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Chapter 1

Faith knew she had messed up the moment the surly police officer pushed her up against the car and snapped the icy-cold handcuffs shut around her wrists. People shouted and screamed while the rotating lights on the police car danced in the puddles on the wet asphalt, but all Faith could think of was that her life was over. Ruined by one naive, dumb decision.

Her only part in this had been to drive the car. The other three just had to break into the rich couple’s house and steal some jewelry. In and out, easy job, a nice paycheck to cover her university tuition, to prevent her from having to drop out. But none of that mattered now.

“Do you understand your rights, you sick bitch?” the police officer snarled and tightened the cuffs one notch too far. He pushed against Faith who could feel the man’s erection rubbing against her ass.

“Y… yes,” she whimpered and stared at the three other girls lying face down on the pavement with their hands cuffed behind their backs. They all cried, begging the assembled police officers to let them go, but the police did not tend to let murderers go. Faith forced herself to stare at the two gurneys being wheeled out of the large mansion, both of them with black body bags on top of them.

How could it go so wrong?

The trial had been quick. They had all been caught in the act, and the other three had already been sentenced to life in solitary without parole. Faith barely knew them, but it still made her sick to think that girls that young were going to rot in jail.

And now it is my turn, Faith thought and looked up at the judge. His eyes shot lightning as he stared at her, and the curled upper lip spoke of his utter contempt for her. “Faith Tilly …” he said with a dramatic pause. “In this court you have been found guilty of aiding in murder, aiding in theft, and …” The judge continued on and on with the long list of charges.

She felt dizzy and sick, the courtroom spun around, and her knees threatened to buckle at any second.

“… life in prison is a given,” he continued. Faith closed her eyes. She would have cried, but the tears refused to come. She had cried enough over the last few weeks. The government had taken their ‘tough on crime’ campaign slogan very seriously, and even accomplishes with no direct involvement in a crime faced life sentences now. Faith was not a murderer. She was not even a thief. And now her life was over.

The gavel came down. “BUT!” The judge attempted a smile, but it just made him look constipated. “The court is not heartless. You were just eighteen at the time, you were a straight-A student with no criminal record …” He paused and looked down at Faith. “You are young, you should have your entire life ahead of you, but this court is still bound by the laws of this country, and justice demands you face consequences for your actions. You may choose life in solitary, or … you can be sent to Ravenstone Academy of Discipline.”

Faith fiddled with the chain connecting her handcuffs and glanced at her incompetent lawyer. He was staring at a soup stain on his tie and looked up at her with a shrug. “I think you should take the offer. It’s better than solitary.”

“They’re gonna turn me into a slave,” Faith whispered. She did not know much about Ravenstone, she just knew that they trained slaves there. She sighed and looked back at the stern judge. “I … accept the alternative to prison, Your Honor.” It is not like I have much choice.

***

Faith looked up from her bowl of porridge, barely able to swallow the bland meal. She was used to living off ramen noodles, but at least they tasted of something. Her partners in crime had already been transferred to the maximum security prison they would spend the rest of their lives in, and Faith felt like she was in an odd limbo as she awaited the transfer to Ravenstone.

“Tilly, your ride is here,” a guard said.

Faith sighed and nodded. She wolfed down the last of her porridge. It was thick and gooey, but she figured she had better have a full stomach to face what was to come.

“Hands behind your back, inmate,” the female guard said and gestured for Faith to turn around when she walked up to the steel-barred door leading out of the small jail cafeteria.

Faith groaned. “You’re going to take me there in handcuffs? In front of all the other students?” She looked down at her bright orange scrubs. “I don’t even get to change clothes?”

The woman smiled. “First of all, you’d better get used to doing what you’re told, Tilly.” The guard locked the handcuffs onto Faith’s slim wrists. “And yes, you go there in scrubs. This is supposed to be a punishment, remember?” There was a hint of sympathy in the young woman’s voice. “Look, you’ve been given a rare chance, girl. They only accept one, maybe two, criminals into Ravenstone each year as part of an agreement with the authorities.”

“Well, lucky me,” Faith said and rolled her eyes.

The car drove for more than an hour, and Faith moved in her seat in a desperate attempt to get comfortable. The handcuffs dug into her wrists, but it was the anxiety that caused her the most discomfort. She had no idea what to expect, not even a pamphlet had been given to her to help prepare for her new life. She had noticed Ravenstone graduates before, voluntary slavery was not something that was frowned upon, but she had never given it much thought. She did now, though.

I’m not going to be a fucking slave, Faith thought as the car drove down a long, wide driveway after a long drive up a sweeping road flanked by fields and dense forests. The sun shone through the trees on either side of the road, reflecting in the dew-covered leaves to create a shimmering effect. The forest soon opened up to reveal a huge stone castle at the end of a giant courtyard. Students in the characteristic Ravenstone school uniform were walking across the courtyard to get to classes in the outer wings of the castle. The uniform consisted of a short black skirt, black thigh-high socks, heeled Oxford leather shoes, and a shirt that seemed to indicate affiliation to some sort of house or dorm. Faith hated the idea of a school uniform, but she could feel a knot form in her throat at the thought of being paraded through the school in her orange scrubs.

“At least I’m not the only one in handcuffs,” she mumbled. All the students wore slim, elegant steel collars, but Faith was surprised to see that several of them were restrained in other ways as well. Some wore steel shackles with long connecting chains, others a pair of leg cuffs, but none of them seemed to be bothered by the restraints in any way. “This place is fucked up.”

The car stopped in front of the main building where a woman waited. She exuded authority, and Faith disliked her before she had even gotten out of the car. The woman had gray streaks in her long, black hair, but her age was impossible to determine. The cold eyes followed Faith as she was let out of the car.

“Vaine Porter?” the guard escorting Faith asked. She seemed intimidated by the woman and eager to leave.

The woman let out a sigh of exaggerated exasperation. “That is Mistress Vaine, officer. And yes, leave the delinquent with me.” Her eyes narrowed when the guard made a motion to remove Faith’s handcuffs. “Leave those on.”

“But I need to unlock …” the guard began but seemed to regret it instantly.

“This is Ravenstone, officer,” Mistress Vaine said in a harsh, unforgiving tone. “If you don’t think the staff carries handcuff keys on them at all times, you don’t understand what we’re doing here.” She waved her hand. “Just leave. And you …” Her eyes met Faith’s and seemed to stare into her soul. “Follow me.”

Faith curtsied with a sarcastic smile. “Of course, Mistress. I would salute you, but … you know.” She rattled the handcuffs and defiantly met the woman’s cold stare.

The tall woman smiled. “Oh, I’m going to enjoy breaking you. Welcome to Ravenstone Academy of Discipline. I do hope you’ll enjoy your four years here. Follow me.”

Faith had to admit that the academy was an impressive place. The castle was well maintained, the giant halls were achingly beautiful, and there was an air of class and dignity about it all. But she was not late to notice the small flourishes, the tiny reminders of what the place set out to do. The steel shackles bolted to the wall in dark corners, the pillories lined up next to the paths in the gardens visible through the windows, and the near-constant sound of rattling chains echoing through the stone corridors.

“You missed orientation due to your … court date,” Vaine said and scoffed. “I don’t have time to fill you in on every detail, your coven sisters will have to catch you up.”

“Coven sisters?” Faith struggled to keep up with the long-legged, intimidating woman.

“Every student is placed in a coven, of which there are three. Cassandra, Andromeda, and Persephone. You’ve been placed in Andromeda. We are going to your coven’s wing of the castle now.” She checked her watch. “Your first class starts in an hour. I expect you to be on your best behavior, Faith Tilly.”

Faith rolled her eyes. “What happens if I misbehave?” she said in a nonchalant tone.

Vaine stopped. She grabbed Faith by the scrubs and pushed her against the wall. “Punishment. And we don’t take punishment lightly here, young woman.” Vaine bared her teeth in a snarl. “One of the things you’ll be taught is to endure torture, a mark of a good slave. So if we want to punish students, we have to take it quite far. Do you understand?”

Faith felt an unpleasant coldness spread from her stomach to the rest of her body. She nodded. “Yes … Mistress.” She was rebellious by nature, but Vaine was not someone she should challenge. Not yet, at least.

“Mark my words, girl. I’m sure you’re already wondering how to get out of this but don’t think that the judge went easy on you. It takes discipline, perseverance, and grit to graduate here.” Vaine let go of Faith and adjusted her white button-down shirt. It was unbuttoned just enough to enhance her impressive cleavage. “And if you don’t graduate … if you’re expelled.” She smiled. “Then the consequences will be dire. Freedom is not the alternative to graduation at Ravenstone.”

Faith wanted to inquire as to what Vaine meant but decided against it. She was not willing to make more of a scene on her first day; the students walking past were already staring due to her clothing, and she overheard a tall, blonde girl scoff and call Faith a ‘piece of shit degenerate’ to her friends as they passed. The insult stung, though Faith would never show it. Vaine stared at Faith for a bit to make sure her words had landed before she grabbed the young girl by the arm and led her deeper into the castle.

They reached a steel-barred door. The sight of the prison-like door surprised Faith, and she felt the lump in her throat grow as Vaine opened it and pushed her inside.

“Welcome to Andromeda Coven,” Vaine said. “There are 96 sisters in each coven, 24 per year. This is the common area.”

This is not bad, Faith thought as she stepped inside.

She found herself in a large common room with a fireplace on each end, sofas, and armchairs. There was even a pool table, dartboards, and several large flat-screen televisions mounted to the stone walls. Small corridors leading to private quarters were located all around the hall. The coven’s colors, dark blue and silver, were visible all over both furniture and walls.

“Only the first-year students are currently here, the others, except for tutors, have classes,” Vaine continued and unlocked Faith’s handcuffs. “Since this is the first day, you and the others from your year have been allowed to settle in.”

Several girls were sitting by one of the fireplaces and were looking at them with great interest. Some seemed curious, others repulsed. One of them, a girl with a platinum-blonde, short hair got up from her chair and approached them.

“Ah, Inari, I was hoping you’d still be here,” Vaine said with a smile.

“Mistress Vaine,” the girl said and bowed her head in reverence. “Is this the … new girl?” She glanced briefly at Faith with what Faith could only interpret as intense dislike, bordering on disgust.

“The criminal, yes. I need to get to class, could you show Faith to her cell and make sure she is dressed and collared?” She looked at Faith. “Inari is a fourth-year student and tutor to the first-year Andromedans. Do what she says.” Vaine looked at her watch and tapped it impatiently. “Dinner is in two hours, I’ll see you both there.”

Inari bowed her head again as she watched the teacher leave. She then let out an exasperated sigh and gestured for Faith to follow. “Come on, felon.”

“The name is Faith,” Faith said, trying to muster up some semblance of nonchalant confidence, but it was hard to do with dozens of eyes following her every move. The other girls whispered and giggled as Inari led her across the room.

“The playroom is in here, by the way,” Inari said as they passed a steel door. “Students are encouraged to hone their skills in there outside of classes. It is also where you can find various restraints if you want to wear them during the day.”

She opened the door and allowed Faith to look inside. The room was dimly lit, with stone pillars and walls covered in hooks, shackles, and chains. There were wooden horses and pillories, stocks, cages, and more, everything a torturer would need to coax a confession out of someone.

Faith scoffed. “You guys are really into the medieval thing here, aren’t you?” she said. She tried not to let the sight of the sinister chamber intimidate her.

“It fits the surroundings.”

“Why … why would I want to restrain myself during the day? I noticed a few girls wearing cuffs or chains on my way in.” Faith felt a hint of relief when Inari closed the door to the room and gestured for Faith to follow her down one of the narrow corridors leading from the main common room.

“We are all training to become slaves.” Inari’s voice darkened. “None of us know what awaits when we graduate. But most slaves end up with owners who force them to be restrained 24/7. We are simply preparing ourselves this way, and it helps us get into the mindset, to embrace the life that we have chosen.” She glanced at Faith. “Well, most of us have chosen.”

Faith shook her head. “I can’t believe you’re all here of your own free will.”

“It takes a lot to get into Ravenstone. Most don’t make the cut.” Inari stopped next to a steel-barred door and held Faith’s gaze. “It is a great pride for many families to have a daughter here, many students have mothers who graduated. But not you … you didn’t earn this.” Her dark eyes looked Faith up and down. It looked like she was about to chastise Faith, but she stopped herself and opened the door. “This is your cell.”

Faith stepped inside her new home. She had imagined the dormitories to be a bit like the ones in the movies. She had imagined bunk beds and small personal lockers, or maybe simple rooms like those of a boarding school, but what she saw surprised her. The ‘cell’ was no bigger than a single parking space, the only furniture was a small desk, a bed that was really just a thin mattress on a cold steel rack, and a small wardrobe. There was a small TV on the wall, but it was the only luxury, though she quickly realized that there was no way to turn it on.

“We … we have to sleep in cells?” she stammered.

“Of course,” Inari replied with a snort. She pointed at the steel collar hanging next to the wardrobe. “Put that on.”

Faith took the collar off the hook and looked at it. The polished, silvery steel shone in the harsh, bright LED lights on the ceiling. It was slim and elegant, almost seamless apart from the small O-ring on the front.

“What are you waiting for?” Inari said impatiently.

“I …” Faith looked down at her hands, then at Inari. Her stomach knotted as she tried to wrap her head around the fact that her life was never going to be the same again. She hated what the collar symbolized. “It’s a lot to take in.”

Inari’s expression softened for a brief moment. “I know. Students are required to wear a collar at all times, though. This is the standard collar, required for all school activities. Some choose to wear heavier collars or leather collars during their leisure time.” She took the collar from Faith’s trembling hands. “You lock it by pressing this small pin down at the top. There is a magnetic key hanging on a chain in the playroom, it’s the only way to unlock it, and you must replace it with a new collar immediately if you do.”

Faith frowned. “How will they know?” She took the collar and placed it around her neck. She shivered when she pressed the pin and heard a soft click. It was a tight fit, but not uncomfortably so, yet the feel of the steel against her skin made her sick to her stomach.

Inari gestured at a small camera above the cell door. “There are cameras everywhere. This place may look medieval, but there is a powerful AI called Eve monitoring us at all times. Before going to bed, we are all required to restrain ourselves in the manner shown on our screens. If we don’t, we … there are punishments.”

Faith groaned and sat down on the edge of the bed. It was all too much to comprehend. She stared at the neatly folded clothes lying next to her.

Inari leaned against the doorway and crossed her arms. “Your school uniform. We can wear whatever we want outside of school hours or school activities, and you are allowed to decorate your room. It’s not a prison, Faith.”

“It sure feels like it,” Faith said and lay down on the bed. “It was not supposed to be like this.”

“Tell it to someone who cares.” Inari yawned. “Get dressed. Join us in the common area if you want. Or don’t. Dinner is in two hours. Welcome to Ravenstone.”


