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FUTA PENANCE

SHE NEVER MISSED a chance to ruin my life. My mother, Lucille Bramford, veteran of suburban tyranny and PTA coups, had suffocated me in ruffled skirts and curated obedience for as long as I could remember. My entire education had been a parade of plaid skirts, polished shoes, and all-girl Catholic academies, where sin was something you read about in scripture and never, ever tasted.

Now, fresh out of high school, I was finally supposed to begin my life. But no, Lucille had other plans. She’d enrolled me in St. Revela’s College for Women, a Christian conservatory nestled deep in the swamplands of the Carolina low country. Four more years of rules. Of sterile dorm rooms. Of untouched virginity. If I dared protest, the purse strings would snap shut, no tuition, no degree, no freedom. Just her disappointed sighs and cold silences.

And I was still untouched. Still unkissed. Still a girl in a woman’s body, aching with unmet need and the shame of it.

I’d dreamt of it for years. Quiet nights in bed, shivering beneath the sheets, wondering what a real man’s hands would feel like wrapped around my hips, or what it might be like to have someone press me down, spread me open, and finally, finally fill me. My friends at Our Lady of Divine Mercy would whisper and giggle over kisses and fantasies, daring each other to lift their skirts for passing gardeners or peek over the fence at the boys' school next door. But that was all it ever was, whispers and dares. Play-pretend.

Now I was eighteen, standing in my bedroom with a half-zipped suitcase and a heart full of hunger that my mother couldn’t see and wouldn’t understand. My thoughts swirled like dark syrup, thick, sweet, and dangerous. Maybe I couldn't fight her now, but once I was away, tucked into some lacy little room in that Gothic plantation-turned-prison, she wouldn't be watching. Maybe then, I could find a way to break the rules.

Lucille was frying bacon when I came downstairs, her lipstick fresh and her pearls gleaming like shark teeth. The table was laid with pancakes, scrambled eggs, and toast, too much for one girl headed to her doom.

“Leora, let’s go. Eat before it gets cold.”

“Jesus, Mom, are you feeding the whole dorm?” I dropped into the chair, glaring at the syrup bottle like it was complicit.

“You won’t get cooking like this out there in the sticks. Eat.”

I did. And despite myself, I felt the lump in my throat as she hovered nearby, bustling, pretending she wasn’t already mourning the empty nest. I kissed her cheek. She smelled like lavender and stale worry.

We landed in South Carolina and immediately felt the sweet, sticky air of the south.  At the car rental desk, she insisted on an SUV “in case of deer or delinquents.” And as we drove deeper into the wilderness, I realized with mounting horror that St. Revela’s wasn’t just “remote.” It was exiled.

“Where the hell is this place? I haven’t seen a building in an hour.”

“That’s a good thing,” Lucille replied, smug. “No distractions. No temptation. The Lord’s work takes focus.”

I stared out the window at the moss-covered trees and the creeping fog and felt something primal whisper in my blood. You’re not supposed to be here.

When we finally reached the iron gates, I had to admit, it was stunning. The campus sat at the end of a long driveway flanked by skeletal oak trees and Spanish moss that hung like lace from the branches. The buildings were white-columned mansions, haunted by old money and older sins. Girls in immaculate uniforms glided across the lawns like swans, beautiful and untouchable.

Lucille was practically panting. “Isn’t it lovely?”

“If you like your virginity embalmed and on display, sure.”

We pulled to a stop in front of the main building. A woman emerged from the heavy front doors like a phantom from another century. Tall, thin, and carved from stone, Dean Octavia Virelli approached with the slow menace of a blade being drawn.

“You must be Miss Bramford,” she said, voice like polished iron.

I nodded. She did not shake my hand.

“You’ll be in Dorm 428. Miss Thorne will help you with your belongings. Please report to my office once you’ve settled.”

I turned just in time to see her, Miss Thorne. Short red tartan skirt slung too low. Shirt unbuttoned just a little too far. Smirk like a secret on her mouth. She grabbed my duffel and winked. “Hope you packed light. You’ll want room for some fun.”

I blinked. “Fun?”

“You’ll see.” She walked off with a sway in her hips like the first note of a filthy song.

I followed her inside.

The dorm was smaller than expected—an attic room with two twin beds, wide windows, and a vintage vanity that looked like it belonged to a 1940s pinup. Ivy Thorne threw my bag onto the bed and sprawled across hers like she owned it.

