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Note for the Reader:

This story is a work of fiction and contains material that some people might find offensive, with serious themes of bondage, discipline, sadism and masochism. All characters are 18 years of age or older.


Jenni

She sat nervously in the chair outside the principal’s office, the occupants hidden from view by dark blinds that rattled against the windows. She couldn’t see into the schoolmaster’s lair, but she could listen, and the sounds of someone’s pitiful cries and the sharp crack of the leather strap against soft skin seemed more concrete and real than if she had been forced to watch the regimen of corporal punishment in person. Jenni stiffened in her seat as the sound of the strap changed to a wet slap that elicited an even more fervent cry.

But she wasn’t quite sure if it was the sounds of agony, or ecstasy.

Taking a deep breath to steady herself, she gripped her bare knees and smoothed down the blue plaid of her uniform skirt. The material barely covered her upper thighs, leaving a great deal of her leg showing, and she wondered again if raising the hem had been a sound decision. Or if switching out the normal white button down blouse provided by the school for a shirt of the same cut, but not the same thickness, had been wise. She crossed her arms over her chest, wishing that the translucent material of her blouse wasn’t quite so revealing. She hadn’t realized just how bad it was until she got to school. Her lack of a bra was pointedly clear, as two raised bumps, centered over easily visible pink discs, were in immediate view of anyone looking straight at her. She kicked her feet nervously, black flats swinging while the white, elastic topped, thigh-high stockings she wore, clearly in violation of the uniform standard, clung to her legs like a second skin.

When the door finally opened, the tear-stained cheeks of another girl appeared, eyes glazed, still struggling to catch her breath. She seemed to have trouble walking, tilting as if her balance were off as she left the principal’s office. Her uniform skirt was askew, as if it had been tucked up into her waistband and only later hastily pulled downward. A little too much was revealed and Jenni couldn’t help noticing the fact that the girl wasn’t wearing panties, or that her thighs glistened with an unusual amount of moisture. Their eyes met for a moment and Jenni saw the vapid, dazed expression and realized that whatever the other girl had endured in the form of corporal punishment, it had left her disoriented and flushed. She walked away, still twitching, then left the main office back into the corridor.  Jenni sat there, only to gulp in trepidation as the man himself appeared in the doorway.

The principal’s suit coat was missing and the sleeves of his immaculate and crisply starched white shirt were rolled up to the elbows. In one hand he held the punishment strap, absurdly flexible and darkened along the tip. Jenni could see that the end was soaked, the supple brown leather saturated with moisture. She couldn’t help but wonder exactly what was on that belt! The principal glanced down at Jenni, eyes narrowing.

“And what are you here for?” he asked darkly. Jenni stood nervously, clutching the punishment slip she’d been given, her too short skirt and gauzy blouse making it rather obvious why she had been sent to the principal’s office. She held out the paper to him and he read it quickly, and then took a step back to look at her attire. His mouth turned downward in a frown.

“That skirt is entirely inappropriate,” he confirmed, noting that on her feet, the hem barely covered her bottom. “And as for those stockings,” he lamented, shaking his head. He backed up into the office, motioning her inside. “Well, come along.”

The office itself was a bastion of order, the oak desk huge and well organized. A leather blotter stood in the center, while a computer rested on the credenza behind the desk. There were two chairs in front of the desk, and a small sofa was positioned against the wall. Pictures of C.P. Elrod Senior Highschool were framed and positioned in various spots around the room while a hat rack stood in one corner.

Jenni’s heart pounded as she approached the desk, the reality of what was about to happen finally permeating into her brain. She felt herself tighten and tense, waiting, unsure of what was to happen next.

“Stand with your hands straight down along your sides, young lady.” 

Jenni nodded and followed his directives obediently. Her fingers touched her bare thighs, just as she knew they would. She had hemmed the skirt herself, shortening its depth by a full four inches, totally in violation of the school’s dress code. Now it barely covered her bottom and she had noticed a few of the boys glancing back up at her when she had walked down the stairs. She knew they were trying to catch a glimpse of what was under her skirt. The principal shook his head, the leather strap dangling from his hand. His eyes went to her thigh high stockings and another flutter of nerves sent a wave of spasms through her.  She knew her stockings were also not allowed. 

“Stockings and skirt,” he announced.  “Arms up, hands behind your head,” he told her.  She lifted her arms, interlocking her fingers and placing her hands on the back of her neck. It seemed natural and right, even as the principal set the strap down on his desk, turning to give her a more detailed inspection. Her eyes focused on his face and when his gaze moved to her bosom, she knew that he had noticed the hard tips of her breasts pressing against the fabric of her blouse, the thin material taut. His eyes narrowed and he gave her a quizzical look.

“Are you not wearing a bra, young lady?” he asked curiously.

She shook her head, not trusting herself to speak. Her nod was affirmation enough and he extended his hand, placing it gently over her left breast, squeezing lightly through the shirt. Jenni gasped as his thumb began swirling around the tight, raised tip, teasing the sensitive nub deliciously. She closed her eyes, letting out a soft moan.

“An interesting choice,” the principal said, slowly moving his hand into the depression between her breasts. “Not wearing the appropriate underclothes is just as much a violation of the student dress code as wearing a skirt that’s too short,” he informed her. His fingers found the first button and with ample dexterity, he began unfastening the small, white circles and then opened the front of the blouse, pulling it out of her skirt.

Jenni was particularly well-endowed, lush and full. Both mounds were creamy white and capped with huge pink circles that seemed to beg for attention. Her nipples, still hard and puckered, tightened even more as they were exposed to the cool air of the principal’s office. She sucked in a breath as the excitement of her predicament overwhelmed her and she could feel the rush of wetness forming between her legs. It felt as if her breasts were wild doves straining for freedom and the moment her shirt no longer held them back, they burst forward in glorious song.

His other hand came up, both thumbs now gently teasing the tips of her breasts. She opened her eyes, looking up at him as the pleasure practically overwhelmed her. Tingles of excitement seemed to explode in her chest, shooting straight down to her sex and she let out a desperate moan.

“Not wearing a bra has earned you an additional twenty strokes,” the principal told her. “Normally these would be delivered to your bottom, along with the ten strokes you’ve earned for each stocking, and the other twenty for the inappropriate skirt.”

She nodded. She knew that. “Yes sir,” she breathed, barely able to think through the circular caress he was giving her areolas.

“That said, so many strokes to your buttocks could prove overwhelming. I can provide you with another option.”

She looked up into his eyes, staring in wanton lust.

“I can give you the strokes exactly where you have earned them.”

Her breath caught in her throat. It was exactly like she’d been told. She nodded eagerly.

“Then remove your shoes and stockings.” He let go of her breasts and stepped back.

Jenni swayed for a moment, but then kicked off her shoes. They slipped from her tiny feet and she bent down, pushing the elastic stitched top of the white hose downward. Her creamy white skin seemed to glow with perfection and she knelt down on one knee to give herself stability as she slid the stretchy material off over her red painted toenails.