Chapter 2

Faith had no other clothes than the school uniform and was forced to wear it to dinner that night. Many of the other first-years wore their uniform as well, likely out of fear of standing out, but she noticed that the older students wore much more casual attire. It felt odd to sit in the old, elegant dining hall, eating at the long tables while beautiful young women chatted and laughed as if everything was normal, but Faith had trouble eating. The collar made itself known every time she swallowed, and seeing the older students wearing shackles and cuffs to dinner as if they were just accessories made her uncomfortable.

Brainwashed. All of them. She prodded at her meal. It was delicious, all of it, the students ate well, but the knot in her stomach left no room for food. She stared at one of the slaves clearing the tables; the women who walked between the tables were all collared and wore heavy shackles on their wrists and ankles, but it did not seem to bother them as they the carried stacks of plates and large trays back and forth. They moved with immaculate grace, despite walking in heels, and they managed to move in a way that barely made a sound, despite the heavy restraints.

“You need to eat something,” a bright voice sounded. Faith had been so focused on the slaves that she had not seen a girl sitting down next to her with her food. The girl had curly, blonde hair and huge brown eyes that twinkled with innocence and curiosity.

“I … what?”

The girl nodded at the half-full plate in front of Faith. “Doesn’t it taste better than … you know … what you’re used to?”

Faith clenched her jaw. “What I’m used to?”

The girl blushed and pushed a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “I … I didn’t mean anything by it. It’s just that you’re the first girl I’ve met here who … well … didn’t come willingly.”

“Yeah … well.” Faith stabbed a carrot and held it up. “I don’t think I can eat right now.” She stared at the other girl. “What’s your name?”

“Piper,” the girl replied and offered Faith her hand. “Piper Petrovich. I’m sorry, I didn’t want to make you uncomfortable.”

“I’m Faith Tilly,” Faith said and sighed. “Everything here is making me uncomfortable. And it seems I’m doing the same to others.” She glanced at other first-years from her coven sitting next to them at the table. They looked away when they noticed Faith staring at them. “Shouldn’t you keep your distance, too?”

Piper smiled. “I believe in second chances. And I think you look amazing and cool, I just couldn’t resist getting to know you.” She gently lifted the short sleeve of Faith’s uniform to reveal one of her tattoos, but quickly retracted her hand when Faith stared at her. “Sorry. I’ve been told I can be a bit … too forward.” She fiddled with her collar. “So … are you a lesbian?” She bit her lip and blushed.

“Why would you ask me that?” Faith said. She was about to tell Piper to go fuck herself, but there was something oddly calming about the girl’s presence, her naivete, that made it impossible to be mean to her.

Piper seemed like she regretted the question and stared at the table. “Fuck, I just can’t help myself with the awkward questions. I just meant … I just got a vibe, you know?”

Faith could not help but laugh at the awkwardness of the situation. “Yes, I am. Does that matter to you?”

Piper shook her head. “Not at all. I’m not … into girls, but they said during orientation that we will learn to be with anyone, to be pansexual. And there are a lot of girls here, so …”

“Are you asking me if I want to fuck you to help you learn?”

Piper dropped her fork and flinched. “God, no! I didn’t mean to …” She took a deep breath. “Can we start again? I’m Piper. I’m the awkward girl.” She reached her hand out again.

Faith shook the hand again and chuckled. “Fine. Nice to meet you, Piper.”

Piper spent the rest of the meal trying to fill Faith in on some of the things she had missed by not being at orientation, but there was so much information that she did not get half of it. It did not help that Piper spoke impossibly fast once she got going, seemingly ecstatic that someone was willing to listen to her. She came from a family where the last two generations of women had been slaves, including her mother, and she took pride in that. Faith did not understand the concept of being proud of a lineage of slavery, but the girl spoke with passion, and Faith enjoyed hearing her speak. She did not have a lot of friends at the moment.

But even though talking to Piper had helped relieve some of the anxiety Faith was feeling, it all came crashing back the moment she entered her cell that night. A mechanical, feminine voice had ordered all students to go to their cells and bring a pair of handcuffs with them from the playroom. The moment the clock struck nine, a loud clank sounded from the door to Faith’s cell, telling her that she was now locked in. She sat down on her bed, clutching the handcuffs in her hand. Tears began streaming from her eyes, and she tore at the collar to get it off, but it was no use.

The screen in the cell turned on by itself. A woman’s face appeared, partly see-through and tinted blue. It smiled at her. “Good evening, first-years. I am Eve.” The voice was calm and weirdly pleasant, despite the mechanical tinge. “You will be required to restrain yourself for the night as part of your training. We will start easy. Please put on the handcuffs you brought. Make sure to not tighten them too much.” The image disappeared again.

Faith stared at the handcuffs. It all felt so surreal.

The screen turned on again, showing Eve’s face. “Do you need assistance, Faith Tilly? I can send someone to help you.”

“No, I’m fine!” Faith said. She sniffled and wiped her nose. The AI seemed to be waiting. “I just … can I please just sleep without them?”

“Negative,” the voice said. It was harsher now. “You must be familiar with all forms of restraints to be an effective slave. If you do not put on the handcuffs, someone will be sent to ensure that you comply and you will receive punishment in the morning.”

“Fine.” She took a deep breath and tightened the handcuffs around her wrists. Since her arrest, she had been handcuffed several times, but this was different. No one had done it for her. She had done it herself, somewhat willingly.

The lights went out, and the screen switched off. Faith lay on her side, staring at the wall. It was not the first time she had spent the night in a cell, but at least the police officers had not made her restrain herself. An intense feeling of loneliness overwhelmed her. She knew that Ravenstone was better than a lifetime in prison, but at the moment, it did not feel any different.

Faith let her fingers run across the sharp edges of the handcuffs. Something stirred deep inside her, but she pushed it away. She was not submissive. Far from it. The thought of serving others unconditionally, having no free will, was the scariest thing she could imagine.

And now, it was all she had to look forward to.

There has to be a way out, she thought seconds before she fell asleep.

Faith was woken by the sound of the automated lock on her cell door opening. It took her a few moments to remember where she was, and she yawned as she stared at the naked walls. I need to spice this place up or I’ll go insane. She wanted to put on clothes, but she quickly realized that it was impossible due to the handcuffs. Before she had time to panic, the screen turned on to show Eve’s smiling face.

“Good morning, first-years. You can find keys to your handcuffs in the box beneath the television. Please deposit both keys and handcuffs in the box before leaving your cell. Have a pleasant day.”

Faith had not noticed the mailbox-like compartment beneath the television, it was almost seamlessly integrated into the wall. She opened it to see a small key and quickly used it to unlock her cuffs and threw them inside the box, hoping to never see them again. She massaged the marks on her wrists for a bit before she got dressed and walked into the common room.

It was far more crowded now that the older students from Andromeda coven were there as well. There was room enough for everyone, though, and Faith quietly slid into a comfortable chair near the door, hoping that no one would give her a second glance. She noticed that none of the first-years restrained themselves; several of them were staring at the marks on their wrists just as Faith did, but several of the older students entered the playroom to retrieve various restraints.

“How did you sleep?” Piper sat down across from Faith and seemed to be close to bursting with nervous energy.

Faith just shrugged. She was not in the mood for conversation, but Piper seemed keen to carry one on her own.

“I slept great! Mom gave me a pair of handcuffs when I turned 18, she wanted me to get used to them, I just didn’t get time you use them much before starting at Ravenstone.” She showed off the marks on her wrists like they were badges of honor. “Still, the first time being restrained here … it was so exciting!”

“Wait, your mother tied you up?”

Piper shook her head. “No, I did it myself. I knew I wanted to be a slave since I was little.” The smile dimmed. “I just … I look forward to the bondage aspect, the discipline, but the sex and torture …”

“Sex and torture???” A ball of anger formed in Faith’s chest. “Seriously?”

“Of course. It’s part of being a slave. Not every slave is used for sex, obviously, but most are, and being able to please any person, regardless of gender, is part of our education.” Piper polished one of the buttons on her uniform’s dark shirt. “And some owners have … other needs. So we need to be able to endure pain and torture.” She cocked her head to the side and stared at Faith. “You didn’t know?”

“I …” Faith paused. “I hadn’t thought about it. I honestly didn’t think anything through before accepting this. And I thought being restrained was going to be the hard part.”

Faith was relieved when she found out that sexual service and torture endurance were not on the schedule until the second year, but it did make her look at the older students in a different light. These were all young women, all aged 18-23, who in most cases themselves had chosen to go to a school that required them to be whipped, caned, and humiliated as well as fucked by strangers to graduate. And most of them seemed happy and content to be there.

But the trials of others were soon pushed from her mind as she and Piper made their way to the first class.

Bondage.

The lecture hall was large, more like a gym than a classroom. There were a projector and whiteboards for the teacher to use, but no places for the students to sit except the floor, which was covered in dark blue mats. It reminded Faith of her karate classes, and she was somewhat relieved to see that most of the other first-years seemed just as intimidated as she was at the sight of the countless coils of ropes, the chains, and the myriad of different handcuffs and shackles hanging from the walls.

“Who are the other girls?” Faith whispered to Piper as they watched a host of students enter, all wearing different colored shirts than the Andromedans.

“Sephos.” Piper clutched her backpack as the girls walked past. She noticed Faith’s look of utter confusion. “Sorry, they’re from the Persephone covens. They’re just called ‘Sephos’. They call us ’Andros’. It’s just easier. But I have no idea why they’re here.”

Faith noticed the blonde girl that had called her a ‘piece of shit degenerate’ the day before among the Sephos, and the girl met her gaze with a look of contempt and superiority.

She and I are going to get along great, Faith thought and groaned, annoyed that she seemed to have made enemies without even knowing who they were. Despite her rebellious and sarcastic nature, she tended to make more friends than enemies, but she could already tell that she would struggle to keep that up at Ravenstone. Piper annoyed her with her chattiness and weirdness, but Faith was not blind to the fact that she might not make any more friends at Ravenstone apart from the awkward girl.

A door at the far end opened. In strode a red-haired woman wearing the same type of black leather skirt and white button-down shirt that Vaine had worn the day before. It looked to be the uniform of the female teachers, but this teacher had one eye-catching accessory that Vaine did not.

A collar. A chunky, tall steel collar covered her entire neck, and when she came closer, Faith could see that the collar was dinged and scratched from years of use. The other girls seemed just as surprised as Faith and began whispering, but all went silent when the woman placed her leather suitcase on the desk in front of the whiteboards with a loud thud.

“Welcome, first-years,” she said in a loud, but warm voice. “I’m Samara. It’s officially ‘Mistress Samara’, but as you may have guessed, the title doesn’t feel quite right to me.” She grabbed the large O-ring on the front of her collar and jiggled it. “This thing is proof of my status as a slave, but it does not change the fact that you are all my pupils and that I expect the same respect and treatment as the other teachers.”

No one said a word. Faith looked at Piper, who was sitting with her back straight, hands on her lap, and a smile on her lips.

“Before anyone asks. Yes, I am still a slave, despite my title. I belong to the Academy, they bought me when my former owner died.” Samara met every single one of the inquisitive stares in turn with a smile. “I will teach you about bondage. About submission. Who better to do it than someone who knows what it truly means?”

The whispers began again, but Samara was not done. “You’ve already wondered why you’re paired with another coven. You will be for several classes. This is to encourage competitiveness in our students but also to teach them to submit to people they don’t know. You will be bound. You will be chained and shackled. Maybe permanently, once you leave here.” Her kind face took on a darker edge as many students looked down. “This is your reality. I encourage you to follow the older students’ example and get used to being restrained. Utilize the playroom with your coven sisters - you can learn a lot in there.” A subtle smile appeared on Samara’s full, tempting lips. “And a lot of pleasure can be had there.”

Faith was mesmerized by the tall, impossibly beautiful woman. She moved with such grace and poise as the morning sunlight made her hair look like it was on fire. Samara’s kind nature and calming presence helped to quell a few of her worries and fears, but they all flooded back when Samara walked over to the tables full of restraints near the wall. Faith could still feel the handcuffs on her wrists after the long night, and she was not ready to revisit the experience so soon.

“We will dive into complicated rope techniques at a later date.” Samara picked up a pair of handcuffs. “Today, we will focus on different types of handcuffs and how to use them safely. You already had your first experience last night, I assume. These are the standard type handcuffs, like the ones you slept in. Grab a pair and team up with a coven sister - we won’t be mixing covens today. When we’re done, you’ll know how it feels to be cuffed in various ways.”

“Someone already has more experience than the rest of us,” a voice sounded behind Faith, followed by laughter.

Faith turned to see the blonde Sepho girl she had noticed several times now. She was flanked by four others who seemed to giggle on command whenever she spoke. “Excuse me?”

“Yeah, a convicted felon like you must already be familiar with cuffs.” The girl’s eyes narrowed. “I heard you killed someone.”

“Yeah, well, I didn’t, and you know nothing about me, princess, so why don’t you just go fuck yourself?” Faith clenched her jaw and tried to ignore the temptation to bruise the porcelain-like skin on the girl’s smug face. “Who are you, by the way? I prefer to know the names of people who have decided they hate me without reason.”

The girl smiled. “I’m Imogen Valianti. You’ve probably heard of my family before.”

Faith nodded. “I have. Rich as fuck. But not slaves. Mommy and Daddy must be very tired of you to send you to slave school.”

A tick appeared near Imogen’s eye, but before she had a chance to respond, Samara walked by and silenced them with a stare.

“Your first assignment is very simple.” Samara’s voice was loud and clear. “Handcuff each other behind the back. Remember to double-lock the handcuffs, and don’t make them too tight, but not too loose either.” She smiled. “There’s no fun in that. Make sure you each spend a few minutes cuffed before moving on to get a feel for it. We’ll handle hinged cuffs, rigid cuffs, and Darby cuffs before we’re done today.”

Faith was still staring at Imogen when Piper pulled her aside. “Forget about her,” Piper said. “Let’s just focus on the assignment. Go ahead, cuff me.”

Piper turned around, and Faith stared at the cuffs in her hand. They were the standard kind that had kept her awake last night, and she had no desire to touch them, let alone be bound in them again. But the thought of disappointing Samara made her fiddle with the lock to make the cuffs ratchet.

“Do you know what you’re doing?” Piper looked over her shoulder. “Don’t make them too tight.”

“Hurry up, felon!” Imogen shouted across the room.

“Ignore her,” Piper said and placed a hand on Faith’s shoulder. “We’ll show her that we’re going to be great at this.”

Faith took a deep breath, grabbed the handcuffs, and locked them around Piper’s slim wrists. She did not want to hurt her, so she did not tighten them all the way, but to her surprise, she felt a pang of excitement when she heard the soft click. And she was not the only one.

