jingling softly as it clicked into place. The sound was almost musical, a promise of what was to come.

“Hands behind your back,” Faith instructed, her voice firm but not unkind. Samara complied without hesitation, her wrists coming together in a silent offering of submission. Faith’s fingers trembled slightly as she secured the cuffs, the metal cool against her skin. Once the cuffs were in place, Faith stepped back, taking in the sight of Samara, bound and kneeling, her head bowed slightly, her breath coming in shallow, expectant gasps.

“Look at me,” Faith said. Samara’s eyes lifted to meet hers, and the intensity of her gaze made Faith’s knees weak. She’s giving herself to me, Faith realized, and the thought sent a shiver down her spine. “You’re mine now.” The words slipped through Faith’s mouth before she could stop them. Samara’s lips parted slightly, a soft gasp escaping her, but she did not argue. Instead, she nodded, her eyes never leaving Faith’s.

Faith tightened her grip on the leash, pulling gently but firmly. Samara’s body followed the movement, her back arching slightly as she was pulled forward. Faith’s free hand reached down, her fingers brushing against Samara’s chin, tilting her head up. “Open,” Faith commanded, her voice barely above a whisper. Samara’s mouth opened obediently, her tongue peeking out slightly, her eyes wide with anticipation.

Faith’s breath hitched as she stepped forward, guiding Samara’s mouth to her. The first touch of Samara’s tongue against her breast was electric and made Faith gasp and smile. She tangled her fingers in Samara’s hair, guiding the gorgeous woman’s movements, her own hips rocking forward to meet her. God, she’s good at this, Faith thought, her mind hazy with pleasure. Samara’s tongue was soft, warm, exploring every inch of her with a practiced ease that made Faith’s legs tremble.

Faith’s grip tightened in Samara’s hair as the pleasure built. She pulled Samara closer, her need growing with every second. Samara’s moans vibrated against her, the sound driving Faith wild. She could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until it was almost unbearable.

“Stop,” Faith gasped, pulling back abruptly. Samara looked up at her, her eyes wide and questioning, her lips glistening with Faith’s juices. Faith’s chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath.

Not yet, she thought. Not yet.

She took in the sight of Samara, the woman’s tanned skin glowing in the dim light, the curve of her ass begging for attention. The trained slave looked up at her expectantly, and Faith’s heart swelled as she saw love and desire in the emerald eyes.

Faith’s hand trembled as she reached out, her fingers brushing against Samara’s skin, feeling the warmth beneath her touch. The hand came down in a sharp slap, the sound echoing in the small room. Samara’s gasp was muffled, but her body jerked, her hips lifting slightly as the sting of the spank spread through her. Faith’s breath quickened as she watched the red mark bloom on Samara’s skin, the sight sending a surge of heat through her. More hits followed.

Faith’s hand moved faster now, alternating between slaps and gentle caresses, each touch sending waves of pleasure and pain through Samara. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, her body arching and twisting under Faith’s ministrations. Faith’s own need was growing, her body aching with desire. She knew that Samara was likely trained to endure far greater pain than this, that part of it was her leaning into the experience, but Faith did not care. She acted and Samara’s body reacted. It was a beautiful dance.

Faith smiled at her. “Let’s step this up.” She got up from the bed and reached for one of the large strap-ons, her hands trembling as she fastened it around her hips. The weight of it felt foreign, she had little experience with them, but the sight of Samara turning over onto her knees, leaning forward to raise her ass and spread her legs, was intoxicating. Samara looked back at her, biting her lower lip, her handcuffed hands gently caressing the round ass.

Faith stepped forward and got onto the bed behind the beautiful slave. She guided the strap-on down between the round asscheeks, gently rubbing it against Samara’s slit. Faith pushed forward, the tip of the strap-on pressing against Samara’s entrance. The experienced woman’s gasp was loud, her body arching as Faith pushed in, inch by inch. The dildo was big, huge even, but Samara was wet and ready for it. Faith moved slowly at first, letting Samara adjust to the size, but soon her hips were moving faster, harder, each thrust driving Samara closer to the edge. Samara’s moans were desperate now, her body writhing under Faith’s, her bound hands closing into fists.

This is perfection, Faith thought. It was like a dream, one she did not want to wake from. The base of the strap-on rubbed pleasantly against her clit, and her thrusts became more fierce, more animalistic. Weeks of frustration and pain were poured into every violent push, and she soon grabbed the leash, pulling Samara’s head off the bed.

The response was amazing. Samara thrashed her head back and forth, pushing against the collar to choke herself. Faith had seen Samara climax before, but it had always been controlled, always professional and calm. This was truly Samara unmasked, a woman giving herself fully to the experience. Her moans became louder as she challenged her restraints, and at times, Faith felt like she was trying to control a wild horse, a force of nature.

