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Obedience School - Part 11

by Haruka


Maria headed for her quarters, wondering what she would find there.  For Regina’s sake, it had better be the redhead ready and waiting for her.


And what would she do if Regina _wasn’t_ there?  She’d have to demote her to student after all, but she hoped she wouldn’t have to.  She was short on staff as it was.  Granted, Quistis was still on reserve and promised to return if necessary once her SeeD mission was done, but Regina was an excellent instructor as well, and she was already here.  Maria wanted to make sure she stayed on their side.


She opened the door and went in, a smile crossing her beautiful features.  There was Regina, naked, down on one knee in the position of deference.  She closed the door, feeling relieved.  There was the first step accomplished – Regina was willing to accept her discipline.  Now Maria just had to remain strong and unwavering – showing none of the lack of confidence she’d had when Ichirou took over the Hanagumi.  She had grown since then, and if Ayame trusted her with the entire school, she could surely bring Regina back into line.


“All right, Regina, you may rise.”


The other woman got to her feet.


“I can see you’re demonstrating a genuine desire for correction, is this not so?”


“It is, Mistress,” Regina replied.


“Good.  Then you may undress me and we will proceed.”


Regina approached her and with deft, efficient motions, began to relieve Maria of her clothing.  Maria had to admit that this doe-eyed creature was even more beautiful close-up.  Her bare breasts were firm and inviting, with pert little nipples begging to be teased.  Her lips looked full and soft.  Maria wondered what Regina would think of her Russian Ice Queen if she were to throw her to the carpet and take her right then and there.


Patience, Maria, she told herself.  There’s a little matter of punishment first.


“Come,” Maria said curtly, and walked toward the bedroom.  She sensed more than heard Regina following her.  The girl knew how to move silently, and considering her former line of work, Maria wasn’t surprised.


She walked to the bedside and sat down.  Regina stopped in front of her.


“I am very angry with you, Regina,” Maria told her.  “How are we to teach respect and obedience to the students when my own staff members gossip and misbehave?”


“I’m sorry, Mistress Maria,” Regina answered.  “I have no excuses.”


“Good, I am glad of this, because trying to fabricate any would only make things worse for you,” Maria said grimly.  “Lay over my lap.”


She saw Regina swallow before moving into a position where she could do as Maria said.  Maria could feel her own heart beating fast and hoped that Regina could not feel her nervousness.  She had never had another person so completely at her mercy before.  Yes, she had been leader of the Hanagumi, but as much as she may have wanted to at times, she had never spanked them.  She ran a hand down Regina’s back, noting the three slashing scars in the center.  Ayame had given her all the files on her teachers, but even reading how Regina had worked for the government on missions involving living dinosaurs hadn’t registered the way those scars did.  This woman, admittedly only a few years older than herself, had once had a velociraptor leap on her back and had managed through sheer will and strength to fight it off and survive.  She’d faced other raptors, and even tyrannosaurs, and not only came out alive but successful in her missions.  Yet here this remarkable girl was, face-down over her lap, docilely awaiting punishment.


Wasn’t life funny?


Maria brought her hand down smartly on Regina’s bare bottom, half shocked and half intrigued by the sharp sound the action resulted in.  She decided she liked it, and swatted her again.  This time, Regina gasped.  Maria decided she liked that, too.


“I wonder if I can make your bottom as red as your hair?” she said thoughtfully, tracing a lazy circle on Regina’s right buttock with a fingertip.  “However, that shade of candy-apple red is a colour not found in nature so the best I can manage is a close approximation.”  Raising her hand once more, she proceeded to do so.


Michiru giggled as Haruka pulled her along.  The tall, sexy blonde had sworn that she found the perfect place where they could be alone, away from the prying eyes of the staff.  Sure enough, when they ducked under the stairs and found themselves alone in the shadows, it certainly seemed as if they’d have unquestioned privacy.


Haruka took Michiru’s face in her hands and kissed her hungrily.  “God, I’ve missed you!” she said.  Although they’d been together almost every minute since they arrived, Michiru knew what she meant and felt the same way.  She returned Haruka’s fervent kisses in kind.


“I hate having them watch us all the time,” she whispered.


“This place is driving me crazy,” Haruka murmured, nuzzling Michiru’s neck.  “Every time I turn around, there’s a staff member there and I have to get down on my knee – and in this stupid dress you just KNOW I’m showing off everything I’ve got.”


“I like what you’ve got,” Michiru said mischievously.


Haruka smiled and kissed her again.  Michiru wrapped her arms around her and allowed Haruka to lower her to the floor.


A throat cleared nearby and both girls looked up.  Even in the shadows, it was easy to recognize Fujin’s silver hair and white skin.


“Hey, Fujin, you want to get out of here so we can have a little time alone?” Haruka said in undisguised annoyance.


“NEGATIVE,” Fujin answered, glancing over her shoulder.


“She’s refusing?” Michiru said in surprise.


“Maybe you didn’t hear me right,” Haruka told Fujin, her tone turning dangerous.  “Get lost!”


“And maybe _you_ misunderstood,” another voice piped up and Kendappa peeked past Fujin’s shoulder.  “She was trying to warn you that I was coming.”  She patted Fujin on the back.  “Nice try, but now all three of you are in trouble.  Come with me.”


Michiru sighed and Haruka groaned as they disentangled themselves.  “Sorry, Fujin,” Haruka apologized for the misunderstanding.


“ME TOO,” Fujin answered wryly and Michiru suspected that was the last time the blonde would try and help them out.
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