“Oh, that feels nice,” Piper said and moved her hands to feel the cuffs restricting her. “It feels … right. I can’t wait to try this out on you.”

Faith let Piper have a moment with her cuffs. She could tell that the girl was enjoying it on a much higher level than she had. Samara walked between the students and stopped in front of her.

“Too loose,” the slave teacher said. She held up a finger and ran it between the steel of the handcuffs and Piper’s wrists. She tightened them further, eliciting a pleased moan from Piper. “And you forgot the safety lock.” Samara pulled Faith aside and left a blissful Piper behind to enjoy her predicament. “You’re Faith Tilly, right?”

Faith struggled to focus for a moment as the teacher’s soft hands touched her arm. “Y… yes. Sorry, I’m not … I don’t like being restrained.”

Samara smiled. “Neither did I. You’ll learn, you just have to be open to the experience. I know why you’re here, your background. Don’t worry about that.” She nodded toward Imogen, who was handcuffed in the corner and seemed less enthused about it than Piper. “And don’t mind the others. Just focus on finding some semblance of purpose here.”

Faith took a deep breath, getting a strong whiff of Samara’s vanilla-scented perfume. “I … I want to find a way out of here.” She knew she should not say something like that to a teacher, but something about Samara made her instantly trust her.

Samara’s face became stern. “Those are dangerous words, Faith.” She grabbed hold of both of Faith’s arms and held her fast. “Trust me. There is no way out that is more appealing than graduating. You don’t want to find out what happens to girls who fail or try to leave.”

“What h…”

“You don’t want to know.” Samara let go of Faith. “Now I believe it’s your turn to be cuffed.”

Samara’s ominous words echoed in Faith’s mind long after the teacher had left her and moved on to the other students. She was shaken by the brief, private conversation and what it implied. Her already bleak future at Ravenstone suddenly seemed darker, more hopeless, and the idea of serving others for the rest of her life was almost too much to bear. She unlocked the cuffs to release Piper, whose chest had become flushed from the experience.

Piper took a deep breath. “Okay, turn your back to me, I’ll be gentle, I promise.”

It was a way too familiar experience, and Faith had to focus on calming her pounding heart as Piper locked the cuffs shut around her wrists. But before Piper had a chance to double-lock them to ensure that they could not be tightened further, Imogen pushed her aside and pressed hard on both cuffs, causing them to overtighten and cut off all blood flow to Faith’s hands. She could feel the steel dig into her tendons, and the discomfort turned to full panic.

“What the hell are you doing?” Piper shouted. “That is too tight!”

“Come on, a little pain never hurt anyone,” Imogen said with a smirk. She yanked at the connecting chain, pulling Faith down to the floor. “Can’t have a murderer like her running around, causing problems. A little taste of pain might do her good. She seems to be enjoying it.”

Faith was not enjoying it. Her breathing was rapid, and she tore at the restraints, but it only made them hurt more. Tears streamed from her eyes as she screamed for someone to remove the cuffs. Piper hurried to her aid, but removing the cuffs did nothing to calm Faith, who kept crying much to the amusement of Imogen and her girlfriends.

“Enough!” Samara said and walked toward Faith, but she was not fast enough.

Faith sprang up, blinded by white-hot rage, tears still streaming from her eyes. Imogen managed to step back, but Faith’s fist still grazed her chin and sent her stumbling to the floor. Faith felt arms grabbing her, holding her back, but she still felt a certain satisfaction at seeing Imogen’s smug expression change to fear, even if just for a moment.

“We don’t tolerate that kind of behavior here,” Samara said through clenched teeth and slapped Faith, who was being held back by Piper and another girl from Andromeda. “You’ll be punished for that!”

“But … you saw what she did!”

Samara shook her head. “I did, but violence is too far.” She slapped Faith again. “Do better.”

That night, while Faith was putting on the hinged handcuffs and the leg cuffs assigned to the students for the night, Eve appeared on her television.

“Faith Tilly, you will receive punishment for your actions after discipline class tomorrow. It will be administered by Mistress Vaine. Punishment has been graded as: light.” The blue face disappeared.

“Light punishment … what the fuck does that mean?”


Chapter 3

The discipline class the next day was overseen by Mistress Vaine. The imposing woman walked slowly between the students as they stood perfectly still, carrying a tray of glasses while wearing heavy shackles. The only sounds in the room were the echo of the teacher’s heels on the stone floor and the slight clattering of glasses and chains.

“Many of you will be sold as house slaves, expected to be able to stand for hours like this,” Vaine said and used a riding crop to whack Piper on the ass. “Stand up straight, Petrovich. No slouching.”

Piper groaned and adjusted her posture.

“But don’t fool yourselves. Even as house slaves, you will likely be expected to sexually satisfy your master or mistress, as well as endure their more sadistic whims.” Vaine smiled. “But we’ll get back to that next year.”

Faith could feel her arms begin to tremble. The shackles were heavy and unpleasant, and though the tray did not weigh much, the students had already been standing like that for nearly an hour. Her mind kept focusing on the punishment awaiting her, and her eyes were constantly drawn to the large clock on the wall, counting down the minutes.

When Vaine finally signaled that they could put the trays down, everyone let out a sigh of relief and massaged their arms and shoulders. It had just been the first discipline class, and Faith was not looking forward to the rest. She felt her heart sink as she watched her coven sisters unlock their shackles and leave; Vaine had not given her a key for her restraints.

“It didn’t take you long to cause trouble, Tilly,” Vaine said and gestured for Faith to approach her desk.

Faith wanted to talk back, but being shackled in front of Vaine made her more agreeable. “I’m … sorry, Mistress Vaine. But she …”

“That doesn’t matter. Rivalries are normal here, you better get used to it.”

“So I should just take the abuse?” Faith tried adjusting her shackles to make them sit more comfortably on her wrists, but they were too wide and tight to move.

“Yes!” Vaine moved in front of the desk and leaned against it. “You’re going to be a slave, Tilly. If you graduate. And that is the best-case scenario. You can’t just punch an owner if he cuffs you too tight. You have to learn to smile and take it, okay?” Vaine tightened her ponytail. “Look, I do get it. I really do. But rules are rules. Samara has spoken on your behalf and asked me to not carry out your punishment in public. Normally, I would have locked you in a pillory in one of the gardens and whipped you in front of the other students, but I’ve agreed to Samara’s request. This time.”

Faith let out a sigh of relief. The thought of hearing Imogen’s taunts while her punishment was being carried out was a terrible thing to imagine.

“We’ll do it here.” Vaine walked over to the door and locked it. “Take off your skirt and panties.” She turned and stared expectantly at Faith. “What are you waiting for?”

“You’re not going to remove the shackles?” Faith said, her voice trembling.

“Of course not. Now get undressed.”

Faith looked down to hide the fact that her cheeks were on fire. She fumbled with the hook on her skirt and pushed the black skirt down. Her panties followed suit, and she stepped out of them and kicked them away. She heard Vaine chuckle as Faith tried to cover herself.

“Shackles and collars look good on you.” Vaine stepped forward. “You should wear shackles more often.” She reached out, grabbed Faith’s hands, and pulled them away from the student’s private areas.

“Please, no, I …” Faith tried to pull her wrists free, but the heavy steel stopped her. She shivered as she felt Vaine’s fingers move across her abdomen, thighs, and ass. The touch was electric, far too intimate. She tried to move, but the touch was so light that it sent small shivers of pleasure through her body. The arousal surprised her - she could not deny that Vaine was attractive, but the cold and harsh demeanor did nothing for her. The fact that she could not push the teacher away made the entire ordeal even more uncomfortable.

“Beautiful,” Vaine said with a slight smile. “You will fetch a good price, Faith, if you learn to be obedient.” The teacher let go of her wrists. “Bend over my desk, and grab the edges.”

Faith stared at the dark, wooden desk. She knew what was about to happen. She wanted to run, to fight, to plead, but she also wanted to get it over with. She wanted the shackles off. She clenched her jaw and took a deep breath before she bent over the desk.

“I believe 20 strikes of the cane will do.”

20? That is ‘light punishment’?

Faith hated pain. She had always tried to avoid it in any way possible, and now she could only wait while Vaine swung the cane through the air a few times, making an ominous swishing sound.

She cried out when the cane landed on her right buttock for the first time, leaving a thin mark that stung like hell. The shock of the strike made her jump, but there was no escaping it. She bit down hard on her bottom lip, but the second strike caused her to cry out again. There were no words to describe the pain, it was just pure, distilled agony that she could only endure. She felt Vaine’s hands on her, moving her slightly, ensuring that she was in the right position to receive the next strike.

The next few came in rapid succession, and Faith screamed louder and louder each time until her vocal cords were raw and her throat was sore. She was not even halfway through the punishment, and her ass felt numb and tingly, and tears were streaming from her eyes. She had no dignity anymore. No sense of pride. She would have pleaded for Vaine to stop if she could only catch her breath, but the cane came down hard again, making her cry out.

Faith closed her eyes and tried to focus on something other than the pain, but there was nothing. Vaine’s voice was distant as if the teacher was speaking from another room.

“You will endure.”

Faith’s nails dug into the wood, and she gritted her teeth to avoid crying out as the cane came down again. She wanted to beg, plead for mercy, but there was no mercy to be had. The strikes came faster and faster, and she lost count somewhere along the way. All she knew was pain.

But something awoke inside her. The pain was overwhelming, but despite her cries and tears, she endured it. She had to. She wanted to. And a tiny part of her enjoyed it - and she had no idea how to manage that revelation. She had occasionally felt shame for liking girls, spurred on by her conservative upbringing, but that was nothing compared to the shame that was now coursing through her veins.

Vaine stopped. “Stand up.”

The sudden cessation of the caning made Faith pause for a moment. She was expecting more pain, and when none came she had trouble processing that her ordeal had come to an end. It was as if she returned from a different dimension and needed to adjust to reality again.

Vaine turned Faith around and looked at her with narrow, inquisitive eyes. “Have you ever been beaten before? Whipped? Caned?”

Faith wiped a tear away from her eye and cursed the heavy shackles around her wrists. “No, Mistress. Never.” Hitting Imogen was the first time Faith had ever engaged in violence, and she had laid sleepless most of the night struggling with the conflicting emotions of guilt and satisfaction it had awoken.

“You handled that well. Very well.”

“It didn’t feel like I did.” Faith’s asscheeks were still burning.

“But you did,” Vaine said, flashing a smile that could almost be construed as encouraging. “You did not move away, not really, and you did not beg. Tears are normal, screams are too. Most students do not reach that point of pain management even after three years of Torture Endurance classes.”

“Well … good for me.”

Vaine chuckled. “It is, Tilly. Trust me.” The teacher ran her hand through Faith’s hair, grabbed a fistful of it, and yanked it back, causing Faith to gasp. “You’ll have to learn to embrace the pain. Learn that, and the life of a slave can become one of endless pleasure. Samara can teach you more … but for now, let me show you a hint of the pleasures that can be had here if you stop resisting.”

Faith had no time to respond before Vaine’s lips touched hers. The teacher’s tongue forced its way into her mouth, exploring her. Faith could not resist, and her mind exploded with pleasure when Vaine’s hand slipped down and between her thighs. Faith had been with a few girls during her brief university experience, but none of them had the skills of Vaine. Faith was unable to control her body, and she buckled as Vaine slid two fingers inside her.

She could not control her moaning. Her body was on fire, but not with pain; with pleasure. Vaine’s fingers moved in a circular motion inside her, causing her to whimper into the teacher’s mouth. Vaine broke off the kiss, grabbed the chain to Faith’s shackles, and lifted them over her, forcing her hands to rest behind her head. She was helpless to resist as Vaine’s fingers moved deeper. Not that she wanted to, it felt nothing like her experiences of being handcuffed up to that point. She was still vulnerable, but the pleasure coursing through her body made the experience sublime. She did not have to resist. Did not have to be ashamed.

She did not even notice that Vaine was leading her back toward the desk until her naked ass hit the wooden surface. A sting of pain soared through her as her bruised skin rubbed against the desk, but it did not prevent her from enjoying the intense moment. She stared at Vaine with half-closed eyes as the pleasure continued to build in her body. Vaine was not gentle, but it did not matter. Faith was so turned on by the entire experience that her orgasm hit her like a freight train. She gasped and bit down on Vaine’s shoulder to avoid screaming, and the teacher smiled.

“Very good.” Vaine looked Faith in the eye while she licked her fingers clean of the blushing student’s juices. “Stand up and put on your clothes. Then you can go.” She unlocked Faith’s shackles and the door to the room before leaving. Faith was still recovering from the powerful experience, but she did not want to stay in the room alone. She quickly pulled on her panties and skirt and ran after Vaine. The teacher was halfway across the garden in front of the Discipline classroom when Faith caught up to her.

“That … I didn’t think it would feel like that, Mistress.” Faith’s voice was shaky.

Vaine turned and stared at Faith. “Remember it. It will take a lot of training, a lot of pain and humiliation, but it will pay off.” She reached out and caressed Faith’s face. “And don’t think this will earn you special treatment.”

Faith was still in a daze. “Of course not, Mistress.” She fiddled with the ring on her collar as she watched Vaine disappear into the faculty part of the castle. Her asscheeks still burned, and her mind raced to figure out how to manage the many emotions. Turned out that being at Ravenstone was going to be a lot more complicated than she thought.


Chapter 4

Classes at Ravenstone were not all bondage and discipline. Being a slave involved a wide range of skills, way more than Faith had ever imagined, made clear by the yoga class the next day, led by a gray-haired teacher called Mistress Gwendoline. Before starting the class, she told the fascinating tale of her life, of being one of the first slaves to graduate from Ravenstone back when voluntary slavery had been made legal, and the brand that all graduates received was still visible on her shoulder. Like Samara, she had decided to stay collared, even though it was voluntary for slave teachers to do so, but the hefty weight of the massive, chunky collar and her age did not prevent Gwendoline from being one of the most flexible women Faith had ever seen.

When the class was done, every student was sweating, and in the locker room afterward, nothing but admiration for Mistress Gwendoline could be heard.

“We’re off early today,” Piper said and dried her naked body. “Do you want to take the bus into town with me and a few of the others?” Clocking Imogen had made a few Andros see her in a more positive light, but there was still a way to go before they could be called friends.

Faith hesitated. “I … I don’t have any money.” She buttoned the dark blue shirt and sighed. A short, formal-sounding letter from her parents had reached her in jail, telling of their disappointment in Faith and her expulsion from the family. It still stung, even if she had never carried much love for them. “Which is a shame. I could really use some new clothes. I’m tired of wearing the uniform after school hours.”

Piper smiled. “Every student gets a small stipend each month. Didn’t Vaine tell you? It should be enough to at least cover some clothes.”

“Faith isn’t going anywhere,” a familiar voice sounded from the door to the locker room. Inari stood leaning against the wall with the same frown that she had worn most of the time when Faith had first met her. “She’s coming with me.”