Awkwardly, she took the stocking off the other leg, then stood, holding out the material, barefoot. The principal took the stockings and shoes and set them on his desk.

“Now, you will bend over my desk, resting your chest on the leather blotter.” He pointed down at the polished desktop. She gulped and stepped close, then bent over. She felt a swirl of air around her buttocks.

“Since I will also be giving your bottom twenty strokes, I’m going to lift your skirt and tuck it into your waistband. Then I’ll pull your panties down, just enough to expose your buttocks.”

Jenni stiffened but didn’t respond, even as the principal took hold of her skirt. She closed her eyes, knowing what he was about to say, what he was about to find, and then, what he would have to do.

“Good lord,” the principal declared. “No panties either?” He made a disappointed ticking sound with his tongue, but his hand was already on her bottom, fingers squeezing, groping. “Spread your legs wide.”

She closed her eyes. Every muscle in her body was tense and she widened her stance as much as possible, placing her feet almost to the opposite ends of the desk. Cool air flowed over her sodden slit and she let out a gasp as his fingers delved deeper, through her buttocks and then even lower.

“Failure to wear panties has earned you an additional twenty strokes,” the principal said roughly as his hand suddenly found her sex. She gasped, wriggling as she felt him probe the dripping opening of her depths.

“Yes…” she moaned, thrusting back against his hand. She felt a bit of him inside her, a finger up to the knuckle and she wanted, needed more.

“You’ve already opted to receive punishment on the offending body parts. We can’t change that now.” He pushed and even more of his hand slid into her depths. She felt his fingers curling inside her and she moved one hand to her breast, fingers pinching the nipple.

“Yes sir,” she breathed desperately, waves of acute pleasure rushing through her. He continued to touch and torment her, working her insides to a froth. Whimpering with excitement and need, she squirmed perfectly, bent over his desk, an orgasm already approaching.

Which is when he pulled his hand away.

“We will deal with the slutty stockings first. Lift your right foot,” the principal ordered, wiping Jenni’s goo across her perfectly round and exposed ass. She let out a whine of frustration, but complied immediately. She wasn’t sure what to expect as he picked up the leather strap. Then there was movement, a swish, and a harsh, stinging line of heat exploded across the arch of her foot.

“Aaaahhhh!” She squealed, jerking her foot away and putting it down on the floor. She started to push herself up, only to find his solid, firm hand on the back of her neck, holding her down. The hand holding the strap flashed down to her bare bottom, but instead of hitting her, his fingers thrust and dug, finding her still soaked slit, pushing in. The penetration changed everything and suddenly the pain was pleasure. Except more intense. She nearly swooned.

But it didn’t last.

“Foot up. Again,” he commanded, his voice hard and unyielding. Her pussy tightened around his fingers, but she lifted her heel once more, only to yelp as he pulled his hand out of her saturated slit and slashed down once more with the strap.

The leather snapped against Jenni’s bare foot with a vicious crack and she let out another squeal, only to gurgle in shock as the principal’s fingers once more probed the grasping petals of her sex. He moved almost completely behind her, letting go of her neck, only to change which hand was thrusting into her pussy.

“Your right foot,” he said, the fingers of his left hand now fully inside her sex. “Lift it.”

She did, bending her knee. The lash fell again, not as hard as before, but still stinging. But this time, with his hand still curling and thrusting into her sex, she didn’t pull away or put her foot down. Another stroke fell, and then another, and the pain only made her clench more tightly around his fingers.

“Oh… Oh yes!” She whimpered, moaning. She wriggled her bottom, thrusting back against his hand even as the leather strap continued to lick at the sole of each foot, back and forth. It didn’t matter. All she cared about was the incredible way his finger was swirling and plunging through her soaked slit. The rest of the earned blows fell until each arch was stinging, ten strokes delivered to each tender, tiny foot.

“Now you will receive the punishment for the altered skirt,” he said simply, moving to her left and pulling his hand away from her ass. She quivered, panting as his wet fingers slid across her hip, then tugged down her skirt. It fell around her ankles and she stepped out of the fallen material.

“Spread your legs wide,” the principal ordered. She nodded, her chest heaving with excitement. She felt his left hand on her hip and his fingers slid around the front of her body, along her bikini line, straight to the soft wetness of her flower. Jenni’s eyes closed in exquisite pleasure as she felt his fingers slide into her slit, once more entering her wetness, curling and teasing. Her head hung down, nipples still tiny, hard bumps, a testament to her arousal, her long hair hiding her face as she moaned. Then he swung his right arm hard and the leather strap flashed through the air, only to flatten against her rump. She cried out, her buttocks tightening, her body thrusting forward away from the stroke, but even as she quivered under the blow, she felt his hand cupping her sex. He plunged his finger in even deeper as she bucked and the principal pulled his arm back for another swing.

Her cry from the second stroke was louder and she felt the harsh sting, even as her sweet slit clutched and clenched on the wriggling digit exploring her depths. Another stroke, and then another, left her bucking, hips thrusting as the principal wielded discipline against her bottom with brutal efficiency. Soon she was crooning, her fingers clutching at the desk, her bare bosom pressed tightly to the leather blotter, raised up on tiptoe as heat and need seemed to blossom within her like a blaze. She arched her back, teeth clenched as the last four or five strokes moved downward to the backs of her thighs, pain confusing her as it mixed with the pleasure between her legs. None of that mattered to the principal, who knew exactly how close she was to orgasm. Again and again the leather ribbon slashed across her rear, leaving scarlet whorls against pristine snow. Near the last of them, Jenni cried out, but not in pain. She felt the pressures inside her, burning and sizzling with wanton need, approach bursting, her seams tearing. Then the principal stopped, pulling his hand away from her sodden swamp and leaving her ragged and gasping. She whimpered, her teeth clenched tight to keep from begging him to finish, to fuck her, to satisfy his every need with her body, and thus giving her what she wanted as well.

“Stand up straight,” ordered the principal.

Slowly, still trembling, Jenni pushed herself up off the desk, breasts hanging like ripe fruit. The front of her shirt fell in front of her nipples and she quickly pushed the material back, exposing her breasts again.

“Turn around,” the principal added.

She moved slowly, sensuously, her thighs wet and slick. The carpet was rough on the bare soles of her feet and she looked at him breathlessly, wanting him to throw her down and thrust himself into her. Her eyes widened and she gulped as he raised the strap to her breasts, only to stroke one nipple gently with the edge of the leather belt.

“Take a full step forward, then lean backward, placing your palms on the desk.”

She complied, willingly obedient. She arched her back, lifting her chin as she tilted backward. She braced herself as he continued to tease her nipple with the leather.

“Now spread your legs as wide as you can.”

Jenni widened her stance, her bare little feet now almost to the edges of the desk itself. She arched her back, thrusting both her breasts and her swollen, desperate little slit forward.

