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Headmaster's Pet (Submission School New Adult BDSM, #3)

By the second morning I woke up at Mr. Black’s Institute for Bad Girls, I was starting to get the hang of life as a sub-in-training. I got up before Adrienne and showered in the communal shower at the end of the hall with the other subs-in-training on the third floor. Then, I put on my uniform, a plaid skirt and a button-down blouse in virginal white.

My finishing touch was to fasten my leather collar around my throat, which symbolized my status in the house as a novice, a.k.a. a little sister. Adrienne, my big sister, was assigned to mentor me.

The sixteen other girls filed down the stairs with me bringing up the rear, fresh-faced and ready for breakfast, which was served at eight o’clock sharp every morning. When I sat down in my seat at the long dining room table, I was hungry and also a little nervous.

I had a secret, and soon enough, the other sisters would find out what it was.

Ms. Hyland walked in just then. Her icy blonde hair was gathered into a French twist, pulling on the corners of her face and making her serious expression even more severe. She was dressed in her usual stylish attire, clearly demanding respect from the women Mr. Black had placed under her care.

When she came to stand at the end of the table, she looked directly at me.

At that moment, I got a very bad, bad feeling.

“I have an announcement to make, ladies,” she began. “Mr. Black has decided to train one of you himself.”

Immediately, everyone’s heads swiveled in my direction.

“Beginning tomorrow, Rose will be Mr. Black’s submissive to train,” Ms. Hyland explained needlessly.

Of course, all the girls knew that already. It was just last night that Mr. Black, in front of everyone, had invited me to join him for a private talk after dinner. I’d known it was something he never did, based on the looks on everybody’s faces when he asked me.

However...that wasn’t the secret I expected Ms. Hyland to reveal. It was still safe, but Ms. Hyland had singled me out in another way.

Now, it was clear to everyone that Mr. Black had a favorite, and that favorite was me. With one sentence, she’d demolished any chance I had at making friends.

The looks in everyone’s eyes ranged from mildly curious to downright murderous. Even Adrienne, who sat across from me, avoided staring me directly in the face, choosing to glare down at her plate instead. Natalie, the most senior sub-in-training, also turned away from me to stare hard at Ms. Hyland, as if she were waiting for her to burst out laughing and say, “Just kidding!”

As far as I knew, Adrienne and Natalie were the only other subs-in-training who knew my secret, which was that I was a virgin. Now, I wondered if they would guard it the same way.

Ms. Hyland loudly cleared her throat, drawing our attention back to her once more. “In other news, Mr. Black will be having another party this Saturday night.”

Suddenly, the entire table erupted in cheers, so abruptly that I jumped in my seat.

Ms. Hyland pressed her lips into a thin line and waited for everyone to quiet down before speaking again. “This is the first party to mark the fall season, and Mr. Black has requested a semi-formal masquerade theme. So, in addition to today’s afternoon outing, you will also be allowed an extra shopping excursion later this week.”

Confused, I could only study the other girls at the table to gauge their reactions. Judging by their gleeful faces, the news of a party and a shopping excursion was good news indeed. Ms. Hyland’s previous announcement of me becoming Mr. Black’s sub was all but forgotten.

Ms. Hyland closed her eyes and sighed deeply, allowing her shoulders to sink. “Okay. Now that that’s out of the way, let’s have breakfast.”

* * *

After breakfast, it was time for my last lesson with Adrienne and Natalie. Yesterday, they’d tied me to a St. Andrew’s cross, whipping my naked body as they quizzed me on various house rules. My reward for being a good girl had been an orgasm, delivered via vibrator.

This time, Adrienne led me into one of the many downstairs sitting rooms.

Already, my body was experiencing a strange mix of fear and excitement as I wondered what kind of pain—and pleasure—I would endure in today’s lesson. My skin was flushed under my uniform, and under my panties, my pussy was already tingling with trepidation.

Adrienne opened a door in a wide corridor and waved me through. Inside was a plush-carpeted room with floral-printed sofas and bookshelves lining the walls, their leather spines perfuming the air. It was a comfortable, inviting place, but I knew by then that a room at the Institute wasn’t just a room. There was a large cabinet pushed up against the opposite wall, and I had a feeling that this room’s secrets were contained inside.

“Take off your clothes,” Adrienne said immediately.