“What?” Faith glanced at Piper. “Why?”

Inari sighed. “Mistress Vaine and Mistress Samara pulled me aside. I’ve been assigned to be your mentor.” Her fingers absentmindedly touched her collar. She had switched the slim one worn by students during school hours for a wider steel collar. “So … let’s go.”

Faith finished putting her clothes on. “Fine. You could be more enthusiastic.”

“I’m not good at acting,”

The two sat outside on a bench and watched as a flock of students boarded the bus heading to town. Faith let out a loud groan, annoyed at having been assigned a mentor as the only one of the first-years from her coven. Inari seemed even less happy about the arrangement.

“You just had to punch a Sepho and make my life harder,” she said and leaned back. She closed her eyes and let the afternoon sun warm her face. “Thank you very much.”

“Did you have to say yes?”

“The best students get to make demands and requests regarding their buyers when they graduate,” Inari said. “Saying no to requests from teachers is a bad idea, so we’ll have to make this work. I hear that you’re struggling with bondage?”

Faith clenched her fists. “I don’t want to be restrained. It’s as simple as that. Nothing good comes from it. I’m not a submissive.”

Inari shrugged. “Maybe you’re not, but that’s not a defense you can fall back on.”

“What do you mean?”

“If a girl is submissive and wants to serve, she will be trained in submission and service. But if a girl is a brat or a defiant rebel, she will also be trained in submission and service. In the end, we’re all the same.” Inari opened her eyes when they both heard the rattling of heavy chains approaching. “Fuck … speaking of brats …”

Three girls came walking toward the bench. The dark green uniforms with golden accents spoke of their affiliation with the Cassandra coven, and Faith could smell trouble in their confident smiles and cold eyes. The one in front, a black-haired, pale girl with dark makeup, wore shackles on both her wrists and ankles. Each step was obviously a chore; the metal was wide and thick, and so were the chains connecting them. The collar around her neck was equally brutal, and Faith wondered how she managed to move with that much mass weighing her down.

“They have you babysitting first-years now, Inari?” the dark-haired girl said, every syllable heavy with sarcasm.

“Fuck off, Aaliyah,” Inari said with a sigh. “I don’t have patience for your particular brand of bitchiness today.” Inari turned toward Faith. “This is Aaliyah. She’s just a second-year, but she’s managed to snag the title of school bully impressively fast. She wears the heavy restraints to make her look meaner, but it just means you can outrun her easily if you want to get away from her.”

“You’re a funny girl, Inari,” Aaliyah said and sighed. “I just embrace what we are here for.” She rattled the chunky chain connecting her wrist shackles. “And it’s a hell of a workout. So this is the felon?” Aaliyah stared at Faith. “Cute. Just your type, Inari. Did you fuck her yet?”

Inari got up from the bench and looked like she was about to get in more trouble than Faith had already managed, but she just smiled and gestured for Faith to stand. “We’re done here.” Inari bared her teeth. “I wish I could see what kind of miserable place of pain and humiliation you end up in when you graduate, Aaliyah. If you graduate.”

Aaliyah smiled. “I’ll do better than you. I have my ways.”

Faith was more than happy to leave the unpleasant girl behind, and she could tell that Inari was fuming underneath the stoic, beautiful exterior.

“Steer clear of her, Faith, if you can.” Inari looked over her shoulder at Aaliyah, who still stood near the bench watching the two Andros leave. “She is not like Imogen. It’s not about competition or feeling superior to others. Aaliyah is dangerous.”

“How … how do you know?”

Inari did not answer. “We’re going to the playroom. Time to get this mentoring thing going.”

“You’re going to tie me up?”

Inari smiled. “You’re going to tie me up.”

The playroom in the Andromeda coven was almost deserted. Two students were busy in one of the alcoves, judging by the sounds, but most coven sisters had taken the bus to town. Faith had not spent any time in the playroom apart from when she was required to pick up restraints for the nightly bondage. There was an entire wall filled with restraints of all shapes and sizes. Cuffs, shackles, belts, and collars. Chains and ropes and leathers. Things Faith did not recognize. She could not imagine using any of it on a human being, but Inari seemed to enjoy seeing Faith’s response.

Faith let her fingers run across the bars of a tall cage and felt an odd shiver as she touched the cold steel. “Do you ever … do things in here with the other girls?”

Inari shrugged. “Sometimes. We don’t have bondage on our curriculum anymore, so we try to stay familiar with the feel of being restrained, even though it is still a big part of some of the other classes.” She took a pair of medieval-looking shackles from the table. “You need to learn to embrace this part of being a slave, Faith. You will be expected to wear restraints often and in situations that are not always comfortable. Being able to find pleasure in that is a good thing.”

Faith looked down at the floor. She had no desire to touch the heavy shackles or even the lighter cuffs. She did not want to feel the same discomfort she had the first night or the panic she had experienced in her first bondage class. But Inari did not seem to care. She walked up to Faith and placed the heavy steel on the table next to her. “Put those on me. Behind my back.”

Faith could not deny that something was appealing about shackling Inari, but her hands still trembled as she closed the steel rings around Inari’s wrists. The older student took a step away from Faith and pulled her wrists apart to check that they were locked properly.

“This. This feeling.” A subtle smile creased Inari’s full lips. “Helplessness. I could tell you to release me right now, but you doing it is not a certainty. I’m at your mercy.” She closed her eyes and gently touched the steel as her smile widened. “There is freedom in submission, Faith.” She opened her eyes again and nodded toward one of the many chains hanging from the ceiling, all of them with pulleys at the top. “Lock that chain to my collar. Do it so I have to stand on my toes.”

“But … you’ll choke.” It felt like Faith’s own collar got tighter just by thinking about it.

Inari smiled. A warm, genuine smile. She suddenly looked even more attractive than before. “I know. Do it.”

Faith stared at Inari. It was a side of her that she had not seen before. Inari had been professional and distant since Faith’s arrival, but the stoic facade had broken to reveal a woman who was truly enjoying herself. Faith picked up the chain and clipped it to the front of Inari’s collar.

“Pull it tight.”

The words echoed in Faith’s mind as she pulled the other end of the chain. The collar moved to the back of Inari’s neck as the chain tightened, and Inari soon had to stand on her toes to prevent her from hanging from her neck. Faith reluctantly fastened the chain to a hook on a pillar nearby and returned to Inari. It was fascinating to look at her mentor, who could not move her body an inch due to being on her toes. Inari looked beautiful and helpless, despite her cool demeanor. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, and she was biting her lower lip.

“I … I don’t understand,” Faith said and placed a hand on Inari’s shoulder. “How is this pleasurable?”

Inari smiled. “It just is. I can’t move, can’t do anything. You could hurt me, humiliate me, or just leave me here. You don’t want to do any of that. But you could.” She closed her eyes. “There is a deep sense of pleasure in not having to think, in knowing what is expected of me, and in being forced to obey. I … I have never been a fan of the pain, but this … this I love.”

Inari seemed to escape into a different world for a moment. Faith could see the veins on Inari’s neck strain against the skin, and she struggled to understand how this could ever be construed as anything other than torture. But Inari’s explanations had at least awoken her curiosity, and there was a raw beauty to seeing Inari helpless like this. Art had always been a huge part of Faith’s life, and this … this was art.

“Should I … release you?”

“Not much of a domme, are you?” Inari said with a grin. “If you’re not going to finger me, then you might as well.”

“I … what?” Faith felt sheepish and rubbed her neck. “I’ll … I will … do you want me to?”

“When I’m restrained like this? Yes, I do.” Inari chuckled at Faith’s confused expression. “I’m just using you as a masturbatory aid, Faith.” She rattled her shackles. “I can’t do it myself right now, can I?” Inari groaned as she momentarily lost her footing and choked hard, but she recovered quickly. “Look, you learn to have a very relaxed relationship with sex here. You have to. You hear those two girls going at it in that alcove? They’re likely just friends helping each other relieve some pressure.”

Faith could feel the blood rush to her cheeks. “Alright … I guess.” She took a deep breath and approached Inari, pulling her skirt down. A red lace thong appeared underneath the uniform, and a wet stain was clearly visible on the thin fabric. Faith slipped a finger underneath the thong, and Inari let out an appreciative moan as Faith’s finger slipped inside her. “Damn, you are wet.”

“I am.” Despite her predicament, it felt like Inari was still very much in charge. “What are you going to do about it?”

Faith had been with a few girls, but she was still fairly inexperienced. She did, however, know when she had the upper hand. “I think I’ll start by gagging you.”

Inari smiled. “That’s more like it.”

Faith found a bright red ballgag nearby. She pushed it inside Inari’s mouth and tightened the strap. Forcing her mouth open like that choked Inari harder, and the beautiful girl let out a drawn-out moan as the first drop of drool started moving slowly down her chin.

Okay, this is kind of hot, Faith thought to herself. She was tempted to spank the exposed asscheeks, but she remembered what Inari had said about not liking pain, and Faith was not about to piss her mentor off. Not yet, at least. Instead, she pulled down the soaked thong and slipped a finger inside Inari’s pussy. The girl moaned and looked at Faith, clearly begging for more.

Faith was not about to disappoint her mentor. She slid in another finger, and soon after a third. Inari’s pussy was dripping, and it did not take Faith many minutes to find the right spots. Inari’s moans grew louder, and Faith felt the rush of being in control. She leaned in close, letting her lips barely touch Inari’s earlobe. “I’m going to make you come.”

“Mmmmmhmmm …” Inari fought against her restraints, but Faith did not get the impression that she wanted to be let out.

Faith got on her knees and began licking and sucking Inari’s clit while she used her fingers to stimulate her pussy. Inari was soon trembling, and Faith could tell that her mentor was close to an orgasm. She began moving her fingers faster and faster until the older girl was a quivering mess. When she came, it was loud enough for the two girls in the alcove to stick their heads out.

“Well done, first-year!” one of them shouted with a smile before the two disappeared again.

Faith was still licking Inari’s sweet juices off her fingers when she unhooked the chain and allowed the fourth-year to relax and get off her toes. Inari was covered in a thin layer of sweat, and her cheeks were flushed. Faith removed the gag and took a step back to enjoy the results of her work.

“Thank you,” Inari said, her voice slightly raspy. “I needed that. Now unlock my shackles.”

Faith briefly considered leaving Inari chained for a bit, but the look in the shackled student’s eyes when Faith moved too slowly was enough to change her mind. Inari took the key from Faith’s hand after she had unlocked one of the cuffs and locked the shackles back on in front.

“Ah, that feels good. I think I’m going to keep these on until bedtime.” She looked at Faith. “You have some skill when it comes to pleasing other women. It’s not your first time, I take it?”

Faith shook her head. “No, I’ve been with a few. Now what?”

“Now I’ve met my obligations for today and managed to sneak an orgasm out of it,” Inari said and adjusted her collar. Faith noticed that the choking had left deep red grooves at the edges of the chunky collar. “Thanks again. I’ll see you around.”

Faith could only stare as Inari left her behind. She was not sure how to feel about their session, but she had at least not hated the experience, and the taste of Inari’s pussy still lingered on her tongue. She licked her lips and looked around the room, suddenly more interested in the world of restraints and bondage than before, even if her mind still fought the idea of enjoying being restrained. She picked up a pair of handcuffs and played with the locks for a while before putting them down again. She would have plenty of time to experience being cuffed again, and she needed to figure out her feelings before that.

She heard a loud groan and a whimper from the nearby alcove and smiled. No harm in watching, right?


Chapter 5

Summer turned into fall, and the woods surrounding the academy were a sea of orange, red, and brown. The students were busy with their classes, and Faith had managed to get through the first few months of her time at Ravenstone without causing any further trouble. She could feel the tension building in her chest every morning when she had to put on her uniform, and the bondage classes still caused her a great deal of anxiety, but the extra sessions with Inari had helped.

Inari. The girl was an enigma to Faith. There had been no sexual play between them since that first session, only a few brief meetings where Inari had bound Faith’s hands and helped her through some breathing exercises to adjust to the experience. Inari remained somewhat cold and distanced, yet Faith could not help but be drawn to the girl.

Faith woke in her uncomfortable bed and yawned. The restraints being assigned to the students for the night were getting more severe, and she had to fight the urge to pee while she waited for the electronic padlocks keeping her hands and feet shackled to the four corners of her bed to unlock.

Another dream about Inari. It was getting a little frustrating. The locks clicked open, releasing her, but the image of Inari was still vivid and present in her mind. Instead of getting up and retrieving the key to her shackles from the box, Faith closed her eyes and slipped a hand between her legs. Her moans were loud and echoed throughout the dormitory, but she could not care less if the other students overheard her. Pleasuring herself had become a regular occurrence since she started at the academy, and she was not the only one. Masturbation was an art form in Ravenstone, and Faith could often hear girls moaning and screaming in pleasure in the middle of the night. If the restraints allowed them to touch themselves, of course.

After she had released some of the tension, Faith unlocked her cuffs and got dressed. It was their day off, and she had already agreed to go into town with Piper to shop. Faith had still not ventured outside the academy since first arriving, but she had saved up enough of her stipend now, and she was aching for new clothes and maybe a poster or two to spice up the drab cell. They were allowed to wear their own clothes when leaving the academy grounds, but their collar had to be visible at all times.

“You look great, why are you still staring at the mirror?” Piper appeared behind Faith and brushed a speckle of dust off Faith’s shoulder. “What’s the matter?”

Faith sighed. “Nothing … I … I appreciate you lending me your clothes, but I’m not sure it’s my style.”

“Then buy some that are,” Piper said with a grin and kissed Faith playfully on the cheek. “Pink suits you. I bet you always wore black before coming here.”

“That’s not … yeah.”

Faith was grateful. Having to wear a collar into town was bad enough, she did not need to draw even further attention to herself by wearing the school uniform. She had kept the uniform’s black skirt on and exchanged the knee-high socks for a pair of tights, also lent to her by Piper. The pink sweater was a bit too cute, but at least she did not look like a Ravenstone student.

Apart from the collar. If anything, the slim steel ring stood out even more. She did not notice it much during the day anymore, but she did now.

“Do you have a pair of shoes I can borrow too?”

“Of course.” Piper put on a pair of hoop earrings and began applying a bright red nail polish. “Bottom drawer. I didn’t manage to bring many, but you might find something you like.”

Faith picked out a pair of black Converse and put them on, relieved to finally wear something else than the Oxfords. She sat down on the bed in Piper’s cell and looked at the posters and family pictures on the wall. The sight of Piper and her family in matching holiday sweaters reminded her of what she had lost, though it was amusing to see such an idyllic image when the mother’s collar was clearly visible.

“What’s with all the makeup, Piper?” Faith said and laid down on the bed. “Are you hoping to meet someone?”

