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About This Book

Read about the exploits and goings-on in the naughty adults-only BDSM School, where doms and subs take sinful lessons in every discipline that BDSM has to offer.

Features books 1-4 of BDSM School, including: ‘First Day,’ ‘Flogged,’ ‘Pegged,’ and ‘Cuckolded.’
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“Stand here,” Mr. Brandish said, and he put a hand on Charlotte’s shoulder.

She turned to face the class and felt the scrutiny of their eyes on her.

“Did you bring the change of clothes that your booklet recommended,” Mr. Brandish asked.

“I did,” Charlotte said quietly.

“Good.”

Mr. Brandish took a grip of the neck of her tank-top and pulled it forcefully.  A tearing sound ripped through the class and Charlotte’s bra was exposed beneath, cupping her big tits.

“Mr. Brandish!” she gasped, attempting to cover her modesty.

The eyes of the onlookers widened and Charlotte felt a deep humiliation that wasn’t as unpleasant as she feared.

“I know,” Mr. Brandish said calmly, “you weren’t expecting that.  But how do you feel?”

Charlotte breathed deep and fast, her breasts rising and falling dramatically.  She felt as though she were amidst a class designed specifically for her own torment.

“I feel ... embarrassed,” Charlotte said.

Some of the room looked compassionate, while others looked outright thrilled.

“You needn’t be,” Mr. Brandish said.  “Everyone in this class will face the same treatment.  It just so happens that you are the first.”

At this Charlotte relaxed somewhat.  The notion that she was being targeted slowly stripped away.

“How else do you feel, Ms. Tricky?  Close your eyes if it helps.”

Charlotte slowly closed her eyes and focused.  She could smell the woody aftershave of her tutor beside her.  The piercing gaze of the onlookers no longer had its crippling effect.  Her brow furrowed and she searched deep inside.

“Exhilarated,” she said finally.

“Good!” Mr. Brandish rejoiced.  “Then we have discovered something, have we not?”

She opened her eyes anew and took a step towards her seat.  Mr. Brandish’s hand grabbed her bicep.

“I’m afraid we aren’t quite finished.”

She looked to him and then back at the class, reassuming her spot in front of them submissively.

“Take off your clothes,” Mr. Brandish said.

Charlotte looked to him with a pleading gaze.

“It’s alright,” he said.  “Here, I shall make you more comfortable.”

He took off his tweed blazer and set it over the back of his chair, then he unfastened his tie and started to pop open the front of his shirt one button at a time.

“Let it not be said that I don’t get my hands dirty,” Mr. Brandish said.

He pulled back his shirt to reveal a strap-work of leather that hugged tight to his muscled frame.  He looked to be around forty, and the leather seemed at odds with his otherwise gentlemanly, British demeanor.  

The more clothes he revealed the more of his outfit Charlotte saw.  She hoped her chin wasn’t hitting the floor as she stared and watched.  It wasn’t often she got to see such a classy, well put-together man like Mr. Brandish undress before her.

“I love this bit,” one of the class-members whispered.
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Charlotte had long wanted to channel her inner sexual feelings.  For a while now she’d understood that she wasn’t what you might call normal.  Sex to her was more of a formality than it was a pleasure, but then she’d only ever been with guys who’d treated her well. 

BDSM School was her chance for release and sexual discovery.  She’d enlisted after the advice of a close friend who—although they’d never done it themselves—had read an article about the program online.  These places littered the country, hiding in plain sight.  When school was out in the summer, the people who ran the operation would descend and occupy the place like it was their own, only now adults walked the halls and masters and mistresses gave the classes.  It was like nothing Charlotte had ever heard of.

After some research she’d enlisted and now, on the morning of her first day, she felt that old familiar feeling: her first day of school, all over again.

She’d barely slept.  The night before her mind had been awash with trepidations.  Would she make friends easily?  Would the ‘teachers’ be nice?  Where would she sit?

The sun shone brightly as she rolled into the parking lot of her former high-school.  It had been a decade since she’d last been there, but not much had changed.  The parking lot was busier, that was for sure.

Classes thankfully started at six in the evening and lasted until eleven.  It was like a night-school for the depraved, going on right under everyone’s noses.

She walked sheepishly through the lot, passing groups of people clad in leather and all kinds of get-ups.

Charlotte had simply worn a t-shirt and jean-shorts, not wanting to fully commit on the first day.  She had to be sure that the “anything goes” dress-code was legit, and not some God-awful prank intent on making a fool of her.  Looking at her fellow students she realized it really meant what it said.

