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The day that was to throw Poppy Cavendish's life into tumultuous change started like every other she could remember, with the tolling of the Maidenhall College bell in its little clock tower above the headmistress's quarters at six-thirty a.m. sharp. The girl rose effortlessly from sleep, opened wide green eyes, and sat up so abruptly that her breasts gave a softly firm bounce. Barely conscious of this, she stared glumly at the empty dormitory with its twin rows of neatly made-up beds and thought about the prospect of yet another lonely day with nothing very much to do.

Poppy realised she had dreamt about Karen Stringfellow again, her absent American friend who was on her summer holidays back in the States and who, during term, slept in the bed next to hers. Too ashamed and surprised to want to recall the details of the dream, she was glad of the diversion when she heard a creak on the stairs outside the dormitory, even though she knew it preceded the arrival of Miss Brady, the strict housemistress and one of the few staff who stayed at the college during the summer holidays.

'Time to get out of that bed, Cavendish.' Miss Brady marched into the dormitory clapping her hands in a forceful, domineering manner. Usually a cold, distant figure, she stood so close to Poppy's bed that the nearness of the strong limbs beneath her skirt made the girl feel somewhat uncomfortable. 'It's one of Captain Smythe's regular inspection days today, so you'll be unsupervised for most of it,' she said. 'So I'm trusting you to keep out of the way and behave yourself.'

This tediously regular event had Poppy wondering why Captain Smythe was at the college so often as Miss Brady's severe form swept out of the room, but as the girl shook her long, russet hair she thought, big deal, for she was due to be leaving the college for good at any time in the very near future - hopefully in the next few weeks - and then such trivialities as college inspections would not bother her again. This made her think of her imminent departure into the world outside the brick-walled boundaries of Maidenhall College, and although it was July it was a cool morning and she shivered as she got up and padded through to the adjoining to washroom. For once Poppy was glad of the strict dress code at Maidenhall, for the shapeless cotton nightdresses that the headmistress, Miss Sharpe, chose personally for her girls were nothing if they were not warm.

Oblivious to the fact that no matter how shapeless her nightie was it could not quite disguise the voluptuous curves of her body, Poppy pulled it over her head and stepped gingerly into the shower. The water was scarcely tepid and she squealed as it took her breath away for a moment, and her creamy skin soon displayed a covering of goose bumps. Her nipples stiffened as though imbued with a will of their own, and though she washed quickly because of the cold she was conscious of a disquieting tingle as she soaped between her legs. Unaware of the erotic spectacle she presented as she turned off the flow of water and wrapped a towel around herself, beneath her armpits for the sake of warmth, she hurried to the line of washbasins and bent over one to brush her teeth.

Miss Sharpe, the college headmistress, was vigilant in discouraging the sin of vanity in the girls in her charge, and full-length mirrors were banned at the college. Like all the Maidenhall girls, Poppy was made to dress and undress under cover of her nightgown, so that her body was relatively undiscovered territory even to her. But unwrapping the towel and standing naked without the steely eye of a lecturer upon her, she caught sight of her breasts in one of the face mirrors fixed to the washroom wall. After a quick look around to make sure she was unobserved, she stood on tiptoe and inquisitively cupped the perfect globes in her palms for a better look. Each was tipped with a pink rivet of flesh that she turned curiously between her fingers and thumbs.

'Oh!'

Poppy felt an echo of the sensation she had experienced whilst washing her intimate parts in the shower, and clenched her thighs hard together. Instead of giving her relief, though, this made the mysterious tingle return even more insistently.

Feeling exposed and chilly, but also excited by her nakedness, she scampered into the dormitory where she rubbed herself dry and warmed herself up, with another, dry institutional towel that felt as rough as sandpaper.

