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Part One: Naughty from the Start

“Thanks for driving me in today,” Jenni said to her mother as the school building came into view. Across from her, in the driver’s seat, sat a diminutive woman who looked only a few years older than her teenage daughter. Both sported the same dark brunette curls, the same petite frame, and the same burden of excessive curves that caused their respective outfits to bulge. Of course, Jenni had noticed a few other similarities. For example, her mother’s skirt was just about as short as hers, and a quick, but accidental glimpse of glistening wet pink folds, told Jenni she wasn’t the only one going commando.

Jenni’s mother smiled. “Of course sweetheart.” She turned the wheel and accelerated. “I’m sorry that I have to drop you off a bit early, but I’ve got a contract job this morning.”

Jenni nodded. She’d noticed that her mother had done her makeup a little heavier than usual. “It’s not a problem,” she assured her mother. The car whizzed past the student parking lot, but instead of pulling into the entrance drive that led to the front of the school, the car kept going toward the teacher’s parking in the back.

“Uh, Mom?” Jenni asked in bewilderment. Her mother smiled knowingly and turned into the faculty lot. Some, but not all, of the spots were already filled and Jenni spotted several familiar vehicles. One in particular stood out, mostly because there was a man standing there. He wore a dark blue blazer with matching trousers, and a white button up shirt. Normally, he’d have also been wearing a tie, but today he was without, looking more relaxed. Jenni swallowed nervously as her mother pulled directly up in front of the man.

“Here we are,” Jenni’s mother said as she pulled a red folder out from between the seats, opened it, and Jenni saw there were two papers inside. Katie grabbed one and handed it over. “Give this to the principal.”

“Mother?”

Katie smiled. “Have a good day, sweetheart. I’ll see you later.”

The door popped open and Jenni jerked as the principal stooped down to look into the vehicle. He reached down and plucked the paper out of Jenni’s hands before she even had a chance to read it.

“Thank you for bringing her. I appreciate you signing the release form.”

The woman behind the wheel let out a little shrug. “What’s another one?” She said offhandedly.

“Come along,” he said, backing up and giving Jenni the space and opportunity to climb out. “We don’t have much time.”

She bit her lip as her mother made a shooing motion and Jenni emerged from the sedan. She was dressed in a blue plaid skirt, which had started off its life as being part of a fully compliant school uniform. However, Jenni had hemmed it herself, raising the bottom edge of the skirt a full ten inches above its original length. Now it barely covered her bottom, leaving the cream colored flesh of her upper thighs quite exposed, and under the right circumstances in exactly the same situation as her mother had been in a few minutes before. Her white, button down blouse wasn’t quite to spec either. Rather than the normal issue, Jenni had replaced it with a shirt similarly cut, but with much lighter material. Much, much lighter. The tips of her breasts weren’t just causing two hard bumps, easily visible, but there was little doubt that the principal could actually see the pink tips, right through the cloth.

She’d been expecting to go straight to In School Suspension that morning and Ms. Temis would have appreciated the daringness of the outfit. Or at least she would have immediately chastised Jenni for violating the school uniform code. And it would have counted as two violations. At least until Ms. Temis had discovered that Jenni wasn’t wearing panties or a bra either. She hadn’t expected to be greeted by the principal. He eyed her outfit, his eyebrow arching up as he examined her in the morning sunlight.

“Starting off the day with multiple violations I see,” he said ruefully. He shut the car door behind Jenni and her mother pulled away. She watched her go, then licked her lips as the principal quickly scanned the document he had taken from her, then folded it with a pleased nod. He tucked it into his coat pocket. “Well, at least your shoes and socks are to standard,” he muttered. “Very well. As it is, your attire will not affect the outcome of today’s field trip. Get in the car,” he ordered.

Jenni blinked. “Field trip?” She asked curiously.

He nodded, then took her elbow and led her to the passenger door. He popped it open and helped her into the seat, glancing down as her skirt slid even higher upward, revealing the perfectly shaved slit. Jenni looked up at him with a grin, half hoping he’d slip a finger inside her, but instead he shut the door. She hurriedly buckled up as he came around to the driver’s side and got in.

“Where are we going, sir?” She asked as he turned on the car and pulled out of the faculty lot. 

“Discipline Expo,” he replied.

She blinked, unsure of what that meant. Then she spotted him glancing down at her lap. A small smile crept across her face. She might have dressed for Ms. Temis, who was running In School Suspension, but that didn’t mean the principal couldn’t appreciate her attire, or punish her properly for her lack of decorum. Slowly, she let her knees separate and even, just a smidge, pulled the material of her skirt higher. Still, he didn’t say anything about the obvious lubrication of her pussy, or even her lack of panties. She frowned, wanting him to put his hand down in her lap, and she tugged the skirt up a bit more.

But he didn’t touch her. Slowly she slipped her hands between her legs, her fingertip gently stroking the petals of her sex. She felt the wetness, collecting it and smearing it upward until it coated her clitoris. Within minutes she was struggling not to groan, her knees spread wide apart. The principal looked over at her, rolled his eyes, and then reached behind the seat, pulling a bag forward.

“Look in there,” he ordered.

Jenni pulled her hand away from her slit and opened the bag. Immediately she spotted the two sets of leather bondage cuffs, but beneath them was a long, thick, pink vibrator. She looked up at him.

“Since you can’t seem to control yourself, take the toy, push it in fully, and hold it in place.”

Jenni pulled the vibrator out. “Hold it in place?” She asked carefully.

He nodded, taking another turn. “Indeed. No thrusting. You may tighten around it, but no in and out movement.”

Jenni bit her lip and set the bag down by her feet. She pressed the tapered tip of the toy against her slit and slid it in slowly. As expected, she tightened around it and when it was deep, she turned it on. The vibrations started up instantly, a deep seated buzzing that made her gasp. Her hand moved involuntarily, pumping the phallus and only the glare of the principal made her stop.

“Did I give you permission to turn it on?” He demanded.

She glanced up. “No sir,” she blurted out. Her finger found the switch on the bottom and pressed it a second time. The rumbling went silent.

“Did I give you permission to turn it off?” He asked.

“But…” she stammered.

“The audacity,” he said with a shake of his head. “Turn the vibrator on.”

She licked her lips and pressed the button. Again, her sex tightened around the toy.

“You will refrain from pumping. You will not turn off the vibrator. And you will not cum.”

The little schoolgirl gulped. “Um… sir. I’m not sure I can hold…”

“You will not cum,” he repeated, interrupting her. “Failure to comply will result in another violation of the school rules.” He glanced over at her quickly. “Along with the disturbingly large number of demerits you’ve already managed to acquire.”

“Oh,” she said simply, trying not to smile. Another violation. She managed to hold still for almost a minute. But then the impulse was too strong. Slowly, she began to move the vibrator out of her sex, then before it came out, she pushed it back in. She closed her eyes, struggling to hold herself in check, but it was impossible. She felt her chest rise as her breathing increased and then suddenly it was too much, the buzzing oscillations in her sex, the thrill of vehicles driving past them looking in to see her exposed sex, her skirt rolled up high, her pussy stuffed with a bright pink vibrator. She tightened around the toy, groaning passionately, and obviously, as the orgasm surged through her.

He didn’t say anything and by the time they pulled into the parking lot of the convention center, she was well on her way toward a second climax. He reached down, grabbing her hand, and she froze. She let go of the vibe, staring up at him breathlessly as he took hold of the base. He gave her three solid, firm pumps, then drew the toy out of her slit, shutting it off.

“Ohhh,” she moaned in absolute disappointment.

“You,” he said warningly, “are incorrigible.” He held up the now silent vibrator. “Now clean this.”

She nodded. “Yes sir.” She opened her mouth and without a word, began sucking on the solid plastic rod. The tangy flavor of her own juices filled her mouth, but he pulled it away after a moment, only to drop it into the bag with the bondage cuffs.

“Let’s go.”

He climbed out of the car and came around to her side, opening the door. Her skirt was still hiked up around her waist, her shaven and freshly soaked sex in full view, the soft, pink, moist petals glistening with further anticipation. Jenni took his offered hand and climbed from the car, swiftly sweeping her skirt back down so that she wasn’t exposed in public. It was one thing to show the principal her cute little slit in the sheltered privacy of his sedan. It was another to flash her goods to everyone in the area.

And there were plenty. She glanced around as he closed the door. There were couples everywhere, if you could call them that. The majority were male-female pairings, but there were quite a few female-female couples as well. And the word couples wasn’t quite right, Jenni admitted to herself. In each pair there appeared to be a dominant and a submissive. And sometimes the age differences, like her and the principal, were somewhat extreme. Some of the outfits she was seeing were a bit risque as well. In fact, there were some that were downright indecent. Still, school uniforms seemed to be in vogue so she didn’t feel too out of place. In fact, her outfit was one of the more modest versions she saw.

“For the record,” he said as he began leading her toward the building. “You have earned seven punishments.”

She blinked in surprise. “Seven?”

He nodded as they stepped past a sign directing vendors to park in the rear, getting into a line. Ahead of Jenni stood a young woman, only a few years older, dressed in what looked like a thin and transparent black robe, leather bondage cuffs on her wrists and ankles, a matching collar around her throat, and black high heeled sandals. It was clear that the woman, much like Jenni, wasn’t wearing any panties and Jenni couldn’t help smiling, wondering if there were rules about wearing underwear at the convention.

“Yes,” he said. “Seven. One for the shortness of your skirt. Another for not wearing a school issued blouse. You have earned a third violation for not wearing a bra, which I can plainly see since your breasts are showing through the shirt. The fourth is for not wearing panties, which are required.”

She nodded. Another girl, again standing with an older man, wore a red plaid mini skirt just like Jenni’s. However, instead of a typical blouse, she was wearing a white crop top that practically seemed painted on her skin and was even more transparent than Jenni’s shirt. She could see the barbell piercings on each nipple.

“What about the fifth and sixth?” She asked curiously.

“Violations for turning on the vibrator, and another for turning it off, both without permission.”

She gulped. That was a lot of punishment. “And the seventh was for cumming?”

He nodded. “For unauthorized orgasm. You are not to cum today. Do you understand?” He sighed. “I was intending on delivering any punishments you had earned at the end of the convention. But I wasn’t expecting to start the event with quite so many demerits on your part. So we will have to begin the sensitization process immediately, and then begin the punishments. And I might add that any additional unauthorized orgasms you have, whether from stimulation or punishment, will be handled immediately with swift and severe consequences."

She blinked. “Am I going to be punished here?” She asked, looking at the line and entrance.

“Seven violations is one hundred and forty strokes. I’ll spread it out in the typical areas, but you’ll be quite sore going home today.” He paused meaningfully. “Especially if you ‘accidentally’ have more orgasms.”

“Me, sir?” She asked innocently. He didn’t see the wicked smile on her face. He heard it in her voice.

“Yes. You.”

They stepped up to the registration desk and the principal handed over his ID. The man at the table nodded, compared it to a list, and then passed over a name badge on a lanyard.

“Here you are, sir,” he said, only to eye Jenni. “That one is a little young, isn’t she?” He asked with a touch of concern.

The principal frowned. “Here is a release signed by her mother,” he said simply, pulling the document he’d received earlier out of his suit coat. He handed it over and the man at the desk read it carefully. “Huh. Similar name,” he muttered, then shrugged. “Okay. Fine,” he muttered. “But I sure wouldn’t subject my daughter to something like this.” He shook his head and handed over a collar. “Here’s her tag.”

The principal accepted it and to Jenni’s surprise, turned to her and began placing it around her neck.

“A collar?” She asked as he moved her hair and tightened the leather.

“If we get separated, they can scan it and know who you are and who you belong to.”

She blinked as she felt the buckle lock. “Can’t I just tell them who I am? And what school I go to?”

“What if you are gagged?” He asked, pulling his hands away. “Granted, it does clash with the uniform, but we’ll deal with that in a bit.”

“The shoes,” the man at the desk said, pointing at Jenni’s black platforms. “High heels or barefoot,” he said simply.

The principal snapped his fingers. “I forgot,” he admitted to the man at the desk. He turned and looked at her. “Take off your shoes or socks please.”

“I have to walk around barefoot?” She asked incredulously.

The principal nodded, “The floor of the convention is carpeted, so it won’t be a problem.”

“There are heels for sale if your master wants you to have shoes,” said the man behind the desk. She blinked and looked up at the principal.

“High heels?”

“Take off your shoes,” the principal repeated, just a little more sternly.

She glanced around. There wasn’t exactly a place to sit, and even if there had been, it would have allowed the other convention goers to see right up her skirt. She reached out a hand and braced herself on the desk, lifting a foot, and began untying the shoe. Both men watched and she managed to get her footwear and socks off after a few unsteady moments, flashing the pink slit between her legs more than a few times. The principal collected the items and placed them in his bag.

The man at the desk nodded. “Looks good. You can head in. Have a good time.” He pointed toward the entrance.

The principal took Jenni’s arm and guided her toward the doorway. He lifted his pass, scanning the code on it and the automatic doors opened. There was a blast of warm air as he pulled her through, but that wasn’t the only thing that seemed to hit Jenni with a physical force.

There was noise too. And not just any kinds of noise. There was the hum of people talking of course, but scattered throughout the conversational buzz there was a complex mosaic of moans, whimpers, gasps, cries, wails, and the occasional shriek. The entire huge room actually sounded a lot like In School Suspension, when Ms. Temis was “punishing” multiple students. Jenni actually stopped, somewhat shocked, until she felt the principal’s pull. For a moment she was overwhelmed. Flashes of colors, bright lights, and exotic scents stimulated her senses, but then her eyes locked onto a single, tall beacon looming over the entire convention floor.

Two tall masts, each about twenty feet high, had been erected somewhere in the warren of booths. Colored lights decorated each pylon, but what drew Jenni’s widening eyes was the woman suspended, in an inverted position, between them, arms and legs bound and pulled wide apart. The fact that she was naked, her skin covered in so much oil that it gleamed, only emphasized the truly desperate predicament she was in. She was writhing too, trembling and shaking as her long, brunette hair dangled beneath her. The woman’s back was to her, but from the way her hips were twitching, she had to be stuffed with some sort of vibrating toy. A light seemed to flash at the apex of her sex.

“Oh my,” Jenni whispered, gulping with amazement. Then she felt the sudden rush of arousal, her puss tightening. She rolled her hips involuntarily, but it was a motion the principal noticed, looking down at her with a smile.

“Don’t worry,” he said politely. “You’ll get to see everything,” he said.

“Including that?” Jenni asked quietly, gesturing at the double pylons. The principal laughed.

“Especially that,” he assured her.

Jenni nodded, still a little stunned, but she didn’t want to admit to the man next to her that she wouldn’t mind being put in such a position. Not in the least.

“Come,” the principal said. “Let’s explore.” He led her toward one of the nearest rows.

The first booth sported a logo across the back wall, while beneath stood four different models of chair. Jenni’s eyes widened as she realized each was designed to restrain the individual sitting in them, and when she spotted the various sexual probes, some even built into the designs, she shuddered. A man dressed in a suit coat and trousers was talking passionately with another convention goer who stood listening intently, while next to him, on all fours, was a girl wearing absolutely nothing. Well, almost nothing. Her neck sported the same kind of collar that was around Jenni’s throat, an attached leash going from the encircled leather to her master’s hand. Her wrists and ankles sported leather bondage cuffs, and a huge, upright, furry tail stuck up out of her ass.

“Yes sir, it’s absolutely safe to restrain your subject for extended periods of time, though we don’t recommend leaving them alone,” the salesman was saying. The man nodded and suddenly the pet girl spotted Jenni and turned. She grinned and without a word, surged forward toward Jenni with a happy bark.

“Oh!” Jenni gasped as the naked girl with the tail bumped into her legs. Everyone turned to look and the man holding the leash smiled.

“You can pet Leah if you like. She won’t bite.”

“Her name is Leah?” Jenni asked. The girl on her knees nodded emphatically, still grinning with a silly expression. Jenni held out a hand and Leah sniffed it, then once more butted her head up against Jenni’s thighs.

“Yes it is. I think she likes you.”

Jenni laughed and stroked Leah’s short blonde hair. The pet girl nuzzled her and then, much to Jenni’s shock, pushed her face higher. The uniform skirt which Jenni had hemmed too short, lifted and suddenly Leah’s tongue slid across Jenni’s clitoris.

“Oh!” She exclaimed, backing away. Leah looked sad, blinking her huge brown eyes, her tongue still hanging out. Then the principal put his hands on Jenni’s arms.

“Now, now. It’s appropriate to let pets get to know you. Spread your legs and hold still.”

Leah’s mouth curled up and a second later, as both men watched with appreciation, Leah once more surged forward, her head pressing up against Jenni’s legs. The principal kept hold of one arm, but then reached down and tapped Jenni’s left hip. “Lift your leg up,” he ordered.

Jenni did, knowing that this would raise her skirt even higher and she felt the principal’s hand curl around behind her knee, helping to hold her in place. But then Leah’s tongue was digging into Jenni’s pussy and waves of acute pleasure slid through her.

“You know,” the salesman said with appreciation. “Any of my restraint chairs could serve as a proper platform to hold that young slut in place for a proper pussy licking. This one over here, the Model 4, utilizes an anal plug to hold the subject in place, while the leg restraint arms are able to be rotated until the subject is vulnerable and open to all sorts of stimulation or punishment.”

Jenni let out a moan, closing her eyes as Leah continued to lap hungrily at her tiny sweet nub. The principal and the man holding the leash seemed to ignore the salesman, watching the pet girl and little schoolgirl. The salesman let out a frustrated sigh and crossed his arms.

Just when Jenni was on the cusp of cumming, the principal dropped her extended leg and pulled her back. She let out a groan of desperation as Leah’s face appeared, wet from mouth to chin, eyes still bright.

“I’m sorry, but we just got here and she’s been told not to orgasm,” the principal explained. The man holding the leash laughed.

“Really? Are you sure you want my pet to stop?” The principal just smiled. The man nodded. “Of course. I completely understand. I appreciate your tolerance for my pet. She just can’t get enough pussy.” He pulled slightly on her leash, tugging her back toward him. “Sometimes she’s so naughty that she has to be punished too.”

Leah closed her eyes and Jenni, who was still panting from the surge of unrequited lust running through her veins, noticed the flinch.

“Most of these cumsluts require frequent punishment,” the principal agreed.

The salesman butted in. “Then the best option is the Model 2! Perfectly designed to stretch out your subject in any position, enabling you to take a whip or paddle to any portion of their…”

“Come along,” the principal said to Jenni, pulling her away from the booth and droning salesman. Jenni gave Leah a last look as they moved down the aisle. The next booth sold similar products to the first, except this one sported a girl who was already mounted in one restraint chair, legs spread wide, her naked body writhing as she chewed on a red rubber ball gag. The salesman idly snapped a leather flogger down at her exposed and vulnerable pussy as he discussed the purchase price of the chair with another convention goer, this one standing next to a young woman in a slinky black dress that had been cut along the back and front, exposing great swaths of her bottom, breasts, and even sex. The principal kept going without stopping.

A shrill cry drew Jenni’s attention and she turned her head toward the sound, looking out across the convention floor. It was coming from the woman who was still bound spread-eagled between the poles, suspended both high above the other booths, inverted. Jenni blinked, seeing that she’d been lowered to about midway, and someone was wielding a leather flogger with overhand strokes, bringing the leather strands down on the woman’s exposed and vulnerable sex. Jenni gulped, eyes wide as she saw the woman’s shoulders ripple, the muscles of her back tensing with each blow. She stumbled a bit behind the principal, still watching as over a dozen strokes were left between the woman’s legs, only for her to be hauled upward again after the beating. Jenni was so distracted, she ran into the principal.

“Pay attention,” he told her warningly, but then he looked closer at the booth they were standing by. The principal maneuvered Jenni in front of him and she gasped as she was confronted with three large panels of rubberized breasts, mounted in rows. Each set of synthetic boobs sported a different set of nipple clamps. The hardware ran the gauntlet from mild tweezers to these convoluted and monstrous looking cages that looked exceedingly painful. But then Jenni realized that two of the display bosoms were real, cutouts in the back display boards allowing those standing in front of the booth to see just the quivering, breathing breasts of the models. One of them was coping with a set of vibrating clamps, while the other was suffering the bite of a pair of clover clamps, both weighted.

A muted groan from the front of the booth attracted Jenni’s attention and as she moved to get a better view, the salesman stepped slightly back, revealing a third young woman, this one kneeling and sitting over a sybian stimulator. The woman was naked, with her arms bound behind her back, grinding herself passionately on the vibrating rubber base between her legs. But while she was clearly in the throes of passion, both of her nipples were capped with a heavy looking cage like structure. A clamp dangled down from the tip, pinching the woman’s nipple tightly. A screw at the top made it clear that tightening it would pull the nub outward, stretching it and from the look of things, the woman riding the sybian was already suffering the maximum tension. It had to be excruciating!

“Well hello!” Said the salesman, spotting the principal and Jenni. “And what do we have here! A fresh little strumpet in need of appropriate correction? Are we looking for a nice sharp pinch or a deep throbbing pain? I can practically see through that amazing shirt and those two little buds look ripe for some hardware!” He glanced up from Jenni’s somewhat translucent blouse to the principal’s face. “Oh. You look like a man who knows exactly what he wants,” he said in a respectful fashion.

“I’m looking to try your company’s new ‘Twisters’ clamp set,” replied the principal succinctly. “I’ve read about their effectiveness."

The salesman tapped a finger against his chin. “They are incredibly intense. Women are falling in love with them all over the place. But, if you are trying to cause her discomfort, the Twisters are not terribly effective for the application of…”

The principal held up his hand. “We are in the stimulation phase,” he said simply. The salesman shrugged.

“Well, our goal is to make you happy.” He glanced over at Jenni. “Though I would love to see her face with those adorable tits of hers tightly pinched in a set of clover clamps! Preferably with weights!” He turned and went over to one of the synthetic breasts that looked like it had a set of pasties over each nipple. He peeled them off and quickly brought them back over to the principal.

“The ‘Twisters’ clamp set. As you can see, they’re a little heavy and cover the areola completely. You pinch the bulb here, which creates a vacuum that sucks up the actual nipple. Then by tapping on this little symbol here you can start the motor.”

The principal took the two weird looking clamps and studied them. He looked at the backside and Jenni rose up on tiptoe to look too. The back of each rubber pasty had a hole, just about the size of her nipple. The principal turned and looked at Jenni.

“Since that specific shirt is not standard issue and is of insufficient thickness, you will remove it immediately,” he said.

Her curiosity outweighed the fact that she was standing in a crowded convention hall, surrounded by people. She reached up and began unbuttoning her blouse. Bit by bit she exposed her chest, until both of her sweet, fresh breasts hung in front of everyone’s eyes. She pulled the shirt completely open, letting the white gauze-like material hang from her shoulders as she thrust her chest forward.

“Magnificent rack,” the salesman said with a complimenting smile. “Rare to see a girl of her petite size with such large, full breasts.”

“Cup your breasts,” ordered the principal. “Arch your back.”

Jenni did as ordered and the principal placed the first pasty into place. It felt weird, especially as her nipple tightened and slipped into the central indentation. He pinched the top, and the rubber pasty formed a sort of makeshift gasket, sucking onto her skin, tightening. It made her gasp, then groan, the tightness sending a delicious shiver straight down to her soaked slit. He attached the other pasty, the same sensation flowing through her. Finally he tapped the spot the salesman had indicated and an entirely new sensation shot through her breasts.

Her nipples, which felt like they had been lightly gripped between two fingers, suddenly were twisted about five degrees in opposite directions. Her left nipple was rotated to the right, while her right nipple went to the left. Five degrees wasn’t painful, but it created a tingle that shot through her like lightning. It was like someone playing with her breasts, teasing the tips. Worse, the twisting sensation then went the other direction! She let out a squeal, shuddering, her hands squeezing her boobs as her hips jerked involuntarily.

“Oh my God!” Jenni gushed, closing her eyes.

“Look at that,” the salesman said dramatically. “One of the most intense ways to stimulate a woman’s tits ever invented by man. The best thing? You can leave them on her for quite a while. The battery life is around six hours. To recharge, just peel the pasties off, set them on our induction charger, and after about an hour, you can put them right back on her for another six hours!”

A few other convention goers gathered around to admire Jenni’s exposed breasts and the pasty clamps clinging to them. She looked at the principal with an almost manic expression, her entire frame twitching. The principal noticed and even turned her around so that her back was to the booth, facing the growing crowd. He slipped her shirt completely off and folded it, tucking it away in his bag as Jenni blushed crimson.

He bent his head down toward her ear. “I feel like you need another warning about the consequences of cumming,” he said softly.

“I’m… I’m trying,” she gasped, whimpering as her hips twitched dramatically.

The principal smiled. “Undoubtedly,” he said sarcastically. “Thank you for the demonstration,” the principal told the salesman. “I’ll take them.”

“I presume you intend for her to wear them for the rest of the event?”

The principal nodded.

The salesman grinned and quickly bagged the charging station. “Well, I look forward to hearing about how many orgasms those things cause. I’ve seen girls literally cum from just the stimulation of those little toys, without anything else being done to them.”

Indeed, Jenni’s face made it clear that she was lost in the surging pleasure coming up from the tips of her breasts. Her chest heaved with need and had she not still been cupping her tits, her fingers would have undoubtedly been jammed into her quivering, wanton slit. The salesman handed over the accessories and the principal put them in his bag along with Jenni’s shirt.

“If you need something a little more excruciating for her later, please come back. I have some of the most agonizing pincer sets available. All made with the finest steel!”

The salesman then turned to the next nearest man who had come up, a somewhat fearful young girl by his side. She was wearing even less than Jenni, with only a belly dancer’s skirt tied around her waist. Of course, it left her pussy completely exposed. Jenni blinked in astonishment when a series of green and yellow flashing lights blinked at the girl’s nipples and clit. Evidently the lights were held on by several small clamps.

“Come along,” the principal said, pulling Jenni out of the center of attention. She took a few steps, then looked up at him.

“May I have my shirt back?” She asked with a whimper, her nipples still twisting back and forth, hidden beneath the rubber pasties.

“Hardly,” he snorted. “It’s not an officially sanctioned part of the uniform. If you happen to have a real school blouse, you may put that on.”

A flicker of desperation crossed her face. “Sir? I don’t think… I don’t think I’m going to be able to hold off.” In fact, her hips were jerking even more fervently. She put one hand between her legs, pressing on her pussy, as if that was going to help prevent the oncoming freight train barreling toward her.

“So, they really can push a woman over the edge, even without other stimulation,” he said with a tone of satisfaction. But then he smiled. “It is your responsibility to control yourself. Per school policy, I have every right to subject you to stimulation on any body part I intend on inflicting punishment for your infractions. And since you already have seven infractions, and there are only five approved punishment areas, your breasts will be receiving two sets of strokes.”

She gulped. “But what if I cum from having these on?”

“Then you’ll be immediately punished for that lack of control. And I can assure you that I won’t be whipping your thighs, or the bottoms of your feet, for that egregious violation.”

Jenni whimpered. He took her hand and began leading her down the row of booths. She was highly distracted and every step just made her pussy wetter. Worse, the various booths they passed each held some intensely sexual display or tableau that only aroused her more.

One booth sold nothing but dildoes and there was a long, narrow plank set along the length of the space, with almost a dozen differently sized phalli mounted on it. None of them were small, and a few of them looked like they might be motorized, or even electrified. A line of girls stood at one end, each waiting their turn as one beautiful girl, just a year or two older than Jenni, was half-way along, her legs bent, hands bound behind her back. Slowly, she impaled herself on one of the metal cocks with a grimace, legs bent, on tiptoe in a pair of white high heeled sandals. As she sank down she let out an agonized yelp, wincing with pain. Jenni realized it was a gauntlet, that the girl had already fucked the line of dildoes behind her, and still had half a dozen more to endure. Jenni couldn’t help feeling jealous, desperately wanting something in her sex.

But once again, as Jenni followed the principal down the row, she caught sight of the poor woman bound inverted between the two tall posts. Slowly she was lowered down, not quite disappearing from sight, but to a point where the flicking strands of the leather flogger could once again snap viciously between her legs. Her shrill yelps as each stroke landed made it clear that it stung, but from the way her hips twisted, it was very sexual as well. Jenni slipped a hand downward, pulling her skirt up just a quarter inch to press her fingers against her slit. It wasn’t just her nipples quivering. She could feel her sex pulse with need. As the woman was hauled upward again, the last blow of the flogger leaving a red welt along her buttock, she was once again positioned above the expo.


Part Two - Extended Stimulation

Jenni almost ran into the principal. He was standing in front of a small booth that used glass display cases as walls at the back and sides, creating a sort of shell for the salesman. In the middle was a padded rail on a raised platform, two steps leading from the convention floor upward. Jenni, still quite distracted by both the oscillations surging into her nipples and her finger pressed against her clit, didn’t even realize that the principal was already talking to the salesman.

“I need something appropriately thick, long, and seismic,” he said, glancing over at Jenni. “Specifically for this young lady’s ass.” The salesman looked at Jenni too, clearly appreciating the way her large breasts displayed the twisting, teasing pasties.

“I have just the thing,” he said with a lavicious grin. He turned to one of the display cases, and to Jenni’s alarm, pulled down one of the most awful looking phalli she’d ever seen. It was made of slick black rubber and segmented, as if it were armored. It was at least six inches long.

“This is the Thrusting Anal Vibrator,” the salesman declared. “It starts out with a five inch insertable length, then upon activation, not only vibrates intensely, but then extends another full inch, literally fucking the unfortunate wearer from inside. There are seven programmable speeds for both functions.”

“Really?” The principal said curiously. “Where is the controller?”

The salesman grinned. “It’s wireless. The bottom is a suction cup, just in case you need to mount it. Runs off of three triple A batteries. This baby has some power. Allow me to demonstrate.” Still holding the phallus itself with one hand, the salesman produced a little fob controller and activated the toy. It immediately began shaking, almost violently. Jenni gulped, trying to imagine what that would feel like jammed up her bottom. But then the phallus itself extended, the tip thrusting upward, over a full inch. It shrank back down quickly, then lengthened again, fast.

“I’m not sure that is sensitization,” responded the principal. “It looks more like punishment.”

Jenni nodded in immediate agreement. The salesman glanced at the quivering girl. “Is she an anal virgin?” He asked curiously.

The principal shook his head and sighed. “No. She’s accustomed to anal penetration, but the length of that plug seems somewhat extreme.

The salesman laughed. “I totally understand, and admittedly for someone unaccustomed to getting reamed in the rear, the Thrusting Anal Vibrator can be a challenge. Still doable, but a challenge. For a girl who routinely takes it up the ass though?” He glanced at Jenni with a grin. “It will be mildly uncomfortable, at least until the vibrations start. I’ve literally seen girls cum from just having this in their ass.”

The principal looked unconvinced.

“Need me to prove it?” The salesman countered.

Jenni shook her head no, but the principal crossed his arms. “What did you have in mind?” He asked.

The salesman grinned. “Your student climbs the steps and gets to experience the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. If I can make her cum in less than five minutes, you buy the device at the regular price. If I can make her cum in less than ten, but pass the five minute mark, I’ll give it to you at half price. We go past ten, I’ll give you a fifty percent discount on any item here at my booth.” He waved at the entire display.

The principal glanced down at Jenni, then nodded. He gestured. “Go on. Climb up there.”

“Please? Please sir?” She begged. “Please… I’m not supposed to cum!”

“That’s correct,” he told her sternly. “Which is why we are using this test to determine if the Thrusting Anal Vibrator is punishment, or stimulation.” He gave her a little push on the rear, his hand flicking the material of her skirt in a teasing manner. “Go on. Up you go.”

Hesitantly, Jenni stepped onto the stairs and climbed up. The railing faced the back of the booth and when she got to it, she looked over her shoulder and down at the principal. He stared up at her with a grin, her ass almost level with his face. There was another crowd gathering. She closed her eyes and faced forward again, the rows of anal plugs and other phallic toys lining the glass cases in front of her. She bent over, feeling the padded bar against her taut belly. There were handholds on the railing supports and she took hold of them, clinging tightly.

She felt the salesman flick up her skirt and there was a murmur of appreciation behind her. She tried not to listen, but a few comments came up to her ears, complimenting the shapeliness of her ass, or the wetness of her shaved and quivering slit.

“My goodness, she’s soaked!” Someone said loudly.

Then something cold and slick dripped onto her bottom, slipping down the crack of her ass. It lubricated the tiny brown star of her anus and then she felt the tapered but huge head of the phallus pressing against her backside.

While Jenni was certainly accustomed to taking various phallic objects up the ass, including more than a few cocks, it wasn’t something that she was inherently inclined to enjoy. It didn’t hurt, but in her mind, she needed something in her pussy to help her cum. Not her ass. Still, the salesman applied mild pressure and a full inch of the thing slid into her rump, opening her up. She resisted the urge to tighten and focused on allowing more of the huge rubber rod to slide into her backdoor. Another inch slipped in, then she felt the widening center of the beast. She groaned as more and more was impaled into her bottom. Then there was a quickening as it narrowed and she finally allowed herself to tighten, this time around the base. She suspected that had she backed into a wall, she could have fucked herself even more thoroughly.

But then the vibration started.

The salesman didn’t start it on level one. Oh no. He pushed it almost to full power straight away, a surge of energy that rippled through her like a wave. It felt amazing. She tightened around it, realizing instantly that the trembling chorus materializing from both her breasts and ass now threatened to overwhelm her. Her hips rocked. She knew almost immediately that this wasn’t punishment. She was already too close to exploding. Her body rippled and she mewled in desperation.

“Now that’s a spankable ass!” Someone behind her laughed out loud. “Look at the way she’s wriggling!”

The salesman glanced at his watch with a grin. He played with the remote. “Now for the thrusting,” he said wryly.

Inside Jenni, the anal vibrator extended, pushing an additional inch up her rectum. She cried out, almost letting go, lifting one cute little bare foot and kicking slightly as she was mechanically fucked from behind. Her ass jerked back and forth, her hips slamming against the railing as her nipples continued to suffer the right and left twisting. Suddenly it was too much. She grimaced, clenching her teeth as the sexual pressure doubled, then tripled. She struggled to hold off, to maintain control, but between the maddening teasing of her breasts and now seismic torture of her ass, she couldn’t handle it. She kicked again, stamping her foot, only to squeal out in utter relief as the dam burst and orgasmic energy rushed through her body.

“Two minutes, thirty-two seconds,” the salesman said with a grin.

The principal nodded. “Impressive,” he said. “You can leave it inside her, though please turn it down to a lower level. And per our agreement, I’ll pay full price.”

The vibrations and frequency of thrusting slowed, but didn’t stop, leaving Jenni to quiver on the platform, exposed ass in the air, her skirt flipped up around her waist. Even though she had exploded, she could feel the underlying tension, her body still suffering the waves of sensation to her most sensitive bits. Her nipples tingled from the continued twisting of the pasties and the way the Thrusting Anal Vibrator continued to move inside her only pushed her back toward immediate arousal. Worse, she knew she’d earned another punishment, and she hadn’t even started on the ones she’d already earned!

Then the salesman tapped her on the leg and gestured for her to climb down.

She turned, feeling the slick wetness on her thighs and realized that she had dripped cum on the stairs. She stepped around it, blushing crimson, moving down to stand next to the principal. She looked up at him and gulped.

“I… I had an orgasm,” she said softly, clearly ashamed.

“Yes you did. I saw the spray,” he replied. “You know what that means, right?”

She nodded and gulped. “That I have to be punished.”

“That’s correct. And I’ll be leaving the Thrusting Anal Vibrator in your bottom to keep it properly sensitized before I paddle it. In the meantime though, we also need to consider sensitizing your clitoris, since that area also needs immediate attention.”

Jenni blinked, then licked her lips. “Yes, sir,” she replied with absolute acceptance.

He smiled. “There was a booth a little ways back that I think might be exactly right for that.” He took her hand and led her back the way they came. Every step caused the Thrusting Anal Vibrator to shift in her bottom and the soft but steady vibrations were already causing her to tighten in rhythmic pulses. Even the orgasm she’d just had seemed to disappear in the steady rekindling of sexual pressure, caused by the strange nipple clamps pasted to her tits, and the thick plug embedded in her rear. She just wanted something in her pussy!

They stopped in front of a booth sporting a single restraint frame with some leather straps. Next to it was a simple, black box the size of Jenni’s head. The salesman suddenly leaned forward.

“Ah, an educator I see.” The man said with a grin, glancing at Jenni as she stepped up beside the principal. “Sensitizing before corporal punishment?”

The principal paused and looked at the man curiously. Then a knowing smile crossed his face. “How do you know? All she’s wearing is a plaid skirt.”

The salesman looked down at Jenni, who stood there shamefaced, arms crossed over her breasts, trying to hide her clamped nipples. “I recognize the plaid,” he said. “Plus I saw the commotion over at the Anal Booth. Everyone nearby knows that little strumpet just squirted. And since she is so clearly school age, it’s not a stretch to imagine that such an action was a violation of the rules, which means she needs to be punished. And since my company doesn’t provide such services, but does handle stimulation and forced orgasm…” he spread his hands.

The principal smiled. “An excellent summation and applaudable course of logic. Indeed, this young waif is exactly in need of stimulation before receiving the punishment for unauthorized orgasm.”

“Then I have something here that might be of great interest to you then,” the salesman continued. He tapped the big black box. “This device is revolutionary. New technology. The very best in ultrasonic nerve excitement.” He suddenly spun the box around and on the back side there was an opening. A sort of suction cup extended from the center of the surface, surrounded by thick rubber rings. Below that, a probe extended, curving upward like a cock.

“Ultra-sonic?” The principal asked, curious.

The salesman nodded. “Studies have shown that exposure to intense ultra and hypersonic frequencies, applied directly to nerve bundles, causes an intense sensation, and under the appropriate time frame, overstimulation. This device surrounds your student’s clitoris, applying gentle suction to expose the head and then places it directly in between the four emitters.” He eyed Jenni. “I’d love to demonstrate its function for you. I assure you that except for a swollen, highly sensitive clit, she’ll be absolutely fine.”

The principal frowned. “I don’t want her cumming again,” he said in a surly voice. “At least not yet.” Jenni’s mouth curled downward at that. The salesman raised a hand and grinned.

“I can assure you that orgasm is firmly in your control with our ultrasonic stimulation. It’s designed to shut off when certain parameters are met. Or continue even afterward.” He tapped the restraint. “So why don’t you have that little slut hop up here. She doesn’t even need to remove the skirt.”

The principal turned and looked down at her. “And yet, I find that appropriate.” He nodded. “Your skirt, Jenni.” He held out his hand.

Jenni stared up at him. Then she looked down and with reddening cheeks, tugged the plaid skirt downward. It fell to her bare little feet and she stepped out of the material, now completely naked except for the collar, the two pasties, and the wide circle of black rubber spreading her ass cheeks. She bent down, picked it up and then handed over the plaid skirt to the principal. He folded it up and stuffed it into the bag he carried, next to her blouse and the still unused bondage cuffs.

The salesman whistled. “I caught a glimpse of her over at the Anal Booth, but wow. That is some seriously good-looking ass! I hope someone’s going to get some corporal punishment soon. The only way those good looking glutes could look better is with a nice set of cane welts across them. Or big red blotches!”

Jenni gulped at the thought, her bottom tightening around the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, which was still not thrusting, and only barely vibrating. Her nipples tingled, still being twisted gently back and forth non-stop. Her sex was soaked.

“Well, that’s for later. But for now, let’s get you properly sensitized for that pussy whipping first!” The salesman patted the seat. “Come on up here, girlie!”

The man helped her into the seat and then grinned.

“I get to see your pretty little pussy real good now. Spread your legs wide so I can buckle you in.” He pointed to the sides of the chair and she realized how the scalloped edges were made to lock her place. Slowly, she opened herself up, revealing her shaved little slit. The petals glistened wetly and she let out a groan as she stretched to get into position.

“Perfect,” said the salesman, quickly strapping her thighs and waist down so that she couldn’t move. “Hands above your head, sweetheart. Can’t have you trying to push the machine away.”

Obediently, Jenni finally pulled her arm away from her breasts, and as she did, a few of the other convention goers stopped to watch. Several other girls, some dressed, some not, watched curiously as Jenni was bound into place. Maybe none of them had seen a female that young and fresh before. She realized she could barely move and then the salesman pushed his box right up between her legs, covering up her sex.

“This might feel a little strange,” he said warningly. “But it won’t hurt.” Then the clear rubber suction cup surrounded the very top of her slit, while the extended probe slid into her vaginal opening. She let out a soft gasp as she was penetrated, but the phallus didn’t go that deep and it was soft, yet firm. Then she felt the soft tug on her clitoris, a gentle suction that felt incredible, as if tiny fingers were exposing the sensitive nub. It wasn’t that different from the pasties on her nipples, still twisting her raised bumps back and forth. Then came a light pressure, as if something had grabbed hold of her clit. It wasn’t uncomfortable, but it did feel a little strange. The salesman tapped the top of the box and there was a soft, slight hum.

“The ultrasonic sensitizer first applies gentle suction around the clitoris, drawing it out from inside the hood and exposing it. This is also when the feedback sensors contained in the probe activate. Some are part of the transducer head, while others are in the phallic probe which is right now buried in her pussy. This probe measures moisture levels, pressure, heart rate, oxygen saturation, and even ph levels, which are then placed through Artificial Intelligence analytics to make sure that the sensitizer does its job properly.” He looked down at Jenni. “How does that feel?” He asked.

“Strange,” Jenni said honestly. “But it also feels good. It’s like… it’s like… someone sucking on just my clit, but then also flicking it with their tongue at the same time.” She let out a soft groan and her entire body shuddered.

The salesman turned and looked at the growing crowd. “Already, her clit is being bathed in an imperceptible wash of sound that none of us, including her, can hear. But she can feel it. Can’t you, sweetheart?”

Jenni let out another moan. She felt her sex tighten and then suddenly her clit felt as if it had been dipped in a warm bath. It didn’t technically vibrate, but it was a sensation she’d never felt before, as if ants were crawling around inside her clitoris, right under the skin. The strange feeling seemed to combine with the vibrations in her bottom. She let out a gasp, stiffening, arching her back, but she couldn’t move her loins away from the machine. Her outstretched legs quivered and her bare feet twisted, her toes pointing as the sexual pressure increased.

“Now the inducers are beginning to pulsate,” announced the salesman. He retrieved a tablet and held it up for everyone to see. “And here you can see the first readings from the sensors. This line covers her moisture level, which you can see was already elevated when the probe first entered.” He eyed the principal. “I think she actually likes being humiliated in front of everyone!”

The principal smiled wryly. “You have no idea.”

The salesman continued. “Here you can see her muscular tightening as her body begins to respond to the stimulation. The height of the bars indicates pressure. The stronger her kegal reactions, the closer she is to orgasm. This indicator shows her PH levels. Arousal can actually increase the PH levels slightly, giving us another key performance indicator for the AI analysis. These lines show her heart rate, which you can see has already increased from sixty-five beats per minute, to eighty-nine beats, meaning that she’s clearly feeling the stimulation. This indicator here is her oxygen saturation rate which is right at one hundred percent! She’s clearly breathing harder!”

Jenni’s eyes suddenly widened and she let out a little squeal as the strange warmth touching her clitoris morphed again. The soft bathing sensation changed into a sort of twisting pinch which crawled over and around the tip of her nub. Her hips rocked, or at least attempted to, but due to the restraints, she had no choice but to endure the sensation, not that she wanted it to stop!

“As you can see from this window here on the control readout, the transducers have changed frequency, as ordered by the AI analysis. She’s now past the initial arousal stage and into the stimulation stage. Here, her nerves are delivered an onslaught of high and low frequency waves, penetrating right through her clit, stimulating her to the brink of orgasm.”

Jenni let out another whimper, her toes curling. She groaned, closing her eyes, chest heaving. A man next to the principal waved. “How does it keep her from cumming?”

The salesman pointed. “I am so glad you asked, even though with this subject, we will see it in a minute. She must have already been very aroused.” He waved at the box. “This device is designed to bring the subject to a certain level of over-stimulation, sensitizing her clitoris perfectly. First, there is a built-in-timer. The default setting is for ten minutes of tingling, prickling, teasing sensation that will leave her clit swollen and tender and absolutely the perfect target for a proper pussy spanking, whipping, or beating. But if the goal is to prevent orgasm, the AI will automatically change the stimulation to decrease arousal. And trust me, in a few minutes this little strumpet will be quite upset as she is denied orgasm.”

“How does the device reverse her arousal?” The principal asked curiously.

The salesman grinned. “With the sensors, the AI is able to see exactly what kind of stimulation brings her closer to orgasm. We have extensively researched normal reactions and the subsonic inducers will change their output to something…” he paused with a vicious grin, “a little less pleasant.”

The principal looked thoughtful and glanced at Jenni, who was groaning passionately. “This girl is somewhat different than most females. She’s a genuine masochist.”

The salesman shrugged. “The AI will still be able to adjust to her reactions. Trust me.”

Another man standing nearby raised his hand. “How long can you leave a girl on it?”

The salesman looked over. “Hours. Though there is a point where the subject becomes so sensitized that even the smallest ultrasonic wave causes discomfort.”

The principal nodded, watching as Jenni began twitching, unable to control herself. The bindings on her wrists rattled at the top of the chair as her chest heaved, her beautiful breasts almost quivering. “And what if I wanted her to cum?” He asked curiously.

The salesman smiled. “That is an option,” he assured his audience, which had only grown. Now almost a dozen people were standing around, watching Jenni’s torment. “The probe inside her, besides housing sensors, is also a powerful vibrator and stimulator in its own right. It can curl within her body, touching her ‘G’ spot. The ultrasonic waves can also be modulated by the AI to push her over the edge.”

“How many times?” Someone asked.

“Indefinitely,” the salesman responded. “The AI is given constant data on her arousal levels and can customize the stimulation to bring her to orgasm as quickly, and as frequently, as humanly possible. At least until she’s too physically exhausted to orgasm again.” He patted the machine. “We’ve run some tests and we had one subject who experienced twenty-seven separate orgasmic episodes in an eleven hour period, with several of those episodes being a series of twenty minute, non-stop, orgasmic waves.” He paused. “That said, we ended the experiment when she lost consciousness. And her clit was the size of a plum when we were done.”