Inside in the hall she found the locker that had been assigned to her.  She looked in it aimlessly, killing the time until the first lesson started at six.  Around her people laughed and chatted amidst the surreal scene.  She’d never seen so much latex in all of her life and something about the juxtaposition of it all happening in a high-school made it even more sinful.

“First time here, huh?” a voice said, and Charlotte turned from her locker to look in its direction.

A blond-haired woman in a black, leather cat-suit and matching masquerade mask stared at her.  The first thing that struck Charlotte was just how pretty she was.  The second was the riding-crop in her hand.

“How can you tell?” Charlotte joked.

“I’m Jezebel,” the lady said, extending a hand.  “Most people opt for some form of disguise around here, either in name or outfit.”

“Oh,” Charlotte said, and she suddenly realized that many of the students wore something to hide their identities.  “It better be my name then, I guess.”

“Any thoughts?” Jezebel asked, twisting her mouth in a grin.

Charlotte looked to the ceiling as she thought of a name on the spot.  “It’s so tricky.”

“Nice to meet you, Ms. Tricky,” Jezebel laughed.

Charlotte’s eyes widened and then she laughed too.  “Tricky it is,” she agreed.

“Nervous?”

“Yeah,” Charlotte said, letting out a deep breath to calm herself.  “First days are tough.”

“Tell me about it,” Jezebel said.  “My first day I peed my pants.”

“Really?!”

“Well, it was part of the class, but still ...”

“Oh,” Charlotte said.  She wondered just what she’d let herself in for.

“Who’s your first lesson?”

Charlotte pulled out a little book and flicked through it to today’s page.  “A Mr. Brandish,” she read.

“Talk about easing you in gently,” Jezebel laughed.

“What?  Is he bad?”

“Bad as in bad or bad as in good?”

“Uhm ...”

“What are you in to?” Jezebel asked.

“I ... I don’t know yet.”

Jezebel narrowed her eyes but then opened up again in a smile.  “Well, if there’s a place to find out it’s Mr. Brandish’s class!”

Charlotte fingered the corner of her schedule and looked awkwardly to Jezebel who held her gaze and smiled.

“I think you’re gonna fit in fine here,” Jezebel said.

Just then the bell sounded and everyone in the hall started to move.

“Enjoy your first night,” Jezebel said.

“I hope so,” Charlotte said nervously.  “Hey, where’s room 101?”

“Take a left down the hall there and it’s on your right,” Jezebel said.

Charlotte waved a thank-you and then watched Jezebel turn and strut away, paying particular attention to that shapely, delicious-looking ass of hers and the glossy leather than covered it.

Charlotte took her book-bag and walked briskly down the hall, following the instructions that Jezebel had given her.

She peered through the little window of the door of room 101 and saw it already filled with people.  At the front of the class stood a mature, mustachioed gentleman in a tweed suit, looking fresh out of Jane Eyre.

Charlotte pushed inside and felt the eyes in the room turn to her.  The classes involved a mix of each year, so among the inexperienced there sat an anonymous slew of veterans that could be fairly easily picked out.  There were only a few in the class who had dressed anything like Charlotte.

“A little late for your first class, Ms ...?” Mr. Brandish said.

“I’m Ch ... Tricky,” Charlotte said.

“Take a seat at the front here, Ms. Tricky.  I shall need to keep an eye on you.”

Charlotte felt both nervous and excited in equal measure.  There was something about the calm, mature tones of Mr. Brandish that excited her.

She did as requested, moving to the open chair on the front row and bringing it forward under her desk.

Mr. Brandish held his gaze on her for a moment, and Charlotte swallowed nervously.

“Ladies and gentleman welcome to another year of BDSM School.  I see a few familiar faces amongst you”—he looked to Charlotte—“and a few new ones.  I also see a few old faces covered in a few new masks.  You’re fooling nobody.”

A ripple of laughter ran through the room and Charlotte felt a little more at ease.

“This lesson is all about discovery, and what do I always say about discovery?”

Charlotte looked about the class and then Mr. Brandish gave the answer.  Several people in the room joined in with what appeared to be his mantra.

“Discovery begins with experimentation,” he said, nodding as members of his class echoed his words.

“We need to find out what you like and what you don’t like,” Mr. Brandish continued.  “And you’ve all filled in your waivers so no law-suits, okay?”

Again the laughter melted the ice and Charlotte rolled her shoulders, leaning back in her chair.

“This year we’re going to cover all sorts of topics but we’ll begin today with one: degradation.”

“Ooooh,” said an ominous chorus of voices among the class.

Charlotte looked quickly behind her and thankfully found one or two faces that were as terror-strewn as her own.

“Now,” Mr. Brandish said.  “Who’d like to volunteer to come up here and be humiliated?”
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