Piper blushed. “I don’t know … there’s a university nearby, lot of cute boys there. You never know.”

“And you think one of them would date a slave?”

Piper put on a large silver bracelet and shrugged. “Maybe. Aren’t most men looking for a submissive woman?” She stepped into a pair of white sneakers. “Maybe I just want to try to have a cock inside me before I graduate.”

“Piper!” Faith laughed. She was not used to hearing that sort of language from her shy friend.

“Hey, I’ve heard you masturbating in your bed, and you already managed to have sex with both Vaine and Inari. I get to talk dirty.”

“You make it sound like I’m living the wild life.”

Piper smiled. “You are, at least compared to me. Let’s go.”

The two girls left the tiny cell and continued down the narrow corridor. The weekend was always busy at the dorm, students were not allowed to go home, so the common room was buzzing with activity. A few girls were playing video games on the big screen, cheering loudly, while the sound of whiplashes, screams, and moans could be heard from the half-open door to the playroom. A few girls were doing homework, practicing various knots.

“Have a nice day, Brie,” Faith said and let her fingers grace the naked third-year’s exposed breast.

Brie let out a frustrated moan, unable to speak due to the bit gag in her mouth. She had bet a few of the other third-years that she could withstand twelve hours shackled with her hands above her head without asking to be released, but most of the dorm had spent the morning licking her nipples and rubbing her clit, keeping her on edge, and the graceful brunette was now so horny that her juices trickled down her thighs. She pulled at the shackles holding her, but she still did not beg for release.

“Just eight more hours to go,” Piper laughed and kissed Brienne on top of the gag before she left the dorm with Faith.

The generous midday sun bathed the castle in light as they stepped outside. The vast waters of the lake shimmered without a crease, and the fresh air was invigorating. Faith closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Apart from a few walks in the woods and gardens, her world had been small for the last few months, and she looked forward to leaving the academy for a bit. But leaving also carried with it a sense of anxiety, an anxiety that only grew as they got on the bus with several other students and headed down the winding roads. Ravenstone Academy was only an hour away from the large city of Fenwich, where Faith grew up, but the small town of Ravenstone itself was the only place outside of the academy grounds where the students were allowed to go.

Ravenstone was just as old as the castle, and it was easy to see that the town was used to having the academy nearby. Most people greeted the girls politely when they entered stores, but Faith noticed that a few of the people she passed on the street stared at her collar and shook their heads. One older lady even called Piper and Faith ‘whores’ as she walked by.

“Just ignore them,” Piper said, though she was visibly affected by the old woman’s derogatory comment.

Faith touched her collar. She did not feel like a slave, yet she could not escape her affiliation with the academy. “Couldn’t we just go … without the collar?”

“Eve checks everyone leaving the grounds, there are cameras at all exits, and we can only unlock them in the playroom.” Piper shrugged. “I don’t mind it. Just see it as a bold fashion accessory.”

“Like the bangle?” Faith nodded at Piper’s wrist.

“Feels like I’m shackled. I love it.” Piper stopped outside a large clothes store. “Let’s go in here and get you some clothes. I’m not sure they have a department with all black.”

“Fuck you,” Faith said with a grin and pushed Piper inside.

It felt like it had been a lifetime since Faith had gone clothes shopping, and even though she only ended up with the basics like jeans, a few T-shirts, hoodies, and sweaters, it was a welcome return to normalcy, even if it was only temporary. She even found the money to buy a pair of black Ked sneakers.

“Is there a shop that sells art supplies in town?” Faith asked when they had paid for the clothes and exited the store. “I’d love to get back into drawing, I get bored in my cell at night.”

“Sure, over there. I didn’t know you were the creative type?”

Faith sighed. “I was. I wanted to study art history, but then … you know.”

“No, I don’t.” Piper opened the door to the store for Faith. “When are you going to tell me.”

“I don’t know. It’s embarrassing, I … wait, is that Inari?”

The shop was busy, and Inari was standing in line near the register, looking annoyed, just like she often did when she had to mentor Faith. The uniform had been replaced by a tight-fitting crop top with ample cleavage, a pair of skinny jeans, and brown knee-high boots with a fairly tall heel. Her platinum blonde hair had grown a lot since the start of the year and was tied in a short ponytail. Even in the mundane environment of an art supply store, Inari stood out and drew glances from everyone, especially a group of high school boys who had a difficult time hiding their excitement about the presence of a Ravenstone student. Faith could not help but share in their fascination; Inari looked amazing, and she wore the wide steel collar she often wore outside school hours with confidence.

To Faith’s surprise, Inari’s face lit up when she saw them. “Oh, hey girls! Didn’t think I’d find you in a store like this.”

Piper snickered. “Oh, you’d never find me in here. I never graduated past stick figures.”

“I’m looking for crayons and paper,” Faith said and wrestled her gaze away from Inari to look for the items. “What are you getting?”

“Watercolors. It helps me relax.” Inari smiled at Faith, a smile with a hint of warmth that made Inari even more beautiful in Faith’s eyes. She placed her items on the counter. “I’d love to see your drawings sometime.”

“I’ll hold you to that.”

“Oh fuck,” Piper said and stared at the clock on the wall of the store. “The bus is leaving soon. Faith, you better hurry up, Inari and I will tell the driver to wait for you.”

Faith hurried out of the store and down the street with her supplies in a bag. The bus was her only chance for a ride back, and the grumpy driver was not going to wait for long, no matter how annoyingly insistent Piper could be. But as she passed a narrow alleyway, someone grabbed her and pulled her into the shadows.

“Hey! What the hell? AAAAH!” Faith cried out when someone punched her in the stomach. She struggled to focus in the confusion, but a familiar, unwelcome face soon came into view.

“I’m afraid you’re going to miss the bus, whore,” Aliyah said with a grin. Her eyes looked intense and almost manic.

“You ca- MMMMH!” Faith’s cries were muffled when Aaliyah pushed a large ballgag into her mouth and tightened the strap around her head. Faith could not see who was holding her, but she guessed it was the two girls she always saw following Aaliyah around.

“There’s no escape, little one,” Aaliyah said with a sinister grin. “Since I don’t wear my shackles here, I am quite fast - and strong. That’s what happens when you carry that much steel around every day.”

They pushed Faith up against a steel pole and pulled her hands behind it, handcuffing them. Faith pulled and tore at the steel restraints, but they were too tight to escape.

“I’ve seen how you look at Inari,” Alliyah said and kissed the panicking Faith on top of the gag. “Falling for her was a bad idea, and now - here you are. I’m sure you’ll be expelled for missing curfew. We have a bus to catch, and the driver needs to know that we told you to hurry and you ignored us.”

Faith screamed into the gag as the three girls ran out of the alley.

This is not happening.

The familiar nausea that always came along with the helplessness Faith felt when she was handcuffed materialized, and she had to focus to prevent herself from having a panic attack. She closed her eyes and used the breathing exercises that Inari had taught her, but they were little use.

Come on, Faith, stay calm, she told herself and looked around to get her bearings. The pole was placed close to a wall, and when she looked up, she noticed that it was only a few meters tall. Faith took a deep breath and placed one foot on the wall, pushing against it, then the other. She had strong legs after years of athletics, and she soon began moving slowly up the wall, using her cuffed hands to hold onto the pole. It was painful, the sharp steel scraped against the pole and dug into her wrists, but she eventually made it to the top.

The landing was not elegant, however. Without the ability to use her hands, she landed on her hip and shoulder. A sharp pain traveled through her body and caused her to groan, but she did not break any bones. She got on her feet and stumbled out of the alley. It was getting dark, and she knew that the bus had already left. An elderly couple walked by at that moment, and Faith begged them with her eyes and whimpering moans.

“Fuck off,” the man said and got in between his wife and Faith. “Keep your perverted games to yourself, slave scum. Don’t make us part of it.”

Faith felt her heart sink as she watched them hurry along. She did not have time for this. For a moment, she considered going into one of the nearby stores to get help, but she was not sure she would fare any better. The people of Ravenstone knew what the academy was about, and they had no reason to believe that Faith was not cuffed and gagged as part of her training. Being polite when a Ravenstone student wants to buy your goods is one thing, this was different.

Fuck. I’ll have to walk back.

It was a brutal experience. The handcuffs were a little too tight, the gag too big, and her jaw ached before she had even gotten out of the town. The narrow, winding road leading to the castle was quiet, and as the dusk turned into darkness, a bright moon shone the way for the weary, sore slavegirl. Her shoulder and hip were still aching from the fall, and Piper’s pink sweater was no longer enough to shield her from the cold.

Faith had no idea what time it was when she finally saw the lights from the castle, but she knew that she had at least missed dinner and the curfew. All students were now locked in their dorms, and Eve would have noticed her absence by now.

Were they going to throw her out? What did that even mean? Every time someone had mentioned it, it had been framed as a fate worse than death, and Faith could feel her stomach churn when she saw three dark figures standing just inside the main gate. She recognized Mistress Vaine and Master Orden, another of the teachers who primarily taught the older students, but it took her a few moments to remember where she had seen the other man standing there.

Shit. It’s Headmaster Wilkins.

“Is that her?” the headmaster said with a scowl when Faith approached the three. The moon made his bald head shine, and he did not seem in any way pleased to be there.

Vaine nodded. “Yes. This is Faith Tilly, the …”

“Criminal,” Wilkins said and smirked. “Ungag her. Let her explain herself.”

Vaine removed the ballgag, and Faith had to open and close her mouth a few times before she could talk. “Please … can you remove the handcuffs?” She looked at Vaine with a pained expression.

“Leave them on for now,” the headmaster said when Vaine reached out to unlock the restraints. “I have a feeling she’s going to be keeping them on. You’ve been caught outside your dorm after curfew. Can you give me one good reason why I shouldn’t expel you right now?”

“It was Aaliyah.” Faith’s voice was filled with the anger that had only grown during her long trek. “She and two others pulled me into an alley and cuffed me to get me expelled, I …”

“Nonsense,” Master Orden said and rolled his eyes.

“I’m not lying!” Faith looked to Vaine. “Please, Mistress! You have to believe me!”

Vaine rubbed the back of her neck, and for the first time since Faith had met her, she seemed indecisive. “Sir, Tilly … she’s trying her best. Aaliyah has been known to …”

“Aaliyah wouldn’t do something like this,” Master Orden said. He glanced at Faith, and for a moment, his frown disappeared. “But expelling the girl might be a bit too harsh.”

The headmaster sighed and rubbed his temples. “Fine. But she needs to be punished.” He looked at Vaine. “Can’t you just … leave her in one of the cages outside for the night? I have tickets for the opera.”

Vaine nodded. “Of course, Sir.” She looked at Faith. “Come with me. I’m afraid you’ll have to suffer a night of exposure, Tilly.”

Faith opened her mouth, but she was too exhausted and in too much pain to argue. The handcuffs had left deep welts around her wrists, and her entire body ached. “Yes, Mistress,” she said quietly and followed the teacher to one of the small gardens placed in between the large buildings. A steel cage was placed in the corner of the garden, easy to miss among the foliage. Faith knew that there were other cages, visible from the dorms and dining hall, and she appreciated the subtle gesture of goodwill from Vaine.

“Get in, Tilly. I’ll get you a blanket, but it’ll still be a rough night.” She shook her head when Faith opened her mouth to speak. “No. The cuffs stay on.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress, but …”

“Shut up. Just … don’t walk alone next time you’re in town, okay?”

When Faith was let out the next morning and taken to her dorm, she was beyond exhausted. The common room was busy as it always was at that time of day, and every one of her coven sisters turned to look when she entered.

“Faith! Thank God!” Piper ran towards Faith and embraced her but jumped back when Faith let out a groan of pain. “You look horrible! What happened?”

Faith glanced at Inari, who also seemed relieved to see her. “It was Aaliyah. But I can fill you in later, I need a shower and a nap before class.” She looked down at the dirty sweater. It had been torn when she fell in the alley. “I’m sorry I ruined your sweater, Piper.”

Piper wiped away a tear of joy. “I’m just glad you’re still here.”

Inari smiled at Faith when Piper left to find Faith some food. “I’m glad you’re okay, Faith.” A twinge of pain darkened the pretty face for a moment. “And I’m sorry you got caught up in this. Aaliyah and I … don’t get along.”

“No shit.” Faith sat down in a nearby chair and felt the tiredness roll over her. “Someday you’ll have to explain why.”

“I will. But not now, you need to rest.” Inari placed her hand on Faith’s shoulder. “I’ll see you later.”


Chapter 6

Aaliyah kept her distance after the events in Ravenstone, and despite an intense desire for revenge, Faith eventually decided to let the episode go for now and focus on her studies. Walking for hours in handcuffs had only made her phobia of bondage worse, and she struggled during those classes, despite Inari’s best efforts to help. She liked Mistress Samara, she was an amazing teacher, but despite her best efforts, she always left the class depressed and anxious.

And today’s class looked to be an especially tough one.

“Wow, would you look at that,” Piper said when they entered the large classroom. Samara sat at her desk at the far end of the room, which was not unusual, but she did not usually have a naked slavegirl suspended above it in what looked like very intricate rope bondage.

“This is going to suck,” Faith groaned, though she could not look away from the tied-up girl. She was one of the slaves who Faith had seen numerous times around the academy, either cleaning the halls or serving food at dinner. Her eyes were closed, and a peaceful smile lingered on her lips. The thought of being in the slavegirl’s place terrified Faith, but there was something beautiful and artistic about the way the rope embraced her body.

“Welcome, students,” Samara said and stood up from her desk. She caressed the slavegirl’s cheek and received a grateful sigh in return. “To finish our string of classes on rope bondage, I figured we’d try something quite advanced today. We usually wait until the second semester to introduce suspensions like this one, but you’ve done very well so far.” She walked out into the room, her heels echoing between the walls. “But that is not all. I think it’s time to challenge you in other ways as well. The first challenge is that you’ll be paired up with a student from a different coven than your own.”

A collective sigh of frustration could be heard from all the students. Faith noticed Imogen rolling her eyes so much that she wondered if they would escape back into the girl’s skull.

“The second challenge … is a secret for now.” Samara grabbed a bowl of small paper slips from the desk and walked over to Piper. “The Andromedans get to pick the name of a Persephone sister out of the bowl.”

Piper’s hand shook as she opened the innocent-looking paper. “June.” She smiled, and so did the freckle-faced girl who joined her.

Faith was next. “Im… Imogen.”

A few of the Sephos began giggling, but Imogen was not amused.

“Mistress, I am not teaming up with her!”

Samara’s kind face hardened. “Yes, you are.”

“But …”

“Now, Imogen. I don’t have time for your whining.” She crossed her arms and stared the young girl down. “Don’t challenge me.”

Imogen sulked and walked over to Faith. “Fine.”