When dry she took her uniform from her locker, fully intending to put it on, but in the months leading up to that fateful day, Poppy, feeling the restless tingle that pulsed between her legs, had often wished for privacy so she could investigate its source. Now, she realised, she had the perfect opportunity to do just that. If Miss Brady returned before breakfast the creaking stair would give her away, and by the time she came through the door into the dormitory Poppy would hope to be primly pulling on her knickers. With her decision made to give in to temptation there came a dark, forbidden thrill, and throwing caution to the wind she slipped back into bed, still naked.

She ran her hands over her breasts, shivered with delight at the sensation this caused, then turned her nipples between fingers and thumbs and ground her thighs together, making pleasurable sensations permeate her body as the intimate area between her legs was deliciously stimulated.

Lifting the bedclothes with both hands, Poppy stared down at her pubic mound. Nestled within its soft wisps of hair she could see her tender outcrop of flesh, the source of the pleasure that radiated through her body. Wetting two fingers in her mouth, she gripped this little promontory of pink flesh and tentatively thrummed it.

'Oh... oh... oh!'

Poppy's gasps of pleasure were muted, but drifted around the dormitory walls and windows in a way that added to her excitement. Magically, the flesh that was the focus of her attention and joy was growing wetter and wetter. She stopped stimulating it to explore the little valley at whose head it lay, and searched for the source of the slippery juice that covered the petals of flesh as dew coats a morning flower. She probed inquisitively, and then returned her attentions to the juicy folds at which she had mischievously begun, spreading the tender lips and exploring the inner depths with a curious fingertip.

Again she located the tiny protuberance there. It was as hard as a midwinter bud, but so wickedly sensitive that she touched it only fleetingly. Instead she placed her hands flat on either side of the fleshy outcrop and moved them towards one another until it was trapped between her forefingers. Then she moved her hips sinuously up and down, and her hands around and around until she settled into a rhythm that made her pleasure grow inexorably. Then, finding herself in urgent need of mental stimulation to accompany this teasing activity, she allowed the previous night's dream about her best friend, Karen Stringfellow, to return to the forefront of her fantasies, and gave herself up to its naughty secrets.

In her dreams they had come in from playing hockey and flopped back perspiring on their beds, and though Poppy could not remember them pulling off their East House tops, she recalled their excitement as they rubbed naked breasts together, crushing nipple against nipple.

Gazing dreamily at her slender hand as it turned in her nest of pubic hair, she felt anew the ardour with which she had dreamt of sucking the tender tips of Karen's breasts. As Poppy's hand moved with growing delight her shapely hips instinctively writhed with greater intensity, as though fucking, though in reality the innocent girl had never done such a thing.

She began to fantasise that it was not her finger but Karen's that was frigging her, and jerked the bedclothes down with her feet until her breasts were exposed. The sight of their rhythmic quiver caused her excitement to mount even more until she felt that a climax of some kind was imminently near.

With growing excitement she imagined that her hand was working deep between her American friend's legs, that they were kissing, panting the breath of passion into each other's open mouth...

But as her orgasm encroached with overwhelming sweetness her bliss turned to horror as a dark shadow loomed and filled the dormitory doorway.

'So this is how you repay my trust, is it?' The formidable figure of Miss Brady marched into the room, clutching her bunch of keys tightly, as she had done to stop them jangling when she stepped over the annoyingly creaky step on the building's main wooden staircase.

'I-I wasn't doing anything, miss!' Poppy stuttered, desperately snatching the bedclothes back up over her naked breasts. 'I got back into bed because I was... um... because I was feeling a little... a little unwell, miss.'

'Oh yes, unwell are we?' Miss Brady's sneering expression was one of extreme scepticism. 'Well it's my belief that you've been touching yourself, down there. Between your legs.' She stomped over to Poppy's bed and stared down at her with piercing eyes. 'And if you have, the evidence will be plain to see.'

'E-evidence, miss?' Poppy stared up at the housemistress's imposing form with wide, frightened eyes.