“You can unpack later. You’ve got a meeting with Dean Virelli, right?”

“Yeah, she seemed… strict.”

“She is. Very. Like whips-and-chains strict. The rumors are true.”

“You’re kidding.”

Ivy grinned. “Nope. Just don’t let her catch you with anything, or she’ll ‘discipline’ you personally. Some girls fake being bad just to get called to her office.”

The words made something stir low in my belly. I shoved it down and left for the Dean’s office.

Dean Virelli’s office smelled like lemon polish and repression. She gestured to a stiff wooden chair and began her lecture.

“You will address me as Dean Virelli. I will not call you by your given name. Discipline here is swift and corporal, and I do not tolerate defiance. The body is a temple, and it shall not be defiled beneath my roof.”

She passed me a thick manual filled with rules. I scanned it. No sex. No touching. No ‘vulgar media.’ No ‘private exploration.’

She narrowed her eyes. “Is that going to be a problem?”

I forced a smile. “No, ma’am.”

She looked at me too long. Smiled. Just a little. “And just so you know, I administer punishment myself.”

My stomach fluttered.

Back in the dorm, Ivy was lounging with earbuds in and a devilish gleam in her eyes. I threw the manual down on my bed.

“She gave you the whole ‘no dicks, no drugs, no fun’ speech, didn’t she?”

“Yep.”

“Come out tonight. There’s something you should see. And drink.”

She wouldn’t say more, but I agreed.

That night, once the halls fell silent and the lights went out, Ivy shook me awake. We tiptoed through the dark like naughty schoolgirls, our sheer nightgowns clinging to us in the humidity.

Outside, the air was thick and electric. A group of girls waited beneath the trees, all dressed in gossamer and lace. I recognized some from the dining hall, others from class intros. Scarlett, a tall blonde with lips like sin. Nadia, dark-haired and violet-eyed. All of them laughing, whispering, bottles in hand.

We made our way down to a lake hidden in the woods, moonlight glinting off the still water. Scarlett pulled aside a pile of stones and revealed bottles, whiskey, rum, something dark and sweet.

We drank. We laughed. We told stories we shouldn't have remembered.

Then Scarlett stood. “Let’s swim.”

She pulled her nightgown off in one smooth motion—and that’s when I saw it.

Her body was gorgeous, glowing in the moonlight, and between her legs, hard and proud, an enormous cock that stood up like a monument.

I gasped.

“W-what…?”

“You’re not hallucinating,” Ivy said, leaning into me. “That’s real. So is mine. So are theirs. We’re… different here.”

I looked around.

Every girl had it. Big, thick, heavy cocks swinging between perfect thighs. My brain short-circuited.

Ivy stepped in front of me and pulled up her gown. Hers was thick and flushed, already swelling.

“Touch it,” she whispered. “I want you to.”

My fingers moved before I could think. I touched the head, traced the vein along the shaft, wrapped my hand around it and felt it twitch in my palm.

“Fuck,” Ivy moaned. “Just like that.” 

The head of Ivy's cock was hot against my hand, the skin velvet-soft, the weight of it real in a way that made my breath catch. I had imagined this moment before, quiet, awkward, maybe under a blanket in the back of someone’s car, but I had never once pictured it like this. Not in the open air, under moonlight, with the humid breath of the southern night clinging to my skin and six other girls standing naked by the lake, their hard cocks swinging like trophies.

Ivy’s cock twitched in my grip again. "Keep going," she whispered. "You're doing perfect."

The bourbon in my bloodstream made everything louder. My own heartbeat. The distant croak of frogs. The quiet rustling of the trees above. And that throaty groan Ivy let out when I ran my fingers down her shaft again. Her skin was flushed, her abs tense, her breasts rising and falling in anticipation. 

“Touch it with your tongue,” she said, voice thick.

I leaned in. My lips parted. The moment they met her swollen head, I tasted salt and heat and something I hadn’t realized I’d been starving for. Her breath hitched. I opened wider, dragging my tongue along the underside, slow and deliberate. Her fingers tangled in my hair.

“Oh, fuck, Leora…”

My name sounded different when she said it like that.

Behind us, I heard giggles, gasps, the quiet sounds of wet mouths and skin meeting skin. I turned and saw Scarlett on her knees, her face buried between Nadia’s thighs, her own cock bobbing proudly as another girl licked the shaft from base to tip. It was an orgy in slow bloom, sensual and glowing, like sex soaked in honey and danger.