Jenni let out a frustrated choked cry, thrashing against her bonds. Still, she was unable to dislodge the machine. The salesman looked over at the principal, a curious look on his face. “Were you wanting to let her cum?” He asked, just a touch doubtful.

For a moment, the principal looked thoughtful. He watched as Jenni squirmed on the chair, her face flushed. The tips of her breasts were taut and hard and from the way she was panting, it was clear she was right on the edge. “No,” he said finally. “Though I am intrigued.”

The salesman smiled with a wink and then checked the control pad again. “Ah… she’s close. See here? Moisture levels are super high, her pulse rate, oximetry, and kegal machinations are right on the edge. The AI thinks she can go just a little farther… and…” He glanced down at Jenni.

Jenni suddenly jerked, her eyes opening with a wide, shocked expression. “Nooo…” she mewled, struggling to thrust her hips. “No! Please! Please! I was so close!” She grimaced and shuddered, only for her chin to drop as the stimulation ceased. 

“As you can see,” the salesman said, “the psychological effects accompanying the physical ones can be just as strenuous. As soon as the AI feels that our little schoolgirl’s vitals are approaching normal it will start up the sonic transducers again.”

The principal nodded, but then held out his hand. “As much as I would like to see that, I’m afraid that time does not permit it. The immediate need is the punishment that she has earned for cumming.”

The salesman seemed to accept that easily. “I understand,” he said brightly, quickly releasing Jenni’s wrists. “But when she is ready, you’re more than welcome to bring her back here. Heck, you could leave her here for the rest of the Expo and we can see just how many orgasms she can have!”

The principal blinked, then smiled. “I’ll consider it. Thank you.”

The salesman nodded as he finished releasing Jenni. “Who else would like to see the effects of our sonic transducers? Maybe all the way through an actual orgasm?” As he spoke, Jenni carefully lifted herself away from the seat, the small probe glistening with moisture. A girl with black electrical tape carefully placed over her nipples, was pushed forward, her face a worried mask. Carefully, Jenni waddled back to the principal.

“How do you feel? Are you okay?” He asked. She licked her lips and nodded.

“Yes,” she said firmly. “I’m just… really sensitive.” She looked up at him with a look that practically smoldered. “And I’m really, really, frustrated, sir.”

The principal snorted. “You are generally in such a state. But it is now time to inflict the very first punishment on you, for your most recent unauthorized orgasm. As luck would have it, we are close to a vendor that I have an order with. We will head that way.”

She followed along behind him, her eyes flicking overhead to the two tall masts. The woman who had been hanging upside down between them wasn’t in view any more. But as the principal led the little schoolgirl down the row of booths, she caught sight of the inverted woman being raised once more. Her bottom now bore multiple marks, as if someone had snapped a cane against her ass. Her hips were jerking violently. Jenni wished she could see the woman’s face, wondering if she was experiencing agony or ecstasy.

They stopped at a booth that had on display a whole collection of whipping tools and Jenni bit her lip as the principal stepped into the booth. The salesman was busy with another client, but that didn’t stop the principal from looking through the wares and selecting a vicious looking crop. It had a broad, four inch wide square of leather at the end and was quite whippy.

“Find something you like?” The salesman asked quietly.

“Indeed,” the principal said. “Plus I have an order with you.” He showed his convention tag. “I would also like to purchase this crop.”

The salesman nodded. “Of course. Would you like me to bag it for you?”

The principal shook his head. “No. I’m afraid it needs immediate use.”

The salesman glanced at Jenni and then smiled. “Of course.” He gestured at his booth. “Feel free to use the kneeler or rail. I’ll get your other purchase in the meantime.”

“Thank you.” The principal turned to Jenni and curled his finger. Naked and quivering from the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and the nipple clamp pasties twisting her tits, she stepped up to him. He guided her over to a raised and padded, rectangular platform.

“Kneel there with your legs spread as wide as possible, bend over, elbows on the ground in front of you, and raise your ass high up into the air,” he commanded, lifting the crop and touching her bottom with the end. He didn’t hit her, just directed her. Jenni, trembling, moved to the kneeler and dropped down. She felt him tap her inner thigh with the crop.

“Spread your knees. Wider. Wider.” He used the stick he was holding to push her to the point where she felt the strain, trying to comply. Then she felt the Thrusting Anal Vibrator switched to maximum again. The vibrations surged through her ass and it began the extending movement, buttfucking her solidly. Jenni groaned as the principal stepped over her, straddling her upper body, only to lean forward with the crop.

“You will receive twenty strokes to your pussy as punishment for your most recent unauthorized orgasm. Stay in position. And count them out loud,” he commanded.

Almost instantly the crowd in the aisle stopped to watch, but Jenni couldn’t see them. All she could see was the back of the booth. His hand came down on her rump, holding onto her left buttcheek, then there was a breath of air and a sharp, stinging pain exploded right across her pussy.

She yelped, tightening her ass as the prickling bitterness shot through her sex. Her hips rolled and she gasped out a trembling “one!” He struck again, making her cry out a second time. A searing heat surged through her groin and she called out “two!” But as he laid the next few strokes on her pussy, the pain of the punishment began to overwhelm her, her sensitive clitoris taking too many impacts, causing her to kick and squirm. He had to use the crop to push her bare little feet back down, to spread her legs again, to expose her delicate folds. She couldn’t see the crowd eagerly watching as her sex was smacked over and over.

Jenni’s cries became more vocal and there was little doubt that she was experiencing the pain of the punishment. But there was also no arguing with the way her petals glistened, or the fact that the head of the principal’s crop had become soaked. She let out tiny squeals of pain at each hit, panting heavily as her bottom wriggled under the onslaught of sensation, her burning pussy, the thrusting movement of the vibrator, and the underlying vibrations surging through her loins. And to be honest, the slight pinching of her nipples, still being twisted back and forth non-stop only intensified the sexual pressure.

The blows lightened slightly as they neared twenty until the final blow to her quivering pussy. He stroked her sex with the head of the crop, teasing her, reaching low so that the wet leather found her engorged clitoris and played with it. She couldn’t keep her bottom still, the Thrusting Anal Vibrator working her deeply and she suddenly realized just how close she was. Instead of a cry, she moaned, arching her back, trying to make her sex even more accessible.

“Damn,” someone muttered. “That girl clearly needs a solid fucking. Look at her!”

Someone else disagreed. “No. She’s a wanton slut. She needs another twenty strokes!”

But the longer the principal took to deliver the last blow, the more the pressure built. She knelt there, struggling against desire, and she bent her head to look between her outstretched legs and the head of the crop teasing her bulging nub. She gasped, shocked at the crowd she had drawn and then, without any warning, the principal gave her the final swat.

It burned, harder than any of the others and her short scream was choked off only by force of will as she cried out the number. But then, involuntarily, her body collapsed, the pain surging through her pussy. Her hand shot down to her sex, cupping her folds as her knees came together. She rolled on the kneeler, then fell off the side onto the floor, curling up into a fetal position. Tears flooded her eyes and she grimaced, shaking as her body struggled against the flurry of sensations still surging through her.

“No,” the principal suddenly said, lunging toward her. “No!” He reached down, grabbing her hand, pulling it away from her pussy. Sure enough, two fingers were soaked and clearly came out of her sex. He pushed her hand away and with his foot, nudged her onto her back. “Spread your legs wide so everyone can see your punishment.”

Trembling and so close to cumming that she could practically feel it coursing through her veins, she spread her feet wide. She closed her eyes so that she wouldn’t have to look at the crowd watching her. She could hear the comments about her swollen clit, the redness of her petals, and the fact that she was so clearly, totally, aroused. She felt the crop against her knees, pushing them wider apart, holding her open. And then… then he stroked her clit again, so gentle that she thrust upward, trying to rub herself against the weapon.

“Not yet,” he said, moving the head upward, over her tummy and to her breasts. He tapped the pasties as she trembled and shook. “Hopefully you’ve learned your lesson about cumming. Because if you do it again, you’ll be right back in this position, legs spread in front of everyone, with me whipping that exact spot over and over.”


Part Three: Tortured Soles

It had taken almost five minutes for Jenni to calm down, all of which were spent on her back, eyes closed, legs spread obscenely wide, girl goo leaking from her slit, on display for passersby to admire the freshly excoriated petals of her sex. The principal had turned the Thrusting Anal Vibrator back down to its lowest setting while simultaneously turning off the extending function. Still, the tremors in her sex made it difficult to cope with the throbbing heat of sexual need and had she thought for a moment that touching herself wouldn’t make things even more problematic, she’d have done it. The very idea of masturbating right there, in front of everyone, only made her more aroused. She clenched her teeth, struggling to cope with the feelings she was having. How could she possibly be this sexually perverted? Off to the side, he finished his business with the vendor and then, finally returned to her side.

“Stand up,” he said. She opened her eyes, looked up at him and gingerly closed her legs. She rolled onto her knees, then stood carefully. The crop was now sticking out of the bag he was carrying over his shoulder, but she noticed there was another handle beside it. She wondered what other item, or items, he had purchased. “How are you feeling?” He asked.

She swallowed hard. It was a complicated question. She hurt, right between the legs, but it was the kind of hurt that only emphasized the sexual intensity of the pressure inside her. Her nipples were tingling and throbbing, not with pain, but with a sort of surging sensualism that was impossible to define. Her ass tightened rhythmically around the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, even though all she was enduring were the vibrations. A riot of sensation was still affecting her, the worst part was the pulsing heat between her legs. “I’m… close, sir.”

“Close to cumming?” He asked, curious. She nodded shortly. “How unfortunate for you. As you know, school regulations authorize the sensitization and punishment of five areas of the body. The violations you racked up this morning prior to our arrival at the Convention mean that each of these areas must be punished. Since we’ve handled the sensitization of your breasts and bottom, we still have your soles, your inner thighs, and of course your sex.”

She nodded. “Tits, tush, toes, thighs, and twat,” she repeated dutifully, though he frowned at the crudeness.

“Yes, I’ve heard the mantra Ms. Temis prefers.” He took her arm. “Hopefully we are able to handle the next sensitization project before you lose control again.” He led her back out into the aisle and they began walking. Jenni relaxed slightly, pleased to be just one of the many other naked girls being led around, rather than one of the spectacles, but an agonized cry above her made her look up.

Sure enough, the woman bound on two raised pylons was once again being punished. A hook had been shoved into her ass and someone below was tugging on it. At the same time, a wheel on a pole had been raised just above her pussy. It began spinning and as it did, rows of leather strands extended, lifted by centrifugal force. Each one snapped hard against the woman’s sex. She wriggled violently, though she had nowhere to go and no ability to escape from the onslaught. Jenni stared in awe and felt herself tightening in sympathy.

And jealousy.

They got to the end of the aisle and the principal walked her across to the far wall of the convention center room. Here another vendor was set up in a shallow, but wide booth. A metal handrail had been erected, over thirty feet in length, centered on a strip of red carpet. At one end of the booth was a display, with about a hundred small, shoe-sized boxes behind it. The principal guided her straight to the display and Jenni blinked when she realized that the vendor was actually selling shoes.

High heeled shoes. Except the name of the business was “Tortured Soles.”

“Well good morning!” The salesman declared, stepping forward. “Welcome to Tortured Soles, your source for the most intriguing footwear for puerile pupils, wayward women, and rebellious belles available. I can see you’ve got one yourself, if that freshly whipped pussy is any indicator, and I’m guessing a fine purveyor of footwear such as yourself is in need of something appropriate for this vexatious vixen?”

The principal smiled. “I’m looking for something to sensitize the bottoms of her feet, before I punish them.”

The salesman grinned. “Then you are absolutely in the right place.” He gestured at the display. “Tortured Soles has five patented models and we take pride in our workmanship. Made of all genuine natural materials, each shoe is warranted for five years.” He pulled the first shoe down, a frighteningly tall high heel with an impressive arch.

“First in the lineup is the ‘Nail Shoe’. This impressive bit of footwear is based on a six inch heel with pressure plates in the heel. Should your misbehaving maid come down off the tips of her toes, then an underlying row of tiny pins emerge from the inside of the shoe.” He turned the shoe so that the inside was facing Jenni. There were over a hundred tiny holes lining the padded interior, from the arch all the way up to the heel. His thumb pressed against the bottom of the heel. Jenni gasped as each little black hole suddenly glimmered with steel and hundreds of sharp little spikes poked out. None of the spikes were long and the cones were broad, so that it was unlikely that any would pierce the skin. But it would be uncomfortable as hell to stand on, and since they even covered the sensitive arch with a curving base, there would be no place on the bottom of her feet that would escape the torment except the balls.

“Intriguging,” the principal admitted. “What a delightful way to keep her on her toes.”

The salesman grinned and glanced down at Jenni’s bare feet. “She has very small feet. What are you, sweetheart? A six?”

The principal looked at Jenni, who was already wincing at the thought. “A six,” she confirmed.

The salesman grinned. “Give me just a second.” He disappeared behind the display and then returned with not one, but five boxes. He popped open the first one and a set of the nail shoes appeared in his hands. “Here, slip these on.”

Jenni gulped. “I’d rather not,” she whimpered.

The principal gave her a harsh look. “You will put the shoes on, or you’ll earn another punishment.” He paused. “To the bottoms of your feet.”

Jenni bit her lip, but then stepped into the booth. The salesman knelt and she lifted her right foot. He slid it on, buckled the strap and then she put her foot down. Gingerly, she put her weight on that foot, letting some of it translate to the heel. In seconds she felt the pins digging into her flesh and she let out a little yelp, going up on tiptoe.

“Other foot,” the salesman said. She had to put a hand on his shoulder to help keep her balance in the unusually tall high heeled sandals and he slid the other shoe on her tiny foot. A moment later she was standing in front of both men, trembling, the rear of each shoe a full inch off the ground.

“Well, go on!” Said the salesman, gesturing at the rail. “Walk all the way to the end. And only one hand on the rail please.”

She gulped and turned, going to the rail in a weird, toe only waddle, noticing the leather flogger that was hanging from the end of the railing. Slowly she began walking forward, one hand on the wooden support, trying hard not to put any weight on the backs of the shoe.

It wasn’t easy. In fact, it was almost impossible to walk and not feel the sharp prickling. She would make it two or three steps, then misjudge her weight placement and gasp as the prickling sensation cut into her soles. It hurt, but not in the way that she thought it would. It was uncomfortable, but in an awkward and bizarre way. It didn’t help that her brain was still struggling with the Thrusting Anal Vibrator shaking in her ass, and the twisting of her nipples. Worse, the arousal built up from the cropping of her pussy only seemed to intensify the mix up in her head.

She made it to the end, turning. Here she made her first real mistake and put all of her weight down on one of the heels. She gasped, clinging with both hands to the rail to prevent herself from falling down. But even as she did, she realized that the sensations coming from her feet was making her tighten. Her sex was slick and she wished there was something in it. She licked her lips, limped forward, and started the path back. She was ten feet from the end, almost to where the principal and salesman waited, talking quietly, when she let go of the railing, steeled herself, and then attempted to walk normally. Pins dug into the bottoms of both feet and she winced, almost stumbling. But then she adjusted, adapting to the sharp little spikes, and like one of the swamis laying upon a bed of nails, seemed to accept the discomfort.

“Impressive!” The salesman congratulated her as she stopped in front of the two men. She went back up on her toes though, to reduce the sharp little pricks on the bottoms of her feet. “The next shoe I’d like to demonstrate for you is called ‘The Shocker’.” He held up another pair as Jenni swayed, struggling to keep her balance. This one looked more like a cork wedge, with a solid sole from toe to heel, though it still had the same arch as the pair Jenni was standing in. “This shoe has a similar setup to the ‘Nail Shoe’ with a pressure plate in the heel. Except instead of nails, this shoe sends a painful shock from the ball of her foot to the back, right across the sensitive arch.”

The principal nodded. “An excellent design, but I don’t think I need to see it in action. What’s the next model?”

The salesman shrugged as Jenni let out a sigh of relief. The pins digging into her soles were bad enough, but getting shocked across the bottoms of her feet? That sounded horrible! The salesman put “The Shocker” back on the shelf. He picked up the next shoe and held it up. “We call this one ‘Snaps’.”

It was a weird looking shoe. The bottom of the shoe, the part touching the floor, was a flat piece. Two pillars at both the ball of the foot and the heel rose up, leaving the arch of the foot, had there been one in it, completely unsupported. But positioned underneath, right below what would be the wearer’s exposed arch, was some sort of small mechanism. Jenni could see a blue band of exposed elastic.

“With each step, the pressure plates of this shoe cause a retraction of the elastic strap. It’s drawn downward and when the foot comes up off the floor, the retraction is released, causing the strap to snap upward, striking the underside of the foot.” He demonstrated the mechanism and Jenni watched as the blue rubber ribbon suddenly snapped upward. The salesman then pressed the heel and the rubber band was drawn downward.

The principal’s eyebrow went up. “That sounds maddening. I’d love to see a demonstration.”

Jenni, whose feet were already getting tired from having to stand on tiptoe to avoid the pins of the “Nail Shoe”, wasn’t sure if she was relieved or not when the salesman once more knelt before her. She sighed in relief though as he took off the first nail shoe, but then he slipped on the new footwear without even giving her a chance to rest. She was scared to put her foot down, but when it became clear she had to, in order for him to remove the other nail shoe, she heard the ratcheting sound of the mechanism. But nothing happened.

The salesman finished buckling on the other shoe and then stood up. He gestured at the railing. “Go on, princess. Shake those perverse hips of yours!” He gave her ass a swat and Jenni let out a yelp, stumbling forward.

Instantly, the moment her feet left the floor, the elastic snapped up against the arches of her soles. It made her squeal and she danced, involuntarily hopping as the little pain struck the delicate centers of each foot. She grabbed the railing to keep from falling and for a moment, stood stock still, scared to lift a toe.

“Go on,” the principal ordered. He waved his hand down the carpet. Jenni licked her lips and with a tight grip on the metal bar, lifted her right foot. Again, the moment her weight was off it the rubber band snapped upward against her arch. Taken by itself, the single snap of the elastic wasn’t terrible. It stung, and only a little. She put her right foot down and lifted the left. Again, a similar sensation. A tiny sting and then nothing. So she moved forward.

By the time she reached the end of the carpet, she understood the diabolical nature of the shoes. Each snap by itself was insufficient to cause any real discomfort. But every impact of the rubber bands landed in exactly the same place on each foot, right in the center of her delicate arches. She’d taken maybe twenty steps and was already feeling the tenderness that came from the repeated snaps. She turned, gulping as she looked back down the carpet. What would the bottoms of her feet feel like by the time she got back to the principal?

Jenni took a deep breath and steeled herself. It wasn’t easy. Her nipples were still being twisted, a maddening little pinch that didn’t hurt in any way, but sent shards of exquisite pleasure into her breasts. It was as if someone had their hands on her breasts, lightly pinching her nipples and playing with them in constant agitation. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator in her ass might not have been buttfucking her at that moment, but it was still shaking, sending oscillations right into her pussy. She was completely naked except for a black leather collar and the weird shoes, and only the fact that there were hundreds of other naked women around the convention kept her from freaking out about that.

She began the walk back, wincing with each step, but knowing that each snap wasn’t going to be that bad gave her the impetus to move with more confidence. She made it back to the principal as the two men were discussing the finer points of shoe torture. She stopped, knowing there were three more shoes for her to try, when the principal glanced up at her and smiled.

“Do it again,” he said, nodding toward the carpet. “And this time, you will cross your feet with every step. I want to see your ass swing. Not some stumbling strumpet who can’t walk properly.”

Jenni’s mouth went dry. She bit her lip, turned, and took one step, the rubber band snapping against the soft and already sensitive arch of her foot. She was just about to take another step when the Thrusting Anal Vibrator went back into full operation, fully extending in her bottom.

She jerked as the thing lengthened, then shrank back down, pumping rapidly. If the principal wanted to see her rear end swishing, he got his wish because she could do little else. But the vibrations emitted by the toy intensified too and she let out a tiny gasp as the sensations crawled through her loins straight to her pussy. She felt the slickness of her sex on her thighs and she stumbled forward, the bottoms of her feet getting struck by the rubber bands with each step. Her body trembled, sexual frustration surging through her as her pussy quivered, empty and untouched.

It took her almost a minute to get to the far end of the railing and as she turned, she looked back at the principal, who was deep in conversation with the salesman. Her hand slid down the curved end of the rail and she blinked, desire shooting through her. She knew if she had another orgasm, she was going to be punished for it, but that didn’t matter to her. She was going to cum regardless. And the pressure inside her just kept building and building. She swung herself forward, and pressed her crotch  up against the end of the rail.

The metal edge was cold, but it was almost exactly the right height. It touched her tender, still sensitive clitoris and she closed her eyes with a mewl of desire. Her hips rocked, thrusting in time with the plug in her ass and waves of acute pleasure shot through her. Fire seemed to erupt in her veins, the tightening of her sex the apex of her torment. She moaned, grinding herself on the rail, the pressure intensifying until she could feel the oncoming wave.

“Jenni!” The principal called out with a stern look. She yelped, pulling back from the rail, and looked at him. He pointed to the floor right in front of him and she grimaced. She was so close! She shook as she began walking back along the rail, her pussy wet and pulsing, but without the stimulation unable to achieve climax. Worse, each step caused the rubber band to snap even more painfully against the bottoms of her feet.

“What were you doing down there,” the principal asked suspiciously when she managed to get back to them. He glanced down at her pussy, but other than the copious amounts of girl goo coating her petals, there was nothing to see. Jenni bit her lip.

“Nothing, sir.”

His eyebrow went up. “Nothing? I saw the way you were grinding your hips. You were rubbing yourself. On the rail.” Jenni’s blush was confession enough and he shook his head. “Control!” He insisted. “You have to learn control!” He glanced at the salesman who shrugged.

“I admit, it's a first for me,” the salesman added. “But hey, if she wants to cum on my railing, I have no objections.”

“I do,” the principal declared. “Please demonstrate the next shoe.”

The salesman already had the items in question in hand and he held one up for Jenni’s inspection. “These won’t hurt. In fact, they’re the most popular footwear I sell.”

Jenni blinked. Like the “Snap” shoe, this one had no arch. But instead of a rubber band mechanism, there was a strange, black, rubber… thing sticking up. It looked like some sort of tentacle, or… or tongue. Jenni actually lifted a hand to touch the thing and the salesman let her. It was slick and she glanced down at her fingers, finding them covered in oil.

“Yes,” he said. “It’s just mineral oil. There’s a lubrication reservoir in the device that keeps the licker wet.” He knelt down. “Let’s get the Snaps off of you and get the ‘Lickers’ on.”

He unbuckled her current footwear and pulled the shoes off, but the principal moved behind her before the salesman could add the new shoes.

“Lift your foot. I want to see your arch,” the principal said.

She obediently lifted her foot and the principal grabbed her ankle, pulling her leg up. She had to grab the salesman by the shoulder to stay upright. There was a soft touch in the center of her sole and the principal traced a line across from her instep to the side. “I can see the etching. Is it sore?”

Jenni shook her head. “No sir. Just a little sensitive.”

The salesman looked up. “She was wearing them for five minutes. You walk her through a few aisles of the convention in the Snaps and I guarantee you that she’ll be wincing with every step. That’s the beauty of the Snaps. The longer she wears them, the more agonizing they become.”

The principal dropped Jenni’s foot. “Indeed. Vicious, and yet intriguing.” He nodded. “You may proceed.”

The salesman smiled and slipped on the new shoe. Jenny felt the rubber tongue thingy touch the arch of her foot, a slick, soft sort of wetness. Then she put her foot down.

Instantly, the tongue thing moved. It swirled in a crazy, flopping slide that seemed to circle half her arch, then dip down toward the ball of her foot. She let out a little shriek and lifted her foot up, and since it wasn’t buckled yet, almost yanked her foot clear of the shoe. The salesman laughed.

“Wasn’t expecting that!” He said, grabbing her foot and buckling on the shoe, this time as she held it midair. “Are you ticklish?” He asked curiously.

Jenni nodded vigorously, but she didn’t say anything. It was too hard to think. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator was still extending and retracting in her bottom, her nipple pasties squeezed her tits, and her pussy… the desperation she was feeling was maddening. She licked her lips.

“Well, this is going to be pretty bad for you then,” the salesman said with a laugh. “Hold onto the rail tight, okay?”

Jenni blinked but then reached over to the rail, leaning. She hopped on the one Snap shoe she was still wearing, wincing as the rubber band snapped back up into her arch. But then she had no choice. The salesman was ready to replace the shoe on her right foot and she had to set her left down.

Again, the moment the shoe touched the floor, the tongue began lapping at the arch of her foot. She gritted her teeth, her toes curling as the tickling, licking sensation surged up through her leg. She put more weight on the rail, squealing after just a few seconds. The salesman moved fast though, securing the other Licker shoe on and buckling it. She let out a hysterical laugh, taking a step, holding onto the rail for dear life. She tried to lessen her weight, but evidently the shoes were not pressure activated. Just touching the floor was enough to make the tongues wriggle like mad against the arches of her feet.

“Go on. Walk the rail,” the principal said, even as Jenni yanked one foot off the floor, only to have the other shoe begin licking her sole. She lasted three seconds on that leg, then hopped back to the first. Her eyes widened with a wild sort of look and the principal pointed.

“The sooner you finish, the sooner you can get those off.”

Jenni whirled. She had to use both hands on the rail, stumbling forward as fast as she could. As she did, she couldn’t hold back the laughter. It was horrible! It tickled so much! She couldn’t stand it. She waddled forward, hurrying as much as she could, giggling so much that tears began pouring from her eyes. She made it to the end, this time not even thinking about rubbing her slit against the metal edge of the rail. She turned back, stumbling forward, trying to get back as quickly as possible.

She made it back to the men but instead of standing there obediently, she threw herself down on the ground, twitching. The relief surged through her and she lay back, eyes closed, splayed open. She realized she was crying, but not in pain. In relief.

“As amazing as those are,” the principal said contritely, “I’m not sure that my student is capable of handling them.”

“All the more reason to put her in them,” the salesman said. “Imagine her shackled to a wall, those babies on her feet, and with her given no recourse but to stand in them, getting tickled like that? She’d go mad!”

“Precisely,” the principal said. “I’m looking for something that sensitizes her feet, to prep them for the paddling I intend to inflict upon her. Still, you do bring up a good point. You can add them to my purchase.”

“Excellent!” The salesman replied. “Are you ready to see the final pair?”

The principal gestured at the little schoolgirl, still twitching on the floor. “By all means. I’m sure she’ll appreciate it.”

The salesman knelt down next to her splayed feet and she jerked her head up as he began pulling the shoes off her. Her eyes were a little wild and he held up a hand.

“Easy! Easy! I’m taking them off!”

Jenni gulped and nodded, then groaned as the high heels were removed. The salesman set them aside and lifted a new pair. Except these looked… normal.

“What do those do to my feet?” Jenni asked with a frightened look, propping herself up on her elbows. The salesman grinned, admiring her nude and splayed body. The way her legs were open, showing off her beautiful, soaked slit, was almost more than he could handle. The idea of pulling out his cock and slipping it into her was quite the fantasy.

“These shoes? Nothing too terrible, I assure you.” He slipped the first one on and strapped it tightly around her ankle. She looked at it fearfully as he put the other one on her. Then he reached into the box and produced a curved phallus, coated in silicone and colored the same as the shoes.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Jenni’s eyes widened and suddenly her arousal flared. She gulped and obeyed immediately, spreading her feet wide. She lifted her ass up off the floor as the salesman ran the end of the phallus through her petals, wetting the end before pushing it into her vaginal opening. She groaned in acute pleasure as it penetrated, going deep, with only a little bit of the narrow tail sticking out of her sex.

“Now, let’s get you on your feet.” He stood up, held out a hand, and she took it. Her pussy was quivering around the phallus, which wasn’t vibrating, or moving, but just having it in her was a beautiful start. She felt herself lurch upward and suddenly she was standing.

And the vibrations started. Except, they weren’t in her pussy. They were centered in the arches of each foot. She gasped, startled, only to lift her right foot in alarm. The vibration stopped in that shoe, though they continued in the other. Then, as she once more put her foot down, ostensibly to switch her weight to the other shoe, the second she stepped down the phallus in her pussy jerked.

It lasted maybe a second and felt as if someone had jammed their fist into her sex, wriggled their fingers around, then pulled out. She cried out, both hands going to her groin, but as she did, she took another step, the vibration along her arches moving, and another burst of intense stimulation exploded in her pussy. The salesman moved her over to the rail and she grabbed hold of it, chest heaving, eyes wild.

“Well, go on!” The salesman said, gesturing. “Let’s see if you make it to the end without cumming.”

“I highly recommend not doing that,” admonished the principal. He paused. “Cumming I mean. Not the walk.”

Her feet tingled, but unlike the Lickers, she could handle the vibrations along her arches. She took a tentative step and felt the violent rocking of the vaginal phallus. IShe gasped, eyes going unfocused as she began hauling herself down the rail. Each swing of her leg smeared the now copious juices leaking from her pussy along her thighs. She didn’t even make it to the end before the pressure became too much. Waves of need rushed through her. Between the twisting of her nipples between the purple pasties attached to her breasts, the black Thrusting Anal Vibrator still going crazy in her ass, and now the vibrations along the bottoms of her feet, and the wildly twisting bursts of stimulation in her sex, there was no way to hold off. She stopped midstride, crumpled along the rail, knees locked together, and exploded, squirting fluids out onto the floor.

“Figured,” the salesman said, eyeing the squirting girl as she cried out in relief.

The principal nodded with a sigh. “Well, that means another pussy punishment.” He looked at the salesman. “You said that the vaginal phallus could be adjusted?”

The salesman produced a wireless controller. “Indeed.” He handed it over and the principal studied it.

“It’s on high,” the principal said.

“Oops,” the salesman replied with a grin. The principal shook his head and lowered the setting. Then he turned off the Thrusting Anal Vibrator’s extension, and turned down the vibrations. Over on the rail, the little schoolgirl slumped, shaking, but now obviously relieved. She lifted her head, eyes dazed, and looked back at them.

“Finish the walk, Jenni,” ordered the principal.

She sucked in a breath and straightened. Slowly, she hauled herself along the railing to the end. Then she turned, straightened her back, and began the march toward them. As she did though, she began crossing her feet with each step, a model walk, which caused her bottom to gyrate erotically. She reached the salesman and principal and stood there, still trembling, breasts thrust forward.

“How do you feel?” Asked the principal.

Jenni swallowed, considering. “The orgasm was very, very strong, sir. I’m sorry I couldn’t control myself.”

He shrugged. “It’s your nature. Of course, it’s still a violation, which has earned you another punishment. I’ll be inflicting that on you in due course. But what of the shoes?”

She looked down. “The vibrations are… bearable.” She bit her lip. “But barely.”

“Which shoe did you like the least?” He asked.

Jenni thought about it. “The Licker, sir. It tickled so much.”

The principal nodded. “I have purchased a pair. You’ll have a chance to work on your endurance tomorrow, though I suppose that will be up to Ms. Temis.”

Jenni’s eyes widened and she gulped. Ms. Temis ran In School Suspension and Jenni had little doubt that she’d be forced to stand in the Licker Shoes.

“Which shoe hurt the most?” He asked.

“The Snaps, sir,” she replied, thinking about what that would feel like over the course of several hours.

“Not the Nail Shoe?” The salesman asked curiously. She shook her head.

“That wasn’t comfortable, but if you stay on your toes it's not bad.”

The salesman snorted. “Try wearing those shoes for an hour and say that.”

The principal nodded. “Indeed.” He looked at the salesman. “If you will have my other purchases ready at the front entrance, I would appreciate it.”

The salesman smiled. “Of course! They’ll be there when you are ready to leave. All four pairs.”

The principal nodded. “Come along, Jenni.”

The little schoolgirl stared at him. “Sir? The shoes?” She asked, pointing downward.

The principal smiled. “I’ve purchased them, and for the time being, you will wear them. At least until you are tied down for your next punishment. Don’t worry. It won’t be long. The phallus in your cunt will provide suitable sensitization before I whip you.”

Jenni blinked, suddenly realizing how much trouble she really was in. She took a step and felt the phallus in her sex jerk. Then it did it again. And again as she followed the principal back over toward the main floor of the convention.

Jenni’s eyes flickered to the two masts, but they were empty and she felt a surge of sympathy for the woman who had been bound there. Was she getting a break from being upside down and tormented? Or was she now being used and tortured in some other way? Her eyes flickered back to the booths they were passing. All sorts of BDSM toys were on display, from rows and rows of different kinds of dildos, to more clamps and whips. Jenni stared as one girl took a tentacle shaped dildo that was a foot long, up her ass, thrusting it in and out with a rapturous look on her face.

“Here we are,” said the principal, gesturing the other direction. Jenni whirled and the color drained from her face as she turned and saw the booth the principal had indicated. It was another restraint place, sporting several pieces of furniture with no other purpose than to immobilize someone for punishment. Or pleasure, as one girl who was strapped down to a table, her arms and legs pulled wide apart, was experiencing. A massager, on a stick, was pressed up to her sex and from the way she was reacting, had been there for an awfully long time. A puddle of cum had soaked into the table beneath her.

The principal maneuvered Jenni into the booth, straight toward an empty bench. It sat lengthwise, one end pointed at the aisle where people were walking, and the other toward the back of the space. A metal lattice, supported by multiple uprights every ten feet, was positioned over that bench, plus several others, and Jenni spotted the cables instantly.

“Needing to use the bench, sir?” An attendant asked, coming over. “Just let me scan your badge…” The principal held out his convention tag and the attendant used his smartphone. “Need a whip?”

The principal shook his head. “No thank you. I have what I need.” He looked at Jenni and pointed. “Lay down there, head toward the back of the booth.”

Jenni sat down on the bench, her pussy pulsating. The phallus still in her sex continued to jump, at least until she stopped lifting her feet. She lay back, trying not to tremble. The principal swung his bag downward, opened it, and pulled out the first set of bondage cuffs.

“It’s time for you to wear these,” he said simply, going to her arms. She held out her hands and he began buckling the heavy leather around her wrists. She looked up at him from the bench, her legs spread, feet to either side of the end. She lifted one foot, then set it down, and felt another surge of pleasure between her legs and along each instep. What frustrated her was that the vibrator in her pussy only rumbled when she took a step, while the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, while no longer thrusting, was shaking in her bottom non-stop. Her hips twisted and she let out a groan.

“Do I need to remind you that this is supposed to be a punishment?” He asked as he finished buckling the second cuff on.

“No sir,” she whimpered, but she lifted her other foot and felt the vibrator inside her move. It made her tighten.

He pulled both arms upward to the top of the bench and there was a click as a metal clip secured them. She tugged on the restraint, discovering that she was unable to free herself. He had access to everything, like usual. He could have ripped the pasties still chewing on her nipples off her breasts and whipped her there. Or he could use the crop on her sex again.

Instead, he pulled out the second set of bondage cuffs. He dropped to one knee and began securing the leather manacle to her ankle, then switched to the other side. Finally, he reached up to the metal upright, grabbed one of the cables and brought it down to her foot. It clipped into the ring on the cuff. The attendant came over and did the other side and a moment later Jenni gasped as her legs were pulled not just upward, but wide apart, exposing her stuffed slit and ass. Tension blossomed in her thighs and the new position shifted the two phalli inside her.

Jenni groaned. She rarely admitted it, but having her legs spread as wide as possible and bound open was her favorite position. At least, sexually. The rippling strain in her legs felt amazing and combined perfectly with the quivering of her pussy. She curled her toes, the vibrations in the high heels still rumbling along her arches and she was shocked at how those oscillations seemed to heighten her anticipation. Her sex tightened rhythmically on the phallus and she just wished it was on again.

His hand slipped down over her tummy to her pussy and rubbed her clitoris. Jenni groaned, mewling with need as pleasure surged into her. She pulled hard on the bindings, but couldn’t move. Then the attendant pulled out a leather belt, wrapping it around her waist, binding her hips to the bench beneath.

“She’s all set,” the attendant declared.

The principal nodded. Then he grasped the phallus and pulled it free of Jenni’s cunt. She yelped as it came out, clearly in disappointment, and he wiped it on her tummy. A smear of juices glistened on her skin and then he dropped it into his bag.

“I’m going to deliver twenty strokes to your cunt as punishment for your most recent orgasm,” he said solemnly, lifting the handle of the unknown whip out of his bag.

Jenni twisted her head and her eyes widened as the quirt came into view. The handle was almost two feet long, as were the half-dozen straps of supple leather. He swung it experimentally and then flicked it at her breast with a light swing. Jenni jerked as it struck, though more from surprise than anything else. It barely stung, especially with the pasty still covering her nipple, twisting it back and forth incessantly. Then he moved just barely to the side of her body.

A crowd gathered almost instantly as the principal lifted the quirt and flicked the business end down at Jenni’s exposed sex. The leather straps, each an inch wide, snapped down onto her opened gash, biting into her clitoris and petals, only to curve around the base of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. Jenni let out a shriek, the hot sting gushing up into her body. Her feet kicked, thighs straining and the principal hit her again.

“That’s it. Give that little slut’s pussy a good whipping!” Someone said from the aisle.

The principal obliged, flicking the quirt down a third time. Each blow seemed just as vicious and Jenni squealed, grimacing with pain as the stinging prickle of each strike bloomed into an overwhelming heat.

He took his time, leaving half a dozen seconds between each stroke and Jenni found herself panting hard, teeth clenched as the hurt shot through her. But then the Thrusting Anal Vibrator lurched in her ass, beginning its unholy fucking, and she knew the principal had turned on the extension function again. A moment later fresh vibrations jetted into her pussy through her ass, the oscillating movement also turned to full power, and she cried out as the quirt cut into her soft, pink flesh yet again. Her feet kicked, at least as much as they could considering how tightly drawn her legs were, but even the crowd in the aisle could see the way the tension was making her thighs tremble.

Heat and need and pain combined between her legs as the strokes continued to fall, tearing at her sex and clit. She let out a piercing cry, hips jerking, thrusting her pussy upward to meet the whip as the leather straps fell over and over, spreading her labia, leaving red weals to either side of her sex and along her petals. She didn’t know what she needed more, the pain to end, the beating to continue forever, or for the impending orgasm she knew was coming to hit her just like the principal’s whip. She screamed in agonized ecstasy, arching her back, toes curled, fingers clenched into fists, shaking violently as her body was tortured, then bursting in relief, just as the twentieth stroke was left between her outstretched legs.

“Holy shit,” someone blurted out. “I think she just orgasmed.”


Part Four - Shocked and Loaded

“I’m of a mind,” said the principal sternly, “to whip you again.” He looked down at Jenni with a touch of frustration. She stared up at him, eyes vacant, mouth open, still floating on the euphoric bliss of orgasm. Her loins shuddered, her ass still getting solidly fucked by the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. He shook his head. “The point of a punishment is to encourage compliance. Not to enable you to lapse into another voluntary act of disobedience.”

His words barely registered in her head and she nodded, a slow smile creeping across her lips. “Okay,” she replied brightly, making it even more clear that she didn’t understand what was being said. She was still bound on the bench, her freshly whipped pussy leaking cum, still vulnerable and ready for another spanking. She moved her legs, testing the bondage, but the strain in her thighs was still quite strong.

He lowered the quirt and sighed. “In consideration of your current condition though, I feel that moving along to the sensitization of your thighs, in preparation of your coming punishment in that location is perhaps the right course of action. I can also look for a way to sensitize your pussy again, for your next whipping.” He reached into his pocket, pulled out the controller for the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, and turned off the extension function, then lowering the vibrations until they were just a soft rumble at her back door.

Jenni nodded. She felt too good. Even the idea of getting another whipping right then didn’t really phase her. She closed her eyes and hummed. Her nipples were still feeling the soft pinch and twist of the pasty clamps and the vibrator in her ass was shaking, set to low. She felt the tension in her thighs dissipate and to her disappointment, she realized that the attendant was lowering her feet and detaching the cables going to the bondage cuffs on her ankles. Then her wrists were released from the top of the bench. Slowly she sat up and looked at the aisle. Now that she was no longer being punished, the crowd had moved on. No one was really paying her any attention. She was just another naked girl, wearing pasties, bondage collar and cuffs, and high heeled sandals.

“Here’, the principal said, holding out the purple phallus she’d received at the Tortured Soles booth. “Stick this back into that sodden slit of yours.”

Jenni took it. She didn’t even bother to lick it. She just brought it down between her legs. Her sex was tender and she winced slightly as she ran the tip through her excoriated petals, but the toy was instantly soaked. She pushed, spreading her knees, groaning a bit, then gasped as it popped fully in. To test it, she lifted her right foot and sure enough the surge of vibration and the thump she was expecting shot through her groin. Her foot twitched at the slight vibration at the arch. Her sex tightened up around the vaginal vibrator and she stood up with a wry smile.

“I’m ready, sir.”

He was looking at his smartphone, the screen showing a map of the convention. He frowned. “I’m sure you are,” he replied wryly. “There are only two booths which have options for your thighs,” he said, a cautious look on his face. “There’s ‘Shocked and Loaded,’ which specializes in TENS Unit application, and ‘Rides Unlimited’.”

She smiled. “Let’s do both,” she said calmly.

He lowered the phone, a look of dismay in his eyes. “Young lady, are you volunteering for extra stimulation?”

She looked down, embarrassed. “I mean… I just… I’m sorry, sir.”

He slipped his phone back into his pocket and straightened. “Let’s move along, before you have another accidental orgasm requiring punishment.” He took her hand and pulled her out of the whipping booth.

Instantly the vibrator in her pussy began quivering with every step and he moved her quite quickly. They threaded their way through the people looking at various booths and Jenni couldn’t help it. Between the beautiful naked beauties around her, the continued twisting of her nipples, the vibrations in her ass and pussy, and the perverted and naughty nature of every booth they passed, she could feel the sexual pressure inside her building rapidly.

Her eyes flickered left and right as the principal pulled her along. One booth displayed punishment underwear, bras and panties equipped with sharp plastic pin disks, so that nipples and clit would suffer constantly. Another vendor was selling nipple jewelry and offering nipple piercings. In yet another booth, a vendor was demonstrating shaving and hair removal cream, offering free pussy shaves to any girl with a pubic patch. And in still another booth, three girls were all bound in restraint chairs, tilted backward, legs spread, gagged and bound, while three very different mechanical fucking machines drove huge dildos into their gaping pussies.

Jenni bit her lip, more than a little jealous.

But up ahead Jenni spotted something even more astonishing. A gibbet hung at the corner of one booth, encapsulating a straining girl who couldn’t stop twitching. She was bound not just by the cage itself, which almost looked cosmetic, but by a complicated leather harness of straps that encircled her body, holding her arms down by her sides, her legs tightly together, and a magnificent bosom all bound up. A steel pole was centered between her feet and knees, going all the way up to disappear into her crotch and Jenni had little doubt that the end was capped with some sort of sex toy, because her hips were grinding and jerking spasmodically. Then Jenni realized that there were little pads, each sporting a wire, positioned all over her body. There were four on each breast, to the tops and sides of her nipples. A line of those wired pads went down her torso and across her loins. There were pads on her thighs, and calves, and even the bottoms of her feet! Even cooler were the tiny little LED lights on the clamps, which lit up when each was energized. It was very obvious where and when the girl was being shocked.

Jenni’s mouth dropped open as the girl in the gibbet quivered and jerked and it was only when she realized that the principal had stopped that she noticed the sign at the back of the booth. “Shocked and Loaded.”

The rest of the booth held restraint chairs. Three of them to be precise. Two were empty, but the third held a girl just a year or two older than Jenni who looked exhausted. She was blonde and sat limply as two attendants removed electro stim tabs from her body. Nearby, a young man stood impatiently, tapping his fingers on his trousers.

“Can you hurry it up?” He asked.

One of the attendants looked up at the man. She was a brown haired young woman with an engaging smile and was wearing a cute little jumpsuit with the name “Becca” embroidered on the left breast. “This little waif isn’t going to be ready for use for a while. Not after that punishment,” Becca said brightly.

“That’s my decision,” the young man said. “She wasn’t supposed to cum!” Becca shrugged, dropping another electrostim tab into a bucket. Then she spotted Jenni and the principal.

“Be with you in a second,” Becca said cheerfully. The principal nodded, but pushed Jenni toward the nearest restraint chair.

“Have a seat,” he ordered.

Jenni bit her lip. It was called a restraint “chair”, but that description was somewhat misleading. First, there was no seat. She would be supported by two broad posts that stuck out from the center column at oblique angles. It would leave her sex and ass completely exposed. It took her a moment to figure out how to do it and she finally put her back to the column, reached up and grabbed the steel loop at the top, and lifted herself up.

It wasn’t comfortable by any means, but it wasn’t intolerable. The support was actually decent and she found herself leaning backward. Becca came over, checked her position and then grinned.

“You look like you’ve done this before,” she said with approval, reaching up to secure Jenni’s bondage cuffs to the top of the chair.

“Yes ma’am,” Jenni said softly.

Becca chuckled and began buckling the waist strap. “Oh, you don’t have to call me ma’am.” She gave Jenni a wink. “I’ve been on that chair a time or two myself. Usually after the boss catches me getting a bit lippy with the customers.” She knelt down and pulled on Jenni’s feet. The leather manacles on Jenni’s ankles were easy to secure and then Becca stood up and turned toward the principal. “So what part of this naughty little schoolgirl can I fry for you today sir?” Becca asked.

“We are here to sensitize her thighs,” the principal said.

Becca’s eyebrow went up. “Just her thighs? That seems a little underwhelming. I mean, the cost is the same whether you’re using one set of stimtabs or I wire up every little part of her.  It’s a whole package.”

The principal shrugged. “Very well.”

“Maximum setting level?” She asked hopefully.

The principal considered that. “What are my options?”

Becca grinned. “Well, levels go from one to ten, but it's pretty rare for us to fry someone that hard. It’s excruciating. She’d be screaming like a banshee and even gagged everyone in the entire building would know it. Sort of like pushing hot needles through her tits and clit, while sitting on a burning double dildo.” She shrugged and glanced back at Jenni. “Though admittedly, she’s cute enough I’d be more than happy to electrocute her for you. She’d be thrashing around like a landed fish. It would be incredible.”

Jenni’s eyes widened in alarm and she gulped.