“Aaaah … FUCK!” Samara screamed when Faith pulled the leash even harder, allowing herself room for the other hand to grab one of Samara’s firm, round breasts. She pinched and twisted the nipple, causing Samara to cry out.

More. Give her more.

Faith pulled out, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She let go of Samara’s breast and guided the strap-on to her new target. Samara’s gasp was loud, her body tensing under the intrusion, but Faith didn’t stop. The dildo was wet with Samara’s juices and expanded Samara’s asshole more and more until it was fully inside her.

“Take me, Faith!” Samara moaned and looked back at the young student. Her eyes were wild and frantic. “I am yours. All yours! FUUUCK!”

Faith felt dizzy with pleasure and desire. Samara’s words echoed in her mind, her name on Samara’s lips sending a wave of electricity through her. She summoned all her strength and pummeled Samara’s ass, pushing the graceful goddess into a loud, crushing orgasm. Faith pulled the leash hard. Samara’s body was tense, her muscles spasming with each wave of pleasure, her moans and cries muffled by the tight collar and limited air supply.

Samara’s cry was loud, piercing, her body arching as her orgasm tore through her. Faith did not stop, her hips moving relentlessly, each thrust sending Samara higher and higher. Finally, the redhead collapsed onto her side, her body spent, her chest heaving as she gasped for breath. Faith pulled out of her, watching the gaping asshole with a satisfied grin on her face. She removed the strap-on and laid down next to Samara, pushing her body against Samara’s back. She could feel Samara’s handcuffs press against her skin, and even though Samara was struggling to catch her breath, her fingers soon began massaging Faith’s clit as they spooned.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” Samara whispered.

Faith was so high-strung, so horny that Samara’s experienced fingers soon brought her to a drawn-out, warm orgasm. It was not as loud as the one Samara had experienced, but it was exactly what she needed. It was an orgasm built on a deeper desire, a deeper satisfaction.

She kissed Samara’s collar and pulled her closer. “You’re incredible.”

A pleasant silence fell on the small room. Faith had forgotten all about the rest of the world. It was only them, two lovers, naked and embracing, basking in the bliss of the aftermath.

Samara stirred. “We need to get cleaned up, Faith. There’s still a few hours before curfew.”

Faith sighed. She did not want to let go of Samara. “Do we have to?”

“Yes. It’s not safe to … well …” Samara turned around and kissed Faith on the lips. “To stay in here for too long. Other students might go looking for you.” She smiled. “And I can’t be sure I can keep my hands off of you if we stay in bed for much longer.”

“Maybe I should just leave those handcuffs on and take the key with me.”

“Funny.”

Faith removed Samara’s handcuffs, and they both got dressed, pausing often to kiss. They kept smiling at each other, but there was a tinge of sorrow in Samara’s smile.

“What is it?” Faith asked. Her body was tingling all over from the sex and just being in the same room as Samara.

“I’m afraid, Faith,” she said as she buttoned her shirt. “I’m afraid I’ve doomed you. You know they don’t just throw students out onto the street if they expel them, right? It’s far worse, far …”

Faith kissed Samara, silencing her. “Forget about it, Samara. Please. I’ve made my choice, and you’ve made yours.” She took a deep breath, taking in the smell of her lover. “This will end in pain, I know that. But I cannot think about that now. Let us not ruin this.”

Samara smiled and nodded. “You’re right.” She pulled the skirt back on and put on her heels. “I’ll schedule a few counseling sessions in the coming week.”

“Yeah, I do need those,” Faith chuckled as the two left the room.

Her entire body was buzzing as Faith returned to the Andromeda common room. Many had just returned from the village and were showing off their purchases before getting ready to go to the dining hall. Piper was sitting on one of the plush, dark blue couches, packing away a board game.

“Hey,” Faith said and sat down.

Piper looked up. “You had sex.”

“What?”

“Don’t play coy with me, Faith Tilly,” Piper said in a maternal tone and turned toward Faith. “I can tell by now. I’m happy for you, just be careful with her. I’m starting to like Imogen, and she’s a lot more fragile than she seems.”

Faith was confused and nervously scratched her arm. “Why … why would you think it’s Imogen? Just because we spent two weeks in the dungeon doesn’t mean she’s into me. Or that I’m into her.”

Piper rolled her eyes. “God, Faith … you’re one of the smartest people I know, but you can be really blind. Imogen is in love with you. She has been for some time. Why’d you think she volunteered for that revenge prank?”

“Oh …” Faith sank into the couch’s soft pillows and stared into the middle distance, not sure how to react. “I … didn’t know.”

Piper leaned closer. “So if you didn’t fuck Imogen … who was it?”

Continued in part 3
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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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