“If it’s any consolation, I’m not happy about it either,” Faith whispered and got a groan in return.

“Good. Now, listen up,” Samara said and returned to her desk. She stroked the slavegirl’s naked breast, and the girl let out an appreciative whimper. “The Persephone students will be tying up the Andromedans today.”

Imogen’s sour face mildened into a grim smile as she looked at Faith, who did not share the amusement. This was a faithful recreation of one of her recurring nightmares.

Samara gently lowered the slavegirl onto her desk and gestured for all the students to stand around the table. “As you can see, you start by doing the box-tie harness we practiced last week, then pull the ankles to the thighs in a frogtie. When you’re done with that, I will show you how to turn it into a full suspension.” Samara smiled at the students, and the kind, emerald eyes lingered on Faith for a moment. “Today, the suspended girl will be naked. Get started.”

“Well? Strip for me, Andro,” Imogen said when the two had returned to their place on the matted floor. “I hope you have enough core strength to keep from falling, I don’t want to drop you.”

Faith took off her blouse and her skirt. “I’ll be fine, but you better tie the knots well. Don’t let your resentment get in the way of your technique.”

“I’ll never compromise on technique.” Imogen grabbed a bundle of rope from the nearby basket and began looping it around Faith’s wrists. “I may think you’re an annoying troublemaker who doesn’t deserve to be here, but I’m not about to sacrifice my grades for another student. Any student.”

“Gee, you make it sound like you’re going easy on me.” Faith flinched as Imogen began tightening the ropes. Being naked in front of everyone was not new, the class involving a cold chain harness sprang to mind, but having Imogen being the one restraining her instead of Piper made it more unpleasant.

At first.

“I hate to admit it, but you’re pretty good at this,” Faith mumbled when Imogen finished the box tie and helped Faith down onto her stomach.

“I’m not good at this, Andro,” Imogen said. “I’m the best at this. Just like I’m the best in Discipline, Domestic Service, and all our other classes.” She began tying Faith’s ankles to her thighs, and for the first time, Faith did not feel the usual panic creeping in. Maybe it was the artistic dimension to the tie that was different, but it felt … good, somehow. She tried to recall the ways Inari had explained her attraction to bondage, tried to embrace the helplessness.

“You’re lucky you picked me to tie you,” Imogen said. “At least you know how to lie fucking still, that somewhat lessens the burden of your company.”

Faith tried to shut out Imogen’s snarky insults and focus on the helplessness. She could not escape if she wanted to. She did not want Imogen to have any sort of power over her, but it still felt liberating in a way. When Samara finally showed them how to attach more ropes to the tie and use the metal rings hanging from the ceiling to raise the tied-up person into the air, Faith felt a rush of adrenaline as her body left the ground. Imogen had masterfully managed to spread out the attachment points in a way that ensured that circulation was not cut off.

“How does it feel?” Imogen asked as she circled Faith, checking her knots to ensure that everything was in order.

Faith closed her eyes and smiled. “It feels pretty good.” She could hear Imogen let out a sigh of relief.

“Masterfully done, Imogen,” Samara said when she came to inspect the tie. “The harness is solid, and you’ve efficiently distributed the weight. Your knots are a thing of beauty.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” Imogen smiled, a rare thing for her.

Samara leaned down to face Faith. “Are you alright, Faith?”

“I am, Samara.” Faith smiled. “It feels good.”

“Imogen is a skilled student. Embrace it. Remember this feeling, hopefully you can transfer it to your future experiences.” Samara stood up and clapped to get the class’ attention. “And now for the final challenge. The final knot, so to speak. You will pleasure the restrained person and attempt to make them come.”

“WHAT?” Imogen stared at the teacher in disbelief, as did most of the students.

Samara smiled. “You are from different covens, meaning that you don’t know each other well. It’s good practice for next year’s courses. Most of you have never pleased a woman before, and it’s something you’ll have to learn. Get started, students. That’s an order.”

Imogen and Faith exchanged looks.

“Fuck.”

“Fuck.”

Imogen bit her lower lip. “I … I guess we’ll just have to get it over with.”

Faith took a deep breath. “I guess.” She was not sure why, but the prospect of being forced to orgasm by Imogen made her feel even more helpless.

Imogen rubbed the back of her neck. “I’ve … never been with a woman.” She blushed, seemingly embarrassed to admit a shortcoming.

“You’ve masturbated, right?” Faith said. It felt odd to have this conversation, made more awkward by Faith’s predicament.

Imogen nodded. “Of course.”

“Then just … do that.” Faith pulled at the ropes holding her, but there was no give. “It’s not like I can run away. Try to relax, it’s just practice, Imogen.”

The room soon filled with moans and whimpers, but also a few whelps and cries of surprise. Faith could see a blissful smile on a tied-up Piper nearby; it seemed June knew what she was doing.

Imogen was hesitant when her fingers first graced Faith’s inner thighs, and Faith had to bite her lip to prevent herself from instructing the girl. But the fingers soon moved to her pussy, and Faith felt a jolt of pleasure as Imogen began massaging her clit.

“Oh fuck!” Faith cried out and pulled at her restraints. The helplessness was intense, and Imogen’s hand on her wet pussy was only adding to the sensation. Her body felt relaxed, and the tightness of the rope somehow made her more sensitive to Imogen’s touch. Faith was not used to this, but it was not bad.

Imogen seemed to gain confidence as Faith began moaning, and her fingers soon found their way inside Faith’s pussy. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Imogen mumbled as she began moving her fingers in and out of the tied-up girl, exploring the warm, wet hole.

Faith could not reply, her mind was filled with a mix of anxiety and excitement. For once, the helplessness did not cause a panic attack. Her entire body was focused on the pleasure.

She was not the only one. She had expected Imogen to be too embarrassed to make her come, but the pretty blonde seemed determined to prove herself, and as she began stimulating Faith’s clit and G-spot at the same time, Faith could feel the arousal building within her.

“Don’t be afraid to use your tongues,” Samara said as she walked past Imogen and Faith. “This is a perfect position for a little cunnilingus.”

“No, thank you,” Imogen said quickly. “This seems to be working, and I’m not licking that thing.”

Samara shrugged and moved on to the other students, but the damage had already been done. Faith could not stop imagining Imogen’s tongue inside her. The thought alone sent her over the edge, and she began convulsing violently, her body fighting against the tight rope. She forgot that others were watching. She forgot where she was. She even forgot her contempt for Imogen. All she knew was the pleasure and the helplessness. She screamed and thrashed, causing a few of the others to stop what they were doing to watch.

She was still trembling when Imogen removed her fingers.

“Are you alright?” Imogen smelled her fingers briefly and frowned.

Faith looked at her. “I … I am. Thank you. That was …”

“Awesome? Yes, I know, Andro. It was me.” Imogen grinned. “That orgasm is sure to give me a good grade in this class.”

For the first time since coming to the school, Faith was disappointed when the class was over, and the ropes were removed from her body. She felt a strange void when she could move her limbs again, and she was grateful to be able to slip into her Oxfords and uniform and disappear in the masses for once. Samara’s words about finding enjoyment in bondage rang in her head for hours after the class, and she was relieved that Piper spent more time during their lunch gushing about June’s fingerwork instead of asking Faith how the class had been for her.

Maybe I can find something to like in all this after all, Faith thought while she poked her meatloaf.


Chapter 7

The experience in Bondage Class was life-altering. Faith’s body still fought her every night when Eve instructed her on how to restrain herself for the night, and despite her best efforts, she did not always find pleasure in being bound, but now that she knew it was possible, it did not bother her as much. Her mood was also helped by the pleasure she found in her art, and her cell was soon filled with beautiful drawings of her coven sisters, a few of them depicting the girls experimenting in the playroom.

“You’re good,” a voice sounded from the door to her cell when Faith was hanging up a recently finished drawing of Piper in a pillory. Inari strode into the cell and threw herself on Faith’s bed. “It’s a shame you have to become a slave.”

Faith sighed. “Yeah, this is not the life I had imagined. Maybe someone wants a slave who can draw.”

“Maybe.”

Faith looked at Inari. The two had not interacted much since the events in town, but Faith got the impression that Inari had not come to discuss it. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

Inari snorted. “Pleasure … yeah, we’ll see about that. Mistress Vaine backed me into a corner and told me to give you … a tour.”

“You don’t sound too pleased about it,” Faith said and sat down on the uncomfortable wooden chair next to the desk. “Am I such miserable company?”

Inari smiled. “No, you’re not. I’m sorry if I’ve been a bit … distant. It’s … complicated.”

“Is it about Aaliyah?”

“In a way.” Inari got up from the bed. “Maybe it’s time to tell you, but we might as well do it while I show you the darker parts of the castle.”

“The darker parts?” Faith’s insides froze. “What kind of tour is this?”

Inari rubbed her arm. “The headmaster is apparently not too fond of you, looking for an excuse to expel you after a few people from town complained about you running around there gagged and cuffed.” Inari held up a finger to stop the protest that was about to come from Faith. “I know what happened, I believe you. But Vaine wants me to show you what happens to students who misbehave. You’ve been punished a few times already, but trust me, you haven’t seen anything yet.”

Inari led Faith to a part of the castle she had never been to, near the staff quarters. It looked like any other door in the old buildings, but there was a small screen next to it. The moment Inari and Faith stepped closer, Eve’s blue face appeared on the screen.

“This is a restricted area,” she said in a monotone voice.

“Inari Lee and Faith Tilly, here with permission from Mistress Vaine,” Inari responded.

Eve paused for a moment. “Yes, that seems to check out. I’ll unlock the door for you. You’ll have to be out again in an hour if you don’t want to be locked in.”

Inari groaned. “Trust me, I have no desire to stay longer than necessary.”

The door swung open and the girls walked down a set of winding stairs before reaching a dark corridor. Inari flicked a switch, turning on rows of reddish lights. Faith gasped. They were in an old dungeon, with cells with steel bars on either side of the corridor. But these cells were not like the ones the students lived in. They were barren, with shackles and other tools of bondage hanging from the walls. Several of the cells had wooden stocks, and some seemed to lead to a large grate above a hole in the ground. Faith shivered and looked at Inari.

“What is this place?” she whispered. “I thought you said it was for punishing students. Is this where I would have been put if the headmaster had expelled me?”

Inari seemed to shiver. “No. They say that is far worse. This place is used for students who still have a chance at graduating.”

The two girls walked through the dimly lit dungeon. It soon opened up into a set of large rooms, stocked full of torture equipment, most of it more severe than anything Faith had seen in the dorm playroom.

“Look up,” Inari said.

Faith did, and she gasped when she saw a girl hanging upside down above them, her ankles locked to either side of a spreader bar with leather cuffs. A heavy weight had been attached to her collar with a chain, and she struggled to breathe. Her skin was bruised by what seemed to have been a brutal whipping, and her hands were shackled behind her back. A drop of drool escaped her large ballgag and landed on Faith’s shoulder. She begged them for release with her pained eyes.

“It’s Jenna, a Cass,” Inari said with a sigh. “I heard she had an affair with one of the male teachers. No idea how long she’ll have to hang like that.”

Faith forced her gaze away from Jenna and shivered. “That … is cruel. Why haven’t we been told about this place?”

Inari shrugged. “I think the headmaster likes having the presence of the dungeons spread as rumors. Makes it more ominous.”

“You sound like you’ve been here before?”

Inari nodded. “I … acted out during my first year. Ended up in a dark hole here for a few weeks. Put me straight.” They walked past more rooms but did not see any more students. Faith felt sick to her stomach at the thought of how much pain and suffering had been endured in the dungeons through the years. She wanted a distraction, something else to think about. “You promised to tell me about you and Aaliyah?”

Inari took a deep breath and stopped. “We dated shortly after she came to Ravenstone last year.” She let her hand run down a rusty chain with a pair of shackles at the end. “She was kinky, wild … untamed. But she was intense in other ways as well, and it became too much for me. I broke it off. Found someone else.” Inari’s eyes glistened in the muted lights. “Aaliyah beat her bad enough for her to end up in the hospital. And now she’s got into her head that you’re trying to be with me as well, hence her harassment.”

Faith felt her skin tingle and weighed her words. “What if … she’s not completely wrong?”

Inari smiled. “I know she’s not. I just … I’m not sure it’s a good id-”

Faith pulled Inari close and kissed her. For a brief moment, Inari pulled away, but then her resistance faded, and Faith felt a warmth spread within her when Inari’s tongue touched hers. They were lost in each other, a kiss that went on and on. It felt like coming home, a feeling of belonging that was a stark contrast to the cold dungeon.

“I still think it’s a bad idea,” Inari said with a sigh and kissed Faith again. “But I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you for a while now. I tried to keep my distance but … here we are.”

Faith wrapped her arms around Inari’s neck. “Here we are. What are you going to do about it?”

Inari bit her lower lip. “I’m going to be the one doing the restraining this time.” She grabbed Faith’s hand and led her deeper into the dungeon. Butterflies hatched in Faith’s stomach just from holding hands with Inari, but they were both distracted a moment later when a loud, piercing scream echoed through the dungeon.

“What the fuck was that?” Faith whispered.

Inari shrugged. “A student being tortured, of course.” She looked at Faith. “Let’s sneak in and find out. Then I’ll shackle and fuck you. Hard.”

“Can’t say no to that.” The thought of being restrained did not worry Faith in the slightest now. She just wanted to be with Inari at any cost.

The two snuck down the dark corridor from where they had heard the scream. They were not prepared for what they saw. Faith’s eyes widened when she saw Aaliyah, naked, wearing the brutal shackles she always wore. She was bent over a table while Master Orden swung a knotted whip at her back while he fucked her. Aaliyah screamed and begged for him to stop, but he just fucked her harder. Inari gestured for Faith to follow her, and the two snuck away again before Orden or Alliyah had time to notice them.

“Was that … a punishment?” Faith scratched her neck, struggling to shake the brutality of what she had just witnessed. Her punishments suddenly seemed light and inconsequential.

“Not sure. Aaliyah is a masochist and Orden is certainly a sadist, they might both enjoy it, but … relationships between teachers and students are strictly forbidden, so I doubt that is what’s going on.” She looked back down the dark corridor that still echoed with Aaliyah’s desperate screams. “In the end, it’s none of our business.” She smiled and pulled Faith in for another warm, passionate kiss. “Forget them. Or don’t, whatever turns you on.”

Faith could feel herself getting wet just by being close to Inari. The dungeon terrified her, but in Inari’s company, it now seemed like a place of possibilities. “I’m yours. Do with me as you want.”

“I want to restrain you. Are you okay with that?”

Faith nodded. “It doesn’t seem so bad when it’s with you. And I’ve had some … interesting experiences that have changed my perspective. I’ll be fine.”

“Good. I’d hate to have to go easy on you.” Inari pushed Faith into one of the many torture rooms and looked around. “So many options, so little time.” She looked at her watch and frowned. “This will have to be quick.”