“For not wearing a bra, you will receive twenty strokes across your bosom,” he said simply.  He lifted the leather strap and without further words, swung it at Jenni’s chest. The flexible ribbon bit into her flesh, her full soft mounds rippling from the blow. She gasped, the sting of the stroke surprising her. A line of scarlet fire seemed to flash across both nipples, burning hotly for a moment, only to fade into a sullen, aching heat. But then he brought his hand down, touching her sex again, rubbing her clit in soft circles. Jenni mewled with need and when she thrust into his hand, he let go, shaking out the leather strap.

He hit her again, without giving her time to adjust. Her chin came up, teeth clenched as the strap walloped her, leaving a second crimson mark across her breasts. Her chest heaved, pain radiating outward and inward, leaving her gasping. She lifted one foot, struggling to stay in position as the strap struck again. The heat and pain built in her breasts and another stroke only increased those sensations. Her nipples tightened as the punishment strap continued to beat mercilessly across the front of her body until she was pushing her tits forward, as if asking for each and every stroke. The principal struck her chest again with the leather strap, turning the white creaminess of her skin into strawberry-colored swirls. He worked methodically up and down her bosom, from the steep slope to the full curve, to the underside, leaving her young flesh properly marked and excoriated. When she looked as if she might burst into tears, he stopped, once more thrusting his fingers into her sex, turning her need against her.

His hand still between her legs, he lifted her. “Up,” he said. “Onto the desk. Sit on the leather blotter.”

Jenni, her breasts hot and heavy, groaned as his finger wriggled inside her, his palm cupping her sex. He lifted, pulling her up by the pussy, and she rose on tiptoe, only to slide her bottom up onto the desktop. It stung, but the pain lessened as she lay back, lifting her feet from the floor and bending her knees. She reached forward, grabbing her thighs and she moaned as his thumb began slipping back and forth over her clit.

“You will receive twenty strokes to your sex, and hopefully this will serve as a sufficient consequence to your violation of the school rules,” the principal said. He pulled his finger out of her, wiping the now goo-covered digit on her exposed thigh. He moved to the front of the desk, near her head, only to open a drawer and extract a battery powered massager. He returned to the spot between her legs and lifted the strap.

“Five strokes, then I’ll sensitize the spot again,” he explained.

She quivered with expectation and spread her legs as wide apart as possible. He lifted the leather strap and brought it down right on the pulsing, sensitive nub of her sex. The sound of the soft hide biting into her slit was loud in her ears and then she felt the harsh sting explode through her loins. She yelped, kicking as the sting turned to pain, which then turned to heat. She felt a spasm ripple through her and then he hit again, in the exact same spot. Jenni squealed, unable to control herself as the principal lashed her soft and delicate sex. Three more strokes, in short order, fell between her legs, pain blossoming almost to the point where she couldn’t hold herself together. Screeching, she shuddered, eyes shut, jaw clenched.

And then the massager touched her clit.

The pain and heat changed instantly, her confused brain trying to cope with the sudden transformation. Pure pleasure surged through her, gobbling up the agony of her punishment and morphing it into something more than either the punishment or the pleasure themselves could have given. Waves of bliss rolled up her body and her chest heaved as the pressure built within her. Soon she was close to climax, whimpering and moaning with need, her hips rolling as she thrust upward into the soft rubber bulb.

It took her a moment to realize that he’d pulled the massager away, and in fact, it wasn’t until the strap once more fell between her legs that she was even able to process what was happening. But this time the bitter sting didn’t feel quite so strong and it was still stimulating, even if her pussy was clenching hard. Her fingers dug into her thighs, shifting her grip as more blows landed, hot and heavy and hard, burning her petals and searing her sensitive nub. She threw her head back, twisting and shuddering on the desk, only for the torment to once more change as he pressed the massager back against her pussy.

Except this time, she felt his fingers enter her sex as well.

Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as waves of utter bliss shot through her loins. Her sex tightened, convulsing as he began jamming his hand against her cunt, the massager pressing so tight it almost was pinching her clit. Within her well his fingers curled and she almost lost her grip, feet kicking as her toes curled.

Then, like before, just as she felt herself ready to cum, he pulled the massager away, his fingers escaping the clutching wetness of her greedy cunt. The cessation of stimulation was almost more tortuous than the way the strap fell upon her pussy, slapping the wet and mushy folds of her slit with brutal efficiency. Heat exploded within her, a fire that surged and bit and burned, and it pulled her back from the edge, but only to bank the fires and turn up the pressure. The leather strap flicked down on the folds of her sex, opening them, tugging at them, and lighting fires of agony and ecstasy along her entire sex.

“YESS!” She cried out, eyes closed.

The principal pressed the massager back up against her pussy, this time only touching her clit and she couldn’t hold still. She thrashed around on the top of his desk, quivering violently, overwhelmed by the short circuiting of her nervous system. Flashes of hot and cold, of light and dark, of pain and pleasure, exploded through her and she didn’t know whether she was up or down. Her body tightened, rushing toward the light at the end of the tunnel, and he pulled the shaking rubber tip away from her sex and lifted the strap.

The supple soaked leather fell, flattening her clitoris, then curling down over her sex, spreading her petals and leaving a burning flash from the apex of her sex to her perineum. She screeched, arching her back, unable to cope with the fresh agony. He hit her again, the same force impacting in the same spot, and her left leg shot out, her fingers losing her grip. He pushed her wriggling limb aside and delivered the third stroke of the series, the eighteenth to her pussy, and she screamed, her other leg shooting out. She brought her hands up to her breasts, pinching her nipples as she thrashed on the desk. He grabbed her right leg, pushing it up, then her left, bending until her knees were near her chest. Then he twisted and with two vicious, hard strokes, finished her punishment.

He stepped back and took a deep breath as Jenni cried out, quivering violently. Then she shook her head back and forth, overwhelmed.

“No! No! Please! Please!” She wailed. “Don’t stop! I need… I need!” She brought her legs up, spreading them open in desperation, her freshly beaten pussy dark pink, her clit slightly swollen, her petals raw and spread.

The principal turned off the massager. “This is punishment,” he said darkly, starting to turn away.

“Please!” She bawled. “Please! Please… please hit me!”

And he paused. His hand twitched.

“Please…” she whimpered. Her body quivered and her deep, chocolate brown eyes looked up at him in utter desperation. She nodded, her chin dipping, and he couldn’t help himself. Slowly, he lifted the strap, raising his hand above her sex, and brought it down. Once. Twice. A third time. She screamed, once more losing control, her feet kicking as fluids exploded from her sex. His eyes widened, surprised that it was the strap that had brought her to climax. He bit his lip as she shuddered, her body rippling with spasms and he jammed the massager against her pussy as she finished her climax. He didn’t pull the buzzing, shaking rubber bulb away from her cunt until she slumped, spent and trembling, the surge of adrenaline replaced with the sweet euphoria of sexual satisfaction.

He turned off the massager and set it down on the desk. He ignored the naked girl, her pussy dripping cum down upon his leather blotter, and he picked up her uniform blouse and skirt, setting them neatly down next to her. Then he retrieved her stockings. He stood there, gazing at her, until she finally lifted her head, eyes still dazed and unfocused, grinning stupidly.

