Warning: Before reading further, refer to warning/notes at the beginning of Part 1.

Obedience School - Part 12

by Haruka


Regina panted.  It was getting hard to breathe.  Maria’s relentless descending hand had so far succeeded in rendering her backside a monument to pain and had forced tears from her eyes.  Every swat produced another flood, and not just on her face.  If she doesn’t stop soon, I’m gonna get dehydrated, Regina thought as a joke, then groaned audibly from another smack.


Then there was a pause, and Maria leaned over to blow lightly on Regina’s tortured skin.  Regina gasped.


“All right, I think you’re ready.”  Maria slipped a cool hand between Regina’s damp thighs.  “In fact, I’m sure you are.”


The redhead bit her lip.  Her trademark quick wit escaped her and she couldn’t even formulate a snappy retort in private.  Might be just as well – for all she knew, Maria could read minds.


“Get up,” the Russian woman ordered, and Regina allowed herself to slide off her lap onto the carpet.  She could feel the uncomfortable and humiliating stickiness between her legs as she painfully assumed the position of deference.  If Maria sent her out now, she’d head straight for a cold shower.


Maria drew her legs up out of Regina’s line of sight, then she felt a tap on her head.  “Get up here.”


She didn’t have to be told twice.  Regina climbed onto the bed and found herself gazing down at Maria’s beautiful breasts, white and perfect.


“Look at me, Regina.”


She raised her brown eyes to Maria’s visible green one.  God, the girl was gorgeous.


“I know the pain you are feeling now is from more than the spanking,” Maria said.  “But as a final penance, you must pleasure _me_ before I will relieve you of your own suffering.  Is that understood?”


“Yes, Mistress,” Regina said, then ducked her head to begin proving it.  Maria lay her head back and smiled to herself.


Michiru crossed her arms over her bare breasts, knowing her face was bright red and having no way to hide it.  She saw Fujin a few feet away, also naked, but not hiding herself.  Rather, her arms were behind her back, her gaze focused straight ahead in almost militaristic fashion.  The only sign that she was embarrassed at all by her newfound nudity was the fuchsia shade in her cheeks.


And as for Haruka ….


“GET YOUR HANDS OFFA ME, GODDAMMIT!”


Michiru knew that behind her, Kendappa had employed Kanna’s help in ‘convincing’ Haruka that she should remove her harem dress as punishment.  She also knew that it might take more than just Kanna to make Haruka do it.  No matter what, she wouldn’t watch.  She and Haruka had agreed that if it came down to this while they were here, they at least wouldn’t humiliate each other and give the staff that satisfaction.


“Come on, Haruka, knock it off and lose the dress!” Kanna told her firmly.


“Over my dead body!” Haruka yelled and in her struggling, managed to elbow Kanna in the chest.


“OWWWWWWWWWW!!!!!” Kanna howled.  “Okay, that does it!” She threw Haruka to the floor and planted a foot in the center of her back, ripping the harem dress right off her body.


“HEY!” Haruka protested.


“Effective.”  Kendappa nodded.  “Thank you, Kanna.”


“No problem,” Kanna replied, rubbing her bruised breast as she glared down at Haruka, who had sat up and wrapped an arm around her chest.


“Bully!” she accused Kanna.  “Traitor!  You were one of us not long ago!”


“Yeah, but I smartened up.  Too bad you can’t.”  Kanna gathered up the remains of Haruka’s dress.  “Just be glad I’m not punishing you for fighting us like this, because I’ll tell you, Haruka, right now I’d really like to.”


The green eyes flashed in response but Haruka said nothing.


“You three will all do without these dresses until you’ve redeemed yourselves,” Kendappa told them gaily.  “But be warned – now that you have no clothing to take away, you can expect any further punishment to take a different form.  Think of Solude, for instance.  Come on, Kanna.”


The two instructors left the dorm room, leaving the three naked girls alone.


“I’m not going out there,” Haruka muttered.


“Are you all right?” Michiru asked, still not facing her.  “It sounded like she was hurting you.”


“No, I hurt her instead.  She got my dress, though.”  She looked over at Fujin.  “You know, if you hadn’t stopped by the stairs to helpfully ‘warn’ us, Kendappa might never have noticed we were there.”


Fujin glared at her.  “FINE!  HELP NOT!”  She stalked out of the room, apparently not caring that her pert breasts were bouncing freely as her feet slapped the floor.


“Haruka, she _was_ only trying to help,” Michiru said slowly.


“I know,” Haruka sighed, running a hand through her gold hair.  “I’ll apologize later.  I just … HATE this.  I hate that they did it to YOU.  You’re too much of a lady to be subjected to this kind of treatment!”


Michiru smiled.  “Would you mind if I turned around?”


Haruka wrapped her arms around her from behind.  “You don’t have to,” she murmured in her ear.


Michiru sighed and leaned back against her.  She could feel Haruka’s firm breasts pressing against her back.  “If they catch us like this, they’ll do something worse to us,” she whispered.


“Just another minute,” Haruka said, kissing her shoulder.  “Then we’ll venture out and face the world.”


“Let’s be like Fujin,” Michiru suggested.  “She marched out of here without hiding herself.  Let’s us try to be like that.”


Haruka peered over her shoulder.  “Can you?  I think you’re too ladylike to walk around naked without covering up, Michi.”


“Normally I would be,” Michiru admitted.  “But if I act all embarrassed, then they’ve won.”


“I guess that means we’ll have to be prepared to face each other in public, too.”  Haruka sighed.


“Is it that much of a hardship?” Michiru teased.  Haruka turned her around so that they were facing each other.  Although she’d seen Haruka naked on numerous occasions back in the Moon Kingdom, it was still a bit of a shock to look at her now, here in their room where anyone could walk in on them.  How much worse would it be when they left the room to brave public scrutiny?


“It’s never a hardship for me to look at you, clothed or not,” Haruka said seriously.  “But it’s going to be _damned_ hard having others look at you naked.  Your body is supposed to be for my eyes alone, and I _hate_ them for taking that away from me.”


Michiru’s eyes filled with tears.  “Haruka,” she whispered, and embraced her.
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