“Let’s join them,” Ivy said.

She stood and offered me her hand. I hesitated, naked now and dripping, every nerve awake.

The girls welcomed us into their circle with hungry smiles and roaming eyes. Someone, Jessa, I think, grabbed my hips from behind and pulled me down onto a blanket. I landed in the soft lap of a girl with dark brown curls and the most mischievous green eyes I’d ever seen. Her cock lay hard against her belly, flushed deep purple at the tip.

“You ever ride before?” she asked, her voice like gravel and honey.

“I’ve never even…” My voice died as her hand slipped between my thighs and rubbed slow circles over my clit. My legs shook.

“Then you’re about to become obsessed.”

She guided me onto her cock with terrifying precision. I gasped as the thick head spread me open, forcing my pussy to stretch around her girth inch by agonizing inch.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered. “You’re so big.”

“I know, baby. Take it slow.” She ran her hands up my thighs, encouraging me to sink further. “Look at you, splitting yourself open just for me.”

I cried out as the last inch pushed in, burying her to the hilt. It felt like being filled for the first time, too much, too good, like I was about to come apart just from the fullness. My hips bucked on instinct. She groaned.

“Oh yeah. Just like that. Ride me. Take it all.”

I did. I rocked forward and back, my thighs burning, her cock stretching me open until I was panting and wet and desperate. Every thrust pushed me closer to something I’d never felt before, raw, consuming, volcanic pleasure. My clit rubbed against her pelvis. Her cock nudged deep inside, hitting something primal.

Then Ivy knelt behind me.

“Time to make this a memory,” she whispered.

Her tongue licked up my spine. I shivered. Her hands gripped my ass and spread me wide. I knew what was coming, and I was still surprised when I felt the warm slickness of lube, where the fuck did she get lube, and then her fingers pressing gently into my ass.

“Ohh—fuck!”

“Relax,” she murmured. “Let me in.”

Her fingers teased, stretched, prepped. Every pass made me grind harder onto the cock already inside me. I was a puddle of whimpers, soaked and shaking. When her tip pressed against my asshole, I panicked.

“I… I can’t…”

“Yes, you can,” she purred. “And you’ll never want anything else after this.”

She was right. With a slow, relentless push, Ivy forced her cock into my ass. I screamed into the night. pain, yes, but also holy-fucking-god-this-is-happening pleasure. My body tensed, then melted. Once she was all the way in, I didn’t feel split, I felt whole, filled, and claimed.

Jessa beneath me groaned and thrust harder. Ivy behind me started to move, her cock dragging against the walls of my ass in ways that made me sob. I was double-stuffed, fucked in stereo, made a vessel for their desire.

“Yes… please… keep, uh, going… fuck me, fuck me!”

Scarlett crawled up beside us, her cock glistening with spit. She grabbed my hair and fed herself into my mouth. I gagged once. Then again. Then I gave in and started sucking like a girl possessed. Her hand tightened in my hair. Her hips bucked.

All three holes were full now. I wasn’t Leora anymore, I was a toy, a craving, a moaning, helpless thing suspended between cocks, twitching and drooling and grinding myself raw. My clit throbbed. My mind went blank.

I came first. Hard. So hard I saw stars, screamed around Scarlett’s cock, spasmed on the two cocks buried in my body. My whole world went white-hot and shattered.

Jessa came next, grabbing my tits and pumping deep as she moaned into my throat. Her cum flooded my pussy, thick and scalding. It dripped out with every tremble.

Ivy growled behind me, slapping my ass as she slammed in one final time. Her cock jerked and unloaded inside me, flooding my ass with heat.

I collapsed, drenched and fucked, mouth still open, gasping for breath, and shaking with bliss.










I BARELY MADE it back to the dorm with Ivy. My legs were jelly, my thighs slick with sweat and other people’s cum. My hair was a wild, tangled mess, and I smelled like sex, lake water, and sin. I was grinning like a lunatic the whole walk back, still dazed from the triple-stuffed fuckfest that had cracked me open like a ripe peach.

“Can we do this every night?” I asked, giggling as I stumbled through our door. But before she could answer, I heard it… heels. Sharp, deliberate, echoing down the hallway. Getting closer.

Ivy froze. “Oh shit.”

The doorknob turned. It wasn’t a knock.