'Yes, the evidence.' Without further warning the woman pushed Poppy flat on her back and ripped the bedclothes back out of her way. The helpless girl offered only a token resistance as the lecturer forced a hand between her legs, scooped a finger against her pussy and held it aloft, traitorously glistening with incriminating juices. 'You're sopping wet!' she declared in triumph. 'Disgraceful! Get dressed, Cavendish, I'm taking you to see Miss Sharpe right away.'

'Miss Brady, please...' The girl's heartbeat quickened with renewed fear as she imagined being cast out of the college in disgrace, banished to the unknown world outside the tall stone walls without the guidance and support of the institution that had raised and educated her, and always looked after her welfare for as long as she could remember. 'I've never done anything like this before, miss, I promise I haven't.' She began to weep, swallowed hard and begged, 'C-can't you punish me yourself, now, here? Do we have to involve Miss Sharpe?'

'Hmm.' Miss Brady took Poppy's chin in her cupped hand and turned her tearstained face up to her own. As the girl's eyes stared pleadingly into hers she relented, and nodded slowly. 'Very well,' she said calculatingly. 'You could be right. Perhaps it would be better to nip this in the bud quickly. Fetch me one of your gym shoes.'

'Yes, miss, right away,' Poppy gasped. 'Thank you, miss.'

She slipped out of bed again and bent to pick up her nightdress, intending to cover her naked body for the walk to the lockers at the end of the dormitory.

'Put that down,' Miss Brady snapped. 'Since you're so fond of displaying your nakedness wantonly, you can remain as you are.'

Poppy blushed, feeling exposed and humiliated as she obeyed, but as she hurried the length of the dormitory and back she became conscious that she was experiencing a perversely naughty pleasure in her predicament. And worse was to follow when, to her shame, she felt a renewed tingle of sexual excitement pulsing between her legs as Miss Brady pulled a chair to the side of her bed, sat down with her legs open in a very masculine fashion, and held out an upturned hand for the gym shoe.

'Over my knee,' she ordered, and hesitating for only a moment, the girl obeyed meekly, lying across the black skirt with her long hair hanging down to the floor. The lecturer then immediately slapped the sensitive backs of Poppy's thighs, stinging blows that precipitated a fresh outburst of tears. 'Part your thighs, you shameless creature,' the housemistress ordered. 'I want to check that you're not getting some sort of despicable and perverse pleasure from this.'

'Yes... miss,' Poppy mumbled sorrowfully, and as she dutifully opened her legs she was horrified to feel yet another tiny thrill at the thought that the stern woman could see her most secret places. But her fleeting pleasure proved short-lived as Miss Brady raised the rubber-soled shoe, paused infinitesimally, and brought it down hard on each of her buttocks.

Slap... Slap!

The scalding double blow made Poppy squeal with pain, and the lecturer watched with evident satisfaction as livid imprints of the shoe's patterned sole rose angrily on the girl's creamy skin.

Then, as Poppy watched tears of confusion dripping to the floor, she was amazed to feel her tormentor parting her buttocks with feather-light fingertips, apparently to examine her anal region for some inexplicable reason.

'Miss,' Poppy whispered in alarm. 'Whatever do you think you're doing?'

'Don't you dare question my actions,' Miss Brady warned instantly. 'You will really suffer now for your impertinence.' She raised the rubber-soled shoe high in the air and brought it down again.

Slap, slap! Slap, slap!

Poppy's shapely bottom bucked desperately as a biting pain made her sob pitifully, and Miss Brady's eyes glinted with satisfaction as she watched four new blotchy imprints rise on the teenager's buttocks, their angry red in sharp contrast with the ivory flesh that surrounded them. One had landed above and one below the first livid patch on each buttock, and as they defined themselves into oval ridges of pain the lecturer coasted her palm over them, so gently that her hand barely touched, and Poppy had hardly got over her astonishment that Miss Brady could be so tender when the inquisitive hand slid into the region at the delta of her thighs.