The principal smiled. “While I appreciate the offer, this is supposed to be stimulation prior to punishment. Not the punishment itself.”

Becca nodded, looking somewhat disappointed. “For punishment we normally recommend levels six through eight, depending on how naughty she’s been. But if you’re just going for sensorial overload then I’d end the session at five. It’s borderline.”

“Sensorial overload?” The principal asked.

Becca nodded. “We use a large scale transcutaneous nerve stimulator unit with eighteen programmable leads. It allows us to inflict several different kinds of patterns on the subject, all designed to stimulate certain responses.”

“Sexual responses?” The principal asked.

Becca laughed. “At the lower levels? Absolutely. She’ll swear she’s getting fucked. Which she is. Of course, it would feel like that even during punishment and all the way to level ten. It’s just a matter of deciding if you are getting fucked by your overenthusiastic boyfriend, or by a ten foot sasquatch with a dick the size of my forearm, tearing your pussy apart while he’s chewing on your tits.”

“That’s a very colorful description. Under the circumstances, I think that bringing her to level five will be acceptable,” the principal said firmly.

Becca nodded, then looked at Jenni. “I’m going to have to remove the toys. And those pasties.”

“Of course.”

Becca smiled, grabbed a tray, and then bent down between Jenni’s legs. “Well, you’re a little turkey, aren’t you? Got both your ass and cunt well stuffed?” She grabbed the anal plug and Jenni let out a groan as Becca pulled the Thrusting Anal Vibrator out. “Damn, this thing looks like the cock of one of those xenomorph aliens in the movie!” She dropped it on the tray and then grabbed the purple vibrator in Jenni’s pussy. She pulled it half-way out, then with a glimmer in her eye, pushed it back in. Jenni gasped, then mewled as Becca pumped the thing half a dozen times. Finally she extracted it, the entire length coated in girl goo. Becca dumped it next to the Thrusting Anal Vibrator.

“You’re soaked,” she muttered, clearly a little jealous. “Makes my silly little ben-wa balls seem like child’s play!” She reached up. “Now the pasties,” she said. Evidently Becca was familiar with them, since she tapped the buttons that turned off the twisting movement. Then she pulled and Jenni gasped as her nipples were finally freed of both suction and pinch. Huge circles were etched into her flesh around her areola and Becca licked her lips hungrily. “Don’t worry. We’ll have your tits freshened up in no time.”

Becca set the tray down and then went to work on Jenni’s high heeled sandals. The principal watched as the woman bared Jenni’s feet, then began attaching the electro stimtabs. The first one went on the ball of Jenni’s right foot, and one on the heel. More tabs went on her calves, then lower thighs. Another set of the LED equipped electro-stim tabs went on the delicate flesh of Jenni’s inner leg, just an inch below her exposed, dripping pussy. Becca crossed over and began working the other side, when the other attendant finally stepped up. He was a cheerful looking young man with dark brown hair and his nametag read “Luis.”

“I see Becca has gotten things started. Tabs or clamps for her nipples and clit?” He asked the principal.

“Clamps are preferable. Tigh ones.”

Luis nodded and pulled a cart around to the side of Jenni’s chair. The top held a complicated looking machine with multiple inputs and wires sticking out of it. These led to the various stimtabs Becca was still putting on. Luis reached into a second drawer, rooted around, and pulled out a vicious looking plastic and metal clamp, moving up to Jenni’s right side. He flicked her right nipple and she gasped. The clamp was mostly plastic, but the biting end had two metal plates, both of them sporting rows of sharp little cones. None of them were long enough to actually penetrate Jenni’s flesh, but they wouldn’t be comfortable. He positioned it over her nipple and let it close. Jenni let out a squeal as she felt the sharp pins dug into her flesh and pain shot through her breast. He leaned across her, doing the other side and she whimpered.

“Now for your clit,” Luis said cheerfully.

Except, it wasn’t her clit that got the next bit of attention. Becca didn’t warn Jenni and nothing prepared the bound girl for the cold insertion of the metal probe into her bottom. It wasn’t as thick or long as the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, which is why it went in so easily. But it startled Jenni and she let out a yelp. Only then did the third clamp get attached to her swollen and sensitive clitoris, eliciting another sharp squeal.

The only thing that mitigated the acute discomfort of the clamps was the insertion of the vaginal probe. Becca slid into Jenni’s pussy easily, pumping it in and out over a dozen times, making Jenni gasp, then groan, then roll her hips. Finally Becca seated the thing deep, locking it into place with straps that fit over Jenni’s hips and connected it to the restraint chair itself. Jenni quivered and it was only when Luis pushed the rubber ball gag into her mouth, buckling it around her head, she felt the first bit of trepidation.

Luis looked over at Becca. “Can you handle this one? Looks like we have another customer,” he said, pointing. Becca gave Luis a thumbs up and he walked away.

Becca came around to Jenni’s head and put her face right up next to Jenni’s ear. “You are adorably cute, and frankly I want to see you fry! So instead of starting you on level one, I’m going to start you on three. That means you’ll get to eight! Your principal won’t know, but trust me, you’ll appreciate it later!” The words were so quiet the principal didn’t hear them. Jenni mewled, kicking her feet, which was the only real movement she was allowed.

Then Becca moved to the control panel on the cart, pressed a few buttons and then gave the principal a wink. “Here we go!” Green lights suddenly flickered on the various stimtabs, running upward from Jenni’s toes to her breasts.

The sensation was not something Jenni was really prepared for. She’d been hooked up to Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulator machines before, but this wasn’t just some two line home system. This machine had inputs for over a dozen electro stim tabs and utilized a complicated pattern to activate them in order. The first surge of current was deep in Jenni’s pussy, a beat of sensation that forced her sex to tighten hard around the unyielding probe. It thumped, a steady rhythm of pulsing energy between her legs that left her quivering and without control. Her sex locked around it, tightening involuntarily with each beat. She knew instantly that Becca hadn’t been joking. This wasn’t level one. Not in the least!

The wired clamps on her breasts started up next and Jenni squealed, her back arching. It was like someone was pinching her tits, tightening their fingers around her flesh. It was very, very different from the twisting sensation of the pasty clamps. Worse, the beat was offset, so that when her pussy relaxed, her nipples were pinched. And vice versa. Then ripples of energy traveled across the sole of both feet, starting at her toes and going toward her heels. It didn’t burn, but it made her toes curl, a tingling, sharp sensation cutting across the tender arches.

Her calf muscles tightened and then spasmed, joining the percussive power that beat against Jenni’s frying nerves. None of it was painful, but it felt like ants were crawling across her flesh. Then the sensation got to her thighs. The first set of electrostim tabs were low, just above her knees, but the second set had been placed high, on the tender, soft upper and inner section, just an inch below her pussy. Jenni’s knees trembled. She felt the sensation crawl, beneath her skin, up her body, until her entire bound frame was twitching uncontrollably in the restraint chair.

“Five minutes on level one,” Becca declared, manning the controls. She gave Jenni a big smile and a thumbs up. There was a timer and the principal eyed it critically. Jenni was no longer thinking. Or caring for that matter. Her entire focus was on the total lack of control of her body. Not a single one of her movements were conscious. Every twitch, jerk, pulse, and tightening was being caused by the electricity overwhelming her. And while there wasn’t any actual pain, it was disconcerting. Uncomfortable even. And worse, arousing.

Very, very arousing.

The way her pussy was pumping on the vaginal phallus only made her wetter and the sexual pressure inside her began to grow. Her brain slipped focus as her entire body rippled from one end to the other. It was both alarming and amazing. Her feet continued to kick softly and the girl at the controls hummed.

When the timer hit five minutes, Becca increased the power level. To Jenni, the increase was marginal. At least at first. But then she realized her pussy was tightening even harder and the pinching of her nipples and clit now felt almost painful. She struggled in the chair, biting into the rubber ball gag and after several minutes, let out a low, muted cry.

“Another two minutes, sweetie,” said Becca out loud. “Then I’ll switch you to level three.”

Except Jenni knew she was already at level four.

Her body rippled in time with the pulses, even though the shocks going to her body were being sent in waves. Every other second a pulse of energy would force her vaginal muscles to tightly contract around the thick metal phallus in Jenni’s pussy. Then, before she could even relax, the soles of her feet received a similar surge that made her toes extend, then her calves tightened involuntarily, the muscles stimulated by the electrical current being shot across her skin. Then, just as the tightening in her sex lightened, she would feel an uncomfortable tingle across her clitoris, through the spiked metal plates of the clamp. It wasn’t actually painful, not yet, but it was borderline. Then her ass would suddenly squeeze down on the plug embedded in her backdoor, another surge of electricity hitting her. At the same time, a ripple of sensation would shoot across both nipples. Her breasts tingled as if someone had grabbed hold of each nipple and began pinching her with a grinding sensation, rubbing her tenderized tips between thumb and forefinger. Then the muscles in her stomach would contract, making her grunt. Then the process would repeat with her pussy tightening up.

“Level three!” Becca called out brightly. “Just three minutes, baby!” She twisted the dials and Jenni felt the power surge through her as the energy of level five rippled through her tiny body. Little LED lights blinked all over her body, no longer green but a flashing orange, and she couldn’t hold still, even if she wanted to. Spasms shot through her frame and only the belts and buckles holding her down kept her from flopping out of the jar, jiggling like a piece of gelatin. Her sex gushed with every tightening and it almost felt like the penetrating phallus shocking her pussy was going in and out, pumping hard. Jenni closed her eyes, struggling to cope, to process the overwhelming stimulation. It was unlike anything she’d ever felt before!

Becca stood there, watching Jenni twitch, then with a sadistic grin, flicked the dial once more to the right. “Level four,” she declared. “Two minutes.”

Except it was actually two levels higher. Six was the level where girls generally placed the line between acute discomfort and actual pain. Sure enough, Jenni crossed that threshold, quivering as suddenly her pussy prickled. It was a bizarre sensation, still sexual in a peculiar way, but caustic too. Then the pain shot down to her feet, as if someone was dragging a metal spike up along her sole, across her arch. Not enough to cut her, but more than enough to make her jerk. That sensation moved to her calves, then the backs of her thighs, just above her knees. Jenni crooned into the gag as her inner thighs began convulsing, the electricity flowing across the soft, delicate flesh. Suddenly her clit spasmed, as if someone had grabbed hold of the little nub with a pair of pliers and twisted the swollen bit of her ninety degrees. Jenni cried out as the same sharp metal spikes jabbed into her nipples, not enough to pierce, but more than enough to hurt. Then her pussy prickled again.

Two minutes was more than enough for Jenni to endure dozens of sensorial loops as the TENS Unit sent voltage surging across little bits of her body in a row. She jerked, twitching madly in the chair, her toes spread wide, then clenching, her muscles contracting and relaxing in a bizarre panoply of directed movement. Jenni no longer crooned into her gag, but the muted sound came as one long wail, only broken by the desperate panting breaths that cut through the noise. Becca stood by the controls, watching with a sadistic grin.

“And Level Five,” Becca declared, even though Jenni was on Level Seven. “Just one minute longer!” She adjusted the controls and increased the intensity of the shocks surging through Jenni’s nipples, clit, pussy, ass, and limbs.

The principal's eyes came off the madly twitching teen and glanced at Becca. “I’ve changed my mind,” he said politely, over the muted shrieks escaping from Jenni’s gag. “Rather than just serving as stimulation, this will undoubtedly be an adequate punishment. “Please continue her up to Level Ten, in one minute increments.”

Becca blinked, freezing with her hand above the controls. “Sir? Are you… are you sure that’s wise? I mean…”

The principal nodded firmly. “Unless she cums, of course.” He gestured at Jenni’s grinding hips. “If that happens, the punishment is pointless.”

Becca gulped. “Um… right,” she said, glancing at Jenni. She checked the clock, listening to Jenni’s wails as the TENS Unit continued to send fast rounds of painful shocks through the bound waif. Then, as sixty seconds passed, Becca turned up the dial. “Level Six,” she said weakly, though the knob beneath her fingers said “eight.”

For Jenni, the world narrowed. Agony and ecstasy burned through her in ways she’d never before knew were possible. Her vision tunneled and she closed her eyes, struggling to breath through the sounds she knew were coming from her own throat. Her nipples felt as if someone had pushed thick needles through both tips and started twisting them back and forth, but not like the pasty clamps. Hard twists going a full one-hundred and eighty degrees. Her clit felt almost the same way. The bottoms of Jenni’s feet felt as if someone had sliced her soles with a sharp razor, then ran it up her calves and thighs just for fun. But the absolute worst part of the whole thing was that her pussy and ass were contracting hard around the two phallic probes and she could feel her arousal growling like a monster. She was almost there, inches away from the edge of cumming.

“Level Seven,” Becca said somewhat woodenly, turning the dial. She bit her lip, clearly trying to figure out how to hide the fact that Jenni was actually suffering at Level Nine.

Jenni’s back arched and her eyes snapped open. The agonized shriek that managed to escape through the gag drew eyes and suddenly a crowd formed, watching the violently shaking girl as she was fried. LED lights on the various stim tabs and clamps flickered madly, switching to red as the intensity increased and Jenni’s muscles all contracted, giving her a frightening visage.

Becca glanced down at the controls, then over at the principal. Like all the other people watching, their eyes were on Jenni. Indeed, the girl looked incredible. Her skin glistened and she jerked in the restraint chair as if every nerve was on fire. Becca’s hand moved to the fifth control, the one going to Jenni’s pussy, and she tapped one of the program buttons, twice.

The effect was practically immediate. In one spot, the pattern changed. Instead of her pussy just contracting with the rolling wave that shot across her frame, the voltage feeling like knives cutting through her, the phallus in Jenni’s sex began shaking violently. No one could hear the motors roar over the girl’s squealing cries of pain, but Jenni felt it. Dramatically. And in one explosive moment, her body gave in, the dam bursting as the sexual pressure overwhelmed the girl’s senses.

Fluids exploded out from between Jenni’s legs and there was a cheer from the crowd, though the principal immediately frowned. Jenni’s back arched, her toes clenched, and even the fingers of each hand closed into tight fists. The orgasm took almost twenty seconds and by the time she slumped down, into the chair, the floor in front of the restraint chair was splattered with her goo. The principal looked over at Becca as the LED lights on the various stim tabs went dark and Becca turned off the machine, hurrying over to Jenni. Becca practically yanked the gag off of Jenni’s mouth and then checked her.

“She’s okay,” Becca said in relief, glancing over at the principal.

“Why did you end the session?” He asked, clearly displeased.

Becca blinked. “Because she exploded. You said if she cums, the punishment is pointless.”

The principal hesitated. “I did, didn’t I?” He sighed. “Very well.” He gestured at Jenni, who was still twitching. “You may release her.”

Becca began by removing the clamps on Jenni’s nipples and clit, both of which managed to elicit a groan from the girl. Finally Jenni opened her eyes. It took a moment to focus on Becca.

“Ow…” Jenni whispered.

“Are you okay?” Becca asked, starting to pull stim tabs off the girl’s skin.

Jenni closed her eyes. “I feel exhausted.”

Becca nodded. “It’s normal after an extreme TENS Unit session. Just relax.”

“Did I… did I get to ten?”

Becca frowned. “No. Nine. You exploded.”

Jenni smiled weakly. “I know,” she said, eyes half closing in a dreamy, blissful look. “That is going to earn me another punishment.”

Becca paused, then gave Jenni a wicked smile. “Good,” she said. “ I hope he gives your pussy a good, solid thrashing!”

It took Becca four or five more minutes to completely remove all the stimtabs from Jenni’s body, leaving the two phallic probes for last. She extracted the anal rod first, cleaning it and setting it aside, then going back for the thicker phallus last. It came out of Jenni with a sucking sound and Jenni groaned. Becca held it up, then gave it a tiny, guilty lick, before setting it aside. The principal gave her a mildly annoyed look.

“Is Luis your supervisor?”

Becca froze for a moment, then nodded, a worried look on her face.

“Get him.”

Becca frowned and went over and got Luis. He came over and eyed Jenni, still sitting in the restraint chair. “Everything okay?”

“Unfortunately no. I’m afraid Becca elected to alter the requested settings and came dangerously close to overloading my student. The session was to start on level one, and instead, Becca pushed the electrical level to three. Then, to hide her perfidy, she turned on the vibration function of my student’s vaginal probe, which caused her to have an orgasm - which I was trying to avoid.”

Luis blinked. “Oh,” he said.

Becca’s face went white.

“Um… that’s… uh… not good,” Luis added.

The principal nodded. “Indeed. Considering the potential danger to other convention goers, I feel obliged to report this to the convention and…”

“Please!” Becca squealed, grabbing hold of the principal’s hand. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to!”

The principal’s eyebrow went up. “You didn’t mean to switch my student to a higher level? How can you possibly claim it's an accident?”

Becca let go, glancing around. Luis held up a hand. “Sir, I can assure you that I will not let her near another control panel for the rest of the convention. You have my word.”

“While I appreciate the sentiment, actions have consequences and my overriding concern is for any other young lady who could potentially be subjected to unexpected torments.”

Luis looked upset. “But they will shut us down.”

“Which, under the circumstances, is quite proper,” replied the principal.

Luis ran his hand through his hair. “Sir, our boss is walking the floor right now. Is there any way you could delay until Mr. Canton gets back?”

The principal shook his head. “How do I ensure she,” he said, pointing at Becca, “isn't permitted to inflict harm on anyone else?”

Luis bit his lip. Becca grimaced and looked up at the principal. “Geeze, it was just a couple of levels! And you knew anyway! I'm going to get fired for this!”

“That would be appropriate,” the principal retorted. “You could have hurt her.”

“She’s a little fuck slut who literally gets off on being sexually abused. I need this job!”

The principal sighed. “Fine. Strip. Sit on the restraint chair.” He looked at Luis. “Bind and wire her. She can then be subjected to all ten levels, just as my student was. Until your boss gets here. And no gag. I expect to hear her screaming.”

“What?” Becca exclaimed. “Are you crazy?” She demanded.

“Angry,” the principal replied. “And insistent. So either comply or expect a visit from the convention floor manager in a minute.”

Becca blinked, her bottom lip trembling. She looked at Luis desperately for help, but he crossed his arms and shook his head.

“You want to get paid, you strip, get in the chair, and take the punishment,” Luis declared. “Or you walk. And don't come back.”

“Luis! We're two hundred miles from home! I rode with you guys!”

“Not my problem,” Luis declared.

Becca whirled toward Jenni. “Please? You're okay right? You liked it? You don't want to see me punished for what you wanted me to do, right?”

Jenni looked surprised, unsure of what to say or how to respond. She shook her head in confusion.

“Please? Please don't let them punish me?” Becca begged, suddenly grabbing Jenni’s hand. She tugged on Jenni, but then the principal reached out, broke Becca’s grip, and pulled Jenni back.

“Floor manager,” he declared, taking Jenni’s elbow. He turned, pulling his student with him and Jenni looked back as Becca squealed.

“Wait!” She blubbered. Jenni pulled the principal to a stop and he looked back. Becca was unbuttoning the overalls. They slid down her curvy body, revealing a set of black lace underwear. Tears pooled in her eyes, then slipped down her cheeks as she stripped down to her undies.

Jenni frowned as the principal glared at Becca, who shuddered. Then the woman unclipped her bra, letting it drop to expose a decent bosom. It wasn't quite as full and well rounded as Jenni’s, but wasn't disappointing in any way. Then she tugged the panties down, stepping out of them with her cheeks flaming in embarrassment. She held one arm across her breasts and the other over her loins.

“Get in the chair, Becca,” said Luis. Still crying quietly, Becca climbed in, spreading her legs. Her pussy was clean shaven, pink and wet. Then Luis took her left wrist, buckled a leather cuff onto it so similar to the one Jenni was wearing they could have been a match. He hauled Becca's arm upward and locked it to the restraint chair.

The principal stood there, watching as Luis finished getting Becca tied down and only when the young man began attaching the electrode leads did he speak.

“I expect her to suffer every indignity inflicted upon my student. That includes full penetration of both her ass and pussy. She should also be subjected to full vibration stimulation around level nine. And if she cums, I strongly encourage your supervisor to punish her for it, as Jenni will shortly be suffering something similar for the lapse. And Luis...”

Luis looked up. “Yes sir?”

“No gag. I'm taking Jenni over to the refreshment area to hydrate and recuperate before her next punishment. I fully expect to hear Becca screaming. Both in agony, and in ecstasy. Do I make myself clear?”

Luis nodded. “Yes sir.” He lifted the anal probe, greased it, then began working it into Becca's ass. She squealed, arching her back and stiffening in the seat.

“Come Jenni,” the principal said. He took her hand and led her away.


Part Five - Rides Unlimited

The Refreshment Area was sectioned off and centered around a concessions stand. Over a hundred tables were positioned evenly around to both sides, about a third occupied. Almost all of the people in the refreshment area were couples, male and female, most of the latter barely dressed or even nude and cuffed, like Jenni.

The principal led her to the counter and ordered without asking her if she wanted anything. Jenni was too distracted anyway, since she had noticed something peculiar about the other girls. Even the ones drinking or eating had strange expressions on their faces. Some were rocking or bouncing. Some girls even looked as if they were on the verge of orgasm.

“Thank you,” the principal said politely. He tapped Jenni on the shoulder. “Take the tray and follow.”

Her attention flickered back to the counter where a steaming cup of coffee sat next to a light pink, banana strawberry smoothie. Two water bottles were on the tray as well, and a small square packet that confused her. She grabbed the tray, only to find the principal walking toward one of the empty tables. Jenni hurried after him.

“Why is there a condom?” She asked curiously as she caught up to the man.

Rather than answer, he slid into one of the seats. She slid the tray onto the small white table, noting the LED indicator and buttons in the center. Then she moved to the chair he’d left open for her.

“Oh,” she said, almost embarrassed.

Sticking up from the front center of the seat was a phallic probe. It wasn’t unusually long, or thick, but it was clear that sitting in practically any comfortable position would include a full penetration. Jenni gulped, grabbed the condom packet and tore it open. Then she expertly rolled it down over the phallus, noting that it was pre-lubricated.

“Have a seat and something to drink,” the principal said, pushing both a water bottle and the smoothie over to her.

Jenni bit her lip for a moment, then moved into position. Slowly she lowered herself down, reaching between her legs for the probe. It was soft but firm and she adjusted the angle until it pressed right up into the welcoming depths of her sex. She let out a soft groan as she settled down, allowing the full length to fill her completely. She sighed softly, then looked up at the principal. His hand moved to the center of the table, tapped the first button, and the phallus inside her began to vibrate.

Softly.

She couldn’t help herself though. She tightened up. It felt good. Not too intense. Easy to endure. And despite having cum while being shocked, her pussy was still wet enough. She reached for the smoothie, then reconsidered. She grabbed the water bottle, twisted the cap off, and downed half of it quickly, gulping the cool, clear liquid down.

“Smart,” the principal said in approval. “Quench your thirst first.”

Jenni smiled at him, then took another gulp. When she lowered the bottle, he was holding the pasty clamps.

“Since we are in the process of stimulating your next punishment points, we might as well cover all the bases.”

She took the two rubber suckers from him, pinched them open, and let the centers enclose around each of her nipples. Instantly she felt the soft sucking pull and pressure. Then she tapped the little switches and instantly the small motors began twisting her nipples back and forth just a few degrees. She let out a gasp, eyes widening, shocked at how quickly she felt her arousal, which had been sated just fifteen minutes before, suddenly reform and begin gnawing at her. She gulped, licked her lips, then reached for the smoothie, taking a quick suck from the straw. The principal smiled.

“I think twenty or thirty minutes here in the recuperation area will give you the necessary stamina to face the coming punishments,” he said, pausing only to take a sip from his own cup. “Of course, before I begin on the five core punishments you earned this morning, and the additional three, I’ll need to properly apply one to your pussy for the last orgasm you had.”

Jenni looked up, a slightly wicked look on her face. “Despite Becca making me have it?”

The principal’s eyebrow went up. “I believe this is a settled policy, young lady. Stimulation, of any kind, is permitted. It is up to you to show sufficient control to prevent orgasm. You failed, and while I admit the circumstances were extreme, it would be no different had young Becca been utilizing the appropriate settings at my direction. So yes, you will be punished for your lack of decorum.”

She took another sip of her smoothie. “Yes sir,” she said simply. “And afterward?”

The principal nodded. “I believe, according to your mantra, that your breasts will be first, followed by your bottom, then your feet, thighs, and finally back to your sex. Once those punishments are complete, that will only leave the final two punishments you earned for not listening, and the unauthorized orgasm you had in my car.”

She nodded. “My breasts. And my pussy. Again.”

“Presuming you don’t lose control.”

She smiled. “And cum.” She glanced down at the little control pad in the center of the table. The principal noticed, then reached out and tapped the second button. Inside Jenni, the vibrating phallus picked up speed, shaking just a bit harder. It felt incredible. Jenni sat, silently drinking her smoothie, just absorbing the sexual stimulation, when a shrill cry from the convention floor became clearly audible. Jenni looked up from her half-empty cup, but couldn’t quite see the “Shocked and Loaded” Booth.

“Becca?”

The principal shrugged and glanced at his watch. “Likely. The timing is about right for Becca to have hit level six.”

Jenni couldn’t help it. She closed her eyes, wriggled her hips, and moaned softly. She felt her pussy quiver around the phallus as she remembered the intensity of the shocks and the way her body had rippled. Then the vibrations between her legs got stronger and she gasped, her eyes snapping open to see the principal pulling his hand back from the control panel in the center of the table. Jenni’s vibrator was now at seventy-five percent. She gulped. She wasn’t quite yet ready to cum, but if he turned it up, or even just left her sitting there for another fifteen minutes, the vibrations would definitely put her at risk of another punishment.

On top of the punishment she was about to get. Jenni grinned as another, more shrill shriek followed from whomever was getting tortured. She looked up. She couldn’t see if it was Becca who made the noise, but she did spot the same woman who had been frequently hung upside down from the two slightly canted pillars on the back row of the convention. Her back was still toward Jenni, so she couldn’t see the woman’s face or breasts, but she’d been hauled to the very top, legs spread so wide apart she was almost doing the splits. A bright pink toy had been pushed into the woman’s bottom. Then someone that Jenni couldn’t see lifted a long, thin stick with a leather strap on the end. They began spinning it, letting the strap slash across the woman’s buttocks. Each blow had to sting and she jerked wildly. Jenni felt a surge of jealousy and her sex tightened up around the vibrator.

Both her jealousy and her arousal got worse over the next ten minutes. Jenni watched the woman on the pylons while Becca’s obvious screams became clear. Jenni wondered if she would have made quite as much noise had she not been gagged. Or begged like that. Becca’s voice was recognizable as she begged for release, begged for the pain to stop, then sobbed, and then screamed once more in what Jenni was absolutely sure had been an orgasmic climax. Finally the cries ended and Jenni sucked the last of her smoothie out of the cup. She was pretty sure that Becca hadn’t enjoyed the experience, which to her was odd, because she certainly had loved it!

She set the cup aside, trying to make it clear to the principal that she was ready to go, but he continued to slowly sip at his coffee. The vibrations between her legs, not to mention the continuing soft twisting of her nipples, both captured by the suction pasties, was driving her mad. Her hips were twitching and she was trying to hold still, which is why she didn’t notice the couple approaching them.

“Excuse me,” the man said to the principal. “My name is Jim Canton and I’m the owner of Shocked and Loaded. May I join you for a moment?”

Jenni looked at the girl, half expecting it to be Becca, but it wasn’t. It took her a moment to recognize the blonde. She was naked, smiling, and was wearing bondage cuffs just like Jenni, on both ankles and wrists. A collar around her throat completed the outfit. That’s when Jenni realized it was the girl from the gibbet.

“Of course,” the principal said. Canton looked at one of the nearby empty tables, took a few steps, grabbed the regular chair and brought it over. The girl knelt at his feet as he sat down.

“First of all, let me give you my most sincere apologies for my employee’s behavior. Totally unacceptable. Becca assured me, under torment, that she only did it to your student, and no one else, all because she loved the look of her.” He glanced at Jenni, almost as if she recognized her. “Which I can somewhat understand, as your young lady is one of the two most beautiful specimens of the female form I’ve ever seen. That said, it doesn’t excuse the behavior.”

The principal nodded grimly.

“In addition, I reported the lapse personally to the floor manager, as well as removed Becca from her position and assigned her a new role. As a floor model. He agreed to allow my booth to stay open and I paid the model fee.” He gestured at the girl on the floor. “Tiffany is moving over to help one of my other booths, Tortured Trikes. Becca agreed to suffer the ignominy of the gibbet at Shocked and Locked, fully stuffed, vibrated, and on a pattern program that will randomly pick a level between one and ten and deliver a timed exposure.”

“Weighted?” The principal asked curiously.

Jim Canton’s eyebrow went up, but then he smiled. “I like a man who knows his subject. Indeed. The program gives precedence to the middle levels. Like a bell curve. Levels one and ten both have a two percent chance of being selected on each reset. Levels two and nine are at three percent, levels three and eight at five percent, and so on, until levels five and six are both thirty percent likely. The times are also balanced. If she gets level one, she’ll spend a full minute with the light pleasure. If she is unlucky enough to get level ten, she’ll get ten seconds.” He shrugged. “All in all, it means that she’ll spend a great deal of time suffering.”

“She’s so lucky,” Jenni breathed, not even realizing she’d said it aloud.

Jim looked at Jenni and grinned. “Young lady, if you are looking for a job, I’d be most happy to hire you, strip you naked, and torture you endlessly. You’d look incredibly fetching dangling in the gibbet and I’d be happy to adjust some of those settings upward so that you spend the entire time twitching violently, oscillating with both pain and pleasure. But mostly pain.”

The principal nodded. “For Jenni, those two things are practically the same.” He reached out and tapped the control pad in the center of the table and the vibrator inside Jenni’s pussy went to full power. She gasped, stiffening and she grabbed hold of the edge. She gave the principal a wild look as the pressure within her got even closer to the bursting point.

“I appreciate the apology, which is accepted,” continued the principal. “I hope Becca learns her lesson. As for Jenni, she is about to get her pussy punished for the orgasm she had at your booth.”

Jim looked at the quivering girl. “Excellent. And just to let you know, I completely refunded your payment for Jenni’s experience at Shocked and Loaded. I’d also like to offer you a complimentary session at my other booth, Rides Unlimited.”

Jenni’s head snapped up slightly with recognition and Jim noticed, looking over at the naked, quivering little schoolgirl.

“Rides Unlimited?” Jenni asked curiously.

Jim grinned. “That’s right. A wooden horse or pony isn’t a complicated sexual torture device. But my patented saddles make the experience into something ten times as exhilarating."

The principal’s eyebrow went up. “Jenni expressed some interest in riding one of your ponies earlier.”

Jim frowned. “The ponies are pretty popular and I’ll be honest - we’ve been scheduling the rides since ten. That’s why I was over there. I doubt there are any available sessions. If I get a cancellation I can work her in, but otherwise she’d have to ride one of the horses.” He sized up Jenni a second time. “Honestly, the idea of your pretty little legs sticking out to the sides of one of my draft horses, titties properly clamped, those adorable feet kicking in the air, with weights on your ankles pulling you downward, all while you grind that pretty little clit of yours on the horse’s edge, suffering on one of my spiked saddles, sounds phenomenal.”

The principal looked conflicted. “We will consider it. I’m more inclined toward a simple pussy spanking with a paddle or strop.” He saw Jim’s look of disappointment. “However, we’ll go by the booth. I might reconsider.”

Jim nodded and stood up. “I hope that you do, because I think you’d find there is almost no better punishment in this entire Expo. Except possibly that pylon thing.” He jerked his thumb over his shoulder where the naked and bound woman, still inverted and stretched out between the two pylons, was shuddering and quivering above the convention floor. “I hope to see you later at one of my booths. For now, I wish you both the very best.” He looked down at Jenni, producing a business card. “I was serious. If you are looking for a job, I pay really well. Though you’ll earn every cent of it. And I guarantee it will hurt. And you’ll cum so much that you won’t be able to walk home.” He held it out to her, but the principal snagged it.

“I’ll make sure this gets to her, probably tomorrow. Thank you.”

Jim nodded, looked at Jenni, and then smiled. “I know you’ll be cumming soon,” he said, knowing she would get even more punishment. He tapped the blonde girl kneeling on the shoulder and she stood up. Then they walked away.

“If you are ready,” the principal said simply, “I believe it’s time to inflict punishment on your pussy.”

Jenni, tense and almost on edge, nodded. “Yes sir. If we don’t leave soon, I’m going to make a bit of a mess. And you’ll need to punish me twice.”

He sighed and shook his head. “Control Jenni. Control.” Then he tapped the off button on the table and the vibrator in Jenni’s pussy went silent. He stood up and Jenni pushed herself off the phallus, groaning. The seat of the chair was soaked, even without her orgasm and she peeled the condom off and dropped it on the tray next to her empty cup. The principal collected the unopened bottle of water and put it in his bag.

“Come along,” he said, turning away.

Jenni’s thighs were slick as she hurried after him, the metal rings on her ankle and wrists cuffs ringing with each step. They exited the refreshment area and went back into the convention aisles. The principal seemed to know where he was going and led them past booths containing all sorts of sexual items and squirming, squealing, suffering, and squirting floor models.

The only reason Jenni didn’t cum on the walk was because there was nothing in her pussy or ass to push her over the edge. The twisting of her nipples was only enough to keep her sexual arousal pulsing. Even the varied tableaus of other girls getting tormented or punished didn’t push her over the edge into orgasmic ecstasy. It just ensured that every step was laced with desperate need. She watched the woman hanging from the pylons get lowered, her ass now crisscrossed with a fine lattice of red stripes.

There was a crowd in front of Rides Unlimited.

The booth was long with six stations. Two of them were occupied by whimpering, mewling girls, both naked, arms bound behind their backs, struggling to stay up on tiptoe. One had clamps hanging from her nipples. Two attendants, wearing the same overalls that Jenni had seen on Becca and Luis, were standing there, watching red LED displays that were counting down. Jenni winced. One girl still had over twenty minutes to suffer, while the other still had eight.

But the interesting thing was the display of saddles.

Jenni had half expected to see leather seats, typical of real saddles designed for horses, but she realized instantly that the image she’d conjured up in her mind had little similarity to the real thing. Each saddle was made of plastic, formed to match the angles of the various horses and ponies in the six stations. The center ridge of the saddle was frighteningly sharp, but what caught Jenni’s immediate attention was the strange lumps at the front and back of each saddle. Maybe they were meant to keep her from sliding off the plastic, moving too far forward, or backward?

The principal eyed the saddles for a moment, then seemed to make up his mind. He maneuvered Jenni up to the edge of the booth and attracted the attention of the attendant.

“Sorry,” the young man said immediately. “The ponies are booked all the way till the end of the convention.”

The principal smiled. “My student isn’t here to ride a pony. She’s here to be punished.”

The attendant blinked. “Oh. Right. Awesome.” He glanced at Jenni. “She’s rather petite. Her legs are going to stick out. You know this will hurt, right?”

The principal gave the young man a slightly exasperated look. “Young man, what do you think ‘punishment’ means?”

The attendant frowned, then nodded. He pulled out a tablet. “Right. We have two options. There’s the draft horse and the other is the charger.” He pointed them out. Jenni looked at the four other stations. Two of them, the ones on the far end, were both large triangular prisms mounted on legs. The edge pointing up was quite sharp, but the prism was broad, so that the bottom side was almost twice as long as the slopes. The slopes were canted at about sixty degrees. Four step stools were positioned behind the two stations. Jenni presumed this was the ‘draft’ horse.

The other two stations had a much narrower bottom and the side slopes were canted at thirty degree angles. Jenni had ridden wooden horses and ponies before and she knew that the amount of pain each horse could inflict was highly dependent on a number of variables.

“Draft,” the principal said clearly, indicating the larger of the two wooden horses.

The attendant marked the selection on the tablet, then held it up.  “If I could just scan your badge?”

The principal held out his Expo badge and there was a beep. Then the attendant looked at the screen.

“Oh! You’re a VIP customer! My apologies sir!” He read through the notes and then gave Jenni a more appraising look. 

“Shoulder bar, elbows, or loose?” He asked the principal.

The principal smiled. “Shoulder bar.”

“Clamps?”

“Indeed. Attached via chain to the bar. And weighted.”

The attendant blinked. “Yes sir!” He tapped a bit more on the tablet. “You seem very familiar with our product. 40, 20, 10, or none?”

“Forty,” replied the principal. “In two stages. At five and twenty.”

The attendant nodded.

“Internal stimulation?”

“None,” the principal replied.

The attendant then looked up. “The account says that you’ve purchased the spike saddle already, so we’ll use that one. You’ll be able to take it with you after Jenni’s ride, or we can have it ready at the exit for when you depart.”

“I’ll pick it up on my way out.”

“Then let’s get Jenni riding!” He slid the phone away and reached up to her breasts. “I hope you don’t mind, but I’ll be putting some different, and much more painful, clamps on your tits.”

Jenni bit her lip as he turned off the little twisty pasty clamps, then pulled them off her breasts. He handed them to the principal, then took Jenni’s wrist. He led her into the booth and over to the draft horse.

It was huge, and suddenly Jenni wondered if she was going to be able to endure the torment. Up close, the broad triangular prism she was going to be sitting on looked absolutely gargantuan. It would force her legs outward uncomfortably and she doubted that she’d be able to get sufficient pressure with her thighs to mitigate the weight of her body pressing down on the upturned edge. The attendant slipped the plastic and silicone saddle over the horse’s spine and then half pushed her to climb the stool. Jenni gulped as she went up, quivering with trepidation, only to realize that it wasn’t just fear she was feeling.

She was insanely aroused.

Maybe it was the stimulation she’d been subjected to at the refreshment center, or maybe there really was something messed up in her mind. She knew it was going to hurt, but being naked like this, in front of so many people, grinding herself down on the horse, suffering and twisting and quivering, was just so damn enticing! Maybe the principal was right. Maybe there was something messed up about her. She threw a leg over, feeling the slick plastic of the saddle. She had to put her hands down on the spine, the broad beam already making her right leg stick out. She couldn’t even get her foot down to the other stool!

“I know. Broad. But you can do it. Just make sure that the edge is between your labia and you’re positioned between the two bulges. If you aren’t in the right spot your weight goes down on a petal, it will pinch and hurt like four times more.” He smiled. “Plus I’ll have to adjust your position. It won’t be nice.”

She nodded and reached down. The edge already felt a little slick, but she’d sat right the first time. She could feel the way the saddle split her sex, opening her up. It also gave her just enough room for both feet to finally touch the stools. She stretched out her toes and transferred her weight from her hands and one foot, to both legs, then even a bit to the horse itself. She felt the edge bite up into her pussy. She twisted her hips, attempting to find a more comfortable seat, but there wasn’t one. She slid forward, just a tiny bit, and was stopped by the front silicone bulge. She pressed her swollen, sensitive clitoris up against it and was delighted to find it soft and even slightly pliable. Whatever the spots were, they didn’t add anything to the sensation, so Jenni figured they had to be decorative. She let out a groan, wriggling a bit more, only to find that the slightest movement backward pressed the opposite, smaller bulge right into the little button of her ass.

The attendant climbed up onto the first stool, being careful not to step on Jenni’s outstretched toes. He was holding a metal bar with a bend in the center. “Wrists please,” he told her.

Jenni held out her left wrist and he clipped the end of the bar to the leather bondage cuff. He rested the bar across her shoulder, and to her growing concern, wrapped a single leather strap around her neck, which was connected to the center of the bar. Jenni grabbed the other end with her right hand, only to realize that the bar itself had to weigh a few extra pounds. Her toes were tiring quickly from the strain of keeping her off the ridge of the horse. The attendant hopped down, circled the horse, and came back up, quickly securing her right wrist.

Jenni couldn’t bring her arms downward, or move them in any way other than by rotating her shoulders. She could feel a slow burn starting in her toes, with a matching sensation starting to grow between her legs.

“Ready?” The attendant asked, getting down.

Jenni blinked. “Aren’t I supposed to be wearing clamps?” She asked curiously.

The attendant grinned. “Oh. Don’t worry. We’ll be putting those on in a moment.” He glanced at the principal, who still stood outside the booth railing. He was surrounded by a group of people who were all very fascinated by Jenni’s predicament, especially since no one else had ridden one of the larger horses. They were expecting a show. A painful, agonizing one.

“You’ll be riding for thirty minutes. If you need off, use the safe word established with your master and he’ll let me know you need relief. Otherwise, you’re stuck. One bit of advice. Try not to thrust against the bulges.”

Jenni blinked and looked down. She didn’t have a safe word. And why would she thrust? She could feel both bulges pressing at her clit and ass, but she didn’t think much of it.

“Now, if I were you, I’d try to take as much of my weight on my pussy, right now. Because in a moment, I’m going to count to three and pull both stools out from under you.”

Jenni gulped and tried to do what the attendant said. She deliberately sat, only to gasp as the sharp edge suddenly bit into her much deeper and harder. She winced, grimacing, shifting back and forth, pressing her clit and ass into the two bulges.

“Three, two, one,” the attendant said quickly, not even giving her time to adjust.

The two stools supporting half her weight were suddenly gone, yanked backward viciously. Jenni’s full body weight, plus that of the metal bar across her shoulders, suddenly pressed hard onto the ridge between her legs that was just four inches long. At least, between the bulges.

She squealed, loudly and clamped down with her legs. She drew her feet upward, bending her knees, her bare little toes actually finding the bottom edge of the wooden horse. It helped, a little, but the majority of her weight was still on her pussy. She managed to put enough pressure on her thighs to help lift herself marginally. She pulled her toes further up and managed to get them on the sides of the horse itself, taking even more of the weight. She whimpered, shifting her hips, and as she wriggled, a little bit of pressure was redirected forward into the bulge, her pussy pressing against it.

And it vibrated.

The surge of sexual stimulation cut through the discomfort of the sharp ridge, flowing into her pussy with a diabolical rush that made her gasp and stiffen. Instantly her body ripened, fluids gushing along her petals as the previous sexual pressure seemed to ignite like propane in a freshly lit gas grill. She pulled back and the vibration stopped, leaving her clit tingling. But the movement also slid her backward, ever so slightly, and a new oscillation, this time along the very rim of her ass, made her swoon.

“Oh my God,” she whimpered, her body reacting involuntarily, thrusting forward again. The way her legs were bent back along the horse made it easy and the vibration of the bulge as she pressed against it only made the experience even more intense. She groaned, closing her eyes, and then despite the warning from the attendant, deliberately pushed herself hard against the front bulge, knowing that it would make her cum, thus earning her another punishment.

She didn’t care.

The vibrations surge into her, but then a very different sensation was reported by her nerves. A sharp, prickling sensation burst through the front of her pussy. It stung. She jerked back, glancing down at the mashed bulge, gasping in surprise as the small plastic pins disappeared back into the little spots as the gel filled bulb seemed to expand back to its normal size. The vibration stopped, but then the bulb at her bottom began shaking. Startled, still struggling to understand what was happening, she pressed backward. This time she also felt the little pinprick spikes digging into the sensitive rim around her anus.

Not technically painful. Just… uncomfortable.

The attendant repositioned one of the stools, but it wasn’t where Jenni could get to it. He climbed up, two nipple clamps in hand, and he leaned toward her.

“These will hurt a bit more than those pasty things,” he assured her. He flicked her left nipple as she shuddered, then lifted the first clamp. It was a duckbill and he put it on so that it crushed the tip of her breast from top and bottom, rather than side to side. The clamp had a string, which he ran up to the bondage cuff on her left wrist, threading it through the same ring that was attached to the spreader bar across her shoulders. He didn’t tie it and the end dangled down in a weird fashion.

He climbed down, moved the stool, then came back up. This time it was her right breast suffering the same cruel pinch and Jenni wasn’t sure, at least for the moment, what hurt more. Her nipples or her pussy!

He got down and moved behind her and she felt a light tug on her breasts as he did something with the strings. She mewled, struggling not to move her hips, her pussy leaking copious amounts of girl goo, trying hard to put as much of her weight on her straining thighs and knees.

“Brace yourself,” the attendant warned.

“For what?” Jenni gasped, only to get her answer in the worst possible way.

Suddenly both of her nipples were yanked upward and outward, toward her wrists, as the weights attached to the strings, which were threaded through the cuff rings, and then attached to the nipple clamps, dropped and swung beneath her outstretched arms. Jenni screeched, jerking as the pain exploded at the tips of her breasts.

But even as her chest heaved and her nipples felt like they were being crushed, bitten and then wrenched sideways, her hips were already moving. She jerked forward, mashing her pussy into the front bulge and instantly the vibrations began, swirling into her clitoris and pussy. She pressed harder, groaning, and felt the spikes emerge, digging into her flesh. She endured it for a few seconds, then pulled away, but once again, moved too far. She got a repeat at the entrance of her bottom. Vibrations and little pin pricks. 

Jenni cycled through a few more back and forth torments on the saddle, never noticing how the attendant had moved the short stools back under her. Even had she extended her legs, her bare little feet wouldn’t have come close to touching the wooden supports. The attendant placed two, heavy looking weights on the stools, each one marked with a number indicating the weight. Ten pounds. Each weight had a thick cord running from the top. He looked up at Jenni from her left and patted her leg.

“I’m sorry,” he said, actually sounding apologetic, threading the cord through the ring on her ankle cuff. He pulled downward and suddenly Jenni had no choice. She cried out as her foot was pulled toward the floor, off the edge of the wooden horse. Her thigh slipped and suddenly her leg was sticking out along the slope. Her knee bent as her foot was drawn toward the weight.

Jenni gasped, then whimpered as more of her body weight was placed on the sharp edge between her legs. Then she felt the attendant moving on her other side and her leg was tugged away. She felt the strain in her thigh, and suddenly she was supported only by the four inches of sharp spine digging up into her crotch. She rocked back and forth, triggering the vibrations, but somehow avoiding more than a little prickle of the pins.

The weights were more than enough to prevent her from lifting her legs back up, but she knew what was going to happen next. Everyone did. The crowd in front of her had doubled, fascinated faces watching as she was tortured. Then the attendant moved behind the horse, and let out a short count.

“One, two, three,” he said quickly, and then yanked the stools out from under the weights. Jenni squealed. Twenty fresh pounds suddenly pulled her even further downward onto the wooden horse.