Dean Virelli stepped inside, backlit by hallway light, her silhouette all power and precision. Black pencil skirt. High-collar blouse. Not a strand of hair out of place. Not a trace of sweat despite the suffocating humidity.

Her eyes swept over the room. Over Ivy, half-dressed and reeking of bourbon. Over me, tits out, thighs sticky, cum drying on my skin. Her gaze narrowed like a scalpel.

“Miss Thorne,” she said, voice like silk over a knife. “Miss Bramford. Care to explain?”

“I… uh…”

“Save it.” Her tone dropped. “Get on your knees.”

My knees hit the floor before I realized what I was doing. Ivy followed, head bowed, smirking.

Dean Virelli shut the door behind her and locked it. The click echoed like a gunshot. She strode across the room, heels clicking with military rhythm. She stood before us, tall and cold, eyes burning through her glasses.

“You smell like whores.”

Neither of us dared breathe.

“I specifically remember stating the rules. No sexual conduct. No fraternizing. No sneaking out.”

She bent down, grasped Ivy’s chin between two fingers, and tilted her head up.

“You think you’re clever, don’t you, Miss Thorne? Always pushing the line. Always testing my patience.”

“I live to serve,” Ivy whispered with that infuriating little grin.

Dean Virelli slapped her. Not hard. Not enough to bruise. Just enough to make her head jerk sideways and leave her cheek pink.

Ivy’s grin only widened. “Thank you, ma’am.”

“And you,” the Dean turned to me, her eyes sharp enough to cut glass. “Our innocent new arrival. Dragged into sin on her first night.”

“I… I wanted it.” My voice sounded tiny.

“Oh, I know you did.”

She ran a single, gloved finger down my cheek, across my collarbone, and between my breasts.

“I can smell it on you. Lust. Disobedience. You think your pussy is owed pleasure just because you’ve been kept from it?”

She grasped my hair and pulled me upward until I was kneeling tall, spine arched, breasts exposed. Her face was inches from mine.

“No one cums in this institution without earning it. If you want to be fucked, you’ll be fucked properly.”

She turned away, heels clicking as she crossed to Ivy’s bed. From beneath it, she pulled something heavy and wooden. A paddle. Thick. Polished. With leather wrapped around the handle.

“Asses up. Hands flat on the mattress. Legs spread.”

We obeyed without hesitation, Ivy grinning like a girl on Christmas morning. I climbed up and laid out beside her, heart thundering, cunt throbbing. Dean Virelli circled us like a lioness at feeding time, the paddle tapping against her thigh.

“Miss Thorne, first as always.”

WHACK.

The sound cracked through the air. Ivy grunted, her ass already turning a delicious shade of red.

Another. Then another. Each blow perfectly placed. The Dean didn’t flinch, didn’t breathe heavy, didn’t speak. She just disciplined.

Ivy’s hips rocked forward, grinding into the mattress, her cock swelling beneath her stomach.

“Still enjoying yourself?” the Dean asked coldly.

“Yes, ma’am.” Ivy moaned. “May I cum?”

“No. Not yet.”

Then she turned to me.

“You,” she said, her voice quieter. More dangerous. “You’re going to learn the cost of indulgence.”

The first strike hit me like lightning. I gasped, tears springing to my eyes, not from pain, but from sheer overwhelming sensation. My clit throbbed, already begging.

WHACK.

I whimpered.

WHACK.

“Oh… please…”

“You will take your punishment.”

She spanked me until my ass burned, my thighs trembled, and I was so wet I was leaking onto the sheets. I felt feral, helpless, needier than I’d ever been in my life.

Dean Virelli dropped the paddle and peeled off her gloves. Then her jacket. Then her blouse.

And beneath it?

A harness.

Thick leather straps crisscrossed her torso, and protruding from the center was the biggest fucking strap-on I’d ever seen, long, thick, jet-black, with a base that pressed against her pussy so that she could feel every thrust. She pulled down her skirt, revealing black lace garters and thighs like sculpture.

“My turn.”

She shoved Ivy onto her back. Ivy moaned, legs spread, cock hard and pulsing against her belly.

“Don’t touch it,” the Dean snapped. “You cum without permission, and I’ll lock you in the chapel all weekend with your hands tied.”

Ivy nodded, eyes wild.