'Oh, miss...' Too afraid to object again, she also lost her will to do so as her tormentor's middle finger gathered moisture from the elusive little entrance to her pussy's core, and spread it over her clitoris. As the teacher's finger moved around and around her erect bud with tantalising craft, the gorgeous teenager could only whisper, 'Oh, m-miss... that feels lovely, miss...'

'You wicked, wicked creature,' Miss Brady huskily admonished, when she saw that her charge's pleasure had gathered to the point where she was almost slipping into an orgasm, and then she raised the gym shoe again.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

The furious onslaught of blows made Poppy sob hopelessly and sag wearily over Miss Brady's stout thighs, and then the housemistress dropped the gym shoe and dragged the listless girl up to her feet.

Then standing herself, she grasped Poppy by the shoulders, turned her to face away from her and regarded her red, beaten buttocks with satisfaction.

'You haven't learnt one thing from this beating, have you?' she demanded, running her hands over the girl's scalded bottom, lecherously savouring its burning heat, and before Poppy's befuddled thoughts had a chance to compile a reply the robust woman put her arms around the girl's waist from behind, cupped her breasts and seized her nipples, revolving them slowly between her fingertips. And when the girl's hips began to slowly move instinctively back and forth in a natural response, the teacher snaked one hand downward, the middle finger extended, and sought out the erect bead that hid in folds of moist flesh between her beautiful student's legs.

'You're obviously in need of some serious one-to-one counselling,' she whispered urgently in the girl's ear. 'In need of some extra-curricula tutoring. You will come to my office after lunch, when we will start a very special course for you.'

'Y-yes... miss,' Poppy agreed timidly, knowing she had no alternative but to do so.

'Good... very good.' Satisfied with the response, the housemistress released her and started to walk towards the open door, but as Poppy watched her sheepishly, she stopped and turned back.

'I shouldn't be telling you this, Cavendish,' she said, catching Poppy's look and holding it steadily, 'but if you notice anything unusual as you go down for breakfast, do not on any account investigate further.' It seemed that a shadow passed over her authoritarian demeanour. 'There was a girl here once, not so very long ago, a foolish creature who chose to ignore my advice, and she's regretting it to this day, believe me.'

A moment later the woman had gone, and Poppy did not know what to make of her mysterious parting words as she pulled on her navy-blue knickers, their snug elastic biting into her waist and the tops of her creamy thighs, then as she clipped on her white bra and slipped into her crisply laundered white shirt, she heard the crunch of tyres on the gravel drive below, and doing up each shirt button in turn she looked down through the dormitory window just in time to see the distinguished chairman of the college governors step out of his Daimler.

'Captain Smythe,' Poppy whispered, as an unexpected and inexplicable instinct made her clench and relax her thighs and buttocks.

She watched his soldierly form stride up the three stone steps to the double front door and into the building, then stepped into her pleated navy-blue skirt, the hem only reaching down to just above mid-thigh.

The strange events of the morning had given Poppy serious food for thought, and because she had twice been taken almost to the point of sexual fulfilment, only to have it cruelly taken away from her on both occasions, the insistent tingle between her legs gave her no peace whatsoever.

She worried too about her imminent departure into the big wide world beyond the college boundaries, and because of such major physical and mental distractions she dawdled as she finished buttoning her shirt, distractedly toying with the top button, then bent from the waist with a natural easy grace to buckle the single strap on each of her black shoes.

The breakfast bell sounded as she tied a big knot in her tie, but still she did not hurry overly, because mealtimes were always lax during the holidays.

She had almost forgotten Miss Brady's strange warning by the time she skipped down the East House back stairs. During term time these were brightly lit, but in the holiday periods half the lights were switched off to conserve energy, and as she turned a ninety degree bend halfway down she noticed a tiny crack of light shining from the wainscot. Poppy stopped in her tracks. She then recalled the housemistress's mysterious words and knew she should investigate no further, but her curiosity was irresistibly strong - probably fuelled by the very warning that was supposed to quash any possible inquisitiveness.

