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Adult Topics:
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This e-book is
intended for mature readers only (18+) as it contains themes of a
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Witch Hill
College takes pride in its adherence to the old fashioned methods
of teaching. Strict discipline is the order of the day. After all,
a young lady of eighteen or nineteen needs discipline in her life
to allow her to fully embrace the ways of modern society and to
achieve a high level of success in life. The college’s board of
management uses this as a selling point—old ways are best, and so
forth—and there is certainly no shortage of traditional minded
parents who view the place as the ideal establishment to which to
send their daughters for higher education.

Although the
nuns of the adjoining Witch Hill Abbey do not serve an
active role when it comes to the teaching of academic subjects in
the college itself, they are, as spiritual benefactors,
occasionally invited to assist with the moral guidance of the
female students.

Sometimes, it
has to be said, they can become a bit overzealous in their
perceived duties.

 


* * *

 


“Smith!”
shouted Miss Healey. “Are you dozing again?”

Tina Smith
jumped awake. This was the second time she had nodded off in class
this morning. “No, Miss,” she stammered. “Eyestrain … I was just
resting my eyes.”

“I see. So
perhaps you might tell me what I have just been speaking
about?”

“Shakespeare,
Miss? Romeo and Juliette?”

“That was an
hour ago, Smith. I can’t think why you are so dozy today; you are
usually an attentive student. Anything you’d like to tell me?”

“No, Miss.
Sorry, Miss.”

“Perhaps a few
hours standing in the corner might help you to concentrate?”

Tina swallowed.
“No, Miss. I’m fine. Won’t happen again … genuinely.”

“It had better
not, girl.”

The fact was,
Tina Smith had been a very naughty young lady the previous night.
Completely against the college’s boarding rules, she had sneaked
out of her room after curfew to meet up with her friend Katy, and
hadn’t arrived back until after three in the morning. She had gone
to Katy’s house, where the two girls had gotten dressed up,
attended to each other’s hair and makeup, and had partaken of a
spritzer or two before heading to a nightclub in the nearby town.
Was it any wonder Tina was so sleepy in class this morning?

She smiled to
herself. Sod it, it had been a great night.

A week earlier,
she had celebrated her eighteenth birthday with her college friends
in the relative quiet of the establishment’s canteen, but under the
supervision of one or two of the teachers. It had been fun okay,
but she had wanted more: she’d wanted to let her hair down and
sample some of the normal activities that most of the non-boarders
got up to on weekends.

Having said
that, those particular girls tended to go out on Fridays or
Saturdays, and had no worries about having to be up and awake for
classes the following mornings. Unfortunately for Tina, she had
chosen to embark on her adventure on a Sunday night—Katy, for her
part, had no classes this morning—and now she was paying the
price.

Monday blues,
she thought. Screw it; it was worth it.

Class was
finishing up. She was just picking up her books to head to the next
lesson when Miss Healey called her aside.

“What time is
your last class this afternoon, Smith?”

“Two-thirty,
Miss. Geography.”

“Finished at
four?”

“Yes,
Miss.”

Miss Healey
nodded. “Very well. Reverend Mother Camilla has been in touch from
the abbey. She has asked that you attend her office as soon as you
are free. I will let her know you will be there by four-thirty. Do
not be late, girl.”

Tina went pale.
She had heard stories about the Reverend Mother, but they had been
so bizarre she’d imagined them to have been made up as a joke.

“Did she say
what she wanted, Miss Healey?”

“No, but I
imagine it might have something to do with your little trip last
night.”

Tina went from
pale to pale and weak-kneed. Oh my god! She knew! She knew all
along and she pretended she didn’t. Not only Miss Healey, but
seemingly the crazy nun knew as well.

“Oh come now,”
smirked the teacher. “You think we are fools here? We have
responsibilities to your parents, do we not, girl?”

“I … I didn’t
…,” began Tina, but Miss Healey cut her off.

“Silly girl.
Nothing goes unnoticed at Witch Hill College, my dear. After all,
we have a reputation to uphold, do we not?

 


* * *

 


Tina spent the
rest of the day in a state of anxiety. When four o’clock finally
arrived she realized she had absorbed nothing whatsoever of the
last class. Instead, her thoughts had been taken up by what might
lie ahead and how she might deal with it.