Dean Virelli lined herself up with Ivy’s pussy and drove in hard. Ivy screamed, a ragged, blissed-out sound that made my toes curl. The Dean fucked her with ruthless control, each thrust deep and deliberate. Her hips slapped against Ivy’s flesh, hands gripping her hips with bruising force.

I watched, legs spread, fingers itching to touch myself. The Dean’s tits bounced with each movement, her mouth set in a snarl of domination and righteous fury.

When Ivy begged to cum again, she got slapped.

Then, the Dean turned to me.

“On your back.”

I obeyed. She knelt between my thighs and slapped my pussy, once, hard enough to make me jolt.

“You’ve already been used like a common whore. So I’ll treat you like one.”

She fed the tip of the strap-on into me, slow, teasing, then slammed it deep. I screamed.

It felt too good. It was unreal, every thrust brutal, every inch coated in lube and vengeance. She fucked me like she meant to ruin me. And she did.

“Oh my god, please, Dean, don’t stop…”

“Did I give you permission to speak?”

“No, ma’am… ah, fuck…”

She slapped my tits. Then pinched my nipple. Then rammed even deeper, grinding in tight little circles.

Ivy was watching, stroking herself now, no longer able to obey. Cum spurted from her cock in heavy ropes all over her belly as she moaned my name.

Dean Virelli didn’t stop. She pulled out, flipped me over, and shoved the strap into my ass.

I howled.

She slapped my ass, spat on my back, and grabbed my hair.

“This is what you wanted, you little whore. Now take it.”

I took it. And I came harder than I had even at the lake. My body seized. My scream was hoarse. I collapsed, shaking and soaked.

The Dean pulled out, breathing hard, sweat shining on her skin.

“This was a warning,” she said, buttoning her blouse.

“Next time… we use the chains.”










THE SUMMONS CAME by candlelight. A single note, folded twice, slipped beneath the dorm room door. The wax seal was black, pressed with the sharp edge of the school’s crest: a cross wrapped in vines, thorns curling around the arms like snakes around prey. I opened it with trembling fingers.

“Midnight. The Chapel. Come dressed in silence.”

No name. No signature. But we both knew who sent it.

Ivy lay across her bed, freshly bruised from the Dean’s paddle, bare legs crossed at the ankles, still riding the afterglow like it was a lover she could call back at will. She read the note over my shoulder and smirked.

“She’s pulling out the velvet gloves,” she said.

I turned to her. “What happens in the chapel?”

Ivy tilted her head and gave me that crooked little smile I was starting to crave more than sleep. “That depends. Do you confess easily?”

“Not really.”

“Then you’re going to come harder than you ever have in your life.”

The chapel sat apart from the rest of the campus, a building half-eaten by ivy and half-built from some long-dead religion that didn’t flinch at pain. A single tower rose into the misty dark, its bell long rusted, no longer calling the pious, only the punished.

We walked barefoot. Dressed in our uniform nightgowns. Nothing underneath. The air was thick with moss and guilt, and the grass kissed our toes as we crossed the courtyard. The wooden door opened before we touched it.

Inside: silence. Not the kind that comforted. The kind that watched.

Candles lit the aisle, fat and dripping, flames steady in the unmoving air. The altar had been stripped of iconography. No saints. No savior. Just a stone table, worn smooth by hands and heat. The pews were empty. Except one.

Dean Virelli sat at the front, legs crossed, leather gloves in her lap. Her blouse was gone. Her harness remained, the black strap-on resting like a loaded weapon against her thigh. Her eyes flicked up as we approached. She said nothing.

Ivy and I sank to our knees before the altar like we’d rehearsed it in another life.

“Remove your gowns,” the Dean said.

We did.

The chapel air kissed every inch of me, cool against sweat, heavy with wax and shadow. My nipples tightened. My cunt pulsed with memory.

“You’ve both failed,” she said, rising. “You defiled yourselves. Defiled your dormitory. And now you stand in a house built on discipline and self-denial.” 

She stepped closer. Her boots echoed off stone.

“But perhaps we were wrong to deny. Perhaps the discipline is in the control. In the offering. In knowing exactly when to kneel, and when to rise.”

She stopped in front of me. Her hand came under my chin, tilting it up.

“Do you want forgiveness, Miss Bramford?”

“Yes.”

Her hand slid lower. Down my neck. Between my breasts.

“Then confess.”

I swallowed hard. “I let Ivy take me to the lake. I let the others use me. I wanted to be filled.”

“You begged to be filled.”

“Yes.”