“Your punishment is concluded. Get dressed,” he ordered. She pushed herself upright, only to wince and groan. She looked down at her chest. None of the lines across her breasts were deep, but she could certainly see where she’d been hit. She wriggled a bit, noticing that her bottom felt almost the same. Then she put a hand down between her legs, shocked at the sensitivity of her sex. He tapped his fingers impatiently on the desk and she nodded, hopping down. She turned, picked up her skirt, and bent over, stepping into the blue plaid material. She pulled it up, covering her freshly spanked bottom, then pulled on her shirt, buttoning it up over her aching boobs. She then stood on one foot, pulling her stockings up.

“I hope you’ve learned your lesson,” the principal said, watching as she slipped her feet into the dark pumps. “If you violate those rules again, not only will you get the same punishment, but there will be further consequences,” he explained. He pointed her toward the door and she wobbled in that direction. She drew her hand down over her face, wondering if tears had streaked her makeup. Then she licked her lips and looked up at the principal. His eyes seemed to burn with delight, with need, with desire.

“Yes sir,” she whispered softly, passionately, longingly. “I understand.”

“Off you go,” he ordered, only to give her a soft pat on the bottom. She grinned as he opened the door to his office. “I hope you’ve learned your lesson.”

Another school girl sat there waiting, an expectant, excited look on her face. She too was wearing the school uniform, except the skirt was too short, her blouse too tight, and the raised bumps of her nipples perfectly silhouetted.

Jenni smiled. She’d learned her lesson all right. She knew exactly what she would wear to school the next day.


Saturday School

Jenni was only marginally surprised to discover that she wasn’t the only student who had been ordered to report to the principal’s office that warm Saturday morning. A bench with several seats sat along the opposite wall from his office, occupied by two other, clearly recalcitrant girls. She recognized Ann immediately; a popular sophomore whose small, shy smile was enough to make hearts melt while her prodigious curves had a tendency to attract the hungry looks of every male around her. Ann wore a pleasant summer dress; white with little blue flowers that went well with her shoulder length brown hair. The bosom of the dress was elastic and pulled tight, emphasizing Ann’s impressive bust, especially since the collar dipped down so low that the girl’s cleavage was a deep dark crevasse just begging to be explored.

Sitting just a little way down the bench was Liz, a spitfire of a girl with a bad attitude and enough black eyeliner on to qualify for her own line of cosmetic products. Her sable-colored hair obviously came from a bottle, the dark locks going well with the punk rocker/Goth look Liz was going for. A silver ring flashed at Liz’s nostril, with a matching piece of hardware in her lip. Jenni couldn’t help noticing the obvious little bumps on either side of Liz’s nipples, clearly indicative of a set of barbell piercings. Even more outrageous were Liz’s ripped fishnet stockings, the combat boots with green neon laces, the black leather mini skirt, and the loose and half torn pink tee-shirt that hung off of one shoulder, sporting the words “bad to your boner” between the outlines of the pierced nipples. The meaning couldn’t have been clearer.

Jenni blushed after reading Liz’s shirt. She herself had also been selective about her clothing, since school uniforms were not required. A pair of tight, blue denim shorts cupped her cute bottom and a light pink halter top covered her chest. There was a large strip of bared belly, the lightly tanned skin matching the long legs that went down to a pair of simple flip flops that graced her feet. Unlike Liz, Jenni wore no jewelry except for a pair of sapphire colored studs that pierced both earlobes.

For a moment Jenni considered sitting down between Ann and Liz, but decided to remain standing. She wasn’t sure why, other than the predatory look in Liz’s face. Instead, Jenni leaned back against the wall and crossed her arms as Liz looked up, a speculative look in her eye. Jenni felt just a tad bit intimidated by Liz and after meeting the Goth girl’s gaze directly in a sort of trial of wills, she wilted, blushing crimson as Liz licked her lips hungrily. Jenni fidgeted uneasily, an unexpected moistness between her legs, until a series of muffled shrieks emanated from behind the closed door of the principal’s office drew everyone’s attention.

Ann’s eyes widened as she and Liz glanced toward the frosted glass windows and Jenni looked as well. None of them could see in, but even muted by the plate glass, there came a few half-strangled sobs, as if someone were crying while stuffing a hand down their own throat. Ann gave a little gasp and Jenni looked over to see the girl turning red. The blush on the girl’s cheeks spoke volumes and Liz was grinning, eyes bright with speculation.

Another five minutes passed and then the principal’s office door opened. Jenni straightened as he appeared, tall and muscular, wearing his impeccable shirt and tie. He stepped aside, as if to let someone leave, and Jenni gasped as Miss Fontaine, the new science teacher, came out. Her makeup had run, leaving several dark streaks down her cheeks and her dress was askew. There were several white globules of fluid splattering her neckline, all the way down to the collar of her dress, which had an unusual smear of wetness. She hurried past and from the way she was walking, Jenni could tell she was in pain.  Miss Fontaine left hurriedly, her hands going down to cup her own bottom as she entered the hall outside the office.

“Let’s go. All three of you,” the principal said.  That startled Jenni, but Liz rose first, fast and confident, leading the way. Jenni followed, more than a little intrigued. Ann brought up the rear, clearly uncomfortable and nervous. The principal moved around them as they followed his direction and entered the office. A collection of photographs hung on the walls and to the right was a comfortable looking leather sofa, set behind a coffee table. His desk, along with a pair of chairs, dominated the opposite end of the room and together they walked right up to it.

Ann gasped. Lying upon the top of the desktop were an assortment of whips, paddles, saps and freshly cut switches, all looking devilish and painful. The principal leaned against the desk, idly picked up one of the canes, and then nodded at the line of girls.

“Remove your shoes,” he ordered them. Jenni moved first, merely slipping her bare feet out of the matching pair of flip flops. Liz let out a frustrated groan and was forced to kneel as she began untying her boots. Anne pulled up the hem of her dress slightly, revealing a pair of high heels and bent down to unbuckle them. Liz took the longest since she was wearing a skirt that made movement difficult, while the laces of her combat boots had to be untied. Finally Liz straightened, her feet still encased in the ripped fishnet stockings.  The principal pointed at Liz.

“Pick up everyone’s shoes and put them by the door,” he told her.

Liz’s eyes narrowed. “Why me?” she demanded.

The principal’s response was lightning quick. The cane he was holding snapped out, striking her left breast through her black shirt. Liz gasped and jumped backward, her arm coming up in self-defense. 

“Fuck!” she exclaimed. “That hurt!” Anger flashed across her face. She opened her mouth to say something else, but Jenni saw the expression on the principal’s face, the same as Liz did. The punk Goth girl wisely closed her mouth and bent over, hurriedly gathering the assorted shoes and carrying them to the door. Liz dumped them all in a pile rather disrespectfully and then returned to the line, a look of dark consternation on her face.