Pain surged through Jenni, mostly between her legs and tears welled up in her eyes. She hadn’t quite expected it to hurt this much. In less than a minute she began rocking again, pressing her pussy against the bulge in front, setting off the vibrator, feeling the spikes begin to dig into her flesh, then pulling back and getting the same treatment, except right between her butt cheeks. Her nipples burned and throbbed angrily from the clamps and weights and if she moved her arms, the clamps twisted.

In front of her, the principal stood at the edge of the booth, arms crossed, watching as she suffered. He didn’t appear pleased, or unhappy. Merely studious, as if she were some sort of experiment. Each second seemed to last forever for her, and only the differing hurts coming from various parts of her body provided context. His eyes flickered to her straining legs, the heavy weights swinging from her ankles, her toes pointed, as her hips rolled, swinging back and forth. He could tell she was shifting her weight from front to rear, and that each time she did she had no option but to press herself against one of the two bulges. He knew she had to be hurting. And that was the point of punishment.

But what he didn’t realize was that Jenni had slipped into a rhythm. Everything was timed to the throbbing of her nipples. Her heart labored to push blood into the crushed, clamped, twisted, and pulled tits, and as it did, she felt the pulse pounding through her. Every two to three beats she thrust forward, jamming her pussy against the bulge, relieving the pressure point where the wooden ridge cut into her crotch. When Jenni mashed her sex against the bulge, the vibrations started, supercharging her body's reaction to the stimuli, confusing her brain to the point where she wasn’t sure what hurt, and what felt good. Then the spikes would start to poke out of the bulge, the gel bulb deflating until the sharp little pin pricks pressed viciously into her clitoris and labia. As long as she was willing to endure the sharp poking sensation, the vibrations not only continued, but got stronger, and she began thrusting with sharp little jerks. At least, until it began to hurt. Then she’d retract, pulling back and feeling the same pressure against her ass. The vibrations would start up, caressing the rim of her anus, then the prickling sensation started. She pulled away, her heart pounding at the tips of her breasts, and did it all again.

“Just as I thought,” said Jim Canton, stepping up next to the principal as the timer in front of Jenni’s horse hit the fifteen minute mark. “Look at her. She’s like the perfect little pain slut.”

The principal barely took his eyes off of Jenni’s quivering body. “She is indeed,” the principal said quietly.

“Gorgeous too,” Jim added. “Like her mother I suppose.” He shook his head. “Love the way she’s fucking the saddle. See, that was the important part. On a wooden pony they go up and down when their feet and calves get too tired, or the pain in their pussy becomes too much. On the horse, it’s different. I broadened the beam so the pain isn’t acute. It’s sort of spread out on their labia, but how to make them move? That was the trick. So I designed the saddle. That bulge has compression foam in it, plus a vibrator. When she pushes against it, the vibe starts up. The more she pushes though, the foam starts to compress. Inside the foam though are these little plastic spikes. Not sharp enough to break through skin of course, but enough to cause a great deal of discomfort. All these little pins pushing on her as she’s trying to fuck that bulge. Plus the one in the rear. And then she’s going back and forth, getting stimulated, hurting, right to the edge. And then over.”

“Over?” The principal said wryly. “The idea is to punish her. Not push her into another violation.”

“Says the man who had her sitting on a vibrator,” Canton snorted. “You’ve probably already punished her sweet little cunt three or four times already. And you have every intention of doing three or four more, don’t you?”

The principal shrugged. “I will, if she loses control again.”

“Oh, she will,” Jim Canton said. “I guarantee it. I’ve never had a girl ride the saddle and not cum.”

The principal’s lips pressed together firmly. “Then she’ll be whipped for it.”

Jim grinned. “Excellent! I totally approve. I think the best position for a girl is with her legs spread as wide apart as possible. Full access, total vulnerability.”

In front of them, the attendant came back, nodding at Canton politely. He put the short stools back down under Jenni’s feet, right near the swinging weights. Jenni didn’t notice. She was too busy rocking back and forth, pushing her pussy up against the spiked bulb. Her crooning was constant, mewling whimpers that made it clear that she was both suffering and working herself toward climax. A second set of weights went onto the stools and the attendant began securing them to Jenni’s ankles. She was barely cognizant of it.

“Look at her,” Jim said wistfully. “Imagine being so fucked up that you’re desperately grinding your private parts against something that hurts, because it feels good.”

The attendant seemed to sense the countdown, and just as the timer indicated Jenni had just ten minutes left, he yanked the stools out from under Jenni for the third time.

And the weight on Jenni’s legs doubled with an extra twenty pounds.

Jenni cried out, cringing and the men watched as the weights dangling from the strings that were threaded through her wrist cuffs and attached to her nipple clamps, jiggled with her gyrations.

The added weight only made Jenni’s situation worse. But it wasn’t about agony or ecstasy. It was because the drag on her legs strained her thighs, stretching them. The weight of her body was centered on her groin, pressing into her pussy, bruising her labia. Her clit was mashed against the vibrating, prickling, cactus-like thing in front of her, and she couldn’t tell if it felt amazing or horrible. All she knew was that she was close. Like horribly, awfully, wonderfully close to cumming. It was just there. Seconds away. A spasm rippled through her and she closed her eyes crooning loudly.

“So what’s next after this?” Canton asked the principal.

“Her breasts,” the principal said firmly. “Though I suppose I’ll need to whip her between the legs if she does explode.” His eyes flickered to the clock. Six minutes left.

“There’s a cute little booth down the row with whipping tables and a few spreaders. There’s also a spot in the next row that has a dozen spanking machines set up. You could secure her to the A frame, on her back, those sweet legs of hers spread wide, and then whap, whap, whap, whap. A nice thick leather strap smacking hard into that soft, pink gash.”

That actually made the principal smile. “I have to admit, there is a certain appeal to that.”

“Well, you might as well plan for it, because in a minute she’s going to lose control.”

“You think,” the principal said.

Jim Canton laughed. “I know.”

Jenni suddenly let out a scream, shaking hard. Her hips began gyrating frantically, the weights dangling from her legs and wrists swinging. She threw her head back and then, with just three minutes left on the clock, she grimaced, a look of agonized ecstasy on her face.

“OH MY GOD! I’M CUMMING!” Jenni yelled.

Suddenly, fluids began streaming down her thighs. For a second, the principal thought she was urinating, but then he realized that it was actually orgasmic fluid. Jenni’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head as her body convulsed. Then she groaned and started to fold up. The attendant seemed ready for it and quickly kept her from falling over. Then the other attendant came up and together they began removing the weights on Jenni’s ankles.

“How did you know?” The principal asked curiously.

Jim smiled. “I designed the saddle. I also incorporated a timer. The vibrations get stronger. There wasn’t a chance in hell she could keep herself from cumming. There was just too much stimulation.” He eyed the principal. “So, does she still deserve to be punished, knowing that there was no way she could prevent it?”

The principal smiled. “Of course.”

Jim nodded. “Good. I expect nothing less.”

The timer clicked to zero and the two attendants began getting Jenni down. One removed the clamps on Jenni’s nipples, eliciting another shriek as the blood rushed back into her breasts. But then they lifted her off the wooden horse and to the floor. She collapsed instantly and they disconnected the shoulder bar. A moment later Jenni was lying in a fetal position, cum still dripping from her flushed pink slit, twitching from sensorial overload, eyes closed, but with a broad smile on her face.


Part Six - The Whipping Post

She’d been a little astonished when the principal had handed her the shoes after her wooden horse ride and at first, she’d told herself that he just liked the way she looked in them. There was no way he’d expect her to spread her legs and slide the large phallus into her sex. Not after having endured such torment. She’d just spent thirty minutes straddling the sharp edge, suffering through a punishment for unauthorized orgasm. Of course, it hadn’t been as bad as she initially thought it would be. Sure, it had hurt, but she’d weathered worse. She hadn’t even gotten that bruised from it. In fact, she was more sensitive from the way she had ground her clitoris into the vibrating spiked bulge at the front of the saddle, than from the angular edge biting into her groin.

But to be asked to slide a thick, purple colored, curved vibrator back into her pussy right afterward?

To her surprise, it went in easily, her still slippery passage open and accepting. If anyone was shocked that a girl who had just spent thirty minutes uncomfortably seated on a wooden horse, would be masturbating just fifteen minutes later, they didn’t show it. Jenni pumped the full length of it in and out several times, only to see the principal frowning. So she pushed it in deep, one final time, gasping as the vibrator settled perfectly into her depths, her muscles closing around it, and as the principal pulled her upward, the tiny switches on the bottom of each shoe activated in turn. Every time she lifted her foot, the vibrator buzzed for a moment, then shut off. Each halting step was maddening and actually trying to walk became a pulsing torment of sexual stimulation that only recharged the depleted battery of her arousal.

She had stumbled along behind him as they passed dozens of booths to get to “The Whipping Post.” All of them made Jenni’s eyes widen. One booth featured a “punishment desk”, with built-in wrist, ankle and breast brackets holding a quivering, naked, bosom squeezed, pink haired girl in her seat. Jenni was absolutely sure the girl was sitting on a massive rumbling dildo from the way she was shaking. Another booth had an Asian theme going and their primary display was a young Japanese girl with straight black hair, arms bound behind her back in a complicated rope tie, her skin oiled to a shine, straddling an exquisitely carved wooden koi fish, which was suspended by ropes from both the tail and mouth. The row of wooden fins going down the fish’s spine made it impossible for her to lower herself down and Jenni felt pity for the girl as she had no choice but to feel the sharp fins bite into her pussy. A long row of crimson colored, flickering candles made it very clear what the next punishment for the girl would be.

At another booth a girl had been laid on a slanted board, gagged, legs curled underneath the board and tied, her arms bound above her head. The salesman was busy explaining the differences between a handful of little paddles, smacking her pussy in demonstration, switching out as she jerked, her face contorted with the pain of the spanking. Jenni would have been jealous, but the bright pink and flushed look made it clear the girl had been there from the start of the day and her clit was quite swollen from the constant demonstrations.

Jenni wondered just what punishment was coming next for her. She was supposed to be receiving the breast whipping that the principal had promised. At least until she’d had a very obvious orgasm while riding the wooden horse, thanks to the diabolical spiked vibrating bulge at the front of the plastic saddle. Was he going to hold her accountable? Would he really give her pussy another punishment so soon?

He answered that himself just a few booths later when he turned and pushed her forward. Jenni blinked, looking around the frightening display. Hundreds of different kinds of leather whips, quirts, strops, and belts hung from the booth walls. A padded table stood off to one side of the booth’s open space. The principal grabbed Jenni and without a word, helped her to sit on the table.

“On your left side,” he told her, “facing the aisle.”

Jenni nodded wordlessly. She laid down, pillowing her head with her left arm and tucking up her legs. Her pussy clenched, trying to get the vibrator to activate again.

“Good morning, sir! Can I help you find something to properly punish that sweet little tidbit you have on the table?” The salesman came over immediately.

“I’m looking for a quirt,” the principal said. “Short, with an eight inch handle and twelve inch long strap, two to three inches wide.”

The salesman grinned. “An excellent choice sir! I have several you might appreciate right over here.”

Jenni turned her attention to the people wandering by the booth. Of course, her attention was on the various women. Most were young girls, around her age or a little older. All of them were either dressed provocatively, or were even naked. Many of them had the little flashing light clamps on their nipples, or had toys jammed into their slits. One girl was wearing a complicated leather harness that tightened around her breasts, along with a furry tail that stuck out of her butt. Jenni licked her lips, shifting her legs, only to accidentally trigger the vibrator in her pussy. She gasped, tightening instantly. It took only a second or two of experimentation for her to figure out that there were switches on both the toe and heel of the shoes, and that she could activate them at will.

She spent the next two minutes being exceedingly naughty.

Then the principal moved up behind her with his newly purchased quirt. He roughly pushed her legs apart, then grabbed the vibrator, pulling it out of Jenni’s pussy. If he noticed how wet she was, he didn’t say. Instead he just set it down on the table behind her. Jenni realized she was panting, half from the maddening arousal of the toy, but then also from expectation. She glanced at him, knowing what was coming.

He grabbed hold of her right ankle and hauled her leg upward, exposing her sodden swamp of a slit. The petals were dark pink and there was some definite bruising from her ride on the wooden horse. He lifted the quirt and stroked her with a bit of the leather and she jerked, tightening up.

“I know you are aroused, but I would very much like to start the core punishments, rather than be forced to deliver additional strokes to your pussy. That said, cum before I reach twenty and I’ll just give you another set, right here, right now. Do you understand?”

Jenni gulped, the soft touch of the leather against her clitoris almost driving her the rest of the way. She nodded frantically. “Yes sir!”

“Good. Keep your eyes open and look at the aisle. I want people to see you suffer.”

Jenni looked away from her pussy and out into the aisle. Already, several people had stopped, always wanting to see some girl get punished. She struggled to control her breathing and then came the stinging impact on her pussy. She jerked, grimacing, but managed not to cry out. He hit her again, exactly the same way, maybe even a bit more strongly. Again, her body quivered as the long strap of leather smacked along the entire length of her sex. It stung horribly! Sharp prickling sensations seemed to explode along her labia and then up to her clitoris, which seemed to be taking the brunt of the whipping. The principal took his time too, giving her five to ten seconds between each stroke, allowing her to process the sting and let it morph into the punishing heat.

By the tenth blow, Jenni knew that she was going to hurt worse than what she had endured on the wooden horse. She also knew that his order not to cum wasn’t up to her. He hit her again in the same spot, the leather licking at her clit and labia. This time she yelped, unable to control her voice. A prickling sting burst across her loins, then ebbed into a burning heat. The quirt swung through the air, stopping cold against her sex, transferring the energy of motion into fresh, burning heat. Each slap of the leather against her petals and clitoris seared her and she couldn’t control herself. Her fingers tightened into fists, she squeezed her eyes shut, blinking through the first tears, and the crowd heard the sharp cries of her agony as the supple strap licked at her slit.

But for Jenni, the real challenge wasn’t the pain. It was holding herself back, trying to control the fiery monster that seemed to roar in her loins. Her pussy clenched and quivered and the horrible arousal she’d been forced to coddle and endure on their walk from the one punishment to the next, was now a pressure cooker, close to exploding. Each stroke that landed hurt, but Jenni’s messed up brain couldn’t separate the pain from the pleasure. She crooned, her hips swinging as if to meet each new stroke. She wasn’t counting the blows. She couldn’t. She was too focused on trying not to cum.

Which is why when the strokes stopped, her body just barely on the verge of losing control, of squirting orgasmic fluid all over the table she was lying upon, of giving the crowd what they really wanted, she looked up in shock. The principal let her ankle go and her leg dropped. She groaned, rolled over onto her back, spreading her knees wide in a butterfly position. Her hands moved down between her legs, not just to comfort the burning heat of her freshly beaten pussy, but to thrust two or three fingers into her soaked slit and bring herself to orgasm.

Her back arched as she penetrated herself, head thrown back, and her fresh vocalization made what was happening so obvious that the principal, who had turned away for a moment, whirled back in alarm. His eyes flickered down to the little schoolgirl’s writhing body, shocked to find her fingers frantically pumping in and out of her cunt.

“Good Lord,” said the salesman next to the principal. “Someone didn’t get enough strokes to the clit.”

“So it seems,” the principal said. But he didn’t do anything else. He just stood there, eyes locked on the quivering, naked girl overwhelmed with carnal lust. It took Jenni less than a minute and she suddenly jerked half upright, fingers curled and locked in her own slit. Her feet flew up in the air as she bent, toes curled downward as her face contorted. Fluid exploded from her pussy, almost striking the salesman who jumped back with a yelp. Her turbulent motions sent cum everywhere, drenching her thighs, the table, and even her swinging feet. The crowd cheered as she cried out, one hand coming up to her mouth as she jammed a knuckle in between her open lips. Then she slumped back down to the table, eyes closed, her body relaxing as the euphoric bliss of concentrated orgasm swirled through her like a maelstrom.

“Well,” the salesman said in astonishment, looking at the principal. “That’s the first time I’ve ever seen a girl cum from being pussy whipped.”

The principal let out a sigh. “Technically, she wasn’t being whipped during the orgasm. Still, it’s not exactly an unheard of thing with this particular student. She’s a masochist to a degree I’ve never seen before. The whole point of bringing her to the expo was to try and instill some discipline in her. To teach her more control.” He shook his head. “I’m not sure what possible punishment I can inflict upon her that will help.”

“I’d say give her another whipping,” the salesman responded, “but the reality is that she needs to be tied up with her legs spread wide for that, and my little table isn’t equipped.”

The principal took a deep breath. “You are, of course, correct. And I’ve made arrangements. However, she still requires chastisement in other areas besides her pussy.” He stepped back over to the table and picked up the vibrator, which was laying silently by Jenni’s right hip. She had closed her legs somewhat, though only for comfort, not in an attempt to hide the leaking slit between her thighs. She shifted obediently when he took her knee and pulled. Then he ran the tapered end of the vibrator through her petals and she jerked, opening her eyes in surprise. Then she relaxed, seeing the principal, and she gave him an apologetic look.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, quivering as he coated the end of the phallus with her own cum. “I couldn’t stop myself.”

The principal nodded, swirling the probe down through her petals and then back up to her clit. It wasn’t buzzing, which was probably a blessing. “Spread your legs,” he told her.

She did it immediately, no protest, bringing her feet up and putting her high heels on the table, soles downward. She opened her knees and as she did, the principal felt the vibe activating, a surge of power that caused the entire thing to rumble both in his hand and against her clit. She let out a mewl of pleasure and he pushed, driving the slick plastic and silicone toy deep into her sex. She moved her knees again, or more accurately, her feet, twisting so she could activate the vibe once more, the tiny switches on the soles of the shoes depressing and releasing in turn. He watched her movement, almost flapping her knees so that her legs looked like a butterfly in flight.

She groaned again, closing her eyes. “I’ve… I’ve… earned… another punishment… haven’t I?” She asked him.

He nodded. “If any of your orgasms qualified for punishment, this one most certainly did. You deliberately masturbated. I’ve rarely seen you this disobedient.”

She nodded and bit her lip. “Another whipping?” She asked, almost hopeful.

He took a breath. “No. You need time to recover, and your pussy needs to be properly sensitized before accepting another punishment, as proscribed by school rules. So I’m taking you to the whipping post, where you will receive the punishment you earned for the abomination of a shirt you were wearing this morning. After that, we’ll deal with this latest loss of control.”

She nodded in acceptance.

“Now close your legs and stand up.”

Slowly, she sat up, swinging her legs down off the table. She hopped down, faltered, then straightened. She began walking in place as he picked up his bag, triggering the very vibrations that had pushed her into needing to cum in the first place.

He led her out into the aisle and once more they threaded their way through the growing crowds. Girls in the same state as Jenni were everywhere, naked except for bondage cuffs on ankles and wrists, collars around each and every throat, many stuffed with vibrating toys, or sporting clamps on their nipples. And on each side of the aisle were the various booths displaying different punishment tools, toys, and restraints. The constant sound of yelps, squeals, cries, and even the occasional shriek filled the air under the hum of conversation. And for Jenni, the sights, sounds, and sensations only made the rekindling arousal in her sex burn hotter.

She’d forgotten how many orgasms she had already, but even the strength and intensity of the last three, received while being shocked and vibrated, while riding the wooden horse, and right after the simple whipping she’d received, didn’t seem to have abated her desires. Already the vibrator in her pussy was churning her in a way that led to a predictable outcome. The only question was when. They arrived at the Whipping Post booth.

“Extended please. She’ll be receiving twenty strokes to the breasts. Flogger,” stated the principal, pushing Jenni forward.

The attendant took a look at Jenni’s bosom and smiled. “Nice. She’s got large ones for her frame.” He led her over to the post and put her back to it. She lifted her arms obediently and he hooked her bondage cuffs to the two chains dangling above her. Jenni licked her lips expectantly and then came the tension. She was drawn upward, pulling her taut, until even the heels of her shoes came up off the ground. That didn’t stop her from the now constant lifting of her feet, all to keep the vibrator in her sex churning. She marched in place, her breathing picking up as the attendant turned back to the principal.

“Would you like her bound and oiled?” The attendant asked.

“Bound?” The principal queried.

The attendant smiled. “We’ve got a leather thong that we can wrap around her tits. Or at least, anything bigger than a B cup. Hers are plenty large enough.”

The principal considered it. “Yes. That sounds perfect. Please proceed.” He set his bag down. Jenni looked over at the attendant, expecting him to do it, but then a girl seemed to appear from the back of the booth. She was wearing a dress, though “swimsuit coverup” might have been a more appropriate description. It was basically a white fish net with large holes. It looked incredible on her thought. She had dark black skin and the contrast of the tight dress stretched over her incredible bust was intoxicating. Her skin glistened under the lights as well as she stepped in front of Jenni. She was tall, and the white platform heels she was wearing made her even taller. She looked down at Jenni with a hungry, sexual look, one hand holding a bottle, the other a long leather strap.

“Hello sweetie,” the dark skinned girl said. “I’m Shadae. What’s your name?”

Jenni gulped. “Jenni.”

Shadae smiled wickedly. “You’ll like this. Until you don’t.” She flicked the leather thong over her shoulders, behind her neck.

Jenni blinked. “What?”

But Shadae had already leaned forward. Her mouth opened and her long pink tongue extended, only to begin lapping at Jenni’s left nipple. Jenni gasped, still moving her feet to keep the vibrator buzzing inside her pussy, but the tingle she felt from her bosom was incredible. Shadae licked her for almost twenty seconds on the one side, then switched to the other, swirling her tongue around and stabbing at the turgid, raised teat beneath. Then, even as the surge of pleasure ran through Jenni, she felt Shadae’s fingers on her belly. Something smooth and slick and wet spread across the surface of Jenni’s skin. Shadae moved her hand downward, spreading more oil on Jenni’s torso, all the way down to the cleft petals of her sex. Jenni squealed as Shadae’s oiled fingers found Jenni’s clit, rubbing her diligently, but then moved on before it was enough to bring her to climax.

Shadae managed to get her hands halfway down each of Jenni’s thighs without taking her mouth off one or the other of Jenni’s nipples, switching back and forth every twenty seconds or so. Shadae even spread oil on Jenni’s ass, working her fingers into Jenni’s crack and teasing her little star. Jenni felt a diabolical increase in suction on her tit for a moment, then groaned as Shadae penetrated, pushing one finger deep into Jenni’s rump, finger fucking her bottom. Then, finally, Shadae lifted her mouth away from Jenni’s breasts. Squatted down, and oiled Jenni’s legs all the way to the bondage cuffs on her ankles.

“You are so cute,” Shadae said, standing back up straight. She had no problem reaching high, smearing the oil down Jenni’s arms to her shoulders, one hand holding the bottle, the other spreading the oleaginous fluid across Jenni’s skin. Shadae’s fingers slid across Jenni’s upper chest, leaving just one spot still free of the oil. She reached out and playfully teased the first one, then the other nipple, pinching them slightly. But with the oil, her fingers slipped and the resulting sensation left Jenni quivering.

Shadae set the bottle down and pulled the leather thong off her shoulders. She started with Jenni’s right breast, quickly wrapping the strand around the base, tightening it quickly. The resulting pressure caused Jenni’s tit to balloon, forming into a huge ball. Shadae made more loops, each of them tighter, only to run the leather thong over to Jenni’s other breast. Jenni groaned as her breasts were bound tight, wrapped to a point where both of them seemed swollen, the skin taut, her nipples hard little bumps sticking out.

“Nice,” Shadae declared, licking her lips. She picked up her bottle of oil again, poured a liberal amount over each of Jenni’s tits, and then began caressing the bound girl’s bosom. “Such perfect titties for a beating.” She leaned forward. “I hope he uses a cane! I like to see the welts.”

Then Shadae stepped back, she turned and left Jenni standing there, quivering desperately, stepping back and forth in the high heels, glistening as the vibrator continued to move inside her, waiting for her punishment.

The principal stepped into the booth, already holding the very same quirt that he had used on Jenni’s pussy. He studied her for a moment and their eyes met. A million things could have been communicated with that one look, but only one message came across. He smiled slightly, then nodded.

And the quirt slashed horizontally across Jenni’s bosom.

Immediately her mouth opened and a cry of pain came from her throat, even as the sharp sting exploded across both her breasts. The sound turned into a gasp as the prickling became a burn, slowly fading to rippling warmth. The principal walked around behind the whipping post to her other side and her chest heaved as she looked at him in alarm. He was hitting her so hard!

She thought the second stroke caught more of her left breast than right, until the pain in the opposite nipple seemed to double. Another pernicious cry escaped her lips, her back arching as she thrust her bosom toward him. She glanced down, blinking tears from her eyes, only to see the developing red stripes marring the oiled white flesh of her breasts.

His hand came up, squeezing and caressing her boob, fingers gliding over the still smarting nipple. He moved back around her and swung again, almost as hard. Jenni yelped, wincing as the searing heat shot through her chest, leaving her breathless.

More strokes fell on Jenni, though the principal took his time, giving her ample opportunity to experience each excruciating stroke with full appreciation for the pain. Jenni mewled, whimpering and crying as each blow fell, making her bound tits jump and jiggle. By the time he’d hit her just ten times, there was no more unmarred flesh. Both tied titties were flushed a dark, hot pink and her nipples had retracted into almost smooth circles. Jenni felt tears wetting her cheeks as he took a moment to study her breasts. That’s when she noticed Shadae standing beside her, arms and hands outstretched, a frightening collection of cane, crop, bullwhip, and flogger laid out for the principal’s use.

He paused, considering the selection of tools. “And what do you recommend?” He asked Shadae politely.

Shadae grinned. “The cane, Master. Across her tits, leaving fine red lines to cut through the beautiful shading you have already given her. Then the crop to her thighs, so that they match the welts on her breasts. After that, we can turn her around and I will bind her tits to the whipping post. The flogger can be used to warm up her delicious little ass, and finally, the bullwhip lashing up the backs of her legs all the way up to her shoulders. Mark her fully!”

The principal’s eyes widened and then he let out a laugh. “You’ve only left out the bottoms of her feet. And her sex.”

Shadae looked down at Jenni’s dancing toes. “A simple solution. Draw up each foot on a post peg, remove the shoes, and then, again, the cane.” Then her eyes seemed to burn with wicked heat. “As for the girl’s cunt, the whipping post is not truly the best restraint. It is her own will. At the end, I would free her, force her to spread herself on the ground, holding her own beaten breasts, knees wide apart, her pussy vulnerable and accepting, and then use a drop lash whip.”

The principal glanced at Jenni, who stood there, still dancing, her breasts throbbing with unrequited heat. “I must admit, your suggestions have the benefit of dealing with this girl’s constant cumming and disobedience.”

“Then punish her, Master,” Shadae immediately insisted. “Make her suffer for her insolence.” She held out the row of weapons and Jenni’s eyes widened as the principal picked up the cane, giving it an experimental swing. It hissed as it cut through the air. Jenni gulped, her hot and heavy breasts heaving with trepidation as he turned, lifted the thin rod and tapped her gently across both nipples.

Then he snapped the cane. It thumped into her swollen, hurting bosom and Jenni let out a sharp and caustic scream. Shadae’s face quivered with excitement and she watched as Jenni let out a sob. The principal waited, watching as thirty seconds later a thin, dark, red welt began to appear crossing Jenni’s breasts, despite the already flushed coloration, bisecting both nipples perfectly. He raised the cane again, rubbing it across the tips of Jenni’s breasts, teasing them. But then he drew the cane back and smacked her solidly once more. And again. And again.

Jenni’s cries energized the crowd as people stopped to watch the punishment of the beautiful brunette teen. Her amazing breasts, now flushed red and crisscrossed with a growing number of beautiful red lines, only emphasized her suffering. The principal took his sweet time, flicking the cane against Jenni’s flesh as she hung from her bonds, her feet stepping frantically. Finally the last shot of fiery heat flashed across her bosom and she let out one final choked scream as the twentieth stroke snapped over her chest.

He stepped close to her, stroking his hand over her skin, feeling the welts, the excoriated flesh, the startling heat. Jenni crooned, whimpering, blinking away tears.

Shadae leaned forward, eyes intent. “Please Master? Don’t end it here? I implore you! Look at her! She’s a whore. A disobedient slut who only thinks of her own pleasure! Her cunt is trembling with desire, even now! She danced to keep the toy active! To bring herself to orgasm! Whip her thighs now! She deserves it! Does she not?” Shadae actually held out the crop.

For a moment, the principal hesitated. Suddenly, cries of encouragement came from the crowd. “Whip her!” Someone yelled. “Beat her bloody!” Another voice called. “She deserves it!” and “Fuck her hard!”

The principal took a deep breath, then looked at Shadae. “Tits, tush, toes, thighs, and then twat.”

Shadae looked confused. “I’m sorry, Master?”

He took a deep breath. “That’s the mantra.” He handed her the cane. “Unbind her breasts, then lower her.”

Shadae frowned, glaring, but she set the other whips down on the floor and went to Jenni. Quickly, the black girl unwrapped the leather thong from around Jenni’s bound bosom. Jenni gasped as the pressure relented. Her nipples began tingling and poking out once more. Shadae went behind the post and Jenni dropped a few more inches and then sagged. Shadae moved up next to the girl, reaching up to free her hands, but the principal stopped her.

“No. You’re right. This is the best way.”

“Master?”

“The crop please.”

Jenni, who thought she was about to be released, blinked, her mouth opening in alarm. The principal looked at her. “Spread your legs wide apart,” he ordered. Shadae’s expression turned to immediate excitement and she stopped, picking up the crop and holding it out to him.

Jenni mewled, whimpering, but did as she was told. She moved her feet further apart, feeling the vibrations in her pussy. Then the principal stroked her inner thighs with the head of the crop. “This punishment is for your wilful disobedience this morning. Keep your legs spread,” he warned her. Then with a sharp flick of his wrist, he struck the soft, inner portion of her right thigh.

Jenni yelped but held her ground, gritting her teeth as the principal moved the head of the crop, not to her other leg, or the same spot he had just struck, but the pink petals of her wet sex. Slowly he stroked the leather against her swollen clit, teasing her. Beneath, the bottom of the vibrator stuck out of her dripping snatch. Jenni stiffened, thrusting her hips forward desperately. Then, just as she closed her eyes, he snapped the crop again, once more striking her thigh.

“Owwwww!” She blurted out, lifting her foot and shaking her leg, pain flickering across her face. But she didn’t close up and the principal stroked her pussy once more. She quivered, bottom lip trembling as the mixture of sensations confused her.

“Yes Master,” Shadae suddenly hissed. “Strike her clit between each blow to her thighs! She deserves it!”

The principal ignored the sadistic black woman and once more hit Jenni’s leg, targeting the soft, sensitive, delicate flesh just to the side of her sex. Jenni let out a squeal and her entire leg spasmed. Then he stroked her clit and tapped the base of the vibrator inside her. Jenni’s loins jerked. Four more strokes left Jenni’s thighs pink and several even darker lines implied the bending bruises that were undoubtedly forming.

“Brace yourself now,” the principal warned the teen, bringing the crop up between her legs.

Jenni tensed, half expecting him to strike her pussy, but then he flicked the crop back and forth between her legs, just beneath her dripping, stuffed slit, and over a dozen impacts burned across her skin. Jenni squealed, the stinging heat overwhelming her until she finally kicked, flailing as she dangled by her wrists. It was only then that the principal pulled back.

Jenni let out a choked sob, realizing she had brought her legs together to protect the soft inner thighs, and glanced at the principal fearfully.

“Turn her around. Do you have clamps with a chain to keep her in place?” The principal asked.

Shadae’s expression changed to delight and she bowed her head. She quickly put down the other weapons and hurried over to Jenni. The teenager’s breasts were a mess, slick and glistening with the remnants of oil that had not been picked up by the leather strap of the quirt, flushed red and marked with thin red lines. Shadae loosened the tension on the chain holding Jenni up, then spun her around. Jenni whimpered and hung loosely, but then squealed again as Shadae pushed her up against the post, the hard wooded post pressing against her sternum.

“Now it’s my turn to hurt you, just a little,” Shadae said with a huge grin. She raised both hands, producing a pair of clover clamps. She pinched the first one open and positioned it above Jenni’s left nipple, then let it close behind the sensitive, freshly caned tip. Jenni let out a screech, pulling back, but the chain attached to the clamp was held in Shadae’s other hand and Jenni found out quickly that jerking backward was not a viable option. The clover clamp actually tightened. Shadae moved to the other side of the pillar and grabbed hold of Jenni’s arm, getting her back into place. Then she attached the second clamp, relishing Jenni’s mewling cries of pain.

“She is ready, Master. What weapon do you wish to use on her ass?” She paused. “I think we have a wooden paddle,” she added, picking up the crop, cane, and other whips.

“The flogger will be sufficient,” he said, reaching out and taking the long leather multi-headed whip. He flicked it experimentally, checking the full length and then stepped into position. The principal didn’t hesitate, wielding the flogger like a sword. He slashed at Jenni’s beautiful, quivering ass, snapping the long leather strands hard against the two curved buttocks. Jenni’s flank tightened and she screeched as the searing heat of the whipping cut into her rump. But more importantly, she jerked forward against the post, mashing her loins against the wood. Then she rebounded. The chain wrapped around the post and connected to both of her nipples by the clamps pulled tight, keeping her marginally in place. The crowd loved it, watching her dance, not even realizing that the shoes were activating the phallus inside her, rumbling violently as her bottom burned. He hit her again, a little lower, but still catching the beautiful fullness of her flanks. Jenni squealed with each hit, dancing frantically, lifting one foot up off the ground, quivering. Of course, the clamps on her nipples tightened as well, the involuntary pulling away from the post tugging on the chain. But it was still her ass that bore the brunt of her punishment. Soon the creamy white flesh had darkened to a soft rose and Jenni was mewling. Her bottom felt like it was on fire. Her nipples pulsed hard with shards of agony, and her pussy was clenched tightly around the violently shaking vibrator, pushing her into a confused, sexually explosive state.

The principal stepped back and Shadae stepped up to the girl without direction from the principal. In her hand she held a solid oak baton, two feet long and rounded. She bent down and jammed it into one of the holes lining the entire length of the post, right between Jenni’s thighs. The principal and crowd watched with excitement as Shadae grabbed hold of Jenni’s right ankle, hauling her foot upward by bondage cuff. Another chain appeared in Shadae’s hand, this one with a D Link connector. She clipped it to Jenni’s ankle cuff, then used her thigh to support the foot. Jenni cried out in alarm as her other leg was unceremoniously pulled out from under her and her weight was distributed between the wooden baton between her legs, and the chains holding her arms above her head. She wriggled, the vibrator now pressed hard into her pussy.

Shadae stepped back and the principal saw that both of Jenni’s feet were now raised off the ground, the bottoms of her shoes perfectly in view. Shadae smiled up at him, then bent down again, unbuckling each high heel and exposing the soft, delicate arches of Jenni’s feet. The black girl gripped Jenni’s foot squarely and nodded at the man looming above her.

“She is ready, Master! The cane! You said it. Tits and thighs, tush and toes! Do not spare her! Continue her agony! Punish her for her crimes!” She grabbed the cane and held it out to him, Jenni’s shoes still clutched between her fingers.

Jenni suddenly kicked a little, her back arching in desperate frustration. The pressure on her poor pussy, now pressing down on the thick wooden rod between her legs, hurt. It didn’t help that the curved tail of the vibrator stuck out, pinching her as her weight was distributed. The principal glanced over at the weapons, still scattered on the floor beside Shadae.

“Go on! Do it! Use the cane. Beat her feet!” Someone encouraged him from the aisle. “Mark those soles like you did her tits and thighs!”

The principal retrieved the rattan cane from Shadae. He looked down at Jenni’s bare feet, dangling from the same wooden rod she was straddling. Her lower half was grinding frantically on the wooden peg she was sitting on. The principal raised the stick and then with deliberate intent, snapped it down viciously into the very center of Jenni’s soft, delicate arches.

The effect was immediate. Jenni screamed, kicking madly. She bucked and thrashed on the whipping post, the chain once more tugging hard at her breasts as the clamps tightened that much more. It took only a few seconds for the spasms to slow and that gave the principal the opportunity to leave another blow of the cane on the bottom of Jenni’s feet, this time a little higher, near the toes.

He was so focused on her arches, he didn’t notice that Shadae had found the small depressions on the soles of Jenni’s shoes, and was surreptitiously pressing the switches over and over. Inside the bound teenager, the vibrator roared, shaking eagerly and then the cane once more landed across the bottoms of both feet, sending a fresh shard of pain up through her body.

Jenni’s shriek was loud enough that even people several booths away looked to see what was causing the commotion. The crowd had increased around the booth and everyone was watching as Jenni’s punishment continued. The principal struck again, Shadae’s eyes tracing the fresh welts that crossed the teenager’s silky arches. Jenni’s toes curled, but it was her wriggling, jerking ass that held everyone’s eyes. Shadae kept the vibrator in the girl going, without relief, using Jenni’s discarded shoes, activating the thumping, shaking toy over and over. The bound teenager trembled on the post, arching her back, the chain clamped to her breasts pulled taut, fucking herself stupid on the wooden rod she was straddling.

As the last few strokes to Jenni’s soles left sharp, defined lines of red, Jenni screamed, throwing her head back. Some of the crowd thought the principal had merely left the worst stroke for last, but both he and Shadae knew differently. The principal looked at Jenni in disbelief as she twitched madly, her orgasmic fluids streaming down her thighs, soaking the rod between her legs.

Shadae grinned wildly, holding up the shoes, her fingers still tapping the tiny switch on the heel. “Now, Master, you should punish her pussy!”


Part Seven - Torture Trikes

Jenni lay in a heap on the floor of the whipping post. Every part of her except one hurt in some minor way. Her nipples, finally released from the vicious pinching of the clover clamps, still bore the two dark red indentations on either side of the raised tip, contrasting only slightly with the still visible marks left by the principal’s strop, but lighter than the thin red lines of the cane that crossed her bosom. Her thighs still stung, though that pain was fading almost as quickly as the redness left by the crop. Only a few tiny darkening lines where small bruises were forming underlined the lingering soreness. Her bottom still tingled, but the flogger was probably the easiest of the weapons she’d born, and compared to the other hurts, almost inconsequential. But the bottoms of her feet?

Ouch.

Still, all Jenni could think about was the fact that she’d had another orgasm. It had been the vibrator of course, the perverse mixture of pain and pleasure that had sent her spiraling into a whirlwind of orgasmic bliss. Part of her wondered how she could be that masochistic, to get off on being hurt. But another part of her loved it, not caring about the why or how, only wanting desperately to have it done to her again. She slipped one hand between her legs, fingers gently rubbing her swollen clit, even though the vibrator had gone silent.

Shadae had put away all of the canes, whips, crops, and flogger and now stood above her, looking at the principal with a very different tool in her hand. It was a narrow stick, only two feet long, capped with a thin braided leather cord attached to the end.

“A touchier whip, Master. Perfect for her little pussy. Please? Please let me spread her open for you?”

The principal took the whip and then knelt down by Jenni. He reached out, touching her chin, pulling her head up to look at him. Their eyes met and for a moment he was confused by the expression on her face.

Eagerness.

His brow furrowed. “You exploded.”

She nodded in complete agreement. “I’m sorry, sir.” It came out simply. No excuses. No arguments. No explanations. She gulped and closed her eyes. “I know you have to punish me for it.”

He sighed in frustration. “Except I already have to punish you for it! This is twice now!”

She licked her lips. “Yes sir.”

He shook his head. “Fine. We’ll do this the hard way.” He glanced up at Shadae. “Yes. You may spread her open.”

The black girl’s eyes widened in delight and to the crowd’s pleasure, she dropped to her knees by Jenni’s head, her white, net-like dress riding up, exposing her dark thighs and then a pink pussy. Shadae reached down and began rolling Jenni onto her back.

“Spread your legs, child. Bend your knees. Your master is going to punish you!” She grabbed Jenni’s thighs, eliciting a whimper from Jenni as the young teenager was maneuvered into a butterfly pose.

“Now accept your due,” Shadae purred, scooting up, her knees to either side of Jenni’s head, “as I accept mine!” And with that, Shadae lowered her pussy down on Jenni’s face.

Jenni was no stranger to girl on girl sex and the sudden introduction of Shadae’s quite wet slit only added to the sexual intensity. She arched her neck, pushing up, tongue extended, tasting the tangy sweetness of Shadae’s pussy. Jenni groaned as Shadae’s hands found her breasts, kneading and squeezing the soft mounds, then pinching the sore nipples. It hurt, but felt incredible to Jenni as well. Then Shadae bent down, reaching for Jenni’s sex. The black girl grabbed hold of Jenni’s vibrator, drawing it half-way out, then thrusting it back in, only to pull it completely free of Jenni’s sex. Shadae tossed it to the side and then her long black hair spilled out over Jenni’s thighs, the dark girl’s mouth coming down, finding Jenni’s poor clitoris and sucking on it hard.

Jenni’s muffled cry of pleasure escaped from between Shadae’s thighs and the two girls writhed on the floor of the whipping booth for over a minute. In fact, the principal lost patience and tapped Shadae with the new “touchier” whip on the ass several times, finally having to strike just a little harder to get the black girl to come up for air. Finally Shadae complied, lifting up but keeping her own pussy grinding down on Jenni’s face.

“Now Master. She is ready!” Shadae said expressively, her face wet with Jenni’s juices.

The principal flicked the whip, already held at the ready and the thin leather cord swung in a circle, striking Jenni’s vulnerable, exposed sex. She let out a choked squeal, her lower half jerking as the hot sting shot up through her body. Shadae was ready though, her hands coming down on Jenni’s knees, pressing downward. It forced Jenni to remain in place, legs open, unable to close up and protect her delicate folds.

“Again Master! Mark her clit!”

The principal complied, but only because the girl was right. He flicked the whip against Jenni’s clit, watching the engorged nub bounce as the light leather strand impacted. Jenni screeched again, only for her sounds of pain to get squashed by the pink gash between Shadae’s legs. The black girl’s eyes closed in pleasure, though whether it was from her sadistic urges, or the way Jenni was devouring her pussy, no one but the two girls knew. The principal flicked the light whip again, a fresh line of hotness being drawn along Jenni’s left labia. Her leg jerked, the sides of her feet thumping on the carpeted floor.

As he struck her pussy, the principal studied the girl’s sex. It was definitely redder than usual, undoubtedly from the numerous punishments she’d already received. Her clitoris was clearly enlarged, and had been from the strange sonic inducers she’d been exposed to earlier that morning. Her petals, which were fully exposed folds even under normal circumstances, were dark pink now, glistening wetly, and marred with thin red marks from the various implements that had been used to punish her. The principal thought he could see where the sharp edge of the wooden horse had dug repeatedly into her sex. There was even some mottling, which told him that she would have bruises. But as he left stroke after stinging stroke, watching as she jerked violently in response, only to be held in place by the weight of Shadae’s frame, he had to admit a certain appeal for the touchier whip. Light, thin curls of red were left across Jenni’s pussy, along her inner thighs, and even up over her pudenda. It was a perfect expression of her punishment.

Shadae’s hips were grinding and the look of rapture on the black girl’s face was evidence enough that Jenni was thoroughly tonguing Shadae’s pussy. Even with the principal’s whip slicing into her open gash, Shadae’s hands pressed hard down on Jenni’s knees, keeping her open to each agonizing slash, Jenni mewled and crooned into the pink and dripping slit being rubbed up and down her open mouth.

The last stroke the principal aimed specifically at Jenni’s clit and the snap of his wrist translated the energy of the stroke right into the cane of the whip. This caused the thin leather braid to strike perfectly and Jenni bucked hard, almost enough to overwhelm Shadae. The screech that emanated up from between the black girl’s thighs made it clear that the final blow had burned viciously. Shadae, panting heavily, clearly on the cusp of orgasm herself, looked up at the principal.

“Please Master? May I engage in aftercare?” Shadae begged.

The principal’s eyebrow went up, but he nodded and Shadae folded once against, bending down and over Jenni. Her mouth came down on Jenni’s sex, sucking in the swollen, freshly whipped clitoris. Jenni squealed again, but this time the sound made it clear that it was a mixture of discomfort and pleasure and then Jenni was bucking, thrusting upward into Shadae’s mouth. The principal tapped Shadae on the shoulder and the black girl released Jenni’s clit and looked up.

“She is not to explode again,” he ordered. “Do I make myself clear?”

Shadae’s eyes blazed with excitement. “To the cusp, Master!” Then she bent down and this time began licking, not just Jenni’s nub, but up and down her slit. The principal sighed, turned and went and found the booth attendant. He looked down at the touchier whip. He had to buy one.

He was just finishing his purchase when he heard a cry of lustful exuberance and whirled, half expecting to see Jenni squirting. But it was Shadae, her head thrown back, her hands pinching her own nipples hard, squatting on Jenni’s trembling frame, cumming hard. He couldn’t help smiling and then Shadae slid off of Jenni. The young girl’s face was covered in cum, and she looked frustrated and desperate. One hand slid down her body toward her pussy and he quickly headed over, using his new whip to snap at her fingers just before she managed to push them into her own cunt.

“Not again,” he said curtly.

Jenni’s eyes started to clear and she blinked. She pulled back her stinging hand with a nod. The principal reached into his bag and pulled out a leather leash, then bent down and clipped it to the ring on Jenni’s collar.

“Thank you,” he told Shadae, who lay on the ground next to Jenni, a euphoric look on her face. “You were excellent.”

Shadae’s eyes finally focused and she shook her head. “No Master. Jenni was excellent.” She smiled over at Jenni. “She is still hungry for more. She should be whipped again.”

Jenni blushed crimson and then nodded, as if the idea appealed to her.

The principal sighed and looked at Jenni. “Can you walk?” He asked.

Slowly, Jenni climbed to her feet. She winced as she took a few steps, but then looked up. “Yes sir,” she replied. “It hurts a bit, but I’m okay.”

He pointed at her high heels, which were sitting off to the side next to the cast aside vibrator. “Do you want to wear those again?”

Jenni looked over at the shoes. For a moment she wrestled with the decision. She desperately wanted to push the vibrator back into her pussy and feel the oscillations pushing her, especially since Shadae had left her, if not on edge, then definitely wanting. But she wasn’t sure her arches were up for the pressure of being in high heels yet. Finally she shook her head and looked down.