The two began undressing each other. Faith was aching to touch every inch of Inari’s soft skin, to kiss her, to get to know her in ways that had been denied her since they met. She was not disappointed. Inari’s breasts were small and firm, and her nipples were already hard when Faith began caressing them. She let out a soft moan and kissed Faith again, her fingers exploring between Faith’s legs.

Inari pushed Faith onto a nearby table, made from old wooden planks. Cast-iron shackles were mounted to the corners, and Faith did not fight when Inari locked her ankles and wrists in those. The position was uncomfortable, and Faith had to arch her back to keep it from aching. There was no art to this, it was simply done to keep her in place. But the crudeness of it all had its own appeal, and Faith’s arousal only increased when Inari crawled onto the table and sat astride Faith. Her wet pussy was directly above Faith’s face, and Faith felt a rush of excitement when the smell of the wet, warm flesh graced her nose.

But there was something else as well. The scent of leather, of sweat, of the dungeon itself. The mix of these scents had an intoxicating effect on Faith, and she moaned loudly when Inari pushed her pussy toward Faith’s face. Faith began kissing and licking Inari’s labia and inner thighs, slowly working her way to her clit. Inari moaned when Faith’s tongue eventually found what it was looking for.

“Fuck, Faith …” Inari whispered. “Don’t stop. Please don’t … ever … stop.”

Faith had no plans to do so. This was a dream come true. She pulled at the crude steel restraints, but they held firm. Inari was in control here, and Faith embraced it, enjoying every whimper and moan from the older girl.

But Inari had no intention of only being on the receiving end. She pushed her body forward, her knees resting on either side of Faith’s head. Her face was now above Faith’s pussy, and Faith gasped when Inari began mirroring Faith’s own actions, kissing and licking Faith’s wet lips and clit. Inari was skilled at this, and Faith’s body soon trembled under the intense stimulation.

The two girls became one on the creaky, old table. It had witnessed unfathomable misery, but now this time. Faith could not hold on for long, and when she came, she cried out, her voice muffled by Inari’s pussy. Inari seemed to have anticipated this and kept the pressure on Faith’s clit.

“I … please stop!” Faith cried out when the intensity of her orgasm became too much to bear. She had never felt like this before. The pleasure was overwhelming, and it scared her to some extent that she seemed to get off much harder when she was shackled like this.

Inari paused for a moment. “Trust me.” She resumed her oral assault on Faith’s clit, and despite her protests, Faith loved every second of it. It was beyond her control, and that excited her. Her second orgasm was even better than the first, and when Inari finally stopped and climbed down from Faith after she had been brought to a loud climax herself, the shackled girl was completely spent.

“That was … awesome,” she said and giggled. Her entire body tingled, and she felt like she was floating. Part of her just wanted to remain on the table, remain under Inari’s complete control.

“You look good like this.” Inari let her soft finger run across Faith’s trembling body. “I … I’ve been with other students before, Faith.” Her expression became serious. “This … this feels different.” She unlocked Faith’s shackles and helped her to sit on the edge of the table.

“In a bad way?”

Inari shook her head. “Quite the contrary. I … really like you Faith.” She kissed Faith and smiled. “You’ve grown on me.”


Chapter 8

They had decided to keep their relationship secret for the first few months. Inari did not want to put Faith in danger by antagonizing Aaliyah further, but the two still managed to find plenty of opportunities to explore each other’s bodies, helped by Inari’s official status as Faith’s mentor. It gave them access to classrooms at times when students were expected to be doing extracurricular activities like sports, crafts, and the like. It was a time of pure bliss, a time that lasted until a day in February.

Piper strode into Faith’s cell on a drizzly, boring Saturday while Faith was reading a book in bed. “You’re fucking Inari.” Piper’s eyes stared at Faith, and her mouth was but a line on the doll-like face. She had taken to wearing light leg cuffs and long-chain handcuffs, which prevented her from placing her hands on her hips like she had seemingly intended.

Faith dropped the book. “What? How did … I’m not … did you see us?”

“Ha! So you ARE fucking her!” Piper sat down on the bed, and her face lit up with barely contained curiosity. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“First of all … how the fuck did you know?”

Piper shrugged. “You’ve been in a good mood for a while now, you’re often distracted when I talk to you, and even though your academic prowess has increased, your need for mentoring has skyrocketed.” She poked her temple with her finger and smiled. “I’m not as stupid as I look … or sound … or behave most of the time.”

Faith chuckled. “I’m sorry, I’ve been wanting to tell you, it’s just … things are good, okay? I don’t want to ruin it by making it public.”

“Relationships between students are not forbidden, Faith.” Piper’s expression became serious. “Is it because Inari doesn’t want me telling you that this is a horrible idea?”

Faith pulled her knees up to her chest. “Why? I’m in love, Piper. I’ve never felt this way before.”

“Exactly.” Piper took the book and hit Faith over the head with it. The chains to her cuffs echoed in the small cell. “Have you thought this through at all?”

Faith shrugged. “That’s not really my thing.”

“What’s going to happen when Inari graduates, Faith? Have you two even discussed that?”

“I’m sure we’ll … I will …” Faith paused. She had thought about it a few times, but she had always pushed the uncomfortable question aside. The moments she had with Inari were so precious, she did not want to sully them with unpleasant questions. “Maybe she can come and …”

“Once we graduate, that’s it. Unless the Ravenstone administration buys her themselves, she is gone. Forever.” Piper moved over and sat next to Faith, resting her head on her friend’s shoulder. “I just don’t want you to get hurt, Faith. Or do something stupid, which is kind of your thing.”

The interaction with Piper lingered, festering in Faith’s mind like a virus. Inari was in the library when Faith found her. She had a few books spread across the table and was intensely focused on her studies. She looked up when Faith sat down opposite her.

“Good book?”

Inari sighed and put the book away. “Boring book. They all are. But I have a real shot at graduating as the top student, and I can’t blow it.” She leaned in over the table and kissed Faith when she had checked that no one was watching. “Why the surprise visit? Aren’t we supposed to meet later?”

Faith fiddled with one of the pages of a dusty book on the table. “Inari … we’ve never talked about … the future.”

Inari frowned. “The future? What do you mean?”

“Your graduation, what does it mean for … us?”

Inari shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s not important. We’re together now, that’s what matters, isn’t it?”

Faith bit her lip. “I suppose, it’s just … we’re slaves. I have no say in what happens to me after graduation. You might have more agency as a top student, but … I don’t want to be separated from you.”

“Faith, I … I love you, but … you need to understand that there is nothing we can do about it. We just need to … enjoy the time we have.”

Faith could feel her chest tighten. “So you’re not going to attempt to stay at Ravenstone?”

Inari leaned back in her chair and stared at her shackled hands. She always wore shackles on weekends. “Faith … Ravenstone is a … dead end.” The words came slowly and with much consideration. “I …”

Faith struggled to breathe. Tears welled up in her eyes, and at that moment, she felt more vulnerable and exposed than ever before. Even more than any time she had been restrained or tied up. “Inari … I can’t keep doing this if I know I’ll lose you come graduation. I … I need some time to think.” She got up and ran out of the library. Her heart begged her to turn back, but she was painfully aware that Inari had not tried to stop her, and it drove her to keep running. She stormed through the castle until her legs finally gave way beneath her and she collapsed to the floor crying.

Fuck this place.

“Faith? What happened?”

Faith looked up to see Samara’s kind face. It was rare to see a teacher on their days off, and it felt weird to see the elegant woman in anything but a skirt and shirt. She wore a pair of black leather pants and a loose-fitting, blue T-shirt as well as black pumps. It was a fierce look along with her steel collar and the heavy silver bangles on her wrists.

“I … it’s a long story. What are you doing here?”

Samara smiled. “I live here.” She nodded toward a door nearby. “The free masters and mistresses live in small houses between here and the town, but we slave staffers have our own cells in this part of the castle.” She helped Faith to her feet and wiped a tear away from Faith’s face. “I rarely see students in this part of the castle.”

“I just … I wasn’t really paying attention to where I was going.”

Samara placed a comforting hand on Faith’s shoulder. “This reeks of heartbreak. Come, I’ll put the kettle on, you can tell me all about it.

Faith was still so upset that she did not even notice where Samara was taking her until she stood in a medium-sized room with a window with steel bars in front of it. Samara’s cell was bigger than the ones that Faith and the other students lived in, and she had a small bathroom with a shower attached to it. The cell was otherwise similar to the others, but it was a bit more personalized with some pictures and mementos. It was still a cell, however, even if the steel-barred door had been exchanged for a solid steel one for privacy.

“Do you have a curfew too?” Faith asked as she accepted the warm cup of tea Samara had just made using a small hotplate in the corner.

Samara nodded. “Most days, yes. I can ask for permission from Headmaster Wilkins to come in later or even travel, though.” She sat down on a small sofa in the corner and gestured for Faith to join her. “Eve is not forcing me into bondage at night, however.”

“So the shackles on the bed are …”

“Something I just happened to feel like.” Samara let her fingers run through her wavy red hair. “Now tell me what happened.”

Faith told Samara about the relationship with Inari and what happened in the library. She saw no reason not to; Samara had always had this air of honest curiosity and genuine concern about her that Faith found very appealing. She inquired more about Samara’s position at the school, hoping desperately to find a solution to Inari leaving.

Samara leaned back and let her slender fingers run up and down the side of her mug. “It’s not that easy, Faith. I wish I could tell you that it was the solution to all your problems, but the positions at the school for a graduate are … not glamorous. You’ve seen the slavegirls around the school. Those of us who teach do so after years of experience as slaves outside the academy. Inari is excelling in every subject, even the ones she obviously hates. The top students get to actually make demands of the ones bidding on her at the final auction.”

“I know! I just …” Faith rubbed her face. “I can’t lose her.”

“You won’t. You will have the memory, and that is a precious gift.” Samara gestured at the wall of mementos. “For a slave, memories are often all we get to keep, the only thing that is truly ours.” She placed the mug on a small table. “Let me help take your mind off it. Follow me.”

Faith finished her tea and followed Samara out of her cozy cell. She had not noticed it on the way in, but the slave wing of the castle did not look very different from the Andromeda dorm, apart from the fact that the slave teachers had bigger cells. It looked like the normal slave staff lived in cells much like Faith’s. It was odd seeing the girls who cleaned the hallways and served students food in casual clothing, chatting in the common area, and they smiled and greeted Faith as the two walked past. A lovely smell wafted from the kitchen they shared, and the laughter told Faith that the life of a slave did not have to be pure misery.

“I’m taking Faith into the playroom,” Samara said when they met Mistress Gwendoline, the yoga teacher, at the far end of the common room.

“Of course.” Gwendoline smiled at Faith. Despite her age, she was vibrant and energetic, always looking like she could burst into song and dance at a moment’s notice. “Want me to join?”

Samara shook her head and laughed. “Not today, Gwen. But I’m looking forward to our Sunday session as always.”

They have a playroom?

It was not as large as the one in the Andromeda coven, but it was far less messy - the coven sisters tended to just leave the shackles, chains, and rope lying around when they were done. Samara closed the door and led Faith to a large bed in one of the alcoves. The headboard and foot of the bed had multiple attachment points of restraints, and a pillory was built into the far end, but it was still a comfortable place to be.

“Ehm …” Faith suddenly felt very insecure. “I didn’t think … relationships between teachers and students were allowed.”

Samara laughed. “My dear Ms. Tilly, is that what you think this is?” She caressed Faith’s cheek. “This is counseling. Being a teacher here brings with it a wide array of responsibilities. You’re heartbroken and sad. I want to help you forget that for a moment. And yes, we’re going to have sex.”

Faith’s stomach tied itself into a knot. Did she want to have sex with Mistress Samara? She was pretty much the most beautiful woman she had ever seen, carrying herself with both confidence and kindness, but with a submissiveness after years of being a slave that humbled her and made her approachable. She was perfect.

But so was Inari, in her own way.

“This is what we do here,” Samara said and removed her T-shirt. No bra was needed to keep the firm, round breasts under control, and Faith ached to touch them. “You’re not cheating on Inari if that is what you’re worried about. You’re obeying a direct command from your teacher.” She took off her leather pants and the red lace thong underneath. “I’m telling you to do what I say.”

Faith blushed at the sight of the marvelous curves laid bare in front of her. “If you say so, Mistress.”

“I do. I’m going to show you how slaves have sex. This doesn’t have to be about top or bottom, about domme and slave. No one needs to be in control. Let go of it, embrace the chaos, and follow your instincts.”

Faith could not help but gasp when Samara began undressing her. Samara did not have any of the urgency Faith was used to when being undressed by Inari, she took her time and savored the moment. Faith felt a tingle of pleasure when Samara removed her bra and saw her naked chest. It was not an intense, overpowering desire, it was more like a deep, constant heat. Samara’s eyes lingered on Faith’s exposed skin, and it was clear that she was appreciating the sight in a way that was more than merely sexual.

“On the bed,” Samara whispered. “Let me show you what it means to be a slave.”

Samara retrieved a long chain, a wide steel collar not unlike the one she always wore, and two sets of steel shackles. She locked the collar onto Faith’s neck after removing the narrow one and shackled them both. Faith had never tried anything like it, she and Inari usually took turns being in bondage, but it made a weird kind of sense as Samara connected their collars with the long chain.

“Just give in.” Samara pulled the collar chain to bring Faith closer and kissed her gently. This was not a kiss between lovers, but more of a ritual, a sharing of energy. Faith felt her heart pound and her body tingle when Samara pressed against her. Her lips were soft, her breasts smooth and firm against Faith’s. “Follow my lead, and don’t worry, just let go.”

Samara pushed Faith onto the bed and joined her, kissing her passionately, and letting her fingers explore the young girl’s body. Faith gasped when the cold steel of Samara’s shackles touched her skin. The teacher’s movements were slow and deliberate, not the desperate gropes and squeezes of a horny teenager. She was a woman who knew the power of her own body and used it to the fullest. There was no rush, no worry that this moment might be the last.

Faith was lost in the moment. It felt like she was floating, carried only by her desire and Samara’s skill. She wanted to reciprocate, but her fingers felt clumsy in comparison. It did not prevent Samara from moaning loudly, however. She had no trouble expressing how much she enjoyed the girl’s touch.

“I love your body,” Samara whispered. “So firm, so … innocent.” She licked the part of Faith’s neck that was not covered by the collar and turned her around onto her knees, pressing her face into the pillow and forcing her hands above her head. “The collar is a symbol of our submission, of our position. But it is also a valuable tool.” She pulled the chain tight, lifting Faith’s head off the pillow, choking her while the deft fingers found their way inside Faith’s pussy. The pleasure and lack of air combined in an intoxicating mix that had Faith whimper and moan.