“You took their cocks in all three holes, didn’t you?”

My throat caught fire. I nodded. “Yes.”

“And did you like it?”

“God help me, yes.”

Dean Virelli smiled like a woman who had just opened a door to a secret wing of the house.

“Then you’re ready for initiation.”

She turned to Ivy. “On the altar.”

Ivy climbed up without hesitation, laying her back flat on the cold stone, her legs falling open like the pages of a hymnbook. Her cock stood proudly, already hard, already leaking.

Dean Virelli reached beneath the altar and pulled out something wrapped in red velvet. She unrolled it slowly.

Candles flickered.

Inside the velvet was a relic.

A carved wooden phallus, dark with age and polished by use. Runes etched into the shaft. The base carved like a serpent’s mouth, swallowing the hilt.

“The relic of St. Lucia,” the Dean said, almost reverently. “The first woman at this school to understand discipline through devotion. She was punished for her love of women, and rewarded with power beyond imagination.”

She handed it to me.

“Take Ivy. Use the relic. Make her confess.”

I blinked. “Me?”

“You’ve already spread your legs. Time to learn how to make someone else beg.”

My fingers curled around the carved shaft. It was warm. I climbed onto the altar and straddled Ivy’s thighs, the weight of the relic grounding me in a way nothing else ever had. I pressed the tip to her entrance.

“Ready?” I whispered.

Ivy was panting already. “Make me scream.”

I pushed it in deep. Her moan filled the chapel like a song of worship. Her back arched. Her hands gripped the edges of the stone as I drove the relic deeper inside her, inch by inch. The runes caught the candlelight.

Dean Virelli stood behind me, one hand on my hip, guiding me.

“Faster,” she said.

I obeyed. Ivy writhed. She was helpless under me. Powerless. And loving every second of it. Her cock throbbed between us, purple and soaked, untouched.

“Confess,” I said.

“I want it rougher.”

“Confess.”

“I want to be used. Hurt. Owned.”

I thrust harder.

Dean Virelli pulled my hair back, exposed my throat. “Now you understand,” she whispered. “Discipline is not denial. It’s control. Authority. Power.”

The relic was soaked now, and Ivy was losing her mind. Her legs trembled. Her voice cracked.

“I… I’m going to… fuck, please let me…”

“Only if she says so,” the Dean said.

Ivy looked at me, eyes glassy. “Leora, can I, please…”

I slowed the thrusts.

“No.”

She whimpered.

“Not yet,” I said. “I want to feel you on the edge. I want to see you suffer for it.”

Dean Virelli laughed low and dark behind me.

“You’ll make a fine prefect, Miss Bramford.”










THERE ARE MOMENTS that crack you open like a thunderclap, split your soul right down the spine, and leave something entirely other crawling out of the wreckage.

That moment, for me, was kneeling above Ivy’s trembling body on the chapel altar, gripping the soaked shaft of St. Lucia’s relic, sweat and holy wax dripping from my chin as I denied her climax like a god choosing when the lightning hits.

That was the night I stopped being prey.

That was the night I learned what it felt like to own someone.

Ivy whimpered beneath me, legs splayed, wrists twitching as though her body couldn't handle the lack of release. Her cock throbbed untouched, flushed with blood, leaking in long, slow trails across her belly. I thrust the relic into her with controlled cruelty, pushing just deep enough to keep her gasping, then stopping just when she thought she’d fall over the edge.

“I told you no,” I said, softly.

The Dean circled us like a wolf in prayer robes, her heels clicking against the stone.

“Listen to her, Miss Thorne. She’s not asking. She’s commanding.”

Ivy let out a choked groan, her face twisted with frustration and pleasure. Her body was begging. Her pride had already bowed. But her climax, her reward, belonged to me now. And I wasn’t feeling generous.

Dean Virelli stood beside me and placed a key in my palm. Brass. Warm.

“This opens the chest beneath the altar,” she said. “Inside are the tools of authority. When you’re ready to use them, you’ll no longer need permission to punish.”

I didn’t hesitate. I climbed off Ivy and crossed to the altar base, lowering myself to my knees and unlocking the old chest. It opened with a groan like something waking from sleep.

Inside: leather. Wood. Velvet bundles tied with crimson cord. Collars with silver tags etched in Latin. Blindfolds. Cuffs. A flogger with black suede strands so soft I almost moaned when I ran my fingers over them.
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