“Not just yet sir?” She asked hopefully.

He nodded. “Then grab them,” he said.

It stretched the leash out tight and she strained as she squatted to retrieve the shoes, but she snagged them and then stood. She brought the sandals to him and he put them in the same bag as her school uniform.

“I’m ready for the next punishment,” she said simply, looking up at him.

He blinked, then his eyes narrowed. “Are you?”

She nodded, licking her lips nervously. “It’s another pussy punishment, right?”

He took a deep breath. “Yes. For the unauthorized orgasm you had while being whipped on post.”

She smiled ruefully. “I’m sorry I exploded, sir.”

“Are you?” He snorted. “Really?”

She grinned. “Does this mean I need to be sensitized again, sir?”

“Of course it does. I’m sure the opportunity will present itself. That said, I’m mostly pleased that we have knocked out the core punishments. This means you only have three more pending.”

Jenni looked away. “Yes sir. My pussy for the last unauthorized orgasm, my breasts for disobedience, and then my pussy. Again.”

“Or perhaps your bottom,” he mused. Jenni grimaced.

“I’d prefer my pussy, sir.” She looked at his face. “If I am allowed a choice,” she amended quickly.

“We’ll see,” he said. “Now, let’s continue.”

Jenni turned and looked over at Shadae, smiling happily. “Thank you!” She blurted out.

Shadae smiled and waved. Then Jenni felt the tug on her throat and she followed the principal back out into the crowd.

Walking was a bit of a challenge after a few paces, mostly because her feet hurt a bit more than she had originally anticipated. It was one thing to stand motionless, another to put one sore foot in front of the other and take steps. Each time she extended her toes, her weight transferring from heel to ball, it stretched the beaten muscles across the arch of each foot. It was enough to focus her attention away from the sights and sounds of the booths they walked by, which meant that she missed all sorts of intriguing things that certainly caught the eye of the principal.

One booth that drew his attention was dedicated to a variety of stocks. A gorgeous nude redhead was laying on the floor, arms drawn up even with her chin, her delicate neck and both wrists captured perfectly in the tight constraints of two boards, with carved spaces for her limbs. Her feet were in similar straights, except a chain had been connected to a metal ring between her bare soles, her legs hauled straight upwards. There were marks similar to the ones on Jenni’s arches on both the redhead’s feet. Her pussy was stuffed as well, a curved vibrator designed to remain inside the girl regardless of her writhing movements, seemed to pulse nonstop as passersby touched and tickled the girl’s feet.

Another booth sported a blonde model who appeared to be extremely flexible. She was bound with both legs behind her head, while her hands were secured to the platform she was laying on. A massive dildo, mounted on a rapidly pumping piston, was being thrust in and out of the girl’s anus, while a small leather paddle repeatedly smacked straight down on her upturned pussy. From the expression on her face, she was in severe distress.

They passed one display where several girls were on display, kneeling with their legs spread, forced to lean back against a wooden partition where their arms had been pinned behind them. Restraints wrapped around their necks and thighs kept them immobile, while vibrator clamps attached to their nipples and clits kept them tremblings and dripping.

But it wasn’t until the principal stopped that Jenni realized the tension on her leash had disappeared, and she almost ran into him. She looked up, blinking, her feet still sore and smarting, her body tingling. A blonde girl that looked familiar was sitting on a bizarre looking wheeled contraption. A single wheel stuck out at the front, with two in the back for support. The girl herself was bound with her arms behind her back, sitting not on a seat, but on two flattened beams that protruded out from the contraption, under her thighs. This forced her legs wide apart, her high heels dangling off to each side, keeping her sex exposed. Leather straps were positioned across each upper thigh, her waist, and her neck. The interesting thing was that the back wheels were set on a strange roller device, which caused them to move as if the thing was being pushed. But what really drew Jenni’s eye was the two large thrusting phalli that were steadily, regularly going up and down into the girl’s pussy and ass. And that’s when she realized she knew the blonde girl.

“Tiffany?” Jenni said in confusion. Tiffany’s eyes flickered to Jenni, but then Jim Canton stepped up into Jenni’s view.

“Ah! You found us!” Canton boomed in pleasure. “Welcome to Torture Trikes!” He said, gesturing at Tiffany’s writhing body. “The finest transport for naughty and disobedient little sluts anywhere on the planet.”

Jenni watched as Tiffany trembled. She had a ball gag in her mouth and her chin and bare chest were wet and glistening. Her hips moved with a steady grind, clearly in response the thorough fucking she was getting. A sign down by the front of the machine labeled it “The Thruster Trike”. Then it listed a number of specifications that Jenni found both alarming and insanely arousing. For example, it listed the penetration depth of the phallus in Tiffany’s pussy as seven inches. Jenni stared for a moment, realizing that there certainly was a lot of cock going into Tiffany’s cunt. Another number stated that the width of the phallus was three inches. Below that, the sign provided the length and width of the anal probe, which said there was five inches of penetration, and a two inch width.

“Torture Trikes are the pinnicle of discipline engineering!” Jim Canton continued, waving a hand at Tiffany. “Each trike is completely mechanical. No batteries. No charging. It operates solely by push power. The frame is welded steel and can support loads up to two-hundred and fifty pounds. The seating supports are adjustable, so that the rider’s legs can be positioned at the desired spread, from comfortable, to almost doing the splits. Multiple attachment points for straps are available, and while the chair requires a minimum of three, you can actually secure her with up to ten.”

The principal looked intrigued. “What is that device under the back wheels?” He asked curiously.

Canton laughed. “It’s a treadmill, of sorts. For the trikes. They only work when you’re pushing them, and I can’t walk back and forth with them constantly, so I designed those little devices to put under the back wheels. An electric motor turns two cylinders, which turns the back wheels, which operates the mechanics. In this case, it’s pumping those two rubber cocks in and out of Tiffany. Nice and steady. And non-stop.”

Jenni licked her lips and stared. Watching Tiffany wriggle on the trike was sexually intense. She looked so… energized! Jenni found herself struggling to keep her fingers away from her own slit.

“And this model isn’t our only one,” Canton said, stepping back. He pointed the other way and Jenni saw that there was a whole line of trikes. Except none of these had girls on them. Each was sitting on its own little roller and now Jenni could see exactly what the trike did. The first one on the end was a replica of the one Tiffany was sitting on and the phallic probes were huge. They pumped steadily, one going up as the other went down. Jenni couldn’t imagine what it would feel like sitting on it, much less being rolled around, the two cocks pumping in and out of her bottom and pussy!

But the second trike was just as interesting! Here a thicker, but shorter phallus stuck upward, but it was curved. It rotated in a corkscrew like fashion and she could also see it shaking. The sign in front of that trike called it “the Rotator”. Sure enough, the phallus was doing this strange spin and twist, as well as going up and down, and Jenni couldn’t even imagine what that would feel like inside her! Behind it, a smaller probe was doing something similar, but counterclockwise and with less angle.

But then Jenni’s throat tightened as she saw the third trike in the line. This one sported phallic inserts as well, but her eyes widened as the front probe suddenly expanded like a ballon, thicker and wider and longer than even the Thrusting Trike’s huge cock, while the rear phallus shrank down to a thin, narrow insert. Then the vaginal phallus shrank back down and the rear one expanded!

The fourth and fifth trikes were similar enough in design that Jenni bit her lip. Both sported punishment wheels, positioned in the perfect spot. One wheel was equipped with rows of short leather flaps, while the other had canted rows of what looked like bristles. The signage called them “the Paddle Trike” and the “the Bristle Trike.”

“Interesting,” the principal said, glancing down the line. “I take it that the speed of the torment is based entirely on how fast the trike is pushed?”

Jim nodded. “Precisely. General walking speed for most people, especially pushing a hundred and eighty pounds, is about two miles an hour. We have the gear ratio set for a four second cycle at that speed. So, nine hundred cycles an hour.”

The principal smiled. “Four hundred and fifty penetrations of each orifice. Quite the adventure. And if I took her for a speed walk?”

Jim Canton grinned. “Obviously, the cycle time speeds up. A speed walk, say five miles an hour, is going to bring the cycle speed up a little past a thousand cycles an hour. Imagine getting fucked with that monster every two seconds!” He said, pointing at where Tiffany sat.

“It does create some vivid imagery,” the principal responded.

“So how is your little slut doing?” Canton said, eyeing Jenni. “From the looks of things, she’s been extremely naughty! Are those cane marks on her tits and thighs?”

Jenni looked over at the man and blushed, but the principal smiled. “A cane for her breasts, but her thighs were beaten with a crop. She’s also been caned on the bottoms of her feet, flogged across the ass, and then given a proper whipping of her pussy, all for violations earned earlier in the day.”

Jim looked slightly disappointed. “Too bad. My trikes are a spectacular way to sensitize and punish a disobedient little slut.”

The principal gave Jim a wry smile. “Well, Jenni being Jenni, she still has three punishments to endure. The next one is, specifically, to be her pussy. Unfortunately, she is still in need of both sensitization as well as the actual chastisement.” He eyed the trikes. “The only problem is that Jenni has proven herself to be acclimated to such punishment. It will likely make her cum.”

Jim’s look of skepticism was quite apparent. “Are you suggesting that she’d actually have an orgasm while sitting on my Paddle Trike, or the Bristle Trike?”

The principal shrugged. “Past behavior indicates that it is probable.”

Jim Canton’s face suddenly looked speculative. “Would you be interested in a deal?”

The principal’s eyebrow went up. “In what way?”

Jim slapped his thigh. “I’ll make you an offer. I have five models. The Thrusting Trike, The Rotator, the Inflator, the Paddle, and the Bristle. Your little Jenni spends the next forty minutes riding each of my trikes. Ten minutes on each. And per your school regulations, she’s not allowed to cum.”

“In what order?” The principal asked.

Jim laughed. “Stimulation, then Punishment. Just like you said. I have two trikes that are definitely stimulating, and two that are full-on punishment. You said she needed to be sensitized. Can you imagine a better way to do it than by having two massive cocks being jerked in and out of her cunt for ten minutes straight? Or having the Rotator grinding around inside her, swirling in her pussy like a butter churn?” He looked down at Jenni, who was already trembling. “And then she can experience having her sweet little cunt spanked or brushed as punishment.”

“With the Inflator Trike in between?” The principal asked.

Jim nodded. “That one is sort of a mix. Some girls find it arousing. Some find it uncomfortable. I’ve had a few who said it was like being fucked, while other said it felt like just weird pressure. It didn’t even get them wet.”

“And the speed?”

Jim eyed Jenni. “That’s the stick. We start her off at walking speed. She cums, and we turn it up.”

The principal considered it. “What’s my incentive?”

Jim gave the principal a hard look. “Isn’t punishing your student sufficient?”

“You’re getting a free model for almost an hour, since it will take time to transfer her from one trike to another. Not only that, but you have a model who will be demonstrating all of your trikes, which appears to be a challenge for you since it appears your paid models are unwilling to demonstrate any of them but the most pleasurable.”

Jim frowned. “Fair enough. Alright. She does the full forty minutes of display and I’ll give you fifty percent off on the trike of your choice. But it doesn’t count if she has to stop for medical reasons.”

Jenni stood there, frozen. Part of her was desperately wishing for the principal to say yes, while another part of her eyed the bristle trike with absolute trepidation. What would those stiff bristles feel like whirling over her sex?

The principal looked down at Jenni. “As you are undoubtedly aware, orgasm isn’t permitted. You will ride all five. Which one do you want to ride first? The Thrusting Trike, or the Rotator?”

Jenni stepped past the principal and studied the trikes one more time. She knew what would happen if she rode the Thrusting Trike. Tiffany was making it very, very clear and Jenni knew she didn’t have a hope in hell of resisting. Not in her current state. She was still charged from having Shadae’s tongue gliding all over her pussy. A good solid fucking was exactly what her libido wanted. But that would mean automatically having the speed increased for the punishment.

“The Rotator,” she said firmly, then looked up at the principal. “Followed by the Bristle Trike?”

The principal looked at Jim, who shrugged. “It’s not any worse than the Paddle. She’s going to be sensitive though when she finally gets her pussy spanked.”

The principal nodded. “Very well. After the Bristle Trike, she will ride the Inflator, followed by the Thruster, and finish with the Paddle Trike.”

Jim grinned. “Fantastic. Give me just a moment.”

He whirled and began shouting orders. Two booth attendants wearing similar outfits to the one she’d seen Becca wearing back at the Shocked and Loaded booth, quickly came over. One began freeing Tiffany from the Thrusting Trike while the other pulled the Rotator Trike off the demo line.

Jenni watched Tiffany, her excitement growing. Tiffany was clearly relieved to be off the Thrusting Trike and her pussy was pink and flushed. Fluids coated her thighs and she could barely stand, though the expression on her face as the gag came out made it clear that she’d enjoyed her ride. Slowly, the attendant walked the trembling blonde away and the other moved the Thrusting Trike off the powered roller. The Rotator Trike was put in its place and the attendant applied a small amount of lubricant to both the larger, curved probe and the smaller, tiny anal probe. He straightened and nodded at Jim Canton, who looked at Jenni with a wicked, hungry smile.

“Ready to earn another punishment?” He asked.

Jenni gulped. “I’m not supposed to cum,” she said quietly, almost whimpering. She stepped into the booth. She moved over to the trike and looked down at the silicone phallus that was about to be inside her. She knew how it was going to move.

“So your principal has decreed, but you and I both know better,” he said with a chuckle. “Now have a seat. You’ll feel the probes. Just wiggle until both of them are in you.”

It took Jenni a moment to straddle the trike. She had to grip the upper handles to lower herself properly, but once she figured out how to do it, it wasn’t difficult. She felt the huge rotator phallus first and she rocked her hips, letting the tapered tip slide through her slit a few times, then sink into the dark depths of her sex. But even as she did, she felt the rounded narrow tip of the anal probe press against her bottom. It popped in easily and she gasped as she sank down a few more inches.

“That’s right. Settle down on the leg beams. They’ll support your weight,” Jim explained. Jenni complied and the two phalli went even deeper into her body. Jenni groaned, closing her eyes with pleasure as she dropped. Soon her entire pussy and a good portion of her bottom were filled with the Rotator Trike’s probes. The attendant began buckling her in, running the straps over her thighs, across her waist, and then pulled her arms backward. She felt a sliver of fear as her wrists were secured to the trike and she was suddenly helpless, immobile and subject to whatever torment or punishment the principal, and to an extent, Jim Canton, wanted to inflict upon her. She kicked her bare feet, hanging in the air and she heard a clicking noise, her legs swinging outward, opening her up, changing the angle of the two supporting beams widened. She felt her thighs stretch, her pussy even more visible, her clit exposed to the growing crowd watching. A spasm rippled through her made of anticipation, but also fear and she clenched herself tightly around the soft but firm cock inside her pussy.

“Ready to be a naughty little fuck slut?” Jim asked her.

Jenni looked up, took a deep breath, and replied.

“I’m always a naughty little fuck slut, sir.” The brutal honesty was apparent.

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear,” he replied.

And then the roller motors hummed to life.


Part Eight - Rolling to Punishment

Jenni gasped, stiffening in her seat. The sensation between her legs was like nothing she had ever felt before. The thickness of the rotating cock in her pussy, especially at the base, rubbed at her labia even as the entire thing seemed to both vibrate and swirl inside her pussy. It was a slow movement though, and a full rotation took almost a full four or five seconds. She tightened involuntarily, realizing only belatedly that the little probe in her butt was doing something similar. It was as if a narrow finger had been pushed up her ass, then curled, then slowly turned. Her feet kicked slightly as she blinked, trying to adjust to the sensation.

“You feel it, don’t you?” Jim said, looking at her from off to the side. “Churning inside you?” He let out a laugh. “Now, try not to tighten. Relax yourself and concentrate on staying as open and accepting as possible.”

The second he said it, Jenni’s pussy once more locked down, squeezing the rotating phallus tight. It swirled through her sex and she groaned. She couldn’t buck, but she could roll her hips and she did. But the movement only changed the angle of the rubber screw inside her and that only made the waves of pleasure crashing over Jenni more acute. She closed her eyes, moaning as her body tensed and pulled, struggling against the restraints holding her down and open. After a full minute she understood the nature of the torment. The rotator didn’t exactly fuck a girl, though she could feel it dipping and rising, just a bit. Mostly it just swirled around and around, changing shape haphazardly, sometimes hitting that perfect little G Spot as it whirled, sometimes dipping down or going high. It was utterly maddening.

Half-way through the ten minute time period, Jenni knew she was in trouble. Her chest was heaving as she panted. Her feet kicked in time with every rotation of the phallus, and she’d tightened up over and over, struggling to cope with the internal massage. She began clenching her buttocks every few seconds because it enhanced the up and down movement. Had the rules forbidden orgasm, she’d have begged for the principal to put clamps on her breasts, or even better, on her clitoris. But she knew she’d cum almost instantly if he did.

Off to the side of the booth, Jim Canton was securing another deal, pointing at Jenni and the young teenager knew that her torment was selling trikes. Her body quivered and pulsed, the pressure building to higher and higher points with each minute and fifteen full rotations of the phallus. It was the steadiness that was destroying her. Non-stop, incessant, slow, excruciatingly frustrating need, constantly building. Near the end she could barely sit still, Canton’s warning not to tighten a distant memory. She gritted her teeth, clenching hard.

“How… how… much… longer?” She begged, hissing as she struggled against the pressure. Her pussy tingled so much!

“Just a minute and a half,” the principal said from off to the side, looking at his watch. “Are you in pain?”

She shook her head frantically. “No!” She blurted out. “Just… so… I… want… don’t… need… cum.” She didn’t even realize that she wasn’t making sense. Her toes curled and suddenly the principal was there beside her, close.

“Don’t,” he said sharply. “Control, Jenni. Resist it! This is not the time to cum. Hold off!”

She shook her head. “I can’t!”

“You have to! You’re almost there. Hold it!”

“It’s too strong! I want… I want…” Suddenly her back arched and she froze, eyes snapping open. “OH GOD! I’m cumming!” She squealed. Her toes curled and for a long moment, her entire body rippled with a series of spasms. The principal sighed in exasperation and looked away as Jenni quivered. Then she slumped, head lolling to the side, mouth open, eyes unfocused. Jim Canton waltzed over, looked at Jenni with a satisfied expression, and then grinned.

“Told her not to clench,” he said sarcastically.

“You did indeed,” the principal replied.

“Forty-five more seconds and she would have made it,” Canton said. “The Bristle Trike is going to be an experience at five miles an hour, that’s for sure!” He stepped away and he and the attendant began preparing the next trike. They wheeled it over, placing it right next to Jenni so that she could be moved easily.

When the timer beeped the attendant turned off the wheel turner and then slowly began unstrapping Jenni. She let out a groan as each limb in turn was freed until finally the beams under her legs were brought in and she was finally able to close her legs. She pushed up off the trike and whimpered as the huge silicone vibe was pulled from her sex. She stretched a little, but didn’t get far before the two attendants quickly switched out the Rotator Trike for the Bristle Trike and then pushed Jenni right back down.

Again she found herself on the two beams that supported her weight, but it felt a little weird not to have anything in her pussy. She put her arms behind her again and in short order her wrists were secured to the trike frame. Then they buckled on the straps, except this time they added two additional leather straps around her upper thighs as well as the lower ones. The belt went across her waist and then a final strap was wrapped around her throat, right over her collar.

“All ready?” Jim asked, holding the timer.

Jenni licked her lips and suddenly her legs were forced outward. She gasped as the stretch in her thighs once more became intense, but then she felt something different. Something not quite right.

Something was just barely touching her pussy. And it was coarse, and scratchy.

The bristles.

“Start her up,” Jim said firmly. “And don’t forget to increase the speed to five miles an hour.”

The sensation moved down her labia briskly in a strange sort of canted feel, as if the bristles were offset, higher on one side and lower on the other. They tugged her petals downward and outward and then, just as they pulled away, grazing her perineum, another set of bristles grabbed hold of her clitoris, tugged and pulled and scraped downward, then snagged her folds as they let go. She sucked in a breath, tightening, as her labia were swept open, the almost prickly spines of the bristles scratching and fraying her flesh in tiny lines. She arched her back, then struggled to pull away as the whole thing began again, every two seconds or so.

“Ahhhh! Ahhhh!” Jenni squealed, a panicked look on her face.

“Very common,” Jim observed to the principal.

“AAHHH! PLEASE!” Jenni wailed, shaking.

Jim Canton turned toward the principal. “Now, imagine this little strumpet in class. She’s already violated a couple of rules and the teacher has stripped her naked, maybe even given her pussy a nice little spanking to freshen her up. But now she needs to go to In School Suspension, or maybe your office. So you send an office aide to get her. Except you have a trike! She’s mounted on it, right there in front of all the other students, her sweet little cunt, stuffed, or inflated, or brushed, or paddled, and then… rolled down the halls suffering in as public a manner as possible.”

The principal looked down at Jenni’s madly twitching body. Her teeth were clenched, eyes closed, and she was crooning with each ragged breath. Her toes had tightened and not released, clearly overwhelmed by the sensorial sensitivity of the bristles dragging at her clitoris and labia. “I admit, there is a certain poetry to that.”

Jim nodded. “One client of mine purchased ten of the trikes. Once a week he empties out his In School Suspension class and has the track and field team run them around the football pitch. Can you imagine what it feels like for the girls? Naked in the sunshine, the wind blowing in their hair, all while a series of flexible, soft, leather strips slam into their sweet little slits?”

The principal leaned in closer to Jenni, his eyes on her groin. The muscles in her legs were pulsing, tensing and relaxing in rapid succession and he could see the way she was pushing and pulling against the straps that held her lower half in place. Her buttocks were actually shaking, she was straining so hard. Her chest heaved, her beaten breasts rising and falling hard, her nipples tight and taut. He wanted to reach out and pinch them, or put the suction pasty clamps back on her. But he couldn’t. It might negate the arrangement. He took a deep breath and straightened again.

“The big thing,” Jim continued, “is knowing the right trike for the moment.” He gestured at the row. “Personally, my favorite trike is the Inflator. It’s the perfect mix of discomfort and arousal that leaves the rider both completely fucked, in both holes I might add, as well as mentally confused and unable to achieve climax. What I’d really like to do is test a girl for an extended period of time on that trike. The longest I’ve ever had one on it is for two hours. And she was going nuts by the time I finally let her off. Think Jenni might be willing to donate her body for science for a few days?”

Jenni suddenly screeched, eyes snapping open and she looked up at the principal in panic. “Hurts!” She managed to hiss. Her feet kicked and the entire trike rocked as she struggled on it.

“Yes, but how much?” Canton asked. “On a scale of one to ten, where are you?”

Jenni looked confused by the question. Her breathing was rapid and deep, her chest heaving. Her head was jerking in odd ways, as if the adrenaline spikes shooting through her body were overloading her nervous systems, and without freedom of movement, her musculature was responding in the only way it could.

“Ffff-five,” she managed to splutter.

Canton shrugged. “Pfffth… a measly five? You aren’t even screaming. Just wait till your pussy is getting spanked by the paddle trike in thirty minutes!” He tapped the principal on the arm. “Four minutes left. See?” He held up the timer. “The bristles are a special design, you know. They’re nylon fiber with a special cross weave. We tested over six hundred different strands and this one we knew was perfect because the way the ends frayed. Instead of just unraveling, these bristles separated in layers along the outer edges, and because of the cross weave, each short little strand separated curls. It forms a tiny, almost microscopic hook. So thousands of those things are being dragged along her pussy. Snags anything soft and pliable. Cloths, hair, skin. You ever feel the hooks on Velcro? Same thing, except tinier.”

“You actually left a girl on this trike for two hours?” The principal suddenly asked.

Canton paused, then shrugged. “Well, more like two and a half, but yeah.”

“And why did you let her up?”

Canton frowned. “She became overly sensitive,” he admitted. “This isn’t the most extreme trike, but the overall effects are cumulative. Her clit was pretty much paste after an extended ride. Ten minutes is just going to make Jenni’s clitoris a little tender”

“Which we then intend to thoroughly spank with the final trike,” the principal said with satisfaction.

Canton suddenly grinned. “Want to double the times?”

The principal shook his head. “Unfortunately, I cannot agree to such a thing. We do have a timetable and I have commitments.”

Canton’s head swiveled and looked out over the convention, his eyes lingering on the two pylons. The woman with the long dark hair was back up between them, her body oiled, stretched, and quivering violently. Both of her holes were clearly stuffed and whatever the toys were, they were making her jerk.

“Of course you do,” he said. “Lucky bastards.”

Jenni suddenly sobbed, her head lolling to the side. But for only a moment. Then her eyes lost focus and she stared out into the people watching, or walking by, mouth agape, a strange undulating mewling sound coming from her.

“Disassociation,” Canton explained. “Her brain can’t process the sensation. Part of her loves it. Craves it. Wants to cum from it. The other part of her hates it. Wants it to stop. And it's keeping her from cumming.” He held up the timer. “One minute left.” He turned and pointed at the attendants. “Let’s get the Inflator up and ready. The quicker we move her from one to the other, the worse it will be for her.”

The principal stepped back as Canton’s crew got the third trike in position. They lubed the two narrow phalli, and as the timer in Canton’s hand beeped, moved over to Jenni and stopped the wheel roller. The bristle brush came to a slow stop, positioned right over Jenni’s clitoris. They released the bracket that held her legs outstretched and the wheel dropped away from Jenni’s pussy, which was when the principal saw the true effects.

If Jenni’s clit hadn’t been swollen before, it certainly was now. Twice as large as usual, the nub looked almost… raw. The folds of flesh around the delicate tip of her sex seemed to be similarly affected, as if a rough tongue had repeatedly scraped downward through her flower. The principal reached out and placed a finger on Jenni’s clit, stroking it just once and the resulting cry from the girl, not to mention the way she jerked, made it clear just how truly sensitive she was.

“My goodness,” he said in wonder. Then, curious, he slid his finger downward through her petals. She was beyond wet and when he got to her vaginal opening he pushed inward. Jenni stiffened, eyes finally finding focus, and the groan of utter need only belied the fact that she was a sodden mess. In seconds the principal’s finger was soaked, then his palm. In fact, she was practically gushing girl goo. For a moment, he wondered if she had just cum, but then realized it was just her normal reaction to the over-stimulation. He twisted his thumb, finger still inside her, and brushed it across her clitoris again.

She let out another wail, arching her back, eyes wild, feet kicking.

“Are you trying to make her cum?” Canton asked curiously. “Because if you keep doing that she’s going to.”

The principal pulled his hand out from between Jenni’s legs and wiped the excess fluid on her bare thigh. The attendants began unstrapping her as he stepped back.

“My apologies, I was just curious as to the overall effects of the torment.”

“Buy the trike,” Canton muttered. The two attendants suddenly lifted Jenni. The movement seemed to snap her out of the daze, because she looked around and whimpered as she was set upright. She stood, wobbling, as if her sense of balance was disrupted and the principal reached out and took her arm.

“Are you okay?” He asked.

Jenni blinked and looked up at him, still clearly out of it. “I’m… I’m…” she muttered, then looked down, as if trying to understand something. Next to her, the Inflator Trike was placed on the roller wheel device and before Jenni could respond, the two attendants grabbed her. She didn’t say anything as she was lowered down onto the trike’s seat. One of the men had to squat down, reaching under her to position the inflator probes. But then Jenni’s face scrunched up and she gasped, settling down onto the trike. Clearly, both of the narrow inflators had gone into her ass and pussy.

It took the two attendants only a minute to get her strapped in. Then Jenni’s back arched as the Trike’s leg bars were extended and Jenni’s little bare feet were once again dangling off to each side, thighs stretched, her pussy open and vulnerable and visible, the very bottom of the black inflator obviously impaling her perfect sex. Of course, it also left Jenni’s clit in perfect view and the huge, engorged nub couldn’t help but attract attention.

“Have you ever thought of combining some of your trike functions?” The principal asked Canton as the attendants started up the trike. There was a hissing sound and Jenni groaned, eyes flickering left and right.

“And some people accuse me of being a sadist,” Canton replied. “Don’t you think one torment at a time is enough?” Jenni stiffened in the seat of the trike, her toes once more curling, a confused look on her face. Then her hips began to roll. Canton pointed. “Each phallus is inflating in turn, one shrinking as the other gets big. The sensation is going to confuse her. Part of her will think she’s being fucked, except there’s no in and out. Those things are just expanding and deflating in turn. The other thing is that those inflatable plugs are not comfortable. The longer she has to endure them, the more her body is going to break down from the strangeness of the sensation.”

Jenni’s breath had already started to pick up a bit and she was twitching in time with the steady pumping. Her toes had relaxed and now her feet were swinging, still in rhythm with the strange fucking she was getting. The principal nodded, still staring at her clit. It seemed to bob up and down too, though he realized it was her hips rolling that was causing the movement.

“What are you thinking?” Canton asked suddenly, giving the principal a look. The principal shrugged.

“I’m just thinking that with her clitoris exposed so beautifully, I’m missing an opportunity,” the principal said ruefully.

“What kind of opportunity?”

“Well, honestly, I’m tempted to hang a clamp on it. It’s huge.”

Canton snorted. “And sensitive. And slick. You’d need a clover clamp, with ridges.”

The principal nodded, stroking his chin thoughtfully. “And then there’s the question of what to dangle from it.”

Canton’s eyebrows went up. “You’d want to add weights?” He asked incredulously.

“Weights would be good. Or a vibrating pendant.”

Canton looked at the principal with dismay. “Do you have any idea of what that would do to her right now?”

The principal shrugged. “It would just be a guess, wouldn’t it?”

“She’d cum!” Canton declared. “That kind of direct stimulation, alongside the inflator plugs? Not even a question. Look at her. She’s on edge now.”

And from the expression on Jenni’s face, she certainly was. Arousal surged through her, but it wasn’t exactly right. Instead of building in her pussy, it was deeper, almost in her gut. She was used to tightening down, clenching her sex around whatever phallic object was in her at the moment. Except this time there were two, and they were so different from the rotator, or the vibrator she’d worn with her high heels. The vaginal probe would expand, filling her pussy so fully that she ached. She wouldn’t be even able to tighten. She was forced to relax, to open up, to allow herself to be fluid. Then the phallus would begin to deflate and she’d by nature try to squeeze, but at the same time, the plug in her butt would change shape, lengthening and getting thicker and wider and longer. It filled her ass completely, almost to the point of being painful.

Canton stepped away for a moment, then returned to stand next to the principal. “Here,” he said quietly, holding out his hand. “Doesn’t change our agreement. And if I’m right, that’s an extra level of the roller wheels.”

The principal looked down. Nestled in Canton’s palm was a single, silver clover clamp. With ridges carved into the pincers. Next to it was a huge, plastic, egg shaped vibe with a hook, clearly meant to hang from the bottom of the clamp. And it was quite heavy. Easily a full pound.

For a moment, the principal hesitated. Would adding to Jenni’s torment be fair? He knew the clamp would be excruciating, especially with her clit being as sore as it had to be. But there was also the added vibration stimulation. He bit his lip, then took a deep breath and grabbed the clamp and weight from Canton.

“School policy says that each area to receive punishment should be sensitized. In about fifteen more minutes, this student will be subjected to a ten minute round of pussy paddling. So, per policy, she should be subjected to appropriate sensitization prior to the punishment. School policy also dictates that orgasm during either sensitization or punishment, is itself a violation of school regulations, and earns the student another round of sensitization and punishment.”

Canton laughed. “That was the most beautiful example of twisted logic I’ve ever heard.  love your school rules. It basically just allows you to strap her down, legs spread wide, and alternate fucking her brains out and punishing her.”

The principal bent down, pinching open the clamp. Jenni’s clit hung there like a ripe cherry and he positioned the metal jaws of the hardware to either side. Then, slowly, he relaxed the pressure and the clamp closed until Jenni’s clit was caught and crushed.

Her screech of agony was incredible and half the passersby stopped to watch as she jerked and bucked on the trike. The principal didn’t waste any time either. He hung the weighted vibrator pendant on the clamp and it dangled down in the empty space right beneath her pussy. It blocked the view of the base of the phallic inflator, but that didn’t matter. He switched it on and there was a definite hum as intense oscillations surged upward, through the clamp, and into her sensitive, sore, swollen clitoris.

What the principal hadn’t really counted on was the fact that the inflators, pumping her pussy and ass, would by default, make her hips roll. The pendant hanging from her clit danced up and down and tugged on her swollen, sensitive nub, swinging impressively.

“Six minutes left,” Canton said. “Hell, you should probably put some clamps on her tits too. You know, I’m surprised you haven’t fixed the rules so that if she cums during the punishment, it doesn’t count and adds to the number she’s getting.” He glanced at the crowd, seeing one convention guest waving. “Be back. That man wants to buy a trike.” He moved away, leaving the principal standing next to the trembling fuck slut on the Inflator Trike.

The principal stared down at Jenni, then reached into the bag, pulling out the two suction cup, pasty clamps. Her nipples were already hard and there wasn’t anything she could do but whimper and moan as he put them on her, drawing the tight bumps into the silicone depressions. He pressed the buttons to activate the little twisting movement and she shuddered, mewling desperately.

“How do you feel?” He asked, bending down so he could hear her response. She blinked, struggling to martial her thoughts above the physical sensation, then she looked up at him. Her eyes seemed to have trouble focusing and another set of spasms rippled through her.

“I’m… I’m… feels…” she whispered, closing her eyes again. “Can’t… trying… too…” she managed to get out. The principal sighed and straightened.

“From your physical response, I suspect that you are insanely aroused, unable to cope with the stimulation, and are probably close to once again losing control,” he said amiably. “Which will of course mean earning another punishment. To your pussy.” He shook his head. “I thought that bringing you here would be a good way to knock out the two vaginal punishments you had coming, but I have a nasty suspicion that we’ll make zero headway, and possibly even a step or two backward.”

Jenni let out another cry, her young and tender frame trembling hard on the trike. A series of spasms seemed to ripple down from her chest, through her abdomen, across her thighs and right down to her feet. The principal watched, intrigued, as her toes shook, that little sliver of freedom, the only part of her that wasn’t tied down and tormented, was exercised. He bent down and touched the soft, curved arch of her foot, stroking her softly. He knew she was ticklish, but that it would take a fluttering motion to bring her to that point. Instead her eyes widened and she crooned at the caress. He allowed her that pleasure for only a moment and then cruelly, began flickering his fingers across the pink marked flesh, tickling her foot.

Jenni squealed and jerked her foot away from him. He was ready for it though and moved with her. The trike actually thumped on the roller track as she struggled and only the impressive design of the thing kept it from flipping over onto its side as he tormented her, tickling her viciously all on the right foot.

“PLEASE!” She screamed. “PLEASE! DON’T!”

But even that didn’t stop him. She arched her back and then suddenly her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as her toes curled. She froze, not even reacting to his fluttering fingers, then began shaking violently. Her teeth clenched and the principal watched as the pendant vibrator clinging to her pussy jerked. A spray of fluid exploded out from between her legs and Jenni suddenly screamed again. The principal almost pulled his hand away as she  slumped, panting hard, eyes closed, still quivering, still rolling her hips, still suffering. Instead, he slowed his fingers back to the soft caress.

“Just another minute,” Canton said a moment later. “Is she okay?”

The principal continued to rub her foot. “That is a very subjective determination. Is she physically safe? I suppose so. She’s somewhat used to being stimulated in perpetuity, regardless of her lapses of control, so I would imagine that she’s already well on her way back to another violation of our school rules.”

“So cynical,” Jim Canton said ruefully. “I sold five trikes, thanks to your little schoolgirl’s suffering. Are you sure I can’t keep her for the rest of the day?”

The principal laughed. “On which trike?” He asked, not meaning it.

“Oh, I’d switch them out. Frequently. Fifteen minutes on the Thruster, then five minutes on the Paddle Trike. That sort of thing. Pleasure. Then pain. Then pleasure again.”

“I think you are underestimating her,” the principal said as the two attendants came up, moving the next trike into position.

Canton laughed. “Perhaps.” He eyed Jenni’s slumped form. “Think she’ll have another orgasm on the thruster trike? It’s the most intense. And she’s had two orgasms. So we increase the speed. Again.” He tapped his chin. “We started at two miles an hour, then went to four. That means she starts this at six.” He shook his head. “Damn. Those dildoes are going to be pounding.”

The principal watched as the timer counted down the last few seconds and then the attendants turned off the trike. Jenni didn’t seem to react. They unstrapped her thighs, closed the spreader bars holding her legs open, and then released her cuffs. Her eyes were open, but glazed, as if she wasn’t really there, and her body was limp as they pulled her up off the trike.

“Wait,” the principal said quickly. He reached over between her outstretched legs and pinched the clover clamp, releasing her clit. That got a response. She jerked slightly, her mouth opening with a slight cry, and for a second her eyes focused on him, intense and hungry. Then they seemed to lose focus again. The principal turned off the vibrating pendant as Canton removed the inflator trike and pushed the thruster version into place, the back wheels on the mechanized roller.

For a moment, the principal wondered if Jenni was going to resist as she was lowered onto the new seat. The pair of large phallic probes stuck straight up, a thick and uncomfortable double penetration. But evidently the lubrication and use of those same holes by the inflator trike made impaling her incredibly easy and except for a strained groan, she settled down with half a foot of thick silicone stuffed up her cunt, with just an inch or two in her ass.

The trike was tilted back just a bit as the spreader bars opened her legs and the attendants quickly belted her thighs and waist into the device, even as Jim Canton secured Jenni’s wrists to the back of the trike. She blinked, starting to come round, to pay attention and she finally looked up at the principal. He saw that her hips were twitching and realized that she was tightening around the thick phallus in her pussy. 

She gulped and he saw trepidation in them. Was she scared? He leaned down, their eyes meeting.

“I’m a bad girl,” she whispered to him. She actually looked… scared.

The principal smiled and nodded in complete agreement. “Yes,” he assured her. “You are. That’s why you’re being sensitized and punished.”

“I… I deserve it,” she added, as if she were trying to talk herself into accepting what was about to happen. “Punishment.”

“Yes, you do,” he said softly. “But right now, we’re going to sensitize your pussy and ass. You have to demonstrate some control, Jenni. No cumming.”

She looked at him desperately. “I’m… I’m not sure I can!”

He smiled. “I know. But that’s sort of the whole point, isn’t it? Learning hot to control yourself? Discipline? Willpower?”

Behind the trike, Jim Canton smiled. “Here we go. Six miles an hour.” He bent down, flicked a switch, and the hum of the roller motor started. The back wheels of Jenni’s trike began turning.

The phallus in her pussy actually went in another full inch, even as the anal probe retracted just a bit more. Then the movement reversed and Jenni’s butt was fully penetrated as the vaginal probe came almost all the way out. The first two thrust cycles took a full second each, but then the speed built quickly. Jenni gasped, eyes widening as the pumping, pistoning rubber cocks began smoothly pounding her lower half. A moment later the trike was running at full speed, the entire frame shaking slightly as Jenni endured what quickly became a brutal fucking. She let out a high pitched wail, feet kicking again as a fresh crowd stopped to watch the thick set of dildoes, visible between her outstretched legs, surge up into her beaten, punished, and sodden slit, only to retract and then blast off again, ramming deep.

The principal tried to estimate the speed of each thrust and realized she was getting almost three full cycles per second, as if a jackhammer had been positioned between her legs. She shook, and not just from the physical sexual response, but from the mechanical oscillations of the trike as its gears whirled with an almost frightening speed. He looked up at Canton.

“There’s no chance either of those dildoes are going to slip out, right?”

Canton shook his head. “No. It’s designed to keep two inches of rubber in each hole, even at the lowest point. We don’t want to hurt her.” The principal’s eyebrow went up and Canton rolled his eyes. “At least not that way.”

The principal nodded, watching as Jenni’s eyes once again lost focus. She stared out into the crowd watching her, panting hard, shuddering and crooning as her body was tormented beyond all belief. Canton looked over at her, then shook his head, only to realize that another customer was beckoning to him urgently. He went down the line and quickly began selling another few trikes.

To the principal, Jenni seemed to be handling the thruster torment even better than the inflator trike. He wasn’t sure if it was the lack of clitorial stimulation, giving her overloaded nerves a momentary break, or the fact that having an orgasm just a few minutes before gave her some sort of buffer. She had to be sensitive, though in his experience Jenni’s sexual sensitivity usually translated into additional orgasms. She was a perverted masochist and he’d seen her willingly spread herself open for the most agonizing punishments, knowing that the bite of the whip on her most delicate parts would only push her right back into sexual excitement.

Halfway through the ten minute ride on the Thruster Trike, he could tell the constant pounding was affecting her. She wasn’t so much enduring the vacillating penetration of her ass and pussy, as moving with it. The difference was stark and compelling. The first few minutes she’d been sitting there, clearly at odds with the trike, unable to do anything but allow the violation. But now? Now she was moving with the two probes, her hips rolling, mouth open, a mewling, bubbling, incessant whine that wheezed with her heaving chest. The principal glanced at the clock again. Four more minutes. Would she even make it?

Down the line, Canton had turned on the wheel roller for the second Thruster Trike demonstration model, matching the speed that Jenni was being forced to endure. The two probes, completely visible, climbed and sank so fast that people began to mutter in shock, glancing at Jenni’s now trembling body. A slight sheen of perspiration had appeared on her brow and once more her feet had begun kicking. At two minutes, Jenni closed her eyes, clenching her teeth and shook her head. The principal leaned in low.

“You can do this,” he said, trying to encourage her.”

“I… I… am… fucking… this…” she gasped, eyes snapping open to look at him helplessly. “I c-c-can’t!”

“Yes you can. Control, Jenni. Control. Hold off.” He put his hand on her shoulder, only to blink in surprise as the vibrations flowing through to his hand almost made him shudder. “One minute left!”

Jenni let out another high-pitched wail, eyes squeezing shut. A look of agonized ecstasy crossed her face and the crowd watched with baited breath. Even Canton came back over, one eyebrow raised as the seconds on the timer counted down. Was she going to cum? Again? Jenni quivered, shaking on the trike, toes curling, her entire body tense and squirming and pulling hard on the bonds holding her down and open and utterly helpless against the two hammering probes that smashed their way in and out of her pussy and ass.

The principal was actually shocked when the timer gave out first and one of the attendants turned off the motor. The thick cock in Jenni’s cunt slowed, half in, half out, and a very raw, fresh sound came from the girl. Her eyes widened in alarm, almost panic, and she twisted violently.

“No! Please! PLEASE! I’M SO CLOSE!” She blurted out, almost blubbering. Suddenly she began thrashing. “TURN IT ON! TURN IT BACK ON!” She sobbed, kicking. A number of people looked disturbed, turning away, but Canton was already there with the final trike. The attendants moved to Jenni’s side, allowing the leg bars to close, releasing her thighs, waist, and finally hands. Even then Jenni tried to touch herself, whimpering and gasping. It took both attendants and Canton to get her in the paddle trike and strap her in.

“Punishment time, girlie,” Canton said as Jenni’s legs were once again pulled apart by the trike’s spreading function. Everyone at the booth, and there was a huge crowd now, could see the wheel that moved into position between Jenni’s legs. Her sex was dark pink, soaked with cum and want, and her clitoris was huge and swollen, clearly visible at the apex of her slit. The soft, limp leather pads on the wheel left her pussy exposed and then Jim nodded at the attendant.

And for the fifth time, the roller motor started up.

For a moment, the principal was transported back in time to his own school days, when he’d taped a playing card against the frame of his bike, the edge striking the spokes of his back wheel, all so that the slapping sound would allow him to imagine himself on a motorcycle. Slow at first, then picking up speed, until the sound crackled and blurred, revving with each pump of the pedal. That was the sound the little leather pads made as they slapped hard against Jenni’s pussy.

Anyone who doubted that this was actual punishment before were left with little doubt as Jenni’s wild-eyed look and stiff posture suddenly gave way to a shriek. Her feet began kicking again as her clit took three blows per second, the supple leather snapping against her sex, only to be drawn down through her open petals, to her perineum. Her legs tensed and tightened against the straps and Canton appeared with a rubber ball gag, forcing it into her open mouth, muting her cries only enough to make them less piercing.

“My God,” one man said from the aisle, shaking his head. “What the hell did she do to deserve this?”

The principal didn’t answer. He stared at her palpitating body, her hips rocking violently with the blistering impacts against her sex. He knew what she had to be feeling. The burning sting of each blow, the pain shooting through her beaten clit, the searing heat as her young pussy was forced to endure the shocking punishment she so richly deserved. He smiled as another two minutes passed, the crowd growing even larger. Canton quickly moved over, selling trike after trike as Jenni suffered, her muted shrieks through the gag only making it even more clear that she was suffering perfectly.

The change was so subtle that the principal didn’t catch it at first, and when he realized what was happening, it was already too late. The signs were there, though easily misunderstood. The kicking, the violent tugging on the bonds, her constant wailing through the gag, even the way her hips were rolling, all could have been from the sensorial overload to her nervous system, pain shooting through her punished loins. But it was her eyes that gave it away. She glanced at him in panic, then they glazed, losing focus. She stared off into the crowd, still twitching madly. The principal hesitated for a moment, unsure if he should stop the punishment, but that indecision left her too much time. He saw her freeze, her body locked in rigid stasis, with only the smashing movement of her clit getting spanked over and over.

No one was really ready for her orgasm. Suddenly the dam burst and she let out a piercing scream, opening her mouth so wide that even the ball gag did nothing to mute the cry of ultimate release. Her entire body jerked and fluids began squirting out of her pussy in time with the lurching trike. The paddle wheel actually slowed as the force of her orgasm struck the slapping paddles, soaking them instantly. The crowd pulled back in astonishment and then, to the principal’s further surprise, they began to applaud.

Canton came up quickly. “I’ll turn it off,” he said to the principal over the noise, but the man grabbed his arm.

“Why?”

Canton blinked. “She just came! Look at her!”

Indeed, Jenni had slumped, eyes open but blank, drool dripping down her chin onto her chest. She was still panting, but now her body was just trembling from the still constant beating of her sex.

The principal frowned. “The terms of our agreement were for her to sit for a full fifty minutes, demonstrating your trikes. In fact, now that she’s had another orgasm, I believe you are supposed to turn up the speed? And I get a discount.”

“Are you serious?” Canton asked incredulously. He glanced at the clock. “You want her to get three more minutes of pussy spanking?”