Samara did not hold her like that for long, but she repeated the process several times. Faith was soon lost in a haze of arousal, and the lack of oxygen only seemed to heighten the sensation of the skilled fingers pleasuring her. She could feel Samara’s soft body pressing against her and was vaguely aware that the woman was using her other hand to pleasure herself whenever the chain connecting her shackles allowed for it.

Faith had rarely felt this comfortable with a person. Samara was older, more experienced, and every time Faith touched her or licked her, she adapted immediately. She knew exactly how to get the most out of any given position, and she was not shy about letting her pleasure be known. It was contagious, and Faith soon began pushing back, thrusting her pussy into Samara’s fingers, and the two women moaned in unison.

Samara made sure that Faith came first. It was not a brutal, loud, or violent orgasm like many of the ones she had experienced with Inari. Instead, it felt like her entire body was vibrating, and her pussy throbbed and pulsed as Samara continued to massage her clit and push her fingers deep into the warm hole.

“Fuuuuuuuuuuck,” she gasped and trembled. She was in a state of pure bliss, and she did not protest when Samara unlocked the collar chain and grabbed a set of ankle shackles from a nearby table. She locked them onto Faith’s ankles before moving Faith’s shackles behind her back. Soon, Faith laid on the bed, helpless in a strict metal hogtie.

She usually hated hogties. Samara had made the students hogtie each other a few times, but she did not mind it as much now, not even when Samara took the chain connected to Faith’s collar and locked it to the other restraints as well. It meant that Faith could barely move without choking.

“This … is intense.”

Samara smiled and sat down at the end of the bed with her legs spread, slowly massaging her clit as she watched Faith’s struggle. “I always enjoy being restrained like that after an orgasm. Accept that you’re helpless. You’ve got nowhere to go, nothing to do but embrace the subtle vibrations in your body, the aftermath of the orgasm.”

Faith closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Samara was right. Her body still tingled, and the tight restraints made her feel safe and comfortable. She was acutely aware that she could not move much without choking, but it just meant that she could apply gentle pressure to her neck whenever she wanted.

“Is the masturbation part of the counseling, Mistress?” Faith asked with a smile.

Samara laughed. “No. That’s because it’s technically my day off, and I do enjoy a beautiful vista when I touch myself.”


Chapter 9

The sensual afternoon in Samara’s competent embrace succeeded in soothing Faith’s mind, but only temporarily. The following month was such a stark contrast to the previous ones as Faith’s broken heart refused to mend itself. She still had to see Inari in the coven common room, but neither of them approached the other, and Faith began spending more and more time in her cell to avoid the awkward, painful run-ins with Inari. Faith often caught herself looking forward to the end of the school year, to the big auction that capped off the semester for the senior students. After that, Inari would be gone, and she could hopefully begin focusing on other things again.

At least she had Piper, who bent over backward to try and cheer her best friend up. Faith appreciated the effort, but it was as if a cloud constantly hung over her mind, preventing any ray of sunshine from breaking through.

“I’m not sure I’m in the mood for this, Piper,” Faith groaned when Piper dragged her into the playroom and toward a crude-looking bondage chair in the corner. It was made from old wood, with an opening on the seat for various dildos or tools of torture.

“Pleeeease,” Piper begged and pouted. “I’ve wanted to put someone in this thing for ages. It won’t be long, I promise!”

“I’m happy to lock you in it. And leave.”

Piper rolled her eyes. “You’re a funny girl, Faith Tilly.”

Faith reluctantly sat down in the uncomfortable chair. “This makes no sense.” She flinched when the heavy steel bands on the armrests clicked shut over her wrists, fixing her to the chair. Piper did the same with her neck and ankles. “I’m not even naked, the least you could do was finger me. Why the sudden interest in putting me in this?”

Piper took a step back and smiled. “Because you’re going to be furious at me when I tell you why, and I don’t want to be punched. Secondly, because she asked me to.”

Inari appeared from behind a nearby cage. “Thanks, Piper. I owe you one.”

“You owe me a best friend if this goes badly, Inari,” Piper sighed. “You’re lucky I’m a hopeless romantic.”

Faith struggled to figure out what she was feeling at the sight of Inari, but she knew that she was pissed at Piper, so she chose to focus on that. “Piper, I’m going to …”

“See? I’m going to leave before I hear the end of that sentence.” Piper ran out of the playroom, leaving Faith helplessly restrained in front of Inari, who had never looked better.

“I just want to talk,” Inari said with an apologetic smile. “And I didn’t want you to … run away.”

“Maybe I don’t want to talk.”

“Then just listen.” Inari smiled. “I was a fool, Faith. I’m so sorry I never discussed the future with you, I think I was just … afraid.” She walked closer to Faith and rested her hand on Faith’s arm. It was the first time they had touched in over a month, and it made Faith’s skin tingle. “Afraid that I might lose you. I thought that if I just focused on the time we have together, I would not have to face the fact that we will be apart come summer.”

Faith sighed. “So why are you here now?”

Inari let her fingers run up Faith’s arm, up across her uniform until they reached her collar. “Because I want you. I haven’t slept in a month. I’ve never felt this way before.”

Faith struggled to not give in and just forgive everything. The problems had not been solved. “Nothing has changed, Inari. We’ll still be torn apart soon.”

“I know!” Inari closed her eyes and sighed. “But I … I want all of you until then. Officially. Publically. And I’ll ask the headmaster to … buy me.”

Faith’s heart exploded with joy. “You want to stay?”

“I’ll try. But there are no guarantees.”

Faith smiled. “Trying is good enough. It was all I needed.” She fought against the ruthless restraints, aching to embrace Inari. “Samara told me that memories are the only things that are truly ours. Even if we’re separated …”

“… at least we’ll have the memories to keep us warm.” Inari straddled the chair and kissed Faith. There was an intensity to it that had been absent during their last meeting, a vulnerability that had been buried. Faith kissed her back, feeling her body tingle at the sensation of Inari’s lips on hers. “We’ll make every day count, Faith.”

“Are you going to release me now?”

Inari smiled. “Fuck no.”

Everything changed. Being able to walk hand in hand with Inari through the castle, being able to kiss passionately in the gardens when the spring turned to summer, being able to spend the days off in each other’s cells, it was all pure ecstasy. Faith forgave Piper, although she did trick the poor girl into the chair at a later date and left her for a few hours. But despite it all, Faith could never ignore the fact that her relationship with Inari had an expiration date. The Headmaster would not rule out buying Inari, she was a great student, but he refused to promise anything, and as Piper annoyingly pointed out, even if they succeeded, they could not be sure that Faith herself would be allowed to stay when her turn came to stand on the podium to be bid on.

But the constantly ticking clock also made every touch and kiss shared by the two lovers all the more intense. Time flew by, and before they knew it, the fateful day had arrived.

“I’ve never seen so many suits in my life,” Faith said and sighed. She was sitting in an alcove next to a massive window with Inari, staring at the limousines and other expensive cars that were arriving. To Faith’s surprise, not everyone seemed to be filthy rich, but as Inari explained it, there was always someone looking to take the less desirable students off the academy’s hands. Some were sleazy, suspicious types that made Faith’s skin crawl, but others were simply small companies that could use a slave to do menial work; a one-time investment in a young girl could be a smarter move than paying someone a monthly wage.

“I can’t believe that these people get to decide how the rest of my life pans out,” Inari said and squeezed Faith’s hand tightly. “And I have no say in it.”

“You have a little say. You’re graduating with high honors, with the highest marks ever at Ravenstone.” Faith tried to swallow the lump in her throat, but it remained. She knew what Inari’s impressive accomplishments meant for their chances. “If you don’t get to stay here, you’ll likely live out the rest of your life in luxury.”

“As a slave.”

“As a slave.” Faith smiled. “You chose to be here.”

Inari rubbed the bridge of her nose. “I know, I know … but I didn’t expect to fall in love with a rebellious, sarcastic first-year, alright?” She shook her head with a sigh. “This is all so messed up. In one hour, I have to be in the main hall, dressed to impress. And that’s it. I either get to move into a cell in the staff wing or I leave in one of those cars.”

“One hour, you say …”

Inari gave Faith a stern look. “I need to shower, put on makeup … and … fuck it.” She looked at the clock on the nearby wall. “But I’ll have to be the top. I can’t have any marks on my body.”

The two ran to the Andromeda coven, past the many fourth-years getting ready for the most important night of their lives. The sisters from the other years helped them get ready, but Faith barely noticed them as Inari dragged her to the playroom.

“Inari, one hour!” one of the other fourth-years yelled as they flew past.

“I know!”

They both knew the playroom like the back of their hand by now. After they had stopped hiding their love, the other coven sisters had gotten used to seeing the two experimenting with the various restraints and devices. Faith had finally grown to love bondage, and she ached to feel Inari. All of her. The two undressed quickly, but Inari stopped Faith when she was about to head toward a bed in one of the alcoves.

“No. I … I want to hurt you first. A lot.”

Faith stared at her lover. “What? Why?”

“It might be the last time we get to do this. Ever.” Inari’s eyes were wet, but she still managed to smile. “I want to show you how much I love you by making you bleed. I want to mark you. Then I’ll fuck you senseless.”

“You always had a way with words,” Faith said with a grin. “And I love you too, Inari Lee.”

Inari wasted no time. She quickly locked Faith’s wrists in a set of shackles attached to a chain that hung from a hook in the ceiling. She then grabbed a wide leather strap from the wall and began whipping Faith with it. There was nothing sensual or gentle about it. It hurt, but Inari’s expression, a mix of anger, passion, love, and regret, told more than words ever could. This was a cleansing ritual for both of them.

The leather strap left marks and welts across Faith’s body, and Inari showed no sign of stopping, not even when Faith cried out in pain. But despite it, Faith did not want her to stop. The punishment did not feel wrong to her, it felt like Inari was letting all of her frustrations out in a way that they had both come to enjoy, and she could not help but moan loudly as the leather struck her again and again.

It was not a surprise when Inari eventually picked up one of the many canes in the playroom and continued to strike Faith with it. She had been caned before, and she knew that she could handle it. The thin, flexible bamboo canes stung far worse than the strap, and the tears flowed down Faith’s cheeks. She cried out in pain at every stroke, especially when small drops of blood began flying through the air.

“MORE!” she cried. She wanted to bear the marks of their relationship for as long as possible. She wanted scars to remember Inari by, if this was to be their last time together. Inari did not disappoint her, and when she finally threw the broken cane away, Faith’s body was covered in thin red lines, most of them bleeding, and some of them forming small, beautiful patterns that looked like intricate tattoos. The welts and bruises from the strap were still visible, and the pain was excruciating, but Faith still ached for more.

Her body burned for Inari, and when Inari unlocked her restraints from the chain and led her to one of the beds, the first touch was far more intense than ever before. It was as if she healed Faith’s wound as her fingers slowly traveled across her broken body.

No words were spoken. They lay down on the silken sheets and became whole, their hands gently caressing the other’s slit and clit. Faith felt clumsy with her shackled hands, but Inari’s responsive moans and whimpers warmed her heart. Despite the pain from the beating, she managed to roll Inari over and straddle her. She was no expert on cunnilingus, but she had learned from the best, and Inari was quick to orgasm from Faith’s tongue, fingers, and lips.

Inari replied in kind. She shackled Faith’s hands to the headboard and gagged her using a rubber bit gag. She pushed her body close to Faith’s while her fingers rubbed the helpless slavegirl to a loud, violent climax. Faith screamed into the gag and squirmed as the sensation of her lover’s fingers threatened to drive her crazy. Inari did not stop, however. Even though they were running out of time, she continued to finger Faith until her body ached and she was begging for Inari to stop, even though her pleas were muffled by the gag. She was exhausted, and her body felt like it had been used by a dozen women.

“I love you, Faith,” Inari said and gently kissed Faith’s lower lip.

“Mmmh?” Something was off. Faith could feel it.

Tears began streaming from Inari’s eyes. “I … I can’t have you be there. At the auction. One of us is going to do something rash or stupid if you are, I know it.” She stood up and wiped a tear away. “If I get to stay, I’ll come release you as soon as it’s done. If not … I’ll make sure someone else does. Take care of yourself, my love.”

“MMMMMMH!” Faith pulled at the shackles, but even though the bed creaked and complained, she could not get free. She cried as she watched Inari leave, beautiful and radiant as a goddess. The door closed, and a sudden, crushing silence followed.

She screamed, even though she knew that the door to the playroom was soundproof.

She hated Inari for doing this, yet she understood. She knew she was right.

Hours passed. The longest hours in Faith’s life. When she finally heard the door open, her heart pounded in her chest. She heard footsteps, the sound of heels on stone.

Her fragile heart burst into a thousand pieces when Piper appeared, accompanied by Mistress Vaine.

“Oh, Faith!” Piper said and rushed to embrace the weary slavegirl. She removed the gag. “I’m so sorry …”

“She’s gone, isn’t she?” Faith wanted to cry, but her body had no more tears. She knew they would come later, though.

Vaine nodded. “She told us you were here. The auction … people went nuts. We’ve never seen bids this high before, The Headmaster could not resist a payday like that. Nor should he, to be honest.” She sat down on the edge of the bed and smiled at Faith. “She’s going to an amazing owner, Faith. Inari will have a good life.”

“Without me.”

“Such is the life of a slave.” Vaine glanced at the many bruises on Faith’s body. “I see Inari said goodbye in her own way.”

Faith smiled. “It seemed fitting. Still is.” Her mind could not comprehend that Inari was truly gone, but she was glad that she was not alone at least.

Vaine stood up and looked at Piper, who was caressing Faith’s cheek with tears in her eyes. “Piper, you’re a good friend, yes?”

“I’d like to think so,” Piper said.

“Wait a little before you release her. Help her forget, even if just for a bit.” Vaine checked her watch and sighed. “I have to go mingle with the guests that haven’t left yet. I’ll see you two tomorrow.”

Piper watched Vaine leave before lying down next to Faith. She was wearing a beautiful black dress and a pair of heavy handcuffs. It was a good look for her. “You should’ve seen her, Faith. Standing up there, teary-eyed, gorgeous in her red dress, her hands shackled … they could not resist her.”

Faith let out a long, drawn-out sigh. “I know how that feels.” She gasped when Piper’s soft fingers stroked her abdomen. “Piper … you don’t have to do this. You’re not a …”

“Lesbian? No. But I’m a good friend. And I’ve been practicing …”

“Oh … oh FUCK!” Yes. Yes, you have.

Faith closed her eyes and embraced the moment. She saw Inari’s smiling face as Piper turned her body into a mess of burning pain from the bruises and immense pleasure from her touch. At that moment, Faith knew she was going to be okay, even it was going to take time.

She still had three more years at Ravenstone, after all.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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Descent into Slavery

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

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

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

Taming the Tormentor

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

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

Love, Jessica
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