It was clearly evident that the light was seeping through a tiny knothole in the oak panelling, and she argued defensively that no one would know even if she did take a little peek to satisfy her curiosity. Her heart began to beat furiously as she looked around to make sure she was unobserved, crept over to the source of light, got down on one knee and pressed her eye to the little aperture there.

Poppy was not surprised to find herself looking into the college gymnasium, which she had already assessed was on the other side of the wall, but she was amazed to find herself staring at three naked people grouped close by!

One of them was a slim dark girl. All three were visible only from the waist down, and the girl was at an angle and almost out of Poppy's range of vision, but she could see that she was tied facing the wall-bars, her body in a star shape and her round, olive-skinned bottom thrust back.

The other two were also standing with their backs to Poppy, facing the girl whom she now heard sobbing helplessly. One was a matronly woman with a large but shapely behind while the other, Poppy realised with a thrill that made her pussy tingle again, was a man!

His body told her he was at least middle-aged, and from his right hand a leather belt dangled. Poppy's breath caught in her chest when she saw this, and despite her shock she for some inexcusable reason longed to slip her hand into her tight blue panties and touch herself, but most of all she wanted him to turn around so she could see his front and his penis.

As she watched, fascinated, her mouth gaping, she heard him demand something in a voice as rough as gravel, and the girl reply defensively over her shoulder. Poppy could not make out their words, only the tone in which they were spoken, but it was obvious that the man was not satisfied by the girl's response.

He stepped forward, abruptly lashed her bare buttocks several times, and then stood back again. The woman then went to stand behind the bound and helpless girl, and snaked her hands around to her front with the obvious intention of fondling her breasts. At the same time she rubbed the front of her body in a sinuous, circular motion against the girl's punished behind. Then after a few breathless minutes of this lewd performance the pair changed places.

This time the woman held the belt and asked the questions, while the girl sobbed defensively as before. The only difference was that the woman put her hand to the front of the man's body as she spoke, and Poppy could see her arm moving back and forth, and it was obvious that she was caressing something there! Then she shouted accusingly and began flogging the girl's pert, outthrust bottom apparently without mercy. Her victim wailed, twisting her slim body desperately this way and that in a vain attempt to avoid the blows, and as Poppy watched she found that she could not help but slip her hand up her own skirt and rub her pussy through her knickers with her palm, when the woman eventually relented.

Now it was the man's turn to stand close behind the weeping girl, but instead of rubbing his body against her with a sort of circular motion as the woman had done before him, he thrust his hips forward and back, forward and back, over and over, his buttocks tensing and relaxing in unison with his movements. When he stopped he turned, holding his hand out for the belt, and Poppy had to quickly clamp her free hand over her mouth to smother the gasp that almost betrayed her forbidden presence at the spy hole as she caught her first glimpse of a rampant cock!

Utterly mesmerised and taken aback, her head in a total spin, she watched the man's erect organ nodding stiffly as he enthusiastically lashed the girl's shapely buttocks, and when his arm eventually stilled and lowered, and he turned and moved towards the peephole, she almost fled, fearful that she had been found out, but her legs suddenly seemed to be filled with lead and she could not move.

His cohort followed him, and before Poppy was able to gather her senses and take flight she caught a flash of a pair of large breasts with brown nipples descending as the woman turned her back on the man and bent to touch her toes. Her hair was dark, her head turned away, but although the watching girl could not see her face she had a clear view of her ample buttocks and the sexual folds that gaped just below them, covered with luxuriant black hairs.

The man advanced on her holding the base of his penis, and directed its bloated tip towards her pussy's centre, into which it sank with one lunge of his hips.

As Poppy rubbed more urgently against the dampening gusset of her blue knickers, she could hear the man and woman groaning and panting. She was surprised to see that even the slender girl tied to the wall-bars was gyrating her shapely bottom, apparently straining to look over her shoulder at the fornicating pair as she rubbed her sex against one of the horizontal bars.