The principal straightened, a serious look on his face. “At the increased speed,” he said with assurance. “This is the Discipline Expo, is it not?”

Canton hesitated as the seconds ticked downward. Finally, at two minutes and thirty left, he shook his head. “You sir, are a sadistic monster. No wonder she keeps cumming.” He turned and went to the back of the trike. “I’m not responsible for this,” he announced. Then he turned up the speed.

It was the pain that brought Jenni back, snapping her out of the euphoric sexual bliss she’d been coasting on. A sharp burning sensation between her legs exploded into fire and she shrieked again, eyes blinking rapidly, her teeth biting down on the ball gag jammed into her mouth. Her feet kicked wildly as her body released another surge of adrenaline, ostensibly to allow her to flee the stinging agony of her pussy, but there was nothing she could do. Her eyes flickered to his, meeting them with desperation. He watched as she suffered, her poor slit taking such a flurry of strokes that he doubted she could even separate them into individual impacts. It had to be a roaring interminable heat that only seemed to increase with each second.

It was a spectacle, a sight to behold and the crowd surged around the trike booth. Even vendors from nearby stalls came over, standing on tiptoe to see Jenni’s final punishment as the crowd counted down the seconds. Another minute of strained spanking passed and Jenni’s tears poured down her face. Finally the last ten seconds stood on the clock and the crowd called out the numbers as Jenni’s poor pussy took almost fifty more stinging, brutal strokes.


Part Nine - CrystalBond

Jenni lay on the floor of the Trike Booth in a fetal position as the principal completed the payment process and made arrangements for the shipping of his new purchase. The ball gag had been removed and she lay naked except for the bondage cuffs on her wrists and ankles, and the leather collar around her neck. The principal had even allowed the attendants to remove the two pasty clamps from her nipples. Breathing quietly, she rested and tried to sort out how she felt. 

As the minutes slowly ticked by, she finally figured out the word she needed. She felt indescribable. First was the incredibly overwhelming rush of satisfaction that came from powerful orgasm. She knew it had to do with dopamine release, adrenaline, endorphins, and other hormones that had been dumped into her blood stream. And she knew that pain… the right sort of pain… emphasized it all. She took a deep breath, revelling in the bliss, all while ignoring the discomfort.

And there was discomfort. Her pussy was incredibly sore and sensitive and her poor clit looked like it had been smashed, crushed, and beaten, which it had. She could feel it, the nub was so enlarged and swollen. Her thighs ached horribly from the constant strain of sitting on the various trikes, her legs forced outward and held in place. But at least the intensity of those sensations had mitigated the soreness of her breasts, where she’d been whipped and caned, or the bottoms of her feet.

After about twenty minutes, the principal came over and stood above her. “How are you feeling?” He asked politely. She looked up at him.

“I need to use the restroom, please.”

He nodded. “It’s at the end of the aisle.” He reached into his bag and pulled out her shoes. “Here. Put these on.”

She sat up, wincing. “Do I have to?” She asked, her bottom lip trembling.

He pursed his lips. “I suppose I can ask Mr. Canton to provide one of the two trikes I have purchased to transport you. If that’s what you prefer,” he replied, still holding out the shoes.

Jenni’s eyes widened and she looked down the line of trikes. She gulped. “Umm… which ones did you buy?”

The principal dropped down, squatting, his eyes on her beautiful, naked, tormented body. He smiled. “I think we both know which ones.” She hesitated glancing over at the paddle trike, then took the shoes. He watched as she began buckling them on. “While I’m pleased to have acquired two new pieces of equipment for the school at a discount, we do need to discuss the uncomfortable truth about your performance here. The point was to inflict a punishment on your pussy. Unfortunately, you exploded prior to that, which nullified the punishment you endured on the Bristle Trike. You then had the unmitigated gall to have another orgasm during sensitization, which pushed us to two punishments. And then, in the most disturbing display, you demonstrated your utter lack of control by having a third orgasm during the actual punishment. That not only nullified the punishment, but earned you a third.”

She finished buckling on the shoes and looked up. “Three punishments?”

He nodded. “To your pussy. You still have one to your breasts, and another to your ass, to endure.” He shook his head. “I’m highly disappointed in your utter disregard for the school rules.”

She gulped. “I’m sorry sir. I understand that you need to punish me and I promise to try to do better.”

He reached into his bag again and to her surprise, pulled out the vibrator, holding it out to her. She gave him a pained look.

“Sir? Do I have to?” She looked down. “I’m just a bit sore.”

He gave her a very direct look. “Young lady, you are due for not one, or two, but three punishments to your pussy for orgasm. Each requires proper sensitization. You will insert this vibrator into yourself immediately, or I will find something longer, thicker, and with a stronger motor for you to endure.”

Jenni gulped, then folded. She took the dildo, spread her legs somewhat, and then winced as she pressed the thicker end against her petals. The deep ache that came from her bruised sex made her tighten, but then she felt the usual slickness of her wanton sex and the end of the vibrator slid through her petals, opening up her depths. She moved her foot and accidentally triggered the button on the bottom of the shoe and the vibrator rumbled to life, making her gasp. The oscillations were exactly what she needed and the thick end disappeared into her hole as she leaned back with a groan. Then she pulled it back out and pushed it in again.

And again.

The principal stood up straight and stared down at her, watching as she masturbated slowly. It was so typical of her behavior. Despite almost constant sexual punishment, she was already ripe. She didn’t even care that she was sitting naked, on the floor of a convention booth, surrounded by people who were walking by, watching her. Her legs were spread open wide and she was leaning back, eyes half closed, working herself into another froth. He didn’t push, but allowed her to take the necessary time needed to properly implant the long, curved vibe. He watched as she arched her back, thrusting the full thing into herself repeatedly, only to quiver, eyes closed, feet tapping on the floor to activate the toy. She laid back, legs spread, hands coming up to her breasts, pinching her own nipples.

“Enough. Let’s go,” he ordered.

Jenni opened her eyes and slowly sat back up. “Yes sir.” He held out a hand and she took it, allowing him to pull her to her feet. Again, the switches on the bottoms of her shoes activated and she felt the vibrator move inside her, along with the slight tingling along the bottoms of her feet. She felt the moisture from her stuffed pussy leaking out onto her thighs, making the skin glisten. He took her arm and guided her out of the Trike Booth.

The first thing Jenni did as they got to the end of the aisle was look over at the two pylons. They were empty and Jenni figured the woman she’d seen so many times had been let down for a break. She took a deep breath, wondering what it felt like to be hung upside down, legs spread wide, whipped and fucked and tormented like that, over and over, but then she and the principal arrived at the restroom. The doors were wide and there was a moderator policing the entrance. But what drew her eye was the booth that had been set up right to the left of the bathroom. A sign above proclaimed “Speed Douching and E Cleaning!”

“Use the facilities. When you are done, go to the Douching booth. Follow instructions,” the principal said. Then he held out his hand.

She blinked. “Sir?”

“The vibrator. You don’t need it inside the bathroom.”

“Oh,” she said aloud. She reached between her legs and tugged the toy free, handing it to him. He didn’t seem to mind the fact that it was covered with her girl goo, gripping it fully. She grinned, then gave him a little wave and walked into the bathroom.

The principal watched her walk away, but then looked down at the vibrator in surprise. The way it rumbled with each of her steps was very intense and he realized he had accidentally set it to full power. With a shake of his head, he went into the restroom on the opposite side, stopping by the sink, first to wash the toy, then his hands, before taking care of his own personal needs.

She came out of the restroom about ten minutes later and looked around, but she didn’t see him anywhere. For a moment, she hesitated, but then turned to the Speed Douching booth and approached the attendant.

“Um… I was told to come here and follow instructions,” she said quietly. The young man looked up, eyed her curiously and then smiled.

“Wow, looks like you’ve already been thoroughly punished, haven’t you?” He asked, his eyes flickering to her breasts, then down to her sex.

Jenni nodded and blushed. “I’ve been a very bad girl,” she admitted.

He laughed. “I bet. But are you a clean one?” He asked. Jenni blinked, unsure of how to answer that. He continued. “Ever been to Speed Douche?”

She shook her head.

“Okay. Simple process. You go and sit in one of those little stalls. There’s a special seat. Fold the lap bar down. It locks in place so don’t be surprised if you can’t get up or shift. You’ll feel a thin probe go into your pussy, then a rush of warm wetness. After that…” he broke off as the principal suddenly stepped up next to Jenni.

“A description is unnecessary,” he said politely. “She will comply.”

The young man frowned. “I was just explaining what she should expect, sir.”

The principal smiled. “Some things should be a surprise.”

The boy snorted. “Well, alright.” He looked at Jenni with a wry look. “Brace yourself, Bridget.” Then he pointed at an unoccupied stall. “Right in there.”

Jenni, still somewhat confused, walked up to the stall. It wasn’t private. The walls and the door were only a few feet high, which was just enough to conceal the seat. She looked down the line. About a dozen of the stalls were occupied and from the various expressions on the girls sitting there, whatever was going to happen was a mixture of disturbed discomfort and arousal. Nearby, one of the girls slumped, relaxing and she slowly got up. She came out of the stall and Jenni could see that her bottom and thighs were dripping wet. She plucked a towel off a nearby rack and dried off her pussy and ass.

“Just sit down,” the principal ordered.

She moved into the stall and noticed that the seat was more of a saddle, the center scooped out to form a basin. Two rubber nozzles were pointed upward from the center of the bowl and she frowned ruefully. She’d experienced bidet style toilets before. She sat, legs spread to either side and then lowered the bar.

Jenni wasn’t quite prepared for the quick penetration of her sex. She’d been expecting a spray of water and the way the rubber probe slid into her petals, glancing off her bruised labia, was not comfortable. She winced, but then adjusted as it delved deep. It was also thin, not even the width of her thumb and honestly, it was something of a disappointment compared to the vibrator she’d had inside her a moment before. She felt a surge, then gasped as warm water flooded into her pussy. The probe pulsed, moved, and then after only a few exquisite seconds, retracted. Her sex tightened and water was flushed out of her sex. She felt a spray against her clitoris and petals, then another wash of water over the outside of her slit.

She closed her eyes. The whole process felt amazing actually and she was half hoping that the narrow probe would enter her a second time when she felt something else. It pressed against her, further back and she gasped in alarm as another thin phallus pushed up into her ass. It pulsed and purged, filling her ass with warm, soapy water in seconds. Jenni groaned as more and more fluids were injected into her bottom until it became uncomfortable. Jenni clenched as if she needed to use the bathroom and then suddenly the probe retracted, pulling out of her rear end. She grunted and the water in her colon was evacuated into the bowl. A second round of penetration in both holes followed, rinsing her clean and after five minutes of repeat penetrations she was released, the bar coming up and allowing her to rise unsteadily.

Water dripped from her lower half and the principal handed her a towel. Jenni dried herself off gingerly, then looked up at him. “That was intense,” she admitted.

“Getting clean?”

She nodded.

He shrugged. “It’s healthy for you. Are you ready to go back out?”

She licked her lips. “Yes, sir. Should I put the vibrator back in?”

“Of course,” he replied, pulling the toy from his bag. He had cleaned it. He flicked the activation button and made sure the setting was still on high. She took it from him, then stuck it in her mouth, licking it thoroughly. His quizzical look made her smile and she pulled it out with a laugh.

“The douche dried me out a bit,” she admitted. He accepted that easily, then watched as she spread her legs, put the vibrator against her pussy, and began rubbing it up and down. She winced a little as the toy once again rubbed against her bruised labia, but after only a minute she felt sufficiently wet to push and it sank in fully. She groaned, then shifted her feet, activating it with the remote buttons on the bottoms of her shoes. She tightened up around it and then gulped.

“Are we going to go and get my pussy punished now?” She asked, thinking of not one, but three earned demerits.

He paused and gave her a concerned look. “I was thinking of giving your vaginal area a break and focus on getting your breasts sensitized and then punished, before inflicting any additional sensitization or discipline on your sex.”

She laid a soft hand on his arm. “Thank you. But if you see something that you think would be suitable for my pussy punishment, I don’t mind.”

“We’ll see,” he said. “I have half a mind to focus on your clitoris for the next round.” Then he produced the leash again. She tilted her head back and he clipped it to the center ring. “Hands behind your back.”

She complied obediently and he secured her bondage cuffs to each other, leaving her with her breasts deliciously thrust forward. The marks from the caning he’d inflicted on her were still perfectly visible. 

“Now,” he declared. “Let us continue.”

They moved to the next row of booths and once again Jenni was bombarded with a plethora of sights that elicited a whole chorus of competing thoughts and feelings within her. Most prevalent was jealousy. One booth had a girl bent over a desk, tied at her wrists, knees, and ankles. A metal hook was embedded in her ass, with a rope stretched up to her long blonde hair, pulling her head upward and showing off her gag. Red marks on the girl’s bare bottom made it clear she’d been given more than a few swats of a crop or cane. But the way her hips were moving made it clear that something motorized had been stuffed into her wet little slit and was pushing her toward orgasm.

Another booth had several displays of vibrating toys. One that made even the principal pause with interest had a naked model quite clearly wearing the same device she had in her hand. A thick, moving vibrator was mounted on the front, while an incredibly long, beaded insert stuck up from the back. Elsewhere, another girl had been secured in a rubber vacuum bed, her body held in stasis by the restrictive material. The only parts of her body that were exposed were the tips of her breasts, her sex, and an opening for her to breathe. Passersby were being invited to take hold of a variety of poles, each one tipped with a massager, or a dildo, or even one of those electric zappers. The girl secured in the vacuum bed couldn’t even twitch as one guest pushed the dildo into her sex, while another rubbed a massager on her clit, and a third delivered electric shocks to her nipples. It made Jenni cognizant of her own growing arousal.

They passed a booth where a girl the same age as Jenni was strapped down to a gurney, legs spread, multiple electrostim tabs placed on her breasts, thighs, and on either side of her clit. She was gagged and blindfolded, twitching from the electrical stimulation, while two leatherclad dominatrixes used multiple vibrating toys on the tips of her breasts, clit, and even one shoved up into the girl’s sex. Jenni gulped, eyes wide as she watched the girl squirm and shudder. Then, just as it became clear she was on the cusp of cumming, her tormentors pulled back, leaving her to suffer nothing but the shocks.

Suddenly another girl blocked Jenni’s path, her face scrunched with discomfort. Her arms were pulled behind her back, clearly cuffed, but Jenni’s eyes couldn’t help flicking down to the girl’s exposed chest. Both of the girl’s nipples were stiff, extended, her areolas scrunched up and tight, and seemed to glisten wetly. The girl shook her breasts and there seemed a rigidity to her nipples. The man with her had his fingers curled around her bicep and maneuvered her out of the way. Jenni realized that the principal was looking at the nearby booth.

“You sir!” Said the salesman with a bright look at Jenni. “You seem like a man willing to explore new possibilities! Would you be interested in discovering the fascinating possibilities of CrystalBond?” He was a young, good looking man and had on a name tag that declared his name was “Brian.”

The principal paused. “CrystalBond?” He stepped up to the booth and Jenni followed. The booth was small and mostly consisted of a counter with two glass bowls positioned on a pair of metal discs. Inside each bowl was a clear fluid.

“CrystalBond!” Brian declared, pointing down at the bowls. “About three years ago a researcher for a well-known chemical company was working on different kinds of adhesives when he discovered a formula for an intriguing substance. He discovered a fluid that, when warmed up, would begin solidifying in a crystal lattice. Starting at the edges and working inward, he was thrilled to find that the crystal actually contracted as it formed, pulling toward the center of the mass. Unfortunately, he also discovered that the crystal was brittle, and couldn’t withstand much in the way of stress. Forgetting about it, he placed the substance on a shelf.” The salesman grinned. “But later, he came back to it. Non-toxic and hypoallergenic, he thought up one application for his new substance, CrystalBond.” Brian gestured at the bowls.

The principal looked skeptical. “I’ll need more of an explanation,” he said wryly. Jenni nodded in agreement.

Brian let out a laugh. “The application is simple.” He pulled a can of compressed air out from under the counter and set it on the surface by the bowls. “First, we chill those cute little nipples of your little schoolgirl’s breasts, then she bends over the counter and dips both tits into the bowls. Once fully coated, she lifts away, allowing excess CrystalBond to drip free, while her own body heat begins the catalyzing process and stimulates crystal growth. Within a minute she’ll feel the tingling as the CrystalBond contracts, tightening, drawing her areola inward toward the nipple. Within three minutes, the entire coating on her breast will be dry, leaving her in a state of acute discomfort that feels like a maddening itch, a light pinch, and a definite twist, all at once.”

The principal’s eyes widened and Jenni realized that the girl she’d just almost run into must have dipped her breasts in the CrystalBond. She glanced down at the bowls, wondering what it would feel like. The principal stroked his chin, curious.

“This seems like a complicated process for application.”

Brian laughed. “Well, I’ve dramatized it. The cold air I spray is really just to get her all tightened. It makes the sensation more acute. And it’s not technically needed. You can just open the bottle, take a little paint brush and coat whatever part of her you want,” he admitted.

“Even her clitoris?” The principal asked.

Brian’s eyebrow raised. “Yes, but the sensation will be unpleasant for the girl.”

“Unpleasant in what way?”

Brian glanced at Jenni, almost apologetically. “Imagine an itch that you can’t scratch. And it gets worse and worse. Ten minutes tops and unless she’s all tied up, she’ll be doing anything she can to get the CrystalBond off.”

“Which brings up a salient point. How is the substance removed?” He asked carefully.

The salesman smiled. “Simple. Fracture the crystal. A nice, thorough whipping or paddling would do it. Any kind of impact.” Then he shrugged. “Honestly, even just kneading her breasts would shatter the lattice. The CrystalBond will flake off, sort of like dandruff, until it breaks down into dust. Like I said, non-toxic.”

“Interesting,” he said. “Very well. Proceed with your demonstration.”

Jenni stepped up to the counter, right in front of the bowls, arms still locked behind her back, breasts thrust forward. She glanced down, feeling a ripple of excitement. “Um… what do I do?” She asked.

Brian picked up the can of compressed air. “Well first, nothing. I’m going to spray this on your nipples. It’s just air, but it will be very cold.”

Jenni swallowed but then nodded. Suddenly there was a hiss and a shot of freezing air exploded out of the can’s nozzle, striking her left breast right on the nub. Jenni squealed, twisting off to the side, but the principal grabbed her and moved her back into place. Another few seconds of direct cold air on her nipple left her gasping.

“Let me do the other side,” Brian said with a nod of satisfaction. He squirted the cold air at Jenni’s other breast, then went back for a second and even third shot at both nipples, even as she quivered in the principal’s iron grip. “There, nice and tight! I love how your nipples have scrunched up like that!” He nodded. “Okay, dip your tits in the bowls.”

Jenni felt the principal pushing and she bent over, letting her cold breasts dangle over the two bowls. Slowly she lowered her bosom downward, then felt the liquid touch her nipples.

“Further down. Deeper. Get as much of her boob into the CrystalBond as possible,” urged Brian. More pressure was applied to Jenni’s back and she gasped as her chest was mashed into the bowls, almost making them overflow.

“Perfect,” Brian added. “Now raise up but stay in the position.” Jenni shivered as she lifted her breasts clear of the bowls. Excess fluid dripped away, leaving the tips of her breasts wet and chilly. She stayed bent over, but already she could feel something happening. It wasn’t on her nipple though. Instead she felt a strange tightening sensation on the smooth curve of her breasts on both sides. Like a circle of sensation around each tip.

The salesman nodded. “Okay, you can straighten up.” He looked over at the principal. “The CrystalBond is going to start drying and tightening up.” Then he paused. “Did I hear you say that you were looking for something to punish her tits with?”

The principal, who had been looking at the deliciously taut nipples of the little schoolgirl, glanced up. “No,” he replied. “But she is due for such punishment.”

The salesman glanced around, then leaned forward. “We have another product that might interest you. But it’s a little intense. We normally don’t market it at these kinds of expos.”

Jenni let out a gasp as she felt a crawling, tightening sensation begin seeping inward toward her nipples. Her already scrunched up areola seemed to ripple and she let out a groan.

He reached under the counter, rooted around, and then brought out a small plastic case. Inside were two silver metal discs, sitting on a piece of foam. Each disc was about the same size as Jenni’s nipples. “Are you familiar with prickly pear cacti thorns?” Asked Brian.

“Somewhat,” answered the principal. “There are two sets. The larger ones, and then small, hair like thorns.” He smiled. “It’s the smaller of the two that are more irritating. Unless you are extremely unlucky, or clumsy.”

The salesman nodded. “Precisely. The small ones are called glochids. They’re barbed to keep them in and they cause granulomatous dermatitis. They’re difficult to remove and as they wiggle around, they sting. You have to get them out with tweezers.” He pointed downward. “These two patches are backed with synthetic glochids, each one made of carbon nanofibers. They are smaller than the real ones, and each is only about two millimeters long. They’re hard, unbending, and sharp as hell.”

Jenni’s eyes flickered over to the box with the two silver discs, but she was more distracted by the way her nipples were feeling. The crawling, tightening sensation had gotten even worse, going all the way to the actual raised tip of each breast. It felt like someone was scratching at her skin, lightly pinching and twisting it. She couldn’t even describe the sensation. It was like having an inch she couldn’t scratch! She groaned, her fingers curling as she fought the overwhelming urge to cup her breasts and squeeze. Of course, the fact her hands were bound behind her back prevented that!

Brian opened the box. “Each disc has over 1400 synthetic glochids evenly spaced around the area of the disk. Each glochid is approximately two millimeters long, except for the ones in the raised center, which are four. When placed on the nipple and then pressed into place, the synthetic glochids pierce the epidermis. The barbs keep the discs in position, while the wearer’s body heat then triggers the release of a gel based citric acid.”

Jenni groaned and clenched her fists, pulling on the wrist cuffs holding her arms together. She grimaced, shaking her tits back and forth. Her nipples were driving her crazy! She looked up at the principal, her face scrunched up.

“Does it hurt?” The principal asked quickly.

“Absolutely,” the salesman insisted immediately, even as Jenni shook her head. She blinked, then looked up at the principal.

“It’s… like getting superglue on your skin,” she grimaced. “Or having my nipples rolled and pinched lightly by someone wearing vampire gloves.” She blinked. “You know? The ones with the little needles that Ms. Temis likes to wear?”

Brian blinked. “Oh. You were talking to her.”

“Is there any bleeding?” The principal asked the salesman, who looked at Jenni’s puckered nipples.

“There won’t be any. The CrystalBond can’t cause any.”

The principal sighed. “No. With these.” He tapped the counter next to the two discs.

“Oh!” Brian said. “Prickly pasties. And not usually. That said, it is possible.”

“How long does the burning sensation from the citric acid last?”

The salesman frowned. “Depends on the girl and how sensitive she is. Generally fifteen to twenty-minutes, with the first five to ten being the worst.”

The principal nodded. “Are the discs reusable?”

The salesman nodded. “Yes, but you need to put a fresh acid packet into them after each application.” He grabbed another box and set it on the counter. “Twenty in there.”

The principal held out his name badge. “The Prickly Pasties and a bottle of the CrystalBond.” He smiled. “But first, please apply some of the CrystalBond to her clit.

Brian blinked in surprise, but then smiled. “You won’t regret this!” He reached under the pedestal, which hid a refrigerator, and pulled out a glass bottle. Instantly moisture condensed on the sides. He had to root around for a moment, but found a small paint brush that would have probably been fine for a child’s art kit.

“Step over here please,” he told Jenni.

She grimaced as she moved closer, her breasts already driving her crazy. Brian knelt down as Jenni lifted one leg. The soft dabbing of the brush on her swollen clitoris felt amazing, especially when he pushed the tender bristles under the hood, stroking her. She felt herself tightening, responding to the stimulation and she whimpered with desire. It also distracted her for a moment from the way the tips of her breasts felt.

As if there were ants crawling all over her nipples.

Brian stood up and put the bottle away. “There. She’s going to be a handful in about two minutes. The principal smiled and held out his badge and Brian processed the transaction. Then Brian bagged up both items, handing them over. “Sir, the CrystalBond is in the insulated bag. It has to stay cold to keep from crystalizing. Store it in a refrigerator once you get back to the office.” Brian then glanced around nervously. “Um… also, about the Prickly Pasties. They’re excruciating. You might wait to use them on her until you’re home. Or back at school.” He glanced at Jenni apologetically. “She'll be quite, um… vocal “

The principal put his new purchase into his bag. “Thank you,” he said simply. He looked over at Jenni, who was twitching and hunching her shoulders, swinging her breasts around with a look of desperation. “And how are you feeling?”

Jenni glanced up, eyes wide. “Please? It’s awful! I can’t stand it! Please whip my breasts? And my pussy?”

The principal smiled. “All in good time,” he assured her. Then he took her arm and led her further down the row of booths.

Jenni barely paid any attention to the wares and models they passed. She was too focused on the sensations coming from the most sensitive parts of her body. It was difficult for her to describe, but the crawling, itching, tingling sensation at the tips of her breasts were beyond distracting. But that didn’t come close to the perturbing feeling coming from her clitoris. She could feel the sensitive nub pulsing, scrunching up, itching and chaffing, all at once. It was driving her crazy! Even the vibrator turning on in brief surges with every step did little to mute the increasingly overwhelming sensations.

The principal paused at a booth, examining the model. The girl was bound on her back, legs spread, her pussy pulled open by a series of little clamps, elastic, and a ring. Another girl was kneeling on a padded platform, vigorously fucking a clear jelly dildo, her skin slick with oil and a purple jeweled butt plug glittering at the opening of her ass. Jenni ignored both, twisting and twitching, her nipples tight and tickling. The principal moved on, tugging the leash, and walked her past another booth where a row of girls were all locked into a metal frame, each one vigorously sucking the exposed cock of a man. Jenni didn’t even look. Her breath started to come in ragged little bursts. She began to look around, desperate to find a place where he could whip her. Anything… just to be free of the maddening prickling!

One bound blonde was stretched out and her body was covered with dozens of wooden clothespins, each connected to a white string that was stretched to the front of the booth in a pile. A crowd was around, choosing a string at random and being allowed to pull it until the clothespin was tugged free. Then it was reattached by another naked girl, whose body showed the marks from having been in similar straits a few minutes before. Another booth displayed a girl who was secured on all fours while a massive dildo mounted to a pumping shaft was slowly, but quite deeply, thrust in and out of her bottom. Worse, she was quivering as a vibrator in her pussy shook intensely. A pair of weighted clamps dangled from her nipples, swinging hard as she shuddered.

Jenni bit her lip. She couldn’t focus on anything. The sensation of the CrystalBond on her nipples and clit were driving her mad. As he pulled her along, she jumped forward, turning her body toward the principal, pressing her breast hard against his arm. Rubbing frantically. Then she tried to rub her sex against his leg.

“You little minx,” he said sharply, looking down at her. He reached out and grabbed her.

Her chest heaved and her frantic eyes looked up at him, filled with tears. “Please?” She begged. “I can’t stand it!” Her entire body twitched, especially her hips and bosom, straining to get to him. He held her firm. “Please? Whip me? Anything! PLEASE!”

Then the principal’s eyes settled on something behind Jenni. “Perfect,” he said quietly and he twirled her around and pushed her forward.


Part Ten - The Parrot Perch

Jenni was too distracted to do more than read the banner on the wall at the back of the booth and it took almost thirty seconds for the words to penetrate through the cacophony of sensation she was enduring. Jenni’s world had shrunk to just three points: her nipples and her clit, all of which felt like a combination of something crawling around under her flesh, a delicate pinching, prickling needle sensation, being stroked with stinging nettles, and someone holding a lit candle under each nerve bundle, occasionally heating it up. It was practically the worst thing she’d ever experienced.

And not because it hurt. It didn’t. It was just intense. Terribly, horribly, awfully intense. And it was making her soaked.

Jenni could feel the fluids dripping down her legs and her crotch was a sodden mess. The vibe, which continued to rumble with every step, only to shut off until the next one, actually felt as if it might just slip out of her pussy, even though it was designed to stay in place. Her hips jerked and thrust as her body tried to free itself of the incessant and pernicious torture, while at the same time frantic to reach climax. She felt herself forced to stop in front of a metal stand mounted upon a wooden box and she blinked, marching in place to keep the vibrator going.

“Good Morning,” the principal said quickly, eyeing the girl who had just been removed from the perch a moment before. “I would appreciate a demonstration.”

The salesman looked over at Jenni with an appraising eye. “CrystalBond?” He asked with a wink.

“Indeed,” the principal said. “I might have underestimated its effects.”

The man laughed. “If I do the full demo, it will crack those crystals. At least, eventually.”

The principal nodded. “If your product does what I think it does, then I will purchase one. I can always hang her in my office, apply a fresh coating of CrystalBond, and leave her to suffer.”

The salesman grinned. “I can’t tell you how much I love that idea.” He looked at Jenni, who was still jiggling, swinging her breasts back and forth in a vain attempt to free her nipples of the crystal scrunching down on her flesh. “Well, come on girlie. Let’s get you hoisted.” He unclipped the leash from Jenni’s collar and took her arm. She wasn’t even really aware that it wasn’t the principal moving her forward.

“Another disciplinary problem!” Called out the salesman. “My name is Luis and this little girl has been a naughty little problem for her Master! So what’s the best way to handle a minx like this? The parrot’s perch!” With his free hand he pointed at the stand beside Jenni. “This mounting is the perfect way to display and punish any disobedient student, submissive, or slave and is state-of-the art! Mounted on a solid oak cabinet, weighted to prevent toppling, the Parrot’s Perch is designed to hold up to two hundred pounds. He glanced at Jenni. “Though this little bird is significantly less!”

He pushed Jenni around until her back was to the stand. There wasn’t much to it. A solid square metal post rose up from the box, holes drilled through it both front and back. At the very base was a plate, only an inch above the cabinet. Jenni completely missed the thick, bulbous plug that glistened there.

“Mounting your little bird is easy! Just back her up to the stand and have her sit. A little lube and your little bird is ready to perch!” He pressed down on Jenni’s shoulders and she had no choice. She sat, still distracted, still trembling from the maddening itch in her nipples and along her clit, only to gasp in alarm as she felt the tip of the plug press against her bottom. She shifted instinctively, trying to get it forward, but both the post behind her, and the fact that her pussy was already still stuffed to the brim with her vibrator, meant only one avenue. The probe pushed into her ass and she yelped as she settled, the thick bulb inside her back door.

“Next, secure her arms to the top crossbar,” Luis called out. He unclipped her wrists but didn’t let the bondage cuffs go. Instead he took advantage of Jenni’s wrist cuffs, quickly locking them to the ends of the horizontal bar near the top of the post. Now she really had nowhere to go. Jenni blinked, realizing that she was in more of a predicament than just the CrystalBond had left her. She looked around, finally understanding that she was once again on display, the demonstration model, and people were watching. She still couldn’t stand still and her eyes were wide and frantic. She danced on tip toe, setting off the vibrator inside her, as if that was going to help.

Luis produced a metal bar. “This is the perch. Slide it through any of the available post holes, relatively even with her hips, like this…” he slid the rod through. “And now use the knee slings to secure her legs.” He reached into the cabinet again, grabbed two leather slings, clipped one end of the first to the rod along Jenni’s left side, then grabbed her leg. Jenni had no choice but to let him lift her knee upward and when it was all the way up, he quickly wrapped the sling underneath her thigh, pulled, and then attached the free end to the rod. Jenni let out a groan as her leg was suspended, tugged outward and to the left. Luis moved to the other side.

“And we just repeat the process!” He called out. Jenni squealed as he yanked her other foot out from under her and suddenly all of Jenni’s weight was on her plugged ass. She kicked a little, but then her other thigh rippled with tension as Luis secured her leg in place. She found that she could transfer some of her weight to the leg straps, but not enough to get her off the plug. She mewled, her breasts and clit still itching, still prickling, still stinging and she looked at the principal in a panic.

“The Parrot’s Perch is fully adjustable and as you can see, displays the little birdie perfectly. Whether as an art piece for your office or a living room decoration, you can keep your little birdie in the perfect position for display, or for punishment.” Luis reached behind his back and produced a short flogger.

Except Jenni wasn’t even looking at Luis any more. Her eyes were closed and she was quaking like a leaf in a windstorm. Even bound, she jiggled her breasts desperately, the tips pulsing with waves of sensorial overstimulation. It was like someone was licking, sucking, twisting, teasing, poking, piercing, scratching, and biting her nipples, all at the same time. Even worse was the sensation coming from her clitoris. The CrystalBond salesman hadn’t just painted the stuff on her clit, but also under the clitoral hood and even farther up her sex, almost to her pudenda.

The flogger snapped down onto Jenni’s flesh, leaving a hot sting across her inner thigh, just an inch from her quivering, dripping slit. It was a strong enough blow that it cut through the maddening itching of the CrystalBond and she squealed as Luis hit her several more times in exactly the same spot. The crowd that had gathered around her loved it and Jenni looked up at the principal desperately, because Luis wasn’t hitting the right spot.

The principal didn’t say a word. Just stared, arms crossed thoughtfully.

“No matter what you do to her, she’ll stay firmly perched on the Parrot’s Perch!” Luis declared, putting up the flogger in his waistband again. Except his other hand snagged Jenni’s high heeled sandal and with deft fingers, loosened the buckle and slipped it off her foot. The principal waved and Luis tossed him the shoe. “Whether you are tickling her…” Luis said with a grin, only to grab her by the ankle cuff and start fluttering his fingers along her sole.

Jenni freaked. She screamed and began twisting violently, except she had nowhere to go. She tried kicking her foot, but Luis had her ankle held tight. Her other foot flopped around and she twisted, but between the slings holding her legs open, her arms bound to the upper crossbar, and mounted on a very thick and large anal plug, there was nothing she could do except squeal and wriggle.

When Luis let her foot go, she sagged, her chest heaving as she struggled to cope. Almost instantly the aggravating sensorial overload at the tips of her breasts and clit surged through her and she squealed, shaking. That was when she realized the vibrator in her pussy was rumbling. Over and over. Starting and stopping as if she were once again marching in place. Her hips thrust forward, her sex tightening through the itchy nettles burning along her clit and she curled her toes. One sandal was on her left foot. The other…

She found it with her eyes. In the hands of her principal. He was deliberately tapping the bottom button on the heel over and over.

Luis appeared on her other side and slipped the other shoe off. “Or punishing her,” he said. He tossed the shoe to the principal who caught it deftly. It was the only missing beat activating the vibrator in Jenni’s pussy. Then Luis drew out a short leather sap. Without a word of warning, he grabbed Jenni’s left ankle and delivered five hard smacks to the bottom of her foot.

Jenni squealed. One might have expected the stinging pain of getting the arch of her foot paddled would have cut through her arousal, or maybe mitigated the crazy crawling itching sensation flowing through her breasts and clit. Instead it just combined with the rest of the cacophony of stimulation. Jenni’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head. She almost looked like she was ready to pass out, except every part of her was shaking. Not violently, but steadily, as if a dozen invisible tormentors were poking every exposed part of her with a sharp stick. It fascinated everyone watching, half of whom couldn’t figure out why the girl mounted on the Parrot’s Perch was jiggling like a bowl of gelatin.

“The Parrot’s Perch is designed to provide perfect access, while at the same time giving support and strength to withstand any kind of resistance,” Luis continued, putting away the leather sap. Punishment or pleasure means nothing to the Perch. It’s strong enough for both.” He moved behind her but then stuck his hand between her hip and outstretched leg. His fingers reached down, grabbed the curved pink tail of the vibrator, and pulled it almost completely out of Jenni’s sex.

She mewled, loudly, the vibrations still triggering. But then Luis jammed the thing back in. Jenni gasped, eyes widening, the full hard penetration forcing her to lift her head and look around again. He pulled it out again, only to thrust it in. Five fast fucks that left her squealing, toes curled, kicking with desperation. She thrashed on the perch, twitching and jerking, her feet kicking violently. Then Luis pulled his hand away, leaving the vibe in.

Still buzzing every other second in steady pulses.

She didn’t see it coming. The clamp just appeared in his hand. It was a big thick plastic one, like a chip bag closer, and it locked down on her nipple with a crushing bite. Jenni shrieked as the pain cut through the stinging nettle sensations. That morphed into an agonizing throb and then Luis was opening the cabinet beneath her, pulling out something new.

“The Parrot’s Perch supports a number of intriguing attachments. For example, hooking this adjustable arm to the main post, just under her ass, and you can connect items like this point vibrator.”

Jenni panted, shaking and stared down between her legs. A bronze colored plastic vibrator was clutched in the arm between her legs, just inches from her stuffed and quivering cunt. The tip was just a rounded ball, but then Luis adjusted it and the tip came into contact with her clit.

Jenni blinked, suddenly aware of what was about to happen. She struggled, mewling with desperation. And then Luis turned on the narrow aperture vibrator. To full power. Intense tremors shot through her over-stimulated clitoris and she threw her head back, crying out. Her feet kicked again, but in short little jerks. Her mind short-circuited as everything being done to her cascaded. The thick, uncomfortable plug in her ass, the tension in her thighs holding her open, the brutal throbbing bite of the clamp on her right tit, the itchy crawling sensation going through her left nipple, the curved pink vibrator thudding and shaking in her pussy, and now the high frequency waves of oscillation shooting into the most sensitive, over-stimulated, swollen little bit of her body possible.

And that’s when Luis put the other clamp on her.

For the crowd, Jenni’s orgasm was a spectacle. Her position on the Parrot’s Perch, hauled up high for everyone to see, was perfect. The way her body was spread open, her squirting, stuffed, and vibrated snatch vulnerable and exposed, her reaction to the pain of her predicament, all of it was on display. Her screams of agonized pleasure seemed to pierce the air and her hips convulsed, jiggling her entire body as the spasms of orgasm rocked her petite frame. The clamps on her breasts wiggled deliciously and it took almost a full twenty seconds for her eyes to roll up into the back of her head. Then she gasped, twitched once, and her head lolled to the side.

The principal moved almost as quickly as Luis, who noticed and quickly removed the point vibrator, pulling it away from Jenni’s pussy. Then the principal was there, checking Jenni’s breathing. Her chest heaved and the principal removed the two clamps. Her nipples were bright red from the crushing bite, but there was also a powdery coating of flakes, as if the very top layer of her skin had shattered. The principal knew it was the CrystalBond. He reached up and began brushing the disintegrating crystal away from her breast and Luis started in on the other side.

Jenni groaned a second later, lifting her head and blinking. She gave the principal a tired look and then smiled ruefully. “Was… was that a punishment?” She asked in a dreamy tone. The principal’s eyebrow went up.

“Hardly,” he said quietly. “While it was an impressive show, that was you earning another punishment to your pussy.”

She chuckled, slow and steady and uncaring, her eyes still unfocused and drifting. “Gooood,” she slurred. Then she closed her eyes. The principal looked at Luis, who shrugged.

“The beautiful thing about the Parrot’s Perch,” Luis said loudly, so that everyone could hear. “There is no need to remove your little bird from its mount. You can leave her there all day if you like.”

The principal recognized the offer. Luis wanted Jenni to hang there for the rest of the day. He’d torture her over and over, repeating the demonstration in dozens of different ways, applying all sorts of cruel and unusual torments to Jenni’s delectable body. The principal shook his head.

“Not today,” he said simply. “But I’ll definitely take one of these. For my office. She’ll make a perfect background for internet meetings.”

Luis grinned. “I agree! She’ll look amazing hanging there. I sincerely hope that the first time she does, she’ll be gagged, stuffed with vibroballs, and coated in all the right places with more CrystalBond.”

The principal nodded immediately. “For the entire school day. I assure you. With no relief until I whip it off her right before the final bell.”

Luis grinned. “Let me scan your badge and get the delivery arranged.”

They left Jenni hanging there while the two men finalized purchase and shipment, and then the principal returned, even as Luis was dragged away by another individual who wanted to buy a Parrot’s Perch. Jenni looked up weakly as she felt his hand on her.

“Did you buy one?” She asked.

The principal nodded and pulled out one of the high heels. He began slipping it on her foot, buckling it in place. “I did.”

“I’m going to be the first one on it?”

He laughed and moved around her to the other leg. “Of course. It will replace one of your ISS days. I’ll mount you, then coat your nipples and clit with the CrystalBond, gag you properly, and then enjoy your suffering.”

She closed her eyes. “Tomorrow? I’m supposed to be in ISS all week.”

He finished with her other shoe. “No,” he said, though he sounded somewhat disappointed. “You have other obligations tomorrow,” he added.

She licked her lips. “The CrystalBond is awful,” she said quietly.

“Awful as in painful?”

“Awful as in awful,” she clarified. “It doesn’t actually hurt. Not really. But it does. Because its like an itch I can’t scratch! It’s maddening. I can’t stand it.”

“Then it is the perfect way in which to properly discipline you, isn’t it?”

He released the first sling and her leg flopped downward. Her foot touched the floor and she gasped, then groaned as the vibrator in her pussy rumbled back to life. But only for a moment. He moved to her other leg. He freed it too and then went behind the perch to release Jenni’s wrists. Her arms came free and she pushed with both feet. It took a bit of strength, but she finally managed to get herself off the massive butt plug. It came out of her ass with a schluupping sound and she grabbed hold of the principal to steady herself.

“I feel like every part of me has been punished,” she whispered, looking up at him.

“Over the last few hours, every part of you has,” he assured her. “But you’ve demonstrated a distinct lack of control every time I try to instill a little discipline.” He shook his head. “You still have one additional breast punishment, an earned spanking to your bottom, and thanks to your latest lapse, I now must find a way to inflict four suitable punishments to your pussy. Instead of three.”

“In that order?” She asked carefully. The principal looked down at her, one eyebrow raised.

“To be honest, I’m not sure you're physically capable of enduring such punishment.”

“What?” She declared immediately. “Of course I am.”

He gave her a skeptical look. “Eighty strokes? To your sex?”

Jenni blinked, then blushed. “Well…”

“Young lady, your lack of decorum, control, and obedience is quite evident and considering your other obligations, it might make sense to distribute those strokes to other parts of your anatomy, in order to spare your sex.”

Jenni glanced down. “I don’t mind getting pussy whipped,” she muttered. She glanced back at the Parrot’s Perch. “Did being on that count as sensitization?”

“It would have, had you not lost control and cum,” he said. She pulled away slightly and then gulped. Her eyes looked huge and sparkled and adorable.

“Then I guess that means I need more sensitization? Before you punish me again?”

“I will take it under advisement.”

She reached down and took his hand and together, they moved into the aisle.

Many of the booths were merely repeats of displays they’d already seen in various forms, so Jenni’s mind wandered. First and foremost was the way she felt. From a sexual perspective, she’d reached a plateau. The vibrator inside her pussy continued to rumble with each step she took, keeping her moist, but the number of orgasms she’d had seemed to have finally caught up to her. She felt sated, as if her body had accepted the flush of dopamine and endorphins and adrenaline and then said, “I’m good now. Thank you!”

But as they walked her free hand came up to her bare breast and she touched her nipple, her mind going back to the feeling of the CrystalBond. She imagined herself back on the Parrot’s Perch, but this time hanging in the principal’s office, right behind his desk. His laptop computer would be open and he’d be deep in conversation with someone, or in a meeting with several people, who would be riveted on her writhing body. And it would be because he’d painted that adhesive crystal on her nipples, driving her insane.

Jenni glanced to the right and saw a display that looked like a set of rolling cabinets, except sticking out at waist height were four feminine bottoms. Jenni instantly knew the bottoms belonged to actual women, because of the way they moved. Lubricant glistened wetly around each puckered anus and she could see each girl had her pussy stuffed full. Rows of anal toys lay on the tops of the cabinets, clearly meant for test insertions. Rows of interested buyers kept stepping up the exposed bottoms, slapping them, spanking them, and then picking up instruments that ranged from thin, hard plastic beads on a wire to huge silicone dildoes, only to work them into the offered orifice. Jenni felt a momentary surge of jealousy, trying to imagine what it would be like to spend the day bent over, both holes constantly being stuffed and played with, unable to see whomever was messing around with you. One of the girls was in the throes of orgasm.

Her mind went back to the principal’s office and her sex tightened again, pulsing. He’d paint her clitoris too, working the little brush right up under her hood, just as the salesman selling the CrystalBond had. She touched her clit, feeling the swollen, sensitive nub tingle. And why stop there? What if he drew a pair of wet lines down the insides of her thighs? Or along her labia? Then Jenni blinked, gulping. What if he painted the CrystalBond on the bottoms of her feet? Just along the arches? She’d be a screaming, twitching, thrashing mess!

Another larger booth held a variety of bondage furniture. Several different styles of X shaped frames stood in a row, made from a variety of materials, though none of them sported a model. A little further back were both standard wooden stocks, and then more modern steel versions. The principal stopped with appreciation, gazing at a steel arch that formed the lower half of a three-legged restraint bench. A beautiful blond girl was stretched out upon it, her legs not only pulled outward, but downward along two of the arches, straps holding her in place at the ankle, knee, and thigh. Her torso was bent backward over the rest of the frame, arms drawn above her head and bound. Her skin glistened with oil, her nipples caught in a pair of guillotine clamps, and a fucking machine capped with a massive green rubber dildo was moving in and out of her. The saleswoman stood near the machine, whipping the girl’s pussy with a quirt, the leather smacking the little pink nub right above where the dildo was penetrating.

Jenni licked her lips as she watched, realizing only after the surge of pleasure came from her loins, that she had slipped a hand between her legs and was rubbing her clit in gentle circles. She closed her eyes, but rather than the incredible torment in front of her, she pictured herself in his office, covered in CrystalBond, cumming over and over, her skin crawling.

“Come along,” he said, startling her. She opened her eyes. The blonde was quivering, clearly on the edge of orgasm, and Jenni let out a soft moan. She felt the familiar tingle, the surge of arousal and the sated feeling she’d experienced after the Parrot’s Perch disappeared in a rush.

Jenni walked beside the principal, staring at each successive torment, imagining herself in the same predicament. Most of them excited her, the helplessness of each situation a turn-on itself. She imagined being secured while strangers randomly stuck different toys in her ass, all while a churning vibrator swirled around her insides. Or being bent over that arched bench, slick and covered with oil, getting pounded by a giant green dildo, while the principal whipped her pussy between each stroke. Emotionally she could feel herself responding to those ideas, but it was her body that got to the finish line first, her sex slick and ready, quivering desperately around the vibrator. She wanted him to punish her.