The principal took a deep breath.  “I will say this just once. You are all here to be disciplined by corporal punishment. For those of you who have been here before, you know the drill. I expect deference and courtesy.”

Jenni nodded, though mostly to herself. She had become a frequent visitor to the principal’s office, almost daily in fact, and he himself had been the one to tell her that her consistently perplexing choices of attire merited more intense correction. She had responded to that observation by wearing something even more provocative the next day and hadn’t even made it to her first class before being sent to the office.

“B-b-but I thought…” Ann suddenly sobbed, fresh tears spilling down her alabaster cheeks. Like Jenni, she hadn’t worn any mascara or eyeliner. Only Liz’s eyes were rimmed in black.

The principal eyes her coolly. “You were caught providing oral satisfaction to not one, but two boys in the men’s locker room, Ann. At the same time.” The well-endowed brunette blushed crimson and let out another sob as both Liz and Jenni glanced at Ann in surprise.

Liz caught sight of Jenni’s look of shock. “Oh, give me a break, princess,” Liz snorted.  “You’re always dressed like a ten-dollar whore, what with your short hemmed skirts you wear, and the fact you never wear panties or a bra. Everyone knows you come here for a daily fucking.” She pointed toward the principal.

Jenni gasped, her eyes widening, but before she could say anything, the principal lashed out again with the cane, this time striking Liz’s right breast. Liz gasped, her hand coming up to cup herself as the glare of the principal silenced her. Ann glanced over at Jenni, who was blushing, but didn’t seem surprised, or even outraged at the accusation.

“And you Elizabeth? Would you care to share why you are here?”

Liz’s look of anger faded into a wicked grin. “I wouldn’t dream of denying you the opportunity,” she retorted. The principal didn’t reply, refusing to take the bait. The silence lengthened until Liz sighed in exasperation and looked over at Ann and Jenni.

“I was having sex with a teacher,” she explained, clearly unrepentant.

Jenni blinked in confusion. At C.P. Elrod Senior High, that wasn’t precisely an offense. That was practically a daily event. 

“What’s so bad about that?” Ann asked in bewilderment.

Liz smirked.  “Because Ms. Fontaine agreed to fix a grade for me,” she replied succinctly.

The principal was unfazed. “And because you left her tied to a lab-table, spread-eagled, with dry ice burns on her nipples and clit.”

Now both Ann and Jenni looked shocked.

Liz actually blushed. “I got burned a little too,” she pouted.  “Right here.” She lifted up the front of her shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her well rounded bosom came into view. She touched the tip of her right breast, a silver barbell stud piercing the pink tip. She wiggled it around, staring at the principal and then she lifted her breast up and her tongue came out to lick the pierced tip enticingly. No one said anything and she grinned, let go of her breast and let the shirt drop back down.

The principal shook his head, rolling his eyes. Then he focused on Ann. “We will now begin. Remove your dress.” He tapped the cane against the palm of his hand and for half a second it looked like Ann was going to protest. The brunette girl’s eyes darted left and right, hoping for a reprieve, or for Liz or Jenni to volunteer. But then fresh tears appeared in her eyes and she grabbed hold of the hem of the dress and with a single pull tugged it off over her head.

Ann’s large, soft, white breasts came into view. The nipples were huge and perfectly pink, the tips already hardening as the flesh contracted from exposure and fear. Or was it excitement? Ann’s belly was flat and smooth and led straight down to a shaved slit, with just a tiny, well-trimmed bit of hair above it. Her bottom was also impressive, a wide hipped fanny that had been hidden under the flair of the dress. Liz snorted as Ann folded her dress and held it to her middle, still crying.

“Pretending to be all wholesome and innocent, yet you show up not wearing a bra or panties? What a slut!” Liz taunted.

Ann glared at Liz with an angry grimace but then was quiet as the principal stood up. He put down the switch and pulled a five foot long, black leather cord from his pocket. 

“Turn around, hands behind your back,” he told Ann.  She complied, but only after handing her folded dress to Jenni. In seconds Ann’s wrists were bound behind her, pushing her prodigious breasts forward. The principal laced the thong higher, brought the girl’s elbows inward, and then marched the curvy brunette to the middle of the office, near the sofa. There was a steel ring embedded in the ceiling and he positioned Ann directly beneath it. Then the principal moved around to Ann’s front.

Liz and Jenni watched in astonishment as another long strand of leather thong appeared. The principal grabbed hold of Ann’s left breast and began wrapping it at the base. Each loop tightened around the soft and pliable mound, changing the shape from a smooth, white curve capped with pink, into a taut, darkening bulb. Ann moaned as he tied off the thong and began doing the exact same thing to the other side of her chest. Jenni shifted enviously as the principal finished binding Ann’s bosom, taking the loose ends of the leather thongs and threading them through the steel ring above her head. He pulled on it, making Ann gasp and tugging her breasts upward. Jenni knew it had to be uncomfortable because Ann went up on tiptoe, her bare feet arched and moving, struggling to help her keep balance as well as to prevent her own weight from pulling on her breasts. The principal tied the leather strands off and Ann was forced to stay up upon her toes, calves burning, or risk hanging from her breasts.

The principal returned to the desk and picked up the willow switch, giving it a quick swing as if to test its suppleness. Ann looked at the principal in frantic terror and Jenni tried to imagine what the sound of the switch striking Ann’s boobs or bottom would make.

But it wasn’t Ann the principal turned to. Instead, he looked at Jenni, eyes dark and impenetrable. 

“Strip,” was all he said, his face cold and impassive. It didn’t matter to Jenni. She was glad to be next. In seconds her halter top was on the floor, her shapely breasts exposed like Ann’s. Even Liz couldn’t help smiling in appreciation, licking her lips as if Jenni were a scrumptious tidbit to be devoured. The shorts followed, exposing a blue and white striped thong. This was peeled down and Jenni noticed that the crotch was soaked.

The principal looked upon her nudity for a long moment, clearly just appreciating her form. He did this every time she’d been in his office before and she knew that he was a connoisseur. Finally, he pointed to the black leather sofa against the far wall.

“Sit on the sofa and spread your legs as wide as possible,” he told her.

Jenni moved gracefully to the couch and sat down, the leather cool under her bare bottom. She leaned back and brought her feet up, propping her heels on the seat next to her. This bent both legs, but also forced her to spread herself open like a butterfly, her legs the finely shaped wings. Her sex, pink, shaved, and very, very wet, opened widely in that position, enabling all of them to see deep into the petals, which blossomed until a dark crevasse appeared, beckoning to be filled.

Again, the principal studied her, his eyes locked on the rose colored flesh between the  girl’s legs. Moisture trickled from Jenni’s sex and she couldn’t help rolling her hips a few times as her body’s incessant need for sexual satisfaction once more took priority. The principal reached down and ran a single finger through Jenni’s sodden folds. She let out a gasp, then shuddered as he dipped into her well, a single frustrating inch, only to pull out and put the now wet digit in his mouth. He said nothing, but went back to his desk, opened the top drawer, and pulled out a massive, pink colored vibrator. He tossed it to Liz who caught it in surprise.