Luckily—to an
extent at least—she now didn’t have much time left to dwell on it.
As soon as the class finished, she made her way to her room and set
about quickly preparing herself. Her reflection in the mirror
revealed that most of her makeup from the previous night was still
pretty much intact; a minor miracle. She had not had time that
morning to wash it off as she had almost slept in, so she was now
faced with a choice of doing so now, which would cut deeply into
her time, or perform a minor touch-up. She opted for the
latter.

Her hair looked
alright too. A bit of fussing with her rake would suffice, then
some hairspray.

A thought
struck her: why the hell was she bothered? After all, it wasn’t as
if she was going somewhere special, like out on a date or to a
party, or suchlike. She was just heading to the office of some
silly nun to receive a dressing-down over something that was truly
none of the person’s business. Okay, so she had broken a rule. So
what? Get over it. It was hardly the end of the world.

She managed to
find some courage in that reasoning, and found herself calming down
considerably. Yes, she thought. That’s it. What’s the worst that
can happen anyway?

She arrived at
the abbey with a few minutes to spare. After all, the place was
only next door to the college itself, so she was hardly going to
get lost on the way there even if it was her first time visiting
it.

The building
itself was imposing in a gothic sort of way. The plain grey,
two-storey façade contained a number of arched windows, some with
decorative stained glass hiding what lay within. The main door was
an impressive dark oak, polished to a shine, and set back in an
arched porch. High up beneath the peaked roof, a community of
carved saints and gargoyles, seated nonchalantly on jutting stone
shelves, looked down upon her arrival with a distinct lack of
interest.

She rang the
bell, listening closely. No answer. Odd, she thought. Surely her
arrival would have been expected? She rang again. Still
nothing.

She stepped
back and looked at the frontage. There were no peeping faces at the
plain windows, no sign of silhouetted movement behind the opaque
ones, at least nothing she could make out. What now?

She checked her
watch. Four twenty-five. At least she couldn’t be accused of being
late.

Suddenly, she
noticed another entrance a bit to her left. It appeared to be a
narrow walkthrough; a sort of stone alleyway that ran right through
the building itself, presumably leading to its rear. A service
entrance of some kind, perhaps? Maybe that was where she was
supposed to go?

An ornate
iron-mesh gate was set back from the walkthrough’s entrance, and
Tina found this to be unlocked. It squeaked on its hinges as she
made her way through, startling her by its loudness in the confined
space. Oh well, she thought. I’ve come this far, I might as well
continue.

She made her
way along the dark passage, passing by a handful of small entrance
doors to the main building on her right and left, focussing instead
on the light and open space at the walkway’s opposite end.

At last she
exited into the sloping, mid-afternoon sunshine, the light
momentarily making her squint. As her vision cleared, she noted she
was not in fact at the rear of the abbey as she had expected, but
instead in a cobbled internal courtyard that was deceptively
spacious. She took in her surroundings, noting a number of wooden
posts, structures, and frames of no clear purpose to her left.
Three stout, full-sized crosses stood away to her right, clearly
the main features in the yard, but somewhat chilling in their
appearance.

Tina swallowed.
How gloomy, she thought. But of course, this was a religious
institution after all. Maybe the nuns just liked life-sized icons:
who was she to judge?

Still no sign
of life. She looked around for another door, one that looked as if
it might lead to the office she sought.

“Hello?” she
whispered. Then, gathering her composure, she said, “Hello? Is
there anyone here?” This time louder.

The answer came
from her right. It was more of an incoherent moan than an actual
answer, and it almost startled the living daylights out of her. She
turned, attempting to focus on the source, and her breath caught in
her throat. Her hands shot to her mouth, her eyes wide in
shock.

A figure was
mounted on the middle one of the three crosses; a girl. She was
naked except for a white wraparound garment covering her midriff.
Her arms were drawn out along the rough crosspiece, roped to the
wood at her elbows and wrists. Her legs were drawn back each side
of the upright, and her ankles were seemingly bound together to
something set into the post’s rear.

As Tina watched
in stunned fascination, the girl heaved herself up along the cross,
the muscles of her spread thighs standing out, her breasts pushing
forward as she fought to ease the strain on her arms.

“What time is
it?” she gasped, her entire body trembling.

Oh my god, oh
my god, thought Tina as she found herself backing away towards the
walkthrough.

“Four-thirty,
Sister Anne,” came a loud but emotionless voice from right behind
her. “Time to take you down.”

Tina turned in
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