“Ah,” the principal said, stopping in front of another booth. “This looks perfect.”

Jenni looked over at the booth. It was another furniture display, with X frames and racks, but it was a fancy looking leather bench near the front, built into a heavy wooden frame. Positioned in the very middle were two posts, so that if someone were laying on the bench, the posts would be centered above their chest. Some sort of dark metal insets were embedded in the posts and Jenni realized it was so that the dark polished wooden stock, laid horizontally above the bench, could be lowered or raised.

The principal propelled her forward and a young man wearing a blue polo shirt and tan slacks approached. He had on a name tag that said “Dustin” and he looked down at Jenni. His eyes traced the still visible marks on her breasts, and then lingered for a moment on the dark pink folds of her well beaten sex.

“Well, this young lady must be the naughtiest girl here at the Discipline Expo,” he said with a grin. “She looks like she’s been already given a proper thrashing in all the right places!” He gave Jenni a little wink. “Has she learned her lesson? Or does she need another round?”

“She most certainly needs another round,” the principal said wryly, pointing at the unique bench. “Every part of her.”

Dustin nodded and gave Jenni another appreciative look. “Well, Lock, Stock, and Barrel is the perfect approach to securing wayward girls who need to be given the attention they deserve. And you’ve got a discerning eye, sir. This model is our horizontal stock. Made of carbon steel, oak, and with genuine leather padding, this device is hand constructed, delivered and then set up by one of our technicians. We even bring one of our Lock, Stock, and Barrel models to rigorously test it, right in front of you. But what makes our horizontal stock so much better that our competitors is one simple thing…” he gestured at the device. “Angles.”

“Angles?” The principal asked.

Dustin held out his hand to Jenni and she took it. He pulled her into the booth and right up to the horizontal stock. Jenni didn’t see anything different to it, at least not until he positioned her right next to the stock itself.

“Look at the holes,” he told her with a smug smile.

Jenni looked. First, she noticed there were six holes. Two very small ones, about ten inches apart and only an inch in width, were drilled straight through the thick piece of wood. Another twelve inches out from the smaller holes were a pair of matching wrist sized openings. Like the first two smaller holes, they were drilled straight through. But the last pair of openings, far out near the ends of the stocks, were angled, almost at twenty degrees. Jenni blinked, trying to figure out how it worked.

“Ready to see how it works?” Dustin asked.

The principal nodded and Dustin quickly opened the stock. The wooden frame split in two, right along the center beam and each of the holes opened into halves. A hinge on the end kept everything together and Dustin turned toward Jenni.

“Sit and then lay down,” he told her.

Jenni, already feeling the tension, obeyed immediately. She had to duck her head a bit to get under the part of the stock that was still above her, but she scooted properly and Dustin nodded when she was in the right spot, with her soft breasts right under the beam.

“Now, lift your hands and put your wrists into the holes.”

“Will the bondage cuffs interfere?" The principal asked quickly. Dustin shook his head.

“No. The inside of each opening is lined with compression foam. Durable and easy to clean, it secures without restricting blood flow, and in the case of her bondage cuffs, will form and latch around them perfectly. Same with her ankles.” He tapped Jenni’s knee. “I’m going to lift your legs now. Your responsibility is to keep your hands right where they are.”

Jenni nodded, excitement coursing through her. She’d realized how she was going to end up as Dustin grabbed both her ankles and folded her in half. She let out a quiet groan. Sure enough, her feet were suddenly in the air, her ankles pressed to the half-openings at the furthest ends of the stock. It spread her open, not uncomfortably, but definitely, leaving her bottom slightly upturned. Dustin pushed her ankles into place in the angled holes and then deftly shut the stock.

“You can relax now,” he told her.

And that was that. Jenni realized she was solidly and totally incapacitated. She wiggled her feet and hands, testing the strength of the restraint and found that her movement had been highly limited. She couldn’t even really swing her hips! The width of the stock above her made it impossible to move, as pressures on her forearms and shins kept her locked in place.

“As you can see,” Dustin continued, running his hand down Jenni’s leg, from her knee to her flank, “she is completely helpless and exposed. In this position, you have access to her bottom, her thighs, the soles of her feet, and her pussy, each part of her ready to be spanked, whipped, clamped, waxed… practically any kind of discipline or punishment you wish to inflict.”

The principal nodded, looking down at Jenni’s exposed groin. Her petals were soaked and from the way she was twitching her hips, she was clearly tightening around the vibrator, undoubtedly reacting to the fact that it was no longer buzzing, since her shoes were up in the air, the buttons on the bottoms no longer triggered by her steps. He reached up and removed the first shoe, baring the sweet arch of her foot. Dustin blinked, but then quickly removed the other high heel, handing it over. If he noticed how Jenni gasped and twitched, moaning a moment later as the principal pushed one of the high heels in his bag, but held onto the other one, tapping the sole, Dustin didn’t say.

“And what if I wanted to punish her breasts?” The principal asked.

Dustin held up a finger. “An excellent question. While the placement of the stock does inhibit most striking punishments, we’ve developed an intriguing enhancement.” He turned, grabbed a sheet covered cart, and rolled it over to Jenni’s supine form. With a flourish, he yanked the cloth off. Jenni couldn’t see what was on the top tray, but from the pleased look on the Principal’s face, whatever it was would be intense. Dustin picked up an item and held it up. Jenni peered at it through her arms and legs. It was a clamp. A clover clamp, dangling from a three foot length of twine, the end forming a loop. Dustin threaded it onto a dowel with a small hook. Then he came around and Jenni flinched as the clamp almost bopped her on the nose. He pinched it open and she grimaced as it bit down on her sore nipple, squeezing it tight.

“Secure the clamp here, then thread the line up through the stock!” He demonstrated, pushing the dowel up through the narrow hole above her breast. He snagged the line and set the dowel down. “From here, you could secure it to the stock itself, but what I like to do is tie it to her toes.” He slipped the loop over Jenni’s big toe. Then the chain went taut. Jenni let out a little squeal a second later as her left breast was suddenly tugged upward. The clamp tightened even more and a shard of pain shot through her. Worse, it forced her to keep her foot in one position. Even rolling her ankle now meant yanking on her breast.

The principal picked up the matching clamp and line and handed it over to Dustin. “How inventive. Her own movements provide the torment.”

Dustin nodded and clamped Jenni’s other tit. She winced, panting as he quickly pushed the dowel upward through the block, then looped the twine around her other toe. A few seconds later both of her breasts were secured to her own feet, with absolutely no slack. If she pointed her toes at all, she’d pull on her own breasts. Jenni tested it, wincing with acute discomfort. 

The principal nodded, then glanced at the cart. Dustin grinned.

“Feel free to use everything there, especially if this little schoolgirl deserves some punishment. I want the crowd to see just how effective the horizontal stock can be when restraining a recalcitrant girl who needs to be disciplined!”

The principal pulled something off the tray and then reached down between Jenni’s legs. His fingers found the base of the vibrator, pulling it out of her slippery hole, holding it up. She mewled a little, but then gasped as he began pushing a replacement into her sex. It was thick and wide and then it popped into her with a thud.

“A simple vibrating egg,” he told her. But then the motor inside it started up and Jenni gasped as the vibrations surged into her. It was much, much better than the vibrator! She tightened around it and groaned. “Now we begin at the top,” the principal said simply, setting the vibrator down on the cart. He picked something else up and moved into position next to her, opposite the aisle, so as not to block the view of anyone wishing to witness Jenni’s punishment.

It was a leather sap he held, wickedly flexible, perfectly nimble, and firm from the handle to the business end. She caught a glimpse of it only a second before the leather head slapped down hard on the sole of her right foot. First, a bitter sting shot through her leg, right to her pussy, but then a sharp heat blossomed and Jenni screeched. Involuntarily, her ankle twisted, her body trying to mitigate the pain, but that yanked yard on the twine running from her big toe to the clamp on her right nipple. As designed, the clover clamp tightened even more on her tender tip, pinching harder as the pressure pulling on the base increased. Jenni squealed and it took her several seconds to connect the cause and effect. She sucked in a hard breath against the bite of the clamp, but then her left foot exploded into bristling heat and her toes jerked, again involuntarily, only to yank the other side of her chest upward painfully.

“Sir?” Dustin asked as the principal raised the sap again, ready to give Jenni’s right foot another blow. He paused and looked over at the attendant. “Would it be alright for me to tease her clit while you’re doing that?”

The principal considered it for a moment, then nodded. “Certainly. She’s not permitted orgasm of course, especially while she’s being punished.”

Dustin’s eyebrow went up and then a mischievous grin crossed his face. To the principal’s surprise, Dustin dropped to his knees and without a second’s hesitation, brought his mouth down on Jenni’s still engorged clitoris, just as the principal left another blistering blow to the sole of her right foot.

Too many sensations shot through the girl’s tiny frame at once. There was the burning heat of the sap spanking the bottom of her foot. The violent twitch of her arch, toes pointing forward as the pain made her ankle roll. Then came the awful and agonizing pull on her nipple, the clamp tightening even as her flesh was stretched. She could feel the pincers closing down, gnawing on her flesh, tighter and tighter. Inside her pussy the vibrations rumbled and rolled, sending spasms rippling through her loins. And then… then… the utter perfection as a soft mouth slurped and sucked and tongued the most sensitive part of her body. Her hips rolled forward, thrusting up into Dustin’s mouth, practically trying to fuck his chin, which actually penetrated somewhat into her lower opening. He brought his hand up, running a finger through the copious fluids, even as the principal moved back to her left foot, leaving another hot stroke on her burning sole. Lubed, Dustin drew downward, only to plunge his finger into her bottom, making sure she was completely fucked.

Quickly a pattern developed and the hard, ferocious paddling of Jenni’s feet elicited a series of squeals and shrieks from the bound and trembling girl. But even though it felt like the bottoms of her feet had become pools of hot lava, burning into her marrow, and her nipples throbbed angrily, yanked violently with each blow, it was the vibrations and sucking of her pussy and clitoris that had the most effect. Even the pain only seemed to accentuate the simultaneous pleasure, her mixed up brain unable to differentiate or separate the sensations. The sharp spanking continued as Dustin licked and stabbed his tongue against her clit, his forefinger buried up to the knuckle in her ass, pumping. She couldn’t help herself, crooning between the agonized squeals of her punishment, sexual pressure blooming and growing until it became even worse than the heat coming from her soles.

It wasn’t just ten strokes to each foot, for a total of twenty. It was twenty strokes to each foot, which required forty separate blows and by the time Jenni had endured all of them she was screeching. Pain lanced through her soles, into her breasts, and only the fact that Dustin had continued sucking on her clit, licking and stabbing it, working her into a frenzied froth, had kept her from falling apart. She didn’t know what her feet looked like, but it felt like she’d just walked across hot coals. Then the principal returned to the cart, put down the sap, and lifted a small tube of lotion. He returned to her upturned and captured soles and began gently soothing the burns caused by his paddle. His fingers slid over her tormented flesh and she quivered, the pleasure of it overwhelming the pain. Dustin continued to lick her clitoris, one finger in her ass, his thumb inside her pussy, pressing on the vibrating egg.

“Now for her thighs,” declared the principal, taking up the paddle. The spanking of Jenni’s feet had drawn a crowd and there were appreciative murmurs as the principal moved into position. He didn’t disrupt Dustin’s oral ministrations, instead aiming for the exposed middle of her flank, between her rump and her knee. The paddle landed with a sharp crack and Jenni let out a high pitched shriek, her feet once more jerking, which pulled on the twine, yanking on the clamps, twisting and squeezing her nipples even harder. Her leg shook and he leaned across her and snapped the paddle against the opposite leg in the same spot.

Like her feet, the principal gave each tender thigh twenty strokes, leaving her skin flushed red, hot, and stinging. Jenni’s body translated the pain into movement and she could barely hold still as she squealed and cried out with each successive blow. Soon the muscles in her legs were jumping and quivering in frantic spasms, completely unrelated to her desired movements. And there were desired movements. She tried to hold her feet still, to keep her twisting toes from yanking on the nipple clamps. And her hips rotated in a constant upward grind, her sex pressing hard against Dustin’s wriggling tongue. Had the principal hit her thighs in exactly the same place, it might have been easier for her to bear, but he would leave one blow high, just beneath her knee, then another midway along the back of her leg, and another on the very tender, inner part, inches from her sex.

Finally, he tapped Dustin’s head. “It’s time for her spanking.”

Dustin looked up. His face was soaked with Jenni’s juices, her clit huge and protruding. He nodded and stood, wiping his face with his hand. The principal glanced at the cart. With his free hand, he picked up the large Hitachi Massager, a massive tool capped with a large, white bulb. He switched it on, setting it to the most intense setting possible, then moved it down between Jenni’s thighs, pressing the soft end of the bulb directly against her clitoris.

The sound that came out of Jenni’s mouth didn’t change, even though she moved from agonized ecstasy to ecstatic agony. The intensity of the stimulation being inflicted upon her shifted. She still felt the vibration of the egg inside her pussy, but the difference between Dustin’s tongue, which had been maddeningly wonderful, and the vibrational roar of the massager, which pushed her violently toward over-stimulation, was remarkably intense. She grimaced, teeth clenched, a high-pitched squeal coming from her mouth, even as her lower half jerked and bucked and thrust against the torment.

The same paddle the principal had used on the bottoms of her feet and then on her thighs suddenly snapped viciously against her right flank. She felt the sting, but frankly, the pleasure erupting from her sex almost obliterated it. The morphing heat was lost completely and even a few subsequent blows failed to cut through the intensity of the clitoral sensitization. He realized it of course. Her blooming arousal, the way she was panting, mewling, crying out, her back arched as much as the stocks would allow, her clenched teeth, all of it were indications that he needed to hit harder.

So he did.


Part Eleven - Seducing Faculty is a Violation

Dustin watched the girl’s punishment with a look of awe. No one had used the Horizontal Stock to deliver a full round of corporal punishment during the entire Expo, but the principal was clearly intent on doing it. Even more bizarrely, the girl on the stock looked like she’d already been through multiple punishments already, her skin flushed and marked, her sex raw and tender, and here she was, bucking and fucking the massager as if each successive blow of the man’s leather paddle only pushed her closer toward climax. Dustin shook his head, realizing that she was an utter masochist, one of those rare girls who didn’t just use pain to emphasize pleasure, but actually got off on the hurt itself. There was no other way to explain it.

Spank after spank landed on the girl’s rump, the paddle flicking quickly back and forth between one cheek and the other. Within half a dozen blows, her skin had started to turn pink. At a dozen, red marks were appearing, shaped like the paddle he wielded. But even at that point, her hips were rolling as she ground herself against the massager. Dustin half wondered if the man was trying to make her cum, despite his earlier statement that orgasm was prohibited. The massager wasn’t just pressed hard against her clit. He was moving it, rolling it around, rubbing, intensifying the sensation. Dustin was shocked she hadn’t cum already. Maybe she’d already had a few orgasms, making it more difficult to achieve climax. He watched as the last few blows to her ass left her screaming, feet twitching, her breasts jerked and pulled upward as her toes curled and pointed. Her nipples were dark red, crushed between the tightened clover clamps and Dustin marveled at her endurance.

The principal lifted the massager from her sex and the crowd couldn’t help noticing the way her swollen clitoris stuck out. He half expected shouts, suggestions on what to do next, but no one said a word. Maybe some of them were sorry for the little schoolgirl, bound and punished to extremes. Maybe some of them knew what he was going to do next. Either way, she still had punishments to endure. The horizontal stock had given him the opportunity to inflict the spanking, and he had converted two of the punishments due to her pussy into strokes for the bottoms of her feet and to her thighs. Three of the six demerits paid for. Now it was time for her to endure the final beating.

He left the vaginal egg inside her, still buzzing away, but he put down the massager. There would be no external stimulation during the final punishment, other than the paddle itself. They were past that point. Her clit was already perfectly stimulated, swollen and pink and ready. Between Dustin’s tongue and the Hitachi massager, she was so close to the edge that even the slightest softness would push her over. Her sweet little body quivered and twitched, overloaded from so many sensations, that he wondered what her response would be when the paddle finally landed on the apex of her sex. He lifted the sap up and then without hesitation, snapped it down firmly, aiming for the top of her gash, the flexible leather slapping wetly into her folds.

Jenni’s world went white and her eyes closed as her back arched and she wailed. She felt the tension on her wrists and ankles as her body struggled against the stocks holding her in place, but then the burning heat flashing up from her clitoris and pussy flooded through her, washing away the other hurts and needs. Her sex clenched hard, squeezing the vibrating egg. Another stroke landed, even before the heat had burned away.

The sound the paddle made as it landed was a heady mixture, a moist crack that sounded more like the palm of one’s hand slapping into wet mud. He aimed for her clit with each blow, but the length of the paddle meant that almost her entire sex was targeted. Her labia were smashed open, her clit mashed into paste. Her body jerked each time he hit her, a warbling screech coming from her mouth. The crowd around the booth quivered with excitement, watching as the naughty waif was tormented and punished.

Some might have encouraged him to hit her more quickly. A fiery surge of blows in rapid succession might have prevented what happened next. But the principal knew exactly what he was doing, each stroke to her defenseless sex spaced so perfectly that there was no doubt in his mind of the outcome. By the tenth blow to her pulsing, quivering quim she was thrusting up to meet him. Even softening the strokes slightly didn’t slow her response. He smacked her pussy hard on the fifteenth and her resulting scream startled the crowd. They stared in rapt astonishment as the orgasm exploded through her, a stream of fluid shooting out from her exposed sex, almost hitting the principal as he leaned over to give her another stroke.

He paused the punishment as she shook violently, her tiny frame a leaf in a windstorm. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head and the principal grabbed the massager again, flicking it on, only to mash it down on her clit, right as she was in the middle of the orgasm. The effect was priceless. Electrifying even. The climax continued, more gushing fluids pouring out of her sex, drenching the bench of the horizontal stock, her trembling frame looking for all the worlds like a bowl of pudding stuck in an earthquake. Her teeth rattled as spasms rippled along her body and for over a full minute, she experienced wave after wave of orgasmic energy, until finally her feet slumped, her body relaxing as her head rolled to the side.

Dustin moved first, checking on the girl as the principal looked up. The massager was still on her clit and he didn’t move it, even as Dustin peeled one of her eyelids up. Her glassy eyed stare made it clear that she’d lost consciousness, the orgasm so strong and overwhelming, that her brain couldn’t handle the physical sensations. But Dustin saw she was breathing just fine and he nodded at the principal.

“Um…”

The principal sighed in frustration and pulled the massager back. He thumbed it off with a shake of his head, then set both the Hitachi wand and the sap on the cart. He bent back down to Jenni’s dripping snatch and reached in, his fingers snagging the egg shaped vibrator. He pulled it out, turning it off, and set that down too. He looked up, realizing that Dustin was already removing the clamps on her breasts, untying the twine from her toes. Maybe it was the pain of her nipples being released, the blood surging back into the crushed tips, that roused her, but suddenly she gasped, groaning and whimpering, turning her head left and right, eyes blinking.

The principal left her there, gesturing to Dustin and the two men stepped to the side as the principal arranged for the purchase of a Horizontal Stocks, to be delivered to the school. It took them five minutes to make the exchange and Jenni lay there in a puddle of her own cum, her feet throbbing and caught next to her wrists. Finally Dustin came and opened the stocks and she unfolded with a groan. Her legs fell downward and Dustin caught them, gently lowering them. Still, her bare little feet touched the floor first and she let out a pained hiss as her still throbbing soles grazed the carpet. She pulled them up, holding her feet in the air.

She looked up at the principal, who was standing expectantly above her. “Hurts,” she whimpered.

“I have no doubt. That was the point. I would say that the punishment is designed to encourage you to exert some self-control, but considering that the idea was to eliminate four of the six punishments you had earned, it’s fairly obvious that spanking the bottoms of your feet was insufficient.”

Jenni blinked, trembling a little. She gulped. “How… how many do I still have?” She asked, still clearly having trouble thinking. Her body was a riot of sensation. She hurt in so many places, deep throbbing aches, with an underlying current of sexual need, that it confused her.

“The spanking to your rear has been delivered, and I converted two of the pussy whippings you’ve earned for unauthorized orgasm into beatings of your thighs and feet. Had you successfully endured the pussy paddling, you would right now be looking at only two punishments left. One for your breasts, and another for your sex. Unfortunately, you lost control. Again. During the pussy punishment, which negated what I did to you. You will not earn credit for that paddling. In addition, cumming during a punishment is a violation. Which means one punishment for your breasts, and three for your pussy. So you still have sixty strokes, or their equivalent, for me to inflict upon your sex.”

Jenni closed her eyes, a sliver of fear going through her. But the principal held up his hand. “I recognize that you need some time to recuperate before I sensitize your clit again. We will take another break at the Refreshment Area, allowing you to rehydrate.”

Jenni glanced down the aisle. “I’m… I’m not sure I can walk there,” she admitted. “At least, not yet.” She tried setting her feet down again, winced with a hiss, and pulled them up.

“Then you may crawl,” he replied.

For a moment, their eyes met but then she nodded. Slowly, she twisted off the bench and slipped to the floor, making sure that her feet didn’t touch the ground. Her knees landed and then she caught herself with her hands. Her beautiful breasts dangled beneath her and the freshly spanked globes of her ass swung into full view. The principal smiled at the redness. She looked incredible. He reached down, clipping the leash she had worn earlier to her collar.

“Now you look like a cute little dog.”

Jenni managed a wry smile. “I’d need doggie ears, sir. And a tail.”

“Don’t tempt me,” he replied. “There was a vendor on the second aisle selling furry tailed butt plugs.” He checked his bag to make sure that everything was in it, including her shoes and vibrator, then pulled her out into the busy aisle. It wasn’t easy, but she managed to crawl along beside him as they pushed through. For Jenni, the lower perspective actually made it easier. She didn’t have a good view of the various torments going on. But she could still hear them. The high-pitched cries of countless girls getting paddled, spanked, and whipped were an unmistakable chorus. She knew her own voice had added quite impressively to the mix and she wondered just how long it would be before she did it again.

As they made their way to the refreshment center for a second time, she was able to take stock of her physical condition. Her body ached in unusual ways, as if she had been stretched out and she could feel the residual tension in her thighs, arms, and calves. Her breasts were sore and tender and even the slightest touch to her nipples felt intense. She could still feel the raised welts of the cane marks though. Her thighs were already starting to sport the first sign of bruising, but unless she pushed on the muscle, it didn't actually hurt. Her bottom still smarted, but she knew that the little leather paddle the principal had used on her ass wasn’t big enough to cause the massive dark blue bruises that she’d already seen on some girls. In fact, she doubted he’d even hit her ass hard enough to leave any serious bruises. Her pussy was probably the most confusing source of sensation. Her petals and clit were sore from the beating, but surprisingly, that was it. Just sore. Her quick exploration only netted her wet fingers, which indicated something much more disturbing.

She was still aroused.

Jenni didn’t really understand why, though she accepted it. She’d cum almost a dozen times by her count, each successive orgasm resulting in additional punishment and sensitization. The principal had told several people that she was a masochist, and she supposed that must be true. How else to explain the fact that she was already thinking about the next thing she wanted jammed into her pussy.

She looked up at the principal, wondering if he’d be open to the idea.

It took her another moment, but she finally realized what hurt the most. It was her feet. Between walking around in the high heels, the first caning she’d received across the arches, then that blistering forty strokes across her soles, left the bottoms of her feet hot and strained. She could feel the stress in her arches, and then down to her toes. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to rub them, or cover them with some of that muscle cream, but she knew the last thing she wanted to do was walk on them again. At least for a little while.

He led her straight to the sitting area, not that she had a choice, as she was still being led around by the leash, but she was more than a little surprised when he selected a table with two chairs, and neither of them had a phallus. She remained on the floor, kneeling, curiously looking up at him.

“Sir? Shouldn’t you start sensitizing my pussy?” She asked, trying to hide her confusion. Or was it disappointment? But she knew she wanted something inside her. The principal looked down at her, one eyebrow up. He sensed her disappointment, but then it seemed to morph into something more predatory.

“I felt that we needed to give you time to recover properly before we begin the next cycle of sensitization and the punishment. Why? Did you really want to be impaled again?”

Jenni didn’t hesitate, not for an instant. In fact, she was already nodding her head eagerly. “Yes sir,” she blurted out, her cheeks turning red. She knew what she needed to ask. Even if it was going to mean another punishment. A bad one. She averted her eyes a bit. “But… sir? I… um… have a… a request.”

The principal, looking just a bit disturbed by her voraciousness, blinked. She took his lack of response as permission.

“Sir? I’ve had a dozen orgasms. What I really, really want inside me next is you.”

His surprise was evident and he sat down in the chair with a thud. Jenni grinned and moved into a kneeling position, still keeping the bottoms of her feet off the floor. Her right hand moved up to his thigh, the heavy leather bondage cuff ringing lightly as the metal loop rattled. But then her fingers found the bulge in the front of his trousers. It was more than firm. Hard even, and she wormed her way between his knees, moving under the table.

“Jenni,” he said roughly. “While I am permitted to sensitize you in that manner, I don’t think this is the right time or place for…” But her other hand came up, focusing on the zipper. The sound of it sliding down was soft and then her questing fingers were exploring the cloth cave, finding the monster she was looking for. It came out, practically erupting toward her face, and she grabbed it quickly by the base.

“Jenni,” he admonished, even as she brought her mouth down. “Don’t. This is a school violation. You’re attempting to seduce a faculty member. The punishment for this is much, much worse than what you’ve been getting so far.”

Jenni glanced up at him for half a second, then engulfed his cock with her mouth.

His shaft was thick and perfect. Not too long, or wide. Some might have said it was average sized, but for Jenni, who was familiar with phallic lengths ranging from four to ten inches, his respectable six were more than enough for her. She bobbed her head, swirling her tongue around, the scent of him heady in her nose. She heard him groan and his legs spread a bit more, giving her the opportunity to deep-throat him.

But as she engulfed his cock, her free hand slipped down her own body, straight to the cleft between her legs. Her clit was sore and tender, but that sensation only heightened her arousal as she spread the wetness already blooming between her legs over the engorged nub. She moaned softly, the hum of her sound vibrating into his shaft and she began working herself into a froth, masturbating as she pushed the principal closer and closer to the precipice she herself had fallen from so many times.

Suddenly he scooted back, reaching under the table for her. She let out a surprised gasp as she was forced from his cock, but then he was pulling her up onto her feet. There was a momentary surge of discomfort from her soles and then she was in his lap. His hands positioned her, lifting her slight frame up and suddenly they were face to face, eyes meeting as her legs straddled his lap. It only took another second and she felt the tip of him slide against her petals. Her eyes widened and then she nodded desperately. A second later she was impaled, his shaft deep inside her.

Her face was so close to his. She rolled her hips, thrusting, then put her toes down. It was enough leverage and she began bouncing with each rocking push. She leaned back, feeling the edge of the table against her spine and closed her eyes with wanton delight. He felt incredible. Finally. The real thing! She felt his hands on her breasts, cupping the welted and still hot flesh. His thumbs grazed her nipples, teasing the tips into hard points, even as her sex quivered and cupped his member. Then he pinched, lightly twisting her nubs. Even that little bit of movement felt insanely intense. She mewled with pleasure, putting her elbows on the table, getting leverage to move her hips even more.

He gave her nipples a light flick, making the sore tips jump before once more catching them between his fingers. She continued bucking on his cock as he applied pressure, once more twisting them slightly, emulating the same torment applied by the suction pasty clamps. But unlike the pasties, he could see and adjust both the pressure and the torque. He realized that the simple four or five degree twist was insufficient. She wanted, even needed, just a bit more. He doubled the distance and Jenni gritted her teeth, quivering as the little surges of perfect pain shot through her breasts. She opened her eyes, pushing up from the table, one hand braced behind her, the other going around to the back of his neck.

“I’m… I’m a… bad girl,” she breathed, her body writhing and pumping on his shaft. “I seduced… you. That’s a… that’s a violation… are you… going to… punish me?” She gasped through the words, her voice warbling as he thrust himself through her.

He nodded, almost as if he didn’t trust himself to speak. A mix of emotion and physical need flickered across his face. She leaned in even more. “My pussy,” she whispered. “It’s the spot… that needs it… the worst.”

“Your… entire body… will suffer… for this,” he grunted, his hips pistoning through her loins. She could feel the way his cock jerked inside her and she tightened down on him.

They moved in sync and she leaned back toward him, her breasts against his chest, her mouth so close to his they might have kissed. “I need to be… tied open,” she breathed, still grinding, “my legs spread… so much that I’m doing… the splits. And then… I need to have… my bottom… my breasts… my pussy… spanked… and clamped… and whipped… until I’m screaming,” she told him.

The principal clenched his teeth, struggling for control. “I… know!” He gasped. Then he grabbed her, slipping his hands around her buttocks. He stood, fully lifting her, still impaled upon his shaft, and set her on the table. Jenni groaned as she laid back and then he was pounding into her, thrusting fast and hard and frantically. Her little bare feet hung in the air, wiggling as she was rocked. Her body quivered around him and she brought her hands up to her own scored bosom, fingers digging into the flesh, ignoring the thin welts, finding her tender nipples and pinching them tightly. She cried out, the rush and surge inside her building. Her back arched and she tensed, ready for the last push toward climax.

He slammed himself deep into her well, sheathing himself completely in her hot and slippery depths. Ribbons of his fluid squirted into her and he groaned in relief even as she tightened, chest heaving, a flurry of ecstatic spasms rippling through her frame. Her body tightened around him and her eyes closed as she clenched her teeth. Feeling him cum inside her, the way his cock surged and quivered, was the final straw. She wriggled her hips as their fluids mixed, both of them cumming. Energy flowed through her, like a locomotive barreling by, thundering sound and pressure. She clenched around his shaft, teeth clenched as he groaned, freezing in place, his member buried to the hilt in her depths. She shuddered, sucking in a breath, slowly beginning to relax as she felt his rigidness ebb. Jenni smiled, eyes closed, as he began to soften. But then he pulled away, leaving her splayed out on the table, legs spread, her pussy empty, leaking a stream of white cream and her own effluvium.

Slowly he settled back, dropping into the chair, his wet cock still exposed, a look of guilty frustration on his face. He stared at the girl lying on the table, his eyes tracing her familiar form, the perfect rondure of her breasts, the whorls of red marks across her bosom and along her pudenda, the slight indentations on either side of her nipples. Her pussy was slick, the white film of his ejaculate coating her petals. Her clitoris was bright pink and huge, standing upright, almost like a tiny cock itself. He ran his tongue across his teeth and almost bent forward again.

She lay there limp, eyes closed, the corners of her mouth curled upward in a wicked, self-satisfied smile.

“Lift your arms above your head,” he said, tucking his shaft back into his clothing, zipping up his trousers as she complied. “Spread your legs wider, to the very edges of the table.”

Her eyes opened and she lifted her head for a second, looking at him. But then she followed his commands, her chest rising and falling with deep, expectant breaths. She quivered, a thrill of satisfaction flowing through her. She raised both arms above her heads and spread her legs open, to the very edges of the table, until her sore little bare feet dangled down to either side. She expected his hand, or maybe his mouth.

“You will remain in this position until I return,” he said abruptly.

Jenni’s eyelids popped open and saw that he had stepped away from her. “Sir?”

“I’ll be back,”  insisted the principal. “You will remain in position.”

She nodded slightly, tensing her arms and legs, but glanced around. She was laying on a table in the recuperation area and people were watching. She felt vulnerable and exposed, which she suspected was exactly the way he wanted her. “Um… sir? Aren’t I supposed to be punished for seducing a faculty member? And for having another orgasm?”

He paused, staring down at her. Then he put a hand on her breast, his thumb going back and forth across her tender nipple. Pain flickered across her face, even from that light touch. She could see the conflict in his eyes.

“Jenni, the punishment for seducing a faculty member is much, much worse than anything you’ve endured today. And you still must endure a punishment to your breasts, and three punishments to your pussy, and you want to add more?”

She gulped, their eyes meeting. “Four,” she replied quietly.

“Four? Four what?”

“Four punishments. For my pussy. I had an orgasm. Another one. While we were…” she went silent and glanced down at her exposed loins, still wet. 

He stared at her for a long moment, then pinched her nipple, just enough to make her suck in a breath.

“Like I said, remain in position.” Then he let her go.

She watched him, then arched her neck to keep him in sight as he went to the concession stand. He stood in line for several minutes. For Jenni, it was difficult. Her body shouted out in a variety of ways. She could still feel the fluids leaking from her slit, the press of the edge of the table against her thighs, the way the muscles in her legs strained as she lay there, doing the splits, her bare little feet dangling down on each side of the table. Even her arms, stretched out above her head, ached slightly, twitching as she resisted the urge to touch herself.

Again, she closed her eyes. The entire day had been a whirlwind of sexual delights and torments and she found herself remembering each and every one of them. Each orgasm, each punishment, and how it left her feeling, seemed to echo through her mind. She replayed the extremes, when her body was screaming for release, or twisting with agonizing ecstasy. It made things worse, a crawling itch going through her groin and her fingers quivered with the urge to satisfy her own cravings.

He returned a moment later and she sensed him slide something down on the table next to her. She opened her eyes to see him leaning over, something small and green in his hand. She didn’t flinch as he brought it down toward her left nipple, but she sucked in a breath as she spotted the tines, recognizing the tiny object.

“An orchid clamp,” he confirmed, as if sensing her trepidation. “With a clever addition.” He positioned the little green object so that the tender tip of her breast was right between the still open tines. She knew how diabolical orchid clamps were. The tines would dig into her skin, but wouldn’t be able to apply enough pressure to impede circulation, meaning her nipple wouldn’t go numb. Instead, her heart would push through the constriction, pain throbbing through the tip. She gritted her teeth, wincing as the first shard of discomfort shot through her tit.

He held up another one of the clamps and she closed her eyes, biting her lip, resigned to enduring the same torment on the other side of her chest. She felt the bite, her nipple pinched between the tines, but not crushed. She let out a low groan, wincing. But then she felt his touch somewhere else and she jerked her head upright as a third orchid clamp tightened down on her clitoris. Her hand jerked toward her loins but he caught her wrist. Her legs snapped together, the pressure acute, but then he was pulling her upright. She suddenly was sitting on the table, her face inches from his, the clamps on her breasts touching his chest, already throbbing with acute discomfort. She felt a tingling from her clit.

“I won’t turn them on until after you drink and eat.” He pointed downward. There was a plate of fruit and another bottle of water. She sat there, trying to cope with the fresh waves of hurt, only for him to scoop her up, his hands under her ass, putting her into the opposite chair.

She was still disappointed that there wasn’t a phallus. It might have distracted her from the growing pain of the clamps. Her nipples were already throbbing hard and her young heart was powering each pulse of tightness. Her clit was in slightly better shape, its softness easing the pressure. She gulped and quickly began to eat, then sipping water.

She glanced down at the clamp on her nipple. The clamp itself was familiar to her, but someone had glued something to the top, which is why it was heavier than a usual orchid clamp. About the size of a coin and as thick as a cell phone, she could see a series of little gold rectangles positioned haphazardly across the surface. A small cellophane piece of plastic stuck out at the side.

“What is this for?” She asked him, looking up while pointing at the tab.

The principal sipped his coffee, sitting across from her. “Pull it. Just don’t pull the clamp off.”

She licked her lips, wondering if she was about to make things worse for herself. It took both hands, but she gripped the little piece of plastic and pulled. The piece came out and suddenly there was a flash of light. Red and orange color blinked in a pattern, while at the same time a tiny, but rather impressive vibration shot through the clamp and into her nipple. Jenni gasped as the tip of her breast contracted, the sudden introduction of the oscillating wave in combination with the pressure and throbbing changing the stimulation into something much more difficult to cope with. Her thighs came together as her pussy tightened and she suddenly realized that the lights she’d seen on other girls had been these clamps!

Except, now she was the girl wearing them. She licked her lips and quickly pulled the tab on the other clamp, the one on her right nipple. It began flashing in the same color pattern and she felt the vibrations. She sucked in a breath, suddenly feeling the rekindling of her arousal and she looked across the table at him, her hand already sliding down to the wet slit between her legs.

He seemed to read her mind. “Activate it now, and you will still be responsible for any unauthorized orgasms you have. You are still facing four punishments. One to your breasts, and three to your pussy.”

She stared at him, eyes penetrating. “Four to my pussy sir. And I also need to be punished for seducing a faculty member,” she whispered. Her fingers tightened on the clamp tab.

He took a deep breath and looked like he was wrestling with the concept. Finally he let out a sigh and shrugged. “Four punishments to your pussy. One to your breasts. And punishment for seducing a faculty member,” he acceded.

It only took her a moment to pull the plastic tab free and the same color of red and orange lights began flashing at the apex of her pussy. Then the vibration hit her and she gasped, her knees coming together again involuntarily as the bundle of nerves in her clit were subjected to even more stimulation.

“Spread your legs to either side of the chair,” he ordered her. Trembling, she did, realizing too late that her sensitive clit was not going to be able to handle the new stimulation for any significant length of time without her cumming. Her eyes flickered to her food and she suddenly began gulping the bite-sized bits down.

“Hey, slow down. Chew,” the principal said with concern, but she finished off the fruit quickly, then chugged half the bottle of water. She finally took a moment to breathe.

He eyed her empty plate. “Do you feel ready to continue?” He asked? “Do you need to go to the restroom again?” He gave her a frank look.

Jenni gulped and shook her head. “Not right now, sir. And I’m very ready.”

His eyes narrowed. “You know what’s about to happen, right?”

She smiled slightly. “I’m going to get sensitized, I’m going to accidentally cum, earning a fifth punishment to my pussy, and then you’ll sensitize me again. I’ll then probably be tied up and open, my legs spread, so that my pussy can be whipped or spanked, and right in the middle of it, I’ll have another unauthorized orgasm, negating the punishment and earning me a sixth one.” She brought both hands up to her breasts, cupping them and giving the aching clamps a little shake. “I think that sounds about right.”

He stared at her in dismay. Finally he cleared his throat, sounding uncomfortable. “We… um… have just one more aisle to visit. There are two booths in particular that I want to stop at and I warn you, the most extreme punishments will be there.”

“Like the pylons?” She asked hesitantly, glancing over his shoulder. She still wondered what it would be like, strung upside down, her body oiled and whipped, stuffed with that huge, flashing vibrator. She glanced in that direction. The bound woman she’d seen dozens of times was once again raised high, her oiled skin glistening. Jenni could still only see her back and rump, but the bright flashing light of the strange phallus jammed into her pussy flashed and quivered.

He stood up without answering her question and she did as well. It was only after she took a couple of steps, following him as he took their trash to a nearby receptacle, that she realized the ache in her feet had subsided to tolerable levels. She didn’t need to crawl and she wasn’t even limping. He reattached her leash and led her back out onto the convention floor. He seemed to be looking for something in particular.

As they walked down the last aisle, Jenni’s eyes flickered left and right, just a little shocked at what she was seeing. The front of the convention floor had clearly been reserved for the tamer sensibilities, with the darker and more sadistic tortures reserved for the back of the discipline expo. One booth held a metal frame shaped like a doorway. A metal sphere a little larger than a basketball hung from the center of the top, completely encapsulating a woman’s head. She couldn’t see, and probably heard only a little through the ventilation holes on the sides and back. Each of her hands were bound into similar metal globes, pulled to the sides. But it was the fact that her legs were secured in place, so that she was forced to stand on a wooden platform filled with sharp, tiny spikes, that made Jenni gulp. She was also being whipped by a man with a flogger, across the breasts, buttocks, and pussy, and since the girl couldn’t see the strikes coming, she flinched only after the leather bit into her skin, dancing in pain.

Another booth held a table to which a beautiful brunette had been secured on her tummy. Her ankles and wrists were encapsulated in metal brackets and her butt stuck up high in the air, her lower half supported by a padded beam in the center. A massager was jammed up against her pussy, rumbling so fast that Jenni could hear it. But there was also a huge machine mounted on a frame immediately behind the girl, a massive dildo on a pole inserted into the girl’s ass. It was going in and out of her bottom at an unbelievably fast pace. She was being fucked so hard and rapidly, that her buttocks were jiggling as if she were riding a jackhammer. From the look on her face, she’d already had several orgasms.

Jenni spotted a wall in which the bottom half of three girls had been mounted, their legs pulled upward, ankles bound to the wall, their pussies and asses exposed, oiled, and dripping. A video monitor above each exposed vagina pictured the woman’s face in real time. On a table beneath the girls were product samples, an insane number of phallic objects that ranged from dildoes and vibrators to narrow bristle brushes, electric probes, and vaginal pears. Several people were testing out the various objects, jamming them into one of the available pussies in front of them, just to see how the girls would react. Jenni felt an immediate surge of jealousy.

In another booth, a pretty Asian girl with short hair had been secured with her legs spread wide apart to a metal frame, her body upright. A strange oblong bracket had been secured over her sex, causing her labia and clit to stick outward. Jenni realized a moment later that the bracket was actually some sort of hook, like a gynecologist’s speculum, penetrating the girl’s sex, holding the petals open. A small dangling bead hung from the bracket and it danced and jiggled, bouncing against her distended clit. Her arms were secured behind her back and she was bound to another post going up behind her. It must have been maddening because the girl was sobbing, begging for sexual relief. Instead, the attendant lifted a little paddle, moved the bead out of the way, and gave the girl a series of hard strokes until she let out a caustic scream. Then the bead was dropped back into place and the torment began again. From the dark redness, Jenni was pretty sure the girl had been spanked on her clit repeatedly.

And Jenni saw more girls with colored lights flashing on their breasts. Green and blue, and blue and orange were common, though Jenni did see another girl with the red and orange lights flickering at the tips of both breasts. But only Jenni had one on her clit. She frowned, wondering at the disparity, but the ache of the clamps was more than sufficient to distract her, pushing her step by step and each throbbing beat of her heart, toward the orgasm that she knew was coming, soon or later.

He pulled her to a halt in front of a blue colored booth equipped with three glass shower stalls, or at least, that’s what they looked like to Jenni. Two huge water tanks stood behind them, humming. All three stalls were raised up on a two foot platform and two of them were occupied. In the first stall, a trembling brunette, her hair protected in a shower cap, was stepping out, her body still coated with droplets. Her breasts and sex were pink, as if they’d just been subjected to some sort of direct stimulation or punishment. A man who looked like her master handed her a big fluffy towel and she took it hesitantly, wincing as she brought it up to her chest. Jenni didn’t have to wonder what had caused the discoloration. The second stall made it startlingly clear.

The water splatter made it somewhat difficult to see, but after a moment, Jenni recognized multiple streams striking the bound blonde’s body. She was outstretched, her hands secured above her, legs spread and supported between two sets of rods. Her toes were barely perched on two little steps. She thrashed in the stall, but was clearly unable to move herself out of the target zones and both of her nipples and her clit were being sprayed. Jenni gulped, imagining herself in such a predicament, when the principal pushed her forward, holding out his convention badge.


Part Twelve: Water Bondage

“Good afternoon, sir!” Said the attendant, a pretty girl named Barbara. She was wearing a red bikini and looked amazing in it. Her name was stenciled across the small cloth of her left breast, slightly distended by the nipple. “I’m Barbara!” She announced. “I’ll bet your little submissive is already wet, but would you like her soaked?”

The principal smiled, still holding his convention badge. “Actually, I made an appointment, as well as a purchase.”

Barbara raised her eyebrows and eyed Jenni. “Ohhh. Right.” She turned, grabbed a scanning device and quickly checked the principal’s badge. “Yes sir. Jenni.” She set down the scanner. “Right this way,” she said, gesturing toward the stairs leading up to the shower. Jenni climbed up and Barbara stopped her, bending down.

“You won’t need those clamps,” she said politely. “Or the bondage cuffs.” She reached up and quickly unclipped both of the little blinking, shaking orchid clamps from Jenni’s breasts and handed them back to the principal. Jenni winced as her nipples continued to throb for a moment, only for Jenni to reach down and tug the third orchid clamp free of Jenni’s clit. Barbara unbuckled each of the leather cuffs around her ankles, then removed the manacles on Jenni’s wrists, handing everything back to the principal.

“Now step into the stall,” Barbara ordered.

Jenni entered the enclosure. The side walls were actually plexiglass, but the back was some sort of white acrylic. Two rods, sticking straight out, at about knee height, were positioned in the very center of a curved opening that sort of looked like a smile. Above that, another cutout line bisected the wall and two additional rods, these ones far apart almost touching the glass, were positioned at the far ends of the line. Lastly, two hand grips were set into a matching set of parallel cutout lines near the top.

“See those little steps?” Barbara asked, pointing down toward the floor. Jenni glanced toward her feet. On either side of the basin she was standing in were two six inch supports, each only about four inches wide. “Step onto those. Both feet.”

Jenni lifted one foot. The step wasn’t big enough for her entire sole. She could really only get her toes and the ball of her foot on it. She looked up, reaching for one of the hand grips, and pulled herself upward.

“Hold on. You’re a little short.”

The step Jenni was standing on went upward and suddenly she found she could grab hold of both handles and put her feet down on the steps, at least a portion of each foot. Her arches and heels were floating. 

“Don’t let go of the grips, sweetie,” Barbara said, looking upward. Jenni nodded,glancing up. There was a hissing noise, and then pressure, and Jenni almost let go, but then discovered that she couldn’t. Some sort of strange rubber air sheath had inflated around her fingers, holding her tight.

“Ohhhhh!” She gasped, looking upward in surprise. Barbara produced a shower cap and pushed it over Jenni’s head, tucking the girl’s hair up into it. Then she stepped back out of the stall and turned toward the principal.

“Um… just to confirm, you ordered the full five cycle punishment. Are you absolutely sure you want to inflict that on her?” She looked a little disturbed, almost as if she wanted to recommend against it.

The principal’s eyebrow went up. “Is there some sort of problem?”

Barbara shook her head. “No. Not really. It’s just… from the look of her pussy and tits she’s clearly been punished already. It might be better to do a stimulation cycle. It’s cheaper, but it won’t be as hard on her.”

“What do you mean by ‘as hard on her’?” He asked.