“Get her on the edge,” he told Liz, who grinned wickedly and went straight for Jenni. “But don’t let her cum.”

“Oh sweetie,” Liz said softly as she knelt down in front of Jenni, her face only a foot away from Jenni's exposed clit. “You are about to beg me for release.” She lifted the vibrator, turned it on, and pressed the tip against Jenni’s sex. The effect was instantaneous. There was a sharp gasp and Jenni’s body tightened as Liz pushed on one knee, opening Jenni up even more. The tip of the vibrator began circling one specific spot and in short order Jenni’s hips were rolling as her chest heaved with need.

Meanwhile the principal had returned to Ann holding the switch. It whistled through the air, cutting sharply until its forward momentum was impeded by Ann’s bottom. She let out a shrill cry that startled both Jenni and Liz, the latter twisting to look over at the buxom beauty. Ann was held upright by the bindings on her breasts and both sides of her bosom had darkened noticeably in color, turning an engaging shade of purple. Her feet danced as she struggled to relieve the pressure on her bound breasts, her toes flexing, even as the principal swung the cane again, leaving a second line of scarlet fire across Ann’s buttocks. Ann sobbed and swung madly. 

Jenni tried to count the strokes the principal gave Ann, but Liz had turned back, focusing on Jenni’s pussy. Liz ran the buzzing vibrator into Jenni’s recessed opening, pushing inward for a few inches, only to withdraw without satisfying the girl’s desperate need. Another rush of pure bliss followed as Liz bent down close, her hot pink tongue darting out, lapping at Jenni’s clit. Jenni cried out in ecstasy, thrusting her hips forward and it was only then that Liz drove the phallic toy deep.

Ann’s cries of continuing anguish did nothing to quell the rush of exquisite pleasure that exploded through Jenni's veins. It was orgasmic in nature, powerful and strong. Liz continued to push on Jenni’s knee only to begin suckling the girl’s clitoris, seeming to devour it in one long, sweet pull. Through it all, the harsh impact of the switch against Ann’s rump punctuated the moans and slurping sounds as Liz pleasured Jenni, a sharp contrast to Ann’s pain ridden pleas for the principal to spare her.

Jenni sucked in a breath of air, her body shuddering from the influx of pure pleasure. She felt amazing, but also shocked. She’d never, ever, had sex with another girl before and Liz’s mouth had felt so good! The vibrator was still inside her, wobbling from the off-set motor embedded within. To Jenni’s surprise, she was still insanely aroused, despite the orgasm, and could feel another wave building inside her.

“Keep your legs open!” Liz said sternly, slapping a hand against Jenni’s inner thigh, less than an inch away from her stuffed pussy. The flesh smarted and caused Jenni to yelp in pain.

“Having problems?” the principal asked, tearing his attention away from the sobbing Ann, whose weight was almost totally being supported by her massive breasts.

Liz straightened up and then used a single finger to flick Jenni’s clit sharply, eliciting another desperate cry as well as another jerk from the panting waif. “She won’t stay open,” Liz complained dishonestly, lying through her teeth. “She keeps trying to close her legs.” She flicked Jenni’s clit a second time, hard and cruel, the involuntary spasms making the spread open legs seem to close. The principal smiled, obviously aware that Jenni's issue of staying spread stemmed not from misbehavior, but from Liz’s manipulation. He quickly went to his desk, opened another drawer, and pulled out a collection of Velcro straps and D Link carabiners.  He dumped the entire mess onto the sofa next to Jenni.

“Here. Bind her open, but be quick about it. She’s next.” He said. “Make sure that most of her ass is still visible too.”

Liz grinned and used the palm of her hand to jam the vibrator as deep as it would go into the pink gash in front of her. Jenni tensed and cried out, her hands coming up to grasp her own knees, pulling herself wide. Liz laughed and grabbed Jenni’s hand, pushing it down to hold the vibrator.

“Here. Keep the pressure on. No pumping or I’ll hurt you. Keep it in deep.” And with that Jenni was holding the vibrator in her own slit. Liz began sorting through the pile of straps and a minute later began wrapping one around Jenni’s leg, just above the knee. “Oh… the options!” Liz muttered with delight.

Across the room the hum of another vibrator began and Jenni craned her head to the side to see the principal press another pink phallus against Ann’s clit. Her choked sobs began to subside and suddenly her hips began to thrust forward as Ann began to rub herself on the vibrating toy. Meanwhile Liz had secured two separate straps to Jenni’s legs, midway up. A pair of steel eye hooks were mounted in the walls on opposite sides of the couch and Liz used them to their full advantage. She pulled the straps until Jenni’s legs were obscenely spread, bent at the knee, petite bare feet hanging in the air. Liz grabbed hold of the other wrist, bringing both hands down to Jenni's vibrator stuffed pussy, and bound them together, tying off the last strap. Then she lifted Jenni’s hands upward as she threw the strap behind the couch. Cooperating, Jenni moaned as Liz rooted down underneath the sofa and managed to get a hold of the last strap. This she tied around the sofa leg. 

Liz barely caught the vibrator in time as the pulsing wetness of Jenni’s sex squeezed the pink phallus out. Liz laughed, reaching up to tweak a rose-colored nipple before running the tip of the soaked and gooey vibe across Jenni’s clitoris. 

“And where should this go next?” Liz asked rhetorically. She dragged the tip of the vibrator downward, through the wet and open petals of Jenni’s sex, down even further to the tiny star shaped opening of her bottom. Jenni whimpered, but there was little she could do tied open, her body canted upward, spread wide and prepared like a feast. If Liz wanted the vibrator in Jenni’s bottom, then that is where it would go.

“Now hold that in, Ann.” The principal’s voice was loud and he pulled his hand away from Ann’s loins. The massive end cap of the thick vibrator he’d been holding now stuck out perhaps half an inch from the pouty and full petals of Ann’s sex. She shook, which was quite a trick considering how tightly she was tied. He plucked the willow switch from off the floor and laid it lightly across Ann’s swollen and purplish breasts.

“N-n-no! You c-c-can’t! Not my breasts,” she gasped, shaking with both fear and the tumbling vibrations of the vibrator stuffed into her sex.

“On the contrary, ten strokes will be administered to your tits,” the principal announced.  “Unless of course that vibrator comes out of your body. Then we start over, which would be unfortunate for you.”

“B-b-but it’s on high!” Ann squealed. 

For the first time Jenni heard the principal laugh. It was cruel and dark. 

“Trust me,” he said softly.  “You’ll have more problems with the pain I’m about to inflict upon you than what level the vibrator is set at.”