The man reached around the woman and Poppy saw his finger appear between her legs, where it teased a hooded button of flesh that nestled there. Her own excitement had almost reached a crescendo when a door slamming upstairs made her straighten up sharply and hold her breath to listen for any worrying sounds of movement. Filled with trepidation as she remembered Miss Brady's warning, she decided it was time to get out of there, and hastily tiptoed down the remaining steps and out of East House into the bright college quadrangle.

Sunlight shone on ivy-covered walls and the sky was a faultless blue. Indeed, everything was so normal that the scene Poppy had just witnessed and her own shameful reaction to it seemed oddly out of place. Nevertheless, she could not help but wonder at what she had just seen and felt.

––––––––
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Although the regime at Maidenhall was harsh, as a sop to families of the girls the college kept a number of pet animals for the students to look after. There was no shortage of volunteers for this during term time, but in the holidays the few pupils who remained at the college had to take it in turns, and today it was Poppy's turn.

But as she fed the guinea pigs and cleaned out the rabbit hutches she was unable to shift the events of the morning from her mind, especially the stiff column of male flesh she had seen. After some minutes daydreaming about it she reminded herself that she was late for breakfast, and if she left it much longer it would all be cleared away and she'd have to go hungry until lunchtime, so she washed her hands quickly and scampered across the quad to the refectory.

The meal in the large oak-panelled room was a cheerless affair. Captain Smythe did not put in an appearance at the raised top table - which he usually did when visiting - where Miss Sharpe and Miss Brady sat eating and talking in hushed tones.

There was a smattering of other girls with nowhere to go for the holidays, but the only one of any interest to Poppy was Suky Desai, a pretty little creature with sparkling brown eyes. Like Poppy she had no home or family, and at the end of the following term she would be waiting for Maidenhall College to find her a place in the world outside, just as Poppy was waiting now.

The two girls shared a chum in Karen Stringfellow, and could have relieved the boredom of holiday loneliness by getting better acquainted and spending time together, except for the college rule that forbade them from sitting together because Suky was a resident of West House while Poppy was a resident of East.

After breakfast Poppy went back up to the empty dormitory and sat looking out at the college grounds, unable to escape the anxiety she felt whenever she thought of her uncertain future, and then, feeling increasingly bored, she sneaked down to the pool for a forbidden, unsupervised swim, and having changed into her swimming costume and padded through to the pool she was surprised to see a sleek head bobbing up and down in the water, as dark as a seal's.

'Suky,' she called when she recognised the Eurasian girl's pretty face. 'How long have you been here?'

'Not long.' Suky waved her into the water, and the pair swam wordlessly for a time. Suky tired first and climbed effortlessly out of the pool, and Poppy did only a couple more lengths before she climbed out too and padded towards the changing booths, dripping water from her trim but shapely body as she went.

'Pssst!' Suky Desai's head appeared cheekily around a booth door, her liquid brown eyes large in the dimly lit changing room. 'Come in here, Poppy,' she said mischievously. 'We can share, if you like.'

The enormity of such a frowned-up act worried the usually obedient Poppy. 'But what if Old Sharpie turns up?' she whispered. 'Don't forget Captain Smythe is here today for one of his silly inspections, which means he'll almost certainly take a look in here at some point.' And then an even scarier prospect occurred to her, fuelled by her earlier perverse experience. 'Or Miss Brady, come to that.'

'Who cares?' Suky countered rebelliously. 'It's their own fault for leaving us unsupervised and with nothing to do.' So saying, she moved aside invitingly and coaxed Poppy closer. 'Come on, come in and share my cubicle!'

Suky was rubbing her slight body languidly with one of the rough college towels, and Poppy glanced at her shyly as she did slip inside the confined space. Her breasts were small but attractively plump with nipples the colour of raisins, making Poppy more aware of her larger, pale, pink-tipped orbs as she bashfully bent to dry her thighs.
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