Barbara glanced back at Jenni. “This device can run a vast range of actions, from cleansing, to stimulation, to actual punishment. But it's intense. You’ve picked some of the most aggressive cycles possible.” She gave the principal a very direct look. “She clearly has been spanked and whipped already. Enduring your selected cycles will be agonizing.”

The principal smiled. “She has also been caned, electrocuted, and paddled.”

Barbara’s eyebrow went up. “Exactly. Which is why I’m asking you if you want this done to her.”

The principal’s eyes glanced at Jenni, who stood in the stall, already quivering. She nodded slightly, accepting everything.

“She needs to be punished,” said the principal quietly. Firmly.

Barbara frowned. “You realize we’re talking about seventy pounds per square inch, right? There are ten jets. And a full punishment is five cycles. That’s twenty-five minutes of spray. With different patterns. Pointed at her most sensitive spots. It’s going to be agonizing.” She glanced at the control pad she’d just picked up. “And you’ve selected the full stream for the first and last cycles.”

The principal stepped into the booth and right up to the stall. “You currently have five punishments awaiting application. Not counting what you earned for seducing a faculty member. I’m using my right as applicator to alter the target zones, to spread out the punishment. Do you understand?”

Jenni gulped and nodded. “Tits, Tush, Thighs, Toes, and Twat,” she whispered.

“Exactly. This will hurt, but I must remind you. Don’t cum. If you do, not only will these five punishments no longer count, but you will earn five additional punishments. Do you understand?”

Jenni nodded. “Yes sir,” she said. But then her mouth curled up into a smile. “Try to cum as much as possible.”

“What?” He said incredulously. “No!” He huffed in frustration and backed away, turning toward Barbara. “Please begin.”

Barbara shrugged, turned back to Jenni and gave the little schoolgirl an apologetic look. “Sorry sweetheart. I tried.”

“Is it going to hurt a lot?” Jenni asked.

Barbara paused, as if she were considering lying. Then she nodded.

Jenni gulped as Barbara shut the glass door. Immediately Jenni spotted multiple nozzles, positioned at the corners of the stall and along the sides of the door. There was a click as the latch closed and then a motorized hum. She half expected an immediate spray, but instead, the rods which were sticking out between her legs began to move outward. In a few seconds they touched her thighs, pushing her legs. She grimaced and winced at the pressure, realizing that some of her weight had transferred to her legs, off her toes. Then she felt another touch and saw that the two rods off to her sides had closed in on her waist. She wiggled, finding herself firmly and completely caught in place, unable to move forward thanks to the air cuffs on her hands, and unable to move side to side because of the rods bracing her.

There was another hum and the pressure changed. Jenni glanced down, her chest heaving, and glanced around in fright. A stream of water emerged from each of the nozzles, arching only a few inches, and Jenni gulped, trembling. Then the hum changed and water erupted, shooting straight out toward Jenni’s body.

The first jet that struck her was about two inches to the right of her clitoris and within a second, the water pressure felt like it was boring a hole through her skin. It was a maddening sensation, on par with the CrystalBond she’d endured earlier. There was a crawling itch, then prickling, then almost a burning as her nerves overloaded. She was going to twist, but a second stream hit her, this one striking her chest, above her left breast. A third stream suddenly erupted out of the floor, hitting her right between the legs, slicing into her pussy along the left labia. Another fourth spray of water shot up between her buttocks and Jenni’s back arched as she screeched, the high-pressure jet literally penetrating into her ass. Another stream struck her left breast while a sixth jet sliced across her belly and seemed to be aimed at her navel.

Then it got worse.

The nozzles adjusted aim and suddenly Jenni’s sore nipples and clitoris were both being bombarded directly. The water seemed to pound into her flesh, the same itching, prickling, and then burning moving to the already tender and tortured parts of her body. The next stream found her vaginal opening and she felt the spray actually enter her body. Two jets of water shot up from the sides of the little steps she was standing on, striking the arches of her feet. She didn’t even realize for a few additional seconds that another pair of water streams were striking her inner thighs.

Outside the booth, Barbara put down the control pad and looked at the principal. “Cycle one. You’ve selected full power, all nozzles. That means the arches of both feet, her inner thighs, her clitoris, her vaginal opening, her anus, navel, and both breasts are all being targeted. Pressure steady at seventy p.s.i and streams are continuous.”

The principal watched as Jenni jerked, struggling against the water. “Have you ever been in the shower?”

Barbara glanced up. “Me? Briefly. It’s a requirement to work the booth,” she said, just a little standoffish.

“So what does it feel like?” He asked.

Barbara frowned. “Full power? Punishment mode? It’s horrible,” she said shortly.

“Why?”

She took a deep breath and glanced at Jenni, who was clearly wriggling in the booth. “Because it’s too much. You’re getting it everywhere, all at once. The water in this cycle is warm, which I suppose is a blessing, but the pressure of it hitting you is like having someone taking a screwdriver and pressing it into your skin and rubbing, all in one little constrained spot. It’s a sensation that is difficult to describe.”

“Try,” insisted the principal.

Barbara turned toward him. “Imagine an itch you can’t scratch. Except it doesn’t go away. It gets worse and worse. Then it starts to sting. It prickles. And there’s nothing you can do. It’s awful. And then, more and more. It begins burning. Not because the water is hot, but because your body just can’t cope with the pressure of it. It’s like Chinese Water torture, except done in twenty seconds.” She glanced back at Jenni, just as the girl let out a scream. “And you’re doing it to her ten times. All at once.” Suddenly she smiled. “Here, follow me for a moment.”

The principal turned away from the booth, leaving Jenni to writhe under the onslaught of stinging, pressurized water, and Barbara walked him over to a box the size of a basketball. He realized it was a mini stall. Except instead of a door, there was a circular opening the size of his hand with rubber flaps.

“Stick your hand in. A jet of water will strike your palm. Hold it in place and you’ll understand,” Barbara said with a wicked smile. “Don’t pull out. Or rotate your hand.”

The principal studied the device for a moment, then glanced back at Jenni. She was clearly squealing repeatedly, struggling against the rubber bonds holding her hands in place, twisting her ankles in an apparent attempt to move the target of the arch streams. He nodded, then stuck his hand into the box.

The water hit him almost immediately and he withstood it just fine for the first five seconds. Then there was a peculiar sensation, an itching in his palm that made his fingers quiver. Barbara noticed and nodded.

“Exactly. You feel it? Don’t you?”

He nodded. He held himself in place and the sensation began to change. The maddening itch morphed and about a minute in it began to sting. He gritted his teeth.

“Your will is holding you in place,” Barbara said darkly. “For her? She’s bound. She’s got no choice but to endure it. Your suffering can end the moment you close your fist, or turn your hand, or pull your hand out.”

The stinging sensation increased and the principal looked over at Jenni. She’d been in the stall a whole minute longer than his hand. What would her nipples and clit and thighs and feet be feeling? Was her skin still smarting? Was it worse than a sting? He could see the way her clitoris was being pounded, the swollen nub getting smashed flat by the streaming jet of water. How did that feel, especially compared to the sensation in the center of his hand? He squared himself, his hand quivering, resolved to tough it out.

Barbara glanced over at Jenni. “First cycle is almost done,” she said after a moment. The principal grimaced and realized his hand was shaking. Suddenly he couldn’t stand it any longer and he pulled his hand out, drying it on the towel next to the box. Barbara looked at him wryly, almost a sneer on her lips.

“That’s why it’s punishment,” he told her.

There was a sharp, audible cry from Jenni’s shower box and the principal glanced over to see Jenni jerking. It was immediately apparent why. The steady, non-stop spray of the water jets had morphed into spitting bursts of water, as if something were rapidly and temporarily interrupting the water flow.

Inside the booth, Jenni struggled under the onslaught of water. She had to close her eyes as it splashed upward off her breasts, splattering her face. She turned her head to the side, trying to spare herself, but even the secondary droplets stung her cheek and in a desperate attempt to gain relief, she turned her head the other way. But as the first cycle ended and the next began, the burning sensation of each powerful stream of water changed. Suddenly it became a thumping blow, as if a finger was flicking hard and fast against her clit, then nipples. The sensation spread and it was as if Jenni was being beaten by a madman with a cane, hitting her fast and firmly, but never harder than a decent tap. She frantically lifted one foot, then the other, alternating so that the shots of fluid striking the bottoms of her feet moved from the center of her arch to the ball, then closer to the heel. It was awful!

She wriggled her bottom, but the two sets of rods kept her perfectly in place. Rapid fire pulses of water struck her ass, right on the delicate star. The only good news was that the interruption gave her poor butt a chance to close. Now the sensitive button was getting pounded, instead of water shooting into her rear. Her nipples seemed to burn, throbbing horribly, much worse than the orchid clamps. Her pussy though, that was where the worst of the sensation seemed to coalesce. There was the thumping push of the water into her open vagina, and then the pounding impact against her poor clitoris.

“How many different kinds of cycles are there?” Someone from the crowd asked. Barbara looked up.

“Hundreds of pre-programmed ones,” she replied. “About three quarters of them are what we call stimulation cycles. They’re mostly low pressure, designed to arouse and sensitize the girl in the stall. Then we have some that are meant specifically to punish her. The shower can be programmed for whatever series of cycles you’d like. The girl in the stall now, Jenni, just took Cycle Nineteen, which is all nozzles, at full stream, with hot water. It’s one of the most physically harsh cycles to endure, and tends to quickly erode the subject’s ability to withstand further stimulation…” she paused and glanced back at Jenni, who hadn’t stopped squealing, “or punishment.”

“What cycle is she in now?” Another bystander asked, eyeing Jenni.

“Cycle seventeen,” Barbara explained. “Here the water stream is being pulsed from low pressure to high pressure using electrically operated valves. It effectively simulates being struck, repeatedly, making the streams into impact weapons. For Jenni, it basically feels like being firmly tapped with a cane in each spot a stream is directed. Which is her clit, pussy, ass, both thighs, the bottoms of her feet, navel, and both breasts.”

“Like hard hits with a cane?” Someone else queried.

Barbara frowned. “Like taps. Firm ones. The kind that will only leave light marks. But you have to understand that they’re fast, like two pulses a second. That means over the course of a single minute, she’ll receive twelve hundred simulated strokes.” She eyed the man who had asked the question, spotting the pale skinned blonde kneeling on the floor next to him. “Perhaps your little submissive would like to feel what it’s like? We have another stall open,” she said, gesturing off to the side where the third stall lay waiting.

The girl kneeling went white, shaking her head, an almost terrified look on her face. But suddenly Jenni’s squealing changed dramatically. Her mouth opened wide, despite the splashing water, and a high pitched scream erupted from her throat. Her entire body began shaking violently.

“Cycle twenty,” Barbara said stoically. “It’s the same as nineteen, full pressure, all streams, except it’s cold.”

Jenni first noticed it on her right foot, the water temperature changing so quickly that she jerked her leg. But then another cold stream shot out, striking her left arch and she had nowhere to go except to put all her weight on the rods holding her legs outward. It was enough to allow her to pull her feet out of the stream, but then the water temperature of the other streams changed too. Fast. Her thighs contracted, jumping as the freezing cold water splashed across her loins, and then the three nozzles pointed at her clit, pussy, and ass all switched as well. By the time the temperature change hit her navel, she was starting to shiver. Then icy water struck her chest, smashing hard into her nipples and she let out a frozen cry.

“Is the water that cold?” Another bystander asked. Barbara shook her head.

“It’s not chilled, if that’s what you’re asking. We don’t refrigerate it. To her, the contrast between the warmed water, which we do heat, and the unheated water, is stark. It feels like it's freezing. She won’t go numb, though she’ll wish she was. But you don’t have to worry about hypothermia, if that’s what you’re concerned about..”

The man laughed. “I wasn’t.” He nodded at the principal. “I saw your girl on those trikes. I couldn’t believe she had an orgasm on that last one. She must be seriously delinquent. And a masochist. And fucked up.”

“You have no idea,” the principal said wryly. 

It was the amount of water that splashed on her face that finally managed to quell Jenni’s cries and she struggled to keep her mouth and nose clear and just breathe. Her chest heaved, the swell actually helping to move the streams slightly away from her nipples, only for the stinging, burning sensation to spread. But then the cold started to really affect her. A numbness began to spread and she adjusted to the temperature. The shivering ceased and she slumped, the discomfort of her weight on the rods forcing her to once more put her feet on the little stands. She winced, eyes shut tight, her head turned to the side, as the biting streams sliced into her delicate arches and she quickly put her weight back on the rods to spare her feet, letting them dangle to get out of the spray.

“Starting the fourth cycle,” Barbara announced a minute later. Inside the booth, Jenni’s apparent exhaustion suddenly changed into frantic thrashing and everyone leaned forward to see what was happening. But it was Barbara who explained. “This cycle reduces the water pressure for the streams striking her feet, nipples, thighs, belly, and bottom. Plus the temperature has gone back up to warm. However, the nozzles directed at her pussy and clit are both at full pressure, and striking those target points with a five second solid stream, followed by another five second impact stream.”

“Impact stream?” the man watching asked. Barbara nodded.

“Like shots from a gun,” she explained.

But as they watched Jenni struggling once more, the principal noticed the sound she was making change. Gone were the mewling cries, or the earlier shrieks as the water streams pummeled her delicate bits. Her eyes were closed, face forward, and her moans had a timbre and quality that he recognized. The principal blinked and stepped forward as they became more dynamic.

“Move to the next cycle,” he told Barbara.

The girl in the bikini gave him an odd look. “What?”

“The next cycle! Quickly!”

“But… why?” Barbara asked, looking at the stall. “Is there a problem?”

“There will be in a moment. Switch to the next cycle,” he insisted.

Barbara gave him an inscrutable look and lifted the control pad, looking down on it. Jenni’s eyes snapped open, locking onto the principal and her face scrunched up. A flurry of spasms shot through her and her feet snapped back to the steps as she braced herself. “I’m sorry!” she blurted out through the water, her voice odd and bubbly. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”  The principal grabbed Barbara’s wrist.

“Too late,” he said in frustration.

They all stared as Jenni began to orgasm. Her body shook violently, her hips thrusting as much as the stall allowed. Water pounded against her clit and pussy and she threw her head back, neck arched, breasts thrust forward as the surge of energy shot through her. Her cry of satisfaction bubbled, water getting into her mouth. She spat it out, eyes still scrunched shut, teeth clenched, until she stopped jerking and slumped in the shower stall, her body still pounded by the streams of water. Her feet slipped from the steps and hung loosely, her weight on the two rods beneath her outstretched legs. Her chin dipped down until it was resting on her chest and Barbara quickly began tapping her control pad. The streams slowed and it was clear the pressure fell.

“What are you doing?” The principal asked.

She looked up. “Turning off the water. She just orgasmed. She’ll be too sensitive for the last cycle, much less finishing this one.” She pressed the button.

The principal looked like he was about to object, but then closed his mouth with a firm nod. Inside the shower stall, the streams of water ceased. Barbara put down the pad, grabbed the fluffy towel, and quickly entered the stall. As she did, the rods holding Jenni’s legs began moving back toward the center, the two rods pressed against her hips slid outward, and the rubber air bladders locking her hands around the handles above her released. Jenni groaned and practically fell into Barbara’s towel wrapped arms.

“Are you okay?” Barbara asked the trembling girl.

Jenni nodded. “Yes,” she whispered, coughing a bit. She put weight down on her own feet and winced. “Owww,” she mewled.

“Here,” Barbara said, “lay down.” She helped Jenni downward out of the stall and over to the side, only to lay her down in a fetal position, wrapped in the towel. The bikini clad salesgirl glanced at the principal, then went over to the stall to check it.

The principal stepped into the booth proper and walked over to where Jenni was laying. She looked up at him and the corner of her mouth curled up in a slight smile.

“I’m sorry,” she said softly. “I couldn’t help it.”

The principal sighed and squatted down. “You keep saying that.” He reached down and hooked his finger along the towel covering her lower half and pulled. The cloth came back, exposing her legs and loins. “And yet the entire reason we are here is because you lack discipline. Control.” He shook his head. “Either that or you are doing it all on purpose for some sick reason. Either way, I need to inspect you. Spread your legs.”

Jenni didn’t hesitate. She moved her knees, opening herself up into a butterfly position, the soles of her feet almost touching. As she did, the towel moved more, exposing her breasts and she lifted her arms above her head. His eyes traced her incredible form, from the flushed pinkness of her breasts, down to a matching blotch of skin at her navel, and then again on her thighs. Even the bottoms of her feet, along the arches, seemed excoriated.

But the worst was her pussy. Her clitoris was huge, swollen and sensitive. He reached down and with the tip of his finger, touched the engorged nub, watching as she gasped. He half expected her to flinch, to roll away, maybe even to close up. But the movement of her hips, the obvious pressure, and most of all, her passionate groan, told him everything he needed to know. He slipped his finger a little lower, through her open petals, resigned to what he was going to find. Sure enough, he felt the wetness, and it wasn’t water. She let out a gasp and thrust upward, managing to get just a little of him inside her. The principal pulled his hand away and straightened, looking down at her.

“The water stall would have handled all of the punishments you had coming. But since you failed to endure it, it is moot. Worse, because you exploded, I’m forced to double it. That means you now have ten punishments to endure. It’s like we haven’t made any progress.”

She let out a strained laugh and closed her eyes. “Don’t forget the punishment I earned for seducing a faculty member, sir.” He frowned and looked away.

“We have half the last aisle to do. Are you ready and able to continue?”

She looked up at him, eyes huge and blue and sparkling. She nodded and rolled onto her side, then slowly got onto her knees. But she winced when she put her foot down on the ground. “Ouch,” she whimpered. “Can I… can I have just a few minutes?” She asked plaintively.

The principal considered it. “You can, but at a cost.” He reached into his bag and extracted the vibrator. “You can have five minutes, but the entire time you’ll be masturbating with this. We need to resensitize your pussy.”

She looked at the vibrator. “Is that… is that my only choice?” She asked carefully.

The principal gave her a careful look, but then reached into his pocket. The soft humming became audible as the three blinking, shaking orchid clamps came into view. With the tabs pulled, there was no way to turn them off. “Of course,” he said. “You could wear these instead.”

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Then she slowly sat up, hands reaching. Her right closed around the vibrator, pulling it from his grip, but as she did, her other hand came up, snagging the clamps.

“No,” he said quickly. “You can choose between…”

But she was already laying back down, the vibrator slipping between her thighs. At the same time she pinched one of the clamps open. The principal, not to mention Barbara and some of the crowd, watched in shock as she let the clamp close at the exact same time she pushed the vibrator into her own cunt. She gasped, arching her back, only to grimace as the tightness and vibration of the clamp shot through her nipple. Then, as the phallus settled deep into her pussy, she maneuvered the second orchid clamp into position. It bit down on her other nipple, the tines closing around the little tight nub, the pressure increasing. She let out a gasp, closing her for a second. Then her hand swung downward, the third and final clamp already positioned between her fingers, ready to close around something soft, delicate, and swollen.

“That’s not necessary,” he said quickly.

But it was too late. She crooned, eyes closing as the clamp bit down on her distended nub, tightening around it viciously. She winced, gasping, which turned into a moan, her knees quivering as the vibrations surged into her already sensitive and turgid clit.

“My goodness,” someone in the crowd said.

Barbara looked a little concerned. “That’s… that’s not good for her!”

The principal reached into the bag and pulled out a single high heeled shoe. Then he tapped the bottom. The sound of the vibrating phallus inside Jenni came loud and clear, but it was the way her hips twitched that spoke volumes.

She was well on her way to another orgasm.


Part Thirteen: Upside Down

True to his word, he gave her five minutes and she used every second of it. Laid out on her back, legs spread, nipples and clit clamped and vibrated by the tiny orchid clamps, she worked the huge vibrator in and out of her slit, moaning constantly. It probably didn’t help that he stood over her, one hand repeatedly tapping the bottom of a high heeled sandal, activating the vibrator’s internal motor and adding an additional stimulating motion to the cascade of sensations already pummeling her cute little body. Finally he glanced at his watch, realizing that giving her any longer would mean risking another orgasm. Instead, he bent back down and strapped the high heels onto her feet. She looked up at him with begging eyes, her body quivering from the vibrations surging into her breasts and clit, not to mention the ones thudding into her well-sauced and punished pussy from the phallus. He reached down, taking her hand, and pulled her upright, then to her feet. She mewled as she took a faltering step, the vibrator inside her activating again.

Jenni gulped. “I… I might need help,” she said, clinging to his arm.

He nodded and carefully walked her out of the Water Bondage booth. Back in the aisle, they turned right and Jenni saw they were headed toward the pylons. The inverted woman was still there, shaking and quivering, but Jenni still couldn’t see her front. Not from this angle. And as they moved that way, her attention was forced more upon her footing, and the surges of arousal, pleasure, and pain affecting her. Her nipples and clit tingled from the orchid clamps and the vibrator jerked and thudded, shaking inside her sex. And her feet hurt.

But despite enduring her own torments, Jenni’s eyes continued to flicker side to side, using the cries and yelps and even screams of the various punishments being inflicted beside her as easy means to locate each new deviant discipline. One poor girl’s ankles were bound in a special stock as she lay face down on a bench and someone was using a crop on the soles of her feet as she twisted in agony, squealing repeatedly. A hole in the bench allowed her breasts to dangle beneath her, but the harsh looking clamps and heavy weights attached to them only added another point of agony. Another girl had been bound in a double A frame, legs drawn up so that her pussy was exposed and vulnerable. A spanking machine had been placed in front of her, the long paddle striking her slit with steady, hard strokes that left her arching her back, pulling on the wrist cuffs, and struggling with the pain.

One booth was decorated like the inside of a school bus. Except, instead of benches there was a bizarre row of five saddle-like devices. Two of them were occupied with naked girls, quivering in sexual delight, their wrists and ankles locked into steel circlets behind and below the saddle. The butt ends of two phallic probes, colored red and blue, were pumping, making it very clear that both girls were getting thoroughly fucked in the both holes. The empty saddles allowed Jenni to see the thick dildoes and from the way the principal paused, staring thoughtfully at the device, she wondered how long it would be before the bus she rode daily was equipped with one or two of the saddle-like seats.

But as they walked, it was the pylons that Jenni focused on. Her eyes kept going back to the woman suspended in the air, twitching and shuddering, her arms and legs pulled wide apart, her long dark hair swinging freely beneath her. As they approached, Jenni gulped, the wetness between her legs growing, her arousal surging despite all of the orgasms she’d endured. The clamp on Jenni’s clit suddenly felt good, the throbbing pulse pushing through the swollen and sensitive nub only adding to her pleasure. She wanted to get closer, to look up at the woman, only to realize that wasn’t what she really wanted.

It seemed to take forever. He kept stopping to look at something else. A strange metal rod, suspended over a treadmill, the poor booth model forced to slowly walk forward, dragging her already abraded pussy over what looked like a spiral of ridges. A horizontal beam, covered with small plastic spikes, swinging by chains from a frame, held another grimacing girl, her toes barely touching the floor, her poor pussy pressed into the prickly surface. A complicated metal frame of tubular pipes, to which a thin girl with small breasts had been secured, her hands and feet up in the air, her body folded in half, her gaping wet pussy fully exposed and open, petals and clit bright pink from the paddling she’d already received, only for Jenni to hear her groan as someone shoved a massively thick dildo into the waiting hole.

And all Jenni saw was the woman on the pylons, coming down.

It was as if he timed it, their approach perfect. They swung in front of the booth and Jenni gripped the principal’s arm tightly, her eyes flickering across the woman’s body.She saw the hash of marks going across the woman’s full breasts, the clamps dangling from the nipples, two pendant vibrators shaking and jiggling. Between the woman’s outstretched legs was the massive, still churning and pumping sex toy, jammed deep into the woman’s pussy. It had lights inside of it, flashing and blinking like some strange strobe. The attendant hurried up, pulling it out of the woman and setting it aside. Then he lowered her further, until her hair was on the ground. Her hands, then ankles, were freed. She dropped, slumping on the padded mat beneath her with a soft groan.

It was only then that Jenni realized that there was something familiar about the woman. And it wasn’t until she straightened, one hand coming up to sweep the hair out of her eyes that Jenni stiffened, eyes widening in shock.

“Mama?” She gasped.

Slowly, Katie lifted her head, looking up at her daughter. Katie smiled ruefully. “I told you I had a contract,” she said with a groan. “I’m glad you’re finally here.”

The principal looked at the attendant. “I’m sorry we’re late, Michael. She’s been unusually difficult today,” he said, only to glance down at his watch.

The man running the booth stepped forward.

“It just meant that Katie got to dangle a little longer,” he replied, holding out his hand. The principal shook it and Michael glanced down at Jenni. “It will be nice to be able to switch them out every thirty minutes.” He reached over and grabbed Jenni’s forearm. “Let’s go, Missy. You’re about to see the Discipline Expo from an entirely new perspective.”

Jenni’s eyes widened and for a second she was speechless. She glanced at her mother, who slowly crawled off to the side, clearing the spot between the pylons. Katie nodded with a smile of relief and Jenni was suddenly pushed between the two tall masts.

“Lay down on your back,” Michael told her. “I’ve got to get the bondage cuffs on you.”

Jenni nodded and lowered herself down. The principal stepped into the booth and smiled at her.

“Jenni, our time together at the expo is at an end,” he said simply. “I had sincerely hoped that by the time I dropped you off with your mother that all of your punishments had been properly administered. As it is, you still have ten to endure, two to each body part. I think under the circumstances, those will wait for another day.”

Jenni blinked. “I’m done?” She asked in confusion, looking up at the principal.

The principal shook his head. “With me? Yes. However you will be spending the rest of the day,” he glanced down at his watch, “switching out with your mother here on the pylons. The Expo ends in another three hours. You won’t be subject to any punishment, but my understanding is that the Japanese vibrator Michael uses is quite intense and should force you through a few additional orgasms. Since you are no longer in my custody, those will not count against you.”

Jenni glanced at her mother, who lay off to the side. The older woman gave her daughter a wan smile.

“But...” Jenni tried to say, but Michael interrupted, kneeling down by her feet. He slipped off her shoes and then began putting on a pair of thick and very large leather cuffs on her ankles. The principal picked up the shoes. Jenni gulped and then held out her wrists as Michael produced another set of cuffs. These he secured around Jenni’s wrists. Then Michael stepped away for a moment. She looked up at the principal.

“You forgot a punishment, sir. The one for seducing a faculty member,” she said softly, reminding him.

He gave her a frustrated look. “Jenni, that’s the most serious violation of all of them! Do you even realize the punishment you have to endure for that?”

Jenni took a deep breath and to his shock, spread her legs wide, almost to the edges of the pylons. She nodded. “Of course I do. The Prickly Pasties. And a whipping. Thirty strokes. To my bottom.” The principal’s eyes widened in shock. Jenni looked at him directly, almost daringly. “And my clit.”

But then Michael came back, taking advantage of her position. He clipped two cable links into each of the ankle cuffs, then produced a yellow control box.

“Alright, so as you go up, you can use your arms to support your head. I won’t bind your hands outward until you’re fully suspended. No gag, so if you need down, just ask. Cumming is allowed.”

She glanced at the principal, a look of desperation on her face.

“Michael, wait a moment,” the principal said with resignation. “I’m going to give her one last punishment.” He paused. “At least for today. She’ll unfortunately start tomorrow with ten. But that will be Ms. Temis’ problem.”

Jenni bit her lip and closed her eyes. Ms. Temis would love to start the day with whipping her! Or worse! In School Suspension would be excruciating. Then she opened her eyes and saw him reaching into his bag. Michael shrugged and pressed a button on the yellow control box. Jenni felt her feet go up a foot. Then more. A moment later her bottom came up off the pad. Her back arched and then she pushed with her hands, supporting herself as her body swung inward to line up with the two masts.

Jenni groaned. She was spread wide, the strain in her thighs intense and her arms dangled beneath her. She put her palms on the pad, hair sweeping the ground beneath her, but then Michael pulled out two additional cables. They clipped to the embedded rings on the wrist cuffs and then that support was gone. Her hands were pulled outward, just like her feet, and she was a giant X caught between the two tall masts, hovering just three feet off the floor.

“Michael, do you still have that long whip?” The principal asked.

Michael looked over from the side of the pylon. “Yeah. Why?”

“Then get that whip,” the principal declared, reaching into his bag. He drew out a familiar item: the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. He stepped up to Jenni, but instead of pushing it into her ass, he tugged the vibrator already in her pussy out. It hadn’t activated since her feet had been hauled upward into the air. He swapped out the toys, thrusting the larger black anal plug into Jenni’s pussy, pumping it enthusiastically. Jenni groaned, her body tightening around the massive phallus. He gave her almost a dozen pumps, only to pull it out, move it backward, and then slowly work it into her ass. It took a full two minutes of steady pressure to get it in. Then he turned it on and Jenni whimpered as it began vibrating and thrusting, fucking her up the butt.

“I’ve got a vibrating egg for her cunt if you want it,” Michael said from off to the side. He was already holding his long whip. The principal shook his head.

“I have one.” He pulled the new sex toy out of the bag and held up the fist sized object. The principal worked into Jenni’s soaked slit and after it disappeared, used the remote to activate it. Jenni gasped. It had to be at full power, just like the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. The blood had rushed to her head, but her loins were a riot of sensation. Both her pussy and ass were shaking and the thrusting sensation in her ass was driving her crazy! Soon she was trembling, the vibrational sensitization clearly overwhelming her, sexual pressure skyrocketing. If the principal didn’t start the punishment soon, she’d cum. She groaned as the principal pulled a familiar box out of his bag.

“Jenni, for the violation of seducing a faculty member, I am going to apply Prickly Pasties to your breasts.” He opened the box. “Then your pussy and ass will be whipped simultaneously until a full thirty strokes have been inflicted upon each part.”

She blinked and twitched as he spent a moment applying what looked like a little gel pack to the backside of the pasty, then held it up. He stepped close, holding the first prickly pasty in one hand. It looked weird from that angle and Jenni could see the tiny thorns adorning the backside of it.

“I suspect this will not be comfortable,” he assured her. Then he positioned the pasty over her right nipple and pushed firmly. The tiny needles sank into her nipple, the longer ones perforating the center nub straight in.

Jenni’s high pitched squeal drew immediate attention and a number of people turned to look as she wriggled violently, despite the tautness of her arms and legs.

“Oh my God!” Jenni mewled, eyes closing as her teeth clenched. Pain shot through her nipple, sharp and intense, only to fade slightly into a dull throb. It was worse than a pinch, or even a hard twist! She could feel the carbon fiber pins penetrating into the tip of her breast, pricking her skin, deep enough to hurt, but not quite deep enough to draw blood. Maybe.

He leaned forward with the second pasty, pushing it firmly against her other breast and she let out another high-pitched cry. But even as she shuddered, the pain flowing into her right breast suddenly doubled. Then tripled! A violent burning seemed to explode across the tip of her breast, like a thousand knives were cutting her flesh into tiny little cubes. The pain was absolutely excruciating and a moment later she screamed as if her nipple had caught on fire.

Then her left breast joined in, the searing heat of the citric based gel seeping into the pinholes piercing her skin. It was like pouring lemon juice on a paper cut, a tearing burn that ate away at her nerves. But in the worst possible place. Or the best. She jerked, upside down, ankles twisting as she was held in place, unable to cup her breasts, or remove the pasties. She closed her eyes, keening piteously, the pain blocking out even the discomfort of the thrusting anal vibrator extending over and over in her ass, or the pleasurable vibrations surging through her throbbing pussy.

Then a fresh line of fire was etched across her bottom as Michael flicked the long tailed whip across her frame. It landed perfectly across both buttocks, drawing a fine red line in her pale flesh. Jenni screeched, only for her cries to become full-throated screams as the principal reared back, the long, multi-tailed leather flogger in his hand, bringing it flashing down to land perfectly on her exposed and vulnerable sex. The leather bit into her petals, opening her, excoriating her flesh, leaving her wailing.

Off to the side, Jenni’s mother turned and looked, eyes wide, mouth open, a dark but excited look on her face as her upside down, bound daughter was fucked and whipped and tortured.

“She’s always such a bad little girl.” Katie whispered from where she lay to the side of the pylons, watching as the whip and flogger flashed against her daughter’s frame.

The flogger and whip continued to pound like ocean waves against the shore and Jenni quivered and cried out. Her body trembled violently, overwhelmed by a cascade of sensation. Her breasts burned, the citric acid gel seeping into the hundreds of tiny punctures piercing her nipples and areola. Her bottom, stuffed full of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, clenched tightly as she was forced to deal both with the extending push of the phallus, while at the same time Michael’s thin leather whip slashed repeatedly across her already sore buttocks. In her pussy, the nesting egg-shaped toy rumbled and shook, sending oscillating waves through her sex, confusing her brain even more. And then there was the cutting impact of the flogger. It’s thongs bit hard into her slit, spreading her open, striking her clitoris, and leaving her unable to think of anything other than the avalanche of sensation.

The principal swung the flogger, over and over, bringing it down on the girl’s exposed, stuffed, vibrating, and vulnerable sex. The bruised petals, having suffered so much all day, seemed soaked, hues of purple and dark red flushing the folds. Her clit was the size of his thumb now, huge and swollen, making the perfect target as the leather strands bit into her flesh. Each impact made her jerk, rocking back and forth, squealing, screaming, shaking with pain and agony and something else. Something he recognized. Something he knew was coming. He picked up the pace, trying to outrace it.

For Jenni, the cascade of sensation became an avalanche, more than she could possibly hope to cope with. Pain melded with the pleasure, her brain unable to distinguish the two as over-stimulation, her intense and unsatisfied arousal, and the burning pain clashed and fought and then combined into one massive tsunami of pressure, unable to go anywhere. It exploded through her, higher brain functions shutting down, until only one thing remained, the desperate and overwhelming need to cum.

He was delivering the twenty-sixth stroke, the leather strands snapping viciously on her clitoris, when her scream changed. The principal blinked, flogger upraised, ready to slash down on the naughty little girl’s gash, but it was already too late. Her eyes were closed, her hips thrusting violently and with a sigh, he swung the flogger down, giving her the last few strokes amidst the squirting wetness. He felt the splatter flick against his face as her body spasmed and gushing fluids ran down her torso, soaking her skin. Her mewling cries morphed into a mixture of pain and pleasure and Michael glanced at the principal, who shook his head.

The motor hummed and Jenni rose fast, hauled upward until she was twenty feet above the discipline expo floor, upside down, legs spread wide, trembling as the surge of adrenaline faded. She blinked, trying to make sense of the myriad sensations she was feeling. She could see people were pointing, looking up at her marked and bruised body, her thighs soaked, fluids leaving a trail of moisture from her sodden slit down her belly. She groaned, her bottom still clenching as the Thrusting Anal Vibrator continued to fuck her. Her sex tightened, quivering around the still trembling egg-shaped toy. Her breasts hurt in ways she’d never before imagined. Worse than a whipping. She sucked in a breath, realizing that despite everything he’d done to her, she was still lost in the blissful stupor of orgasmic euphoria. She’d cum. During the punishment. And that meant enduring it once again.

***

Agnus Temis stood in the teacher’s lot, tapping her fingers impatiently. The morning was crisp and beautiful, but a quick glance at the time made her irritable. She was late. As usual. Three minutes later the car she was expecting pulled up and Temis blinked in surprise as Jenni climbed out of the vehicle and it quickly drove away.

“Good Morning, Ms. Temis,” said Jenni.

“Good Lord, Girl!” Temis spluttered. “What are you wearing?” She demanded.

Jenni glanced down at herself. It was a school uniform, or at least, sort of looked like one. The cut was all wrong. The shirt was completely transparent and only came halfway down her bosom, leaving both nipples exposed. It wasn’t improperly positioned. The shirt literally wasn’t meant to cover her breasts. A set of duckbill clamps dangled from the girl’s tits, a steel chain swinging above her exposed midriff. The skirt was so short that not even had she worn it low, around her hips, would it have covered her exposed sex, and Ms. Temis didn’t even need to do a panty or bra check to see that the girl wasn’t wearing any.

“Are you mad?” The teacher demanded, glancing around. “Get in the car!” She said, pointing to her own vehicle.

Jenni climbed into the passenger seat, spreading her legs as she did. Temis looked down at her, still appalled. “Jenni! You have ten punishments already earned! Are you insane?”

Jenni buckled on the seat belt. “My mother thought I should have a more appropriate outfit for today’s outing.”

Temis spluttered. “But... that’s a violation for wearing a see-through shirt! And another for not wearing a bra! Or panties! Or a skirt too short! And those clamps! That’s a fifth violation!”

Jenni smiled and held out a small fob. “What’s this?” Demanded Temis, looking at the tiny control knob.

“That goes to the vibrating bullets in my pussy,” Jenni explained. “They’ve been on for about twenty minutes, so I’m very, very close to cumming.”

Ms. Temis stiffened. “A sex toy? That’s another violation. Sixth!”

Jenni, her face animated, her hips twitching, smiled. “Don’t forget that I was late too, Ms. Temis. That’s seven.” Then she shuddered. “Um.. in a moment there’s going to be an eighth violation. Unless you turn down the vibrations,” she gasped.

Ms. Temis looked down at the fob. “You will sit quietly while we drive to the Expo. I’ll start your punishment there,” she said with a frustrated sigh. Then she looked down at the fob again. It was set to medium. Temis shook her head. Medium. The girl was going to cum on freaking medium.

The teacher rounded the car and as she got in, Jenni’s back arched and her eyes widened. She gasped in alarm, then her eyes flickered up into the back of her skull, pleasure surging through her. Ms. Temis smiled wickedly and tossed the fob into the cup holder. She didn’t need it any more. She’d already turned it up to the highest setting.

Eighteen punishments. The girl was in over her head and Temis was looking forward to inflicting as much torment on the girl as possible. Because if there was one thing she knew about the principal, it was that he was soft, and had undoubtedly gone easy on Jenni the previous day. Temis imagined the girl had been taken from one stimulation to another, without suffering any true punishments. She was allowed to orgasm. Temis gripped the wheel, fingers flexing. Well, not on her watch! Jenni would get exactly what she had coming to her! All of them. Temis planned on spending the next few hours with Jenni spread open wide, a paddle smacking that naughty little cunt in constant heat.

Next to her, Jenni had slumped in her seat, panting, one hand jammed into her crotch, pressing hard on her clit. Mostly because Ms. Temis hadn’t turned the vibrating bullets off, or even down.

Ms. Temis pushed on the accelerator, but she didn’t go fast. Maybe arriving a little late wasn’t such a bad idea. Afterall, a thirty minute drive, with the vibrating bullets on full power, might just add another punishment.

And if Temis knew one thing, it was that Jenni deserved it.


Epilogue

“I think that concludes the primary points of the financial meeting,” announced Superintendent Jenkins. His face was one of many on the virtual call, small web cams aimed above laptops and monitors, all picking up the faces of the various principals. “But before we end the call, I want to inquire of C.P. Elrod about that very unique display visible in the background.”

The principal of C.P. Elrod Senior High School glanced at his own image on the screen. He was positioned slightly to the right, allowing the camera to gain a rather unimpeded view of the credenza behind him. Or more accurately, the girl bound and spread open on the small stand. She was petite, brunette, and quite beautiful. Except for the fact that she was naked and her body was covered with marks and bruises. Her breasts, which were in full view, were blotchy with red and purple, making it hard to see the welts. Her thighs had matching coloration and as she kicked her bare little feet, which hung in the air below the crossbar, the viewers could see the etched lines of redness through each arch. But it was her distended pussy that attracted the most attention. It was swollen and red, almost purpling in color, the petals distended. Her clitoris was huge and looked abraded and sore. Tears coated her cheeks and she was chewing on a red rubber ball gag. More importantly, she couldn’t stay still. She was twitching almost non-stop, struggling against some unseen force tormenting her.

“Thank you, Superintendent Jenkins,” said the principal. “I’m glad you noticed. The student behind me is one of our consistent discipline problems and since she’s demonstrated an obscene lack of control when resisting orgasm during punishment, I decided that she could spend the day in my office, rather than In School Suspension, learning the meaning of desperate frustration.”

Superintendent Jenkins grinned. “Indeed? It’s quite the display.”

The principal nodded. “Yes. It’s called a Parrot Perch and I’d be happy to send along the specs to anyone interested in acquiring one for their office. Quite simply, she’s impaled anally on a vibrating plug and then her legs are drawn up with slings and secured to the lower crossbar. Her arms are outstretched on the upper beam, securing her in place. Her vagina is penetrated by a non-moving, rather soft, extra large dildo, which is secured to the base via suction cup. I’ve observed that the dildo is especially frustrating, since it neither vibrates or pumps, but she’s able to squeeze it, causing bulging. She’s gagged because frankly, she made so much noise during the first three periods of the day that it became a distraction, and I didn’t want to have her disrupt our meeting…”

“Wait,” said another one of the principals. “Are you saying she’s been mounted on that thing all day?”

The principal glanced at his watch. “Since first period this morning. Yes. She was given a short break at lunch to use the restroom and eat, but she went right back onto it, with a fresh application of CrystalBond.”

“CrystalBond?” Inquired the superintendent.

The principal nodded. “It’s an adhesive I picked up at the Discipline Expo. As it dries it contracts, creating a crystalline structure that tightens across the skin. The sensation is maddening, feeling like an itch, mixed with a distinct prickling sensation. The retailer suggests application to the nipples, but I’ve discovered that applying the fluid to her clitoris, labia, inner thighs, and the arches of her feet, works phenomenally well in creating a rather intense stimulation that leaves the subject frantic, desperate, and best of all, unable to orgasm.”

One of the other principals smiled. “That does sound frustrating. But you said this was just stimulation. Does that mean that she’s about to get punished? It’s almost final period for you, right?”

The principal of C.P. Elrod Senior High School nodded. “Indeed. Yesterday, the student arrived at school late, wearing a skirt that had been hemmed too short, and a non-regulation blouse that was not only transparent, but cut so high that her breasts were partially visible. That earned her five demerits immediately. She was also sporting a set of nipple clamps and a pair of vibrating bullets, two additional violations of our policy. Our In School Suspension Administrator, Ms. Temis observed that she wasn’t wearing a bra or panties. To make matters worse, the student was already in deficit, having earned ten punishments the day before that hadn’t yet been resolved.

“That’s eighteen full punishments,” Superintendent Jenkins observed.

The principal nodded in agreement. “Yes. The student accompanied Ms.Temis to the second day of the Discipline Expo, so Ms. Temis immediately began the sensitization process en route, which unfortunately resulted in two unauthorized orgasms. Then, while at the Expo, the student continued to lose control, allowing herself to cum during several sensitization periods, as well as during actual punishments. According to Ms. Temis, the girl was quite brazen and completely degenerate. Despite Ms. Temis inflicting over a dozen punishments, Jenni still had ten orgasms.”

All of the virtual meeting participants looked at the girl behind the principal in shock. She was still hanging there, butt and pussy distended from the large phalli embedded in her, a dried looking smear on her scrunched up nipples, a slick of drool going down her chin from the gag, soaking a line down her torso. Her eyes were closed and she was crooning softly, her feet twisting, hips rolling in steady thrusts. Every few seconds she shuddered, struggling to cope with the torment.

“But her most egregious offense was two days ago,” continued the principal. “She was caught seducing a faculty member, which as you know has a more stringent punishment. During that punishment, she failed to control herself and impressively, willfully, allowed herself to orgasm. That negated the punishment and added an additional one. Which means that in a moment, I will be administering a rather intense and impressive correction.”

Superintendent Jenkins grinned. “Double the strokes I hope! Well, that certainly sounds like you have the situation well in hand. What a naughty little school girl! Seducing a faculty member? I hope you intend to make it hurt?”

The principal paused, then opened his desk drawer, pulling out a box. “That is my intention. I have here two ‘prickly pasties’ to be placed upon her nipples. These discs come with carbon fiber needles embedded on the inner side. My understanding is just having these little needles dig into the sensitive tips can be excruciating. But even better, these needles are hollow, which allow the seepage of a citric acid gel into the flesh beneath.”

“Ahh!” Superintendent Jenkins said. “Lemon juice on a paper cut?”

“Exactly,” replied the principal. “These will be applied after a thorough double count paddling of her breasts. Then I will take a strop to her bottom, a cane to each foot, and a crop to her thighs, to reduce her backlog of punishment. Forty strokes in each spot. Finally, I will take a leather sap to her pussy for the remaining one hundred and sixty strokes, resensitizing her clit with a massager after every ten blows for maximum effect.”

There was a murmur of approval from the other faculty.

“I have a question,” said one of the other principals. “What happens if she cums?”

Superintendent Jenkins looked surprised, but then grinned. “Yes. What happens?” He asked.

The principal of C.P. Elrod Senior High School leaned forward. “Then tomorrow,” he said simply. “She’ll be mounted on the perch, CrystalBond will be applied to her body, and we’ll do it all over again.”

Superintendent Jenkins laughed and banged his hand against his desk. “Superb! Well, I almost hope she does lose control! Now, officially the meeting is over, but I sincerely hope that one webcam stays on. I, for one, would love to watch the little strumpet’s upcoming punishment!”

One by one, the other webcams shut off, but no one signed out. No one. The principal stood up, adjusted the cam on his monitor so it pointed directly at Jenni, who hung on the parrot’s perch quivering. He laid out the tools he was going to use and then finally picked up the paddle. He moved to her side, sliding the narrow leather sap against her tingling, prickling, CrystalBond covered nipples. Her eyes found his, desperate, longing, hopeful... and aroused beyond anything he’d ever seen before. Her teeth dug into the round red, rubber ball gag and he could see the way her pussy tightened over and over around the soft but huge phallus. The principal smiled. He had no doubt about how this punishment would go. He moved the paddle into position, over her right breast, stroking the nipple so gently that the CrystalBond didn’t crack. At least... not yet.

Then he began spanking her breast. Hard, sharp, fast strokes, little flakes of the adhesive snapping off and sprinkling down as she squealed and then screamed, shaking violently. The principal continued, moving from one breast to the other, then to her rump, then the bottoms of her feet, and then her thighs, he watched as she careened through the torment, struggling against the pain. And the arousal.

Finally he pulled out the paddle again, and the massager. Ten strokes to her pussy, followed by a minute’s direct sensitization from the shaking, rubber bulb, sending high intensity waves into her sodden little slit. She squirmed, squealing, struggling and he knew, even if they made it through just half of the strokes...

...tomorrow, they’d do it all over again.
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