Jenni’s attention was suddenly pulled from the tableau in front of her by Liz, who moved next to her on the couch, ducking under one of the straps.  Sitting next to her as if they were both at the movies, Liz brought the slick vibrator down between Jenni’s legs and jammed it once more into the wet and open gash. Jenni heaved a sigh of relief, even as she felt the exquisite pleasure of the penetration. She had been half afraid the vibrator was going to be stuck into her bottom! Liz leaned against Jenni and began pumping the vibe in and out, flicking the poor girl’s clit with her thumb each time the full length was embedded in Jenni’s cunt.

Just in front of them the principal let his first stroke fly and Jenni could see it was more of a flick of the wrist than a swing. With Ann’s breasts so tightly bound, even a light tap would feel strong. The thin length of the flexible branch crossed both of Ann’s bound breasts, creating a white line across the pair of taut purple globes before turning a soft shade of red. Ann’s eyes were closed and her head thrown back as she cried out, almost screaming. She struggled to stay balanced, the vibrator tightly pressed inside her and kept in place by her thighs. She danced on tip toe, her chest heaving from both the exertion and the pain. Her nipples were hard bumps, standing out like rocks in a stormy sea. Shades of blue began to appear across the flesh of her bosom. The vibrator stayed in.

“Did you like that?” Liz whispered into Jenni’s ear. “Seeing her tits get caned? Or are you wishing it was you?” Liz left the vibrator in and quickly took hold of Jenni’s clitoris, twisting it sharply and eliciting a shrill cry from the bound open girl. “You know you’re next right? And from the way he wanted you tied up, I’m guessing your cunt is going to get the worst of it!” Liz let go of Jenni’s clit and once more grasped the vibrator, pumping it in and out with hard, forceful thrusts. Jenni began hyperventilating, clearly approaching orgasm.

“Oh no. No, you don’t. Not again!”  Liz whispered. “He didn’t notice the first one, so let’s not test our luck today, right?” She yanked the vibrator out and moved it three inches lower. Jenni squealed.

“No! Please! Not there!” she begged. But it didn’t matter. Liz pushed and the tip penetrated a full inch into Jenni’s ass before she managed to clench tightly.

“Oh yes. Fight me,” Liz hissed, pinching Jenni’s nipple hard with her other hand. “Make me force it into you. Please!”

With those words Jenni tried to relax, opening up for the thick, cock-like object. Slick with her own cum, the phallus slid in once she readied herself. The second inch wasn’t bad but then there was a brief pain as her virgin bottom was rammed open. She let out a hoarse cry and threw her head back as Liz backed the vibrator out a bit, only to push deeper on the next thrust.

The sound of the switch striking Ann’s bosom filled the air but did nothing to distract Jenni from the pain in her ass. Ann cried out, jerking wildly as the principal landed a flurry of strokes upon the poor girl’s tits, light red lines crisscrossing the bulging breasts. Liz brought her other hand over and began rubbing her fingers across Jenni’s nipple, teasing the hard bump mercilessly.  A loud clatter interrupted the caning of Ann’s breasts and then all of them looked down on the floor as the vibrator Ann had been stuffed with shook its way across the carpet.

The principal leaned down and picked it up. “You had four left,” he said simply “Now you have ten.” Ann let out a wail even as he pressed the tip of the vibrator in between her legs, holding it to her clitoris. She began bucking once more as he toyed with her, finally managing to slip the full length of the oscillating sex toy back into her depths. Ann let out a choked groan, her hips wiggling back and forth violently. Her thighs came together as he removed his hand and then he lifted the switch back up. The next three strokes fell fast and hard, leaving Ann breathless.

Jenni was also recovering, though from an entirely different kind of abuse. Her bottom had been thoroughly stuffed by Liz, who had slipped from the couch and was now kneeling on the floor, one arm draped across Jenni’s thigh, her fingers flicking Jenni’s raised and swollen clitoris, while the other repeatedly thrust the vibrator into Jenni’s freshly opened ass. 

“Bet you like that?” Asked Liz. “Don’t you? Do you like how that makes you feel? I’ve seen you walking around with that altered uniform of yours, dressed like a slut. Except you’ve been a cock-tease, haven’t you? Is it all for him? Is that really what you want? Coming here for your strokes each day when you could have something a little different?” She pulled her right arm free and instead bent down, pushing her head back between Jenni’s legs. Liz’s tongue darted out, once more lapping at Jenni’s clit. The pleasure was incredible and Jenni suddenly realized her bottom wasn’t really hurting anymore. She thrust upward, trying to mash her sex against Liz’s mouth.

“Oh no. Not like that, pet. You have to stay on the edge because when he gets to whipping your cute little pussy I want you so desperate that you want it. You beg for it.” She licked Jenni’s clit again, like a cat lapping milk. A series of shudders shook the bound open girl, her toes curling. She came dangerously close to another orgasm and Liz pulled her mouth off Jenni’s sex. Her chin was glistening with juice and she grinned wickedly.

“I’d rather you dress like that for me,” she whispered. “I’d hurt you in ways he couldn’t imagine!” 

Jenni’s eyes darted wildly from side to side. “It’s not just…” she gasped, “...about the hurt.”

Liz laughed delightedly. “Oh I know. It’s about what the hurt becomes!”

Behind Liz, Ann screamed. The principal’s hand whizzed through the air delivering the final stroke to Ann’s bosom. Red lines striped the taut and swollen breasts and as she sobbed into her arm he reached up and loosened the knot tying her to the ceiling.  She sank back down, her knees shaking as he allowed her to stand flat footed. Jenni watched, her own body desperately craving release, as the principal held Ann in a tight grip. Ann shuddered, crying into his shoulder. From what Jenni could tell, the vibrator was still inside the well-endowed brunette. 

But then the principal let Ann go, letting her slump slightly, her weight still on her bound breasts. Another strand of leather appeared and he reached down to grab one of Ann’s ankles.  Drawing up her left leg, he wrapped the leather around her limb, just above the foot, and then pulled it backward and up. Ann cried out as he tied the leather thong to her wrists. Ann’s toes curled and her foot rotated around desperately. Her thighs, which had been pressed tightly together, now wanted to open and only pure desperation kept her legs together, holding in the vibrator despite the new position.

“If the vibe falls out again, I’m adding ten more strokes,” the principal warned Ann.  She groaned as he patted her bottom. He moved around behind her, enjoying her struggle to stay upright and balanced on only one foot, especially with the task of keeping the vibrator in. For a moment Jenni thought the principal was going to start hitting poor Ann’s bottom, but she realized that the thong binding the brunette’s foot was in the way.

And Ann’s sole was the target.

Fast, short strokes followed and Ann yowled, twisting violently as she sought to escape the cane. The sole of her foot almost immediately turned red, showing the thin, harsh lines of the switch. The principal finished in under twenty seconds, and then released her leg, letting her regain her balance once more. From the way she was standing, favoring the right leg, it was relatively apparent to Jenni that the bottom of Ann’s foot was hurting.

Despite Ann’s intriguing torment, Jenni was lost in her own sexual trial. Liz’s fingers continued to torment and tantalize Jenni’s exposed and presented sex, while simultaneously ass fucking her with the vibrator. Tongue and fingers were both used and the little school was squirming with need, lost in the waves of pleasure that rocked through her. A moment later she was panting, so close to orgasm that she began to beg.