Her command didn’t surprise me. I was used to it by now. Still, my heartbeat accelerated just a little bit as I began unbuttoning my blouse. I tossed it to the floor and shed my skirt and undergarments, getting myself naked in less than one minute.

Just as I tossed my panties on top of the pile of clothes on the floor, there was a knock on the door.

“It’s me,” a muffled, female voice called from the other side. I recognized it as Natalie’s voice, and my heart gave an extra hard lurch in my chest.

Adrienne hurried to the door and held it open for Natalie, who walked in while pushing a stainless steel tea service cart in front of her.

Natalie wheeled the cart, laden with its porcelain tea set and tiered display of sandwich points, to the center of the room. Since Natalie had recently lost her own little sister, Ms. Hyland had temporarily tasked her with training me, too. At least, that was before Mr. Black decided he wanted me for himself.

It was a bewildering image. Adrienne and Natalie, two blonde women in uniforms meant for schoolgirls, and me, naked except for the collar around my neck, and a tea cart.

Adrienne saw me staring and pointed to the floor, the exact center of the room. “Get on your hands and knees right there.”

I walked to the center of the room and arranged myself as she said. I’d decided to wear my brown hair loose that morning, so it swung forward to drape around my face, blocking most of my view. My breasts hung heavily from my chest, like two sensitive, plump pendulums.

At least the floor is comfortable, I found myself thinking. My hands and knees sank into the soft carpeting, the woven threads filling the gaps between my fingers and toes.

“You’re going to be our table today, little sister,” Natalie began sharply. She padded across the carpet until she was standing beside me. All I could see were the rounded toes of her patent leather Mary Janes.

Then, one of those Mary Janes disappeared as Natalie lifted her foot. The next thing I knew, I felt the chunky heel of that shoe on my back, pressing down with enough force to make me almost lose my balance. I had to lock my elbows and thighs to keep from crashing to the floor.

“Make sure your back is level,” Natalie barked. She pressed down her shoe even harder.

My spine bent under the weight of her foot, and my limbs shook. Gritting my teeth, I fought to straighten out my back, vertebrae by vertebrae, until Natalie finally took her foot off of me.

Evidently pleased, she finally walked away, and I breathed a quiet sigh of relief.

As a big sister, Adrienne was firm but fair. Natalie, on the other hand, was generally impatient, and she always acted like training me was a huge chore.

Just that fact alone made her intimidating to me. 

Feeling helpless in my nakedness, I found myself wishing that it was only Adrienne training me today, and not Natalie.

Just one more lesson, I reminded myself. Just one more lesson before they hand me off to Mr. Black...

Somebody wheeled the tea cart closer and positioned it several inches behind me. I heard the clinking of teacups, plates, and the heavy pot being arranged on a metal tray. In the distance, the cabinet door was unlocked, opened, and closed as somebody else removed something from inside.

At that moment, I became deeply aware of my pussy, bare and exposed. I knew that Natalie and Adrienne were probably more interested in the cucumber sandwiches than my vulnerable, soft sex, but it didn’t make me feel any less helpless.

Natalie’s footsteps drew closer once more. This time, when she stopped beside me, I felt her lowering the heavy tray to my back.

“Careful,” Adrienne whispered.

I sank into the carpet just slightly as the tray was placed on me. Natalie stayed there for a few seconds, adjusting it until it was balanced correctly. Then, both big sisters backed away to sit down, each taking a couch for herself. The hot tea radiated through the ceramic teapot, heating the metal tray against my back.

“Perfect,” Adrienne said. “Now, Rose, don’t you dare move, or we’ll have to punish you. Capiche?”

Suddenly, I felt a soft touch stroking up the back of my left thigh. It was some sort of stiff leather rod. Without even looking, I knew that it was another riding crop, which was Adrienne’s favorite training tool. When it drew close to my inner thighs and my quivering pussy, I felt an enormous urge to stretch out on my stomach.

But it was an urge I was able to resist.

“Good girl,” Adrienne said. Then, she drew the crop away and placed it on the couch beside her, directing her next words to Natalie. “Cream or sugar?”

“Both. Thanks,” Natalie said.

I could feel the weight on the tray being shifted around as Adrienne poured the tea. Already, my neck felt stiff from holding my head in the same position, but I didn’t dare move.

Adrienne and
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