“Please! Please Liz! Yes!”

“Don’t you dare cum, you slut!” Liz declared, yanking the vibrator out of Jenni’s bottom and tossing it aside. Liz reached back down and pinched the exposed clitoris hard, eliciting a cry of anguish from the bound girl, who twitched violently in her bonds. The principal glanced over sharply from where he was untying the leather thong from around Ann’s ankle.

“Orgasm and it will mean thirty extra strokes,” he warned. Liz glanced at him, her eyes widening. “Oh,” she said in a pleased tone. “I like that idea! This little fuckslut could use the extra strokes!” Then she turned back toward Jenni. She drove three fingers into Jenni’s sopping hole and began finger fucking her rapidly.

“For both of you.” The principal’s voice was hard.

Liz’s eyes widened and she yanked her hand out of Jenni’s snatch. “The hell with that.  Don’t cum.” She looked up into Jenni’s eyes and gritted her teeth. “I said don’t cum!” Liz slapped her hand hotly down on Jenni’s pussy, but it was too late. Jenni tensed, eyes closed as her mouth opened soundlessly. She shuddered hard, clearly in the throes of intense orgasm.

“Damn it! Stop! Stop!” Liz shouted. She began spanking Jenni’s open sex, her palm slapping the sodden swamp, but that just seemed to make things worse. Jenni’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head and a spurt of clear fluid shot out of Jenni’s sex, splattering Liz’s shirt and face. The raven-haired beauty blinked in shock as Jenni’s tiny cries of release filled the air.

“Oh shit!” Liz slumped down in defeat and looked back at the principal who gave her a wry smile. Then he bent back down and began wrapping Ann’s right ankle with the leather strap.

“Please! Please NO!” Ann begged as the principal began to pull. Her weight shifted to the side and she was suddenly standing on the foot he had just caned. Her face betrayed how much pain she was in, but her now thrusting loins made it clear that she was feeling something else as well. He tugged her foot higher, the bondage forcing her to spread her legs and this time nothing Ann could do kept the embedded vibrator nestled in her sex. It fell, clattering to the floor.

“Liz, please take the vibrator and hold it to Ann’s clit. Rub her with it,” the principal demanded. Liz crawled forward and picked up the vibrator, leaving Jenni dazed, bound and open, still dripping with the euphoria of the massive orgasm. Ann squealed as Liz pressed the tip of the violently shaking toy against her clit and in seconds the bound brunette was bucking, thrusting her hips back and forth, working herself into a froth on the vibe. Liz made a satisfactory hum, her face inches from Ann’s sex. The principal raised his switch and brought it down hard on Ann’s right foot. Immediately a hard crimson line appeared and Ann’s entire body jerked. Liz grabbed hold of her, keeping her steady, the vibrator rubbing up and down over Ann’s clit even as the next stroke fell.

It took every ounce of Liz’s strength to keep Ann from twisting away from the horrible lines being drawn upon her tender instep and arch. Each fall of the switch bit into the delicate flesh and in short order ten fresh lines of scarlet welted Ann from toe to heel. Most had bitten into the soft flesh in the center of the foot, leaving Ann sobbing with pain even as Liz had her close to orgasm. Again, her leg was dropped and almost the moment her toe came down the budding explosion within Ann crested. Liz gasped as a fresh sluice of girl goo erupted onto her clothing, spotting her shirt with a second splatter of slut sap. Liz lowered the vibrator with a disgusted frown as she backed away.

The principal moved fast at that point and in seconds Ann was free of the overhead hook. She fell to the floor and curled up into a ball, twitching with the after effects of both the punishment and the orgasm. Liz stared at Ann with disgust until the principal tapped her on the shoulder with the switch.

“Stand up and disrobe,” he ordered Liz.

“What?” she protested. “You said she’s next!” Liz said, pointing over at Jenni who sat on the couch with a dreamy smile upon her face, eyes barely open, still bound tight.

“That was before you let her orgasm,” the principal explained patiently.  “Now you’ll do what I say. Strip.”

Liz glared at the man but stood up with a defiant look in her eyes. She grabbed hold of the shirt and almost ripped it off over her head, exposing a very nice set of breasts, both nipples pierced with steel barbells. Then she jammed her thumbs into the leather skirt and shoved it downward. She was wearing a black lace thong that looked more appropriate for a lingerie catalog than the principal’s office. She gave him a wicked look and turned to show her ass to him as she peeled it downward.

The stockings came mid-thigh on both legs and she left them on, her expression daring him to tell her to remove them. But evidently the principal liked the look because instead he stepped up to her.

“Put your hands on the desk behind you and lean backward,” he said darkly.

Jenni smiled. That was the very first position she’d ever been forced to adopt with him too. She remembered it vividly; being asked to spread her legs, the memories of him whipping her breasts and sex were brightly colored and intense. Jenni had heard the stories, the corporal punishment that had started with Tami Edwards and was now a school institution. She’d taken five safety pins and temporarily hemmed her skirt four inches higher than normal. And that had been enough. She’d been sent to the office for corporal punishment and the orgasm that came with it.

Almost every student tried it at some point. The boys were sent to Ms. Rutger, who supposedly fondled their cocks while strapping their bottoms. Jenni on the other hand went to him. He’d used a leather belt on her breasts and sex, only to order her to bend over his desk. His hand had delved into the hot wetness of her bare sex, her breasts pressed against the cool leather of his blotter as the strap licked at her rump. It didn’t take long before she exploded, soaking the leather strap biting down on her pussy. It had been a wild and amazing thing. That night she’d used her mother’s sewing machine to permanently hem two of her four skirts. She brought one decent pair in her bag to change into after being sent to the principal’s office a second time. It had become almost a daily routine.

Liz glared over at Jenni’s smiling face, not realizing that it was her own memories she was reliving and not pleasure at seeing Liz get her comeuppance. Liz leaned back and then spread her legs in a wide stance, her palms flat upon the desk behind her. The principal placed the tip of his cane against her knee and pushed, forcing her to widen even further.

“You’re next, bitch,” Liz snarled at Jenni, who blinked in shock. The principal looked over at Jenni, but then glanced down at Ann.

“No. Don’t untie your breasts,” he suddenly said to the girl on the floor. Jenni looked down and noticed that Ann was picking at the leather straps binding her breasts tight. Ann let out a choked sob.

“Please! They hurt so much!” She begged.

“Good. That’s the point. Now I will give you a chance to avoid the ten extra strokes you earned by dropping the vibrator,” the principal said, nodding toward Jenni.  “Go over and lick her clit, but do not let her cum,” he said, pointing at Jenni’s still swollen clitoris. Ann blinked but quickly got on her knees. She didn’t even hesitate and pressed her face into Jenni’s sex, her tongue finding the swollen and sensitive clitoris. Jenni let out a tiny moan as suddenly her clit was sucked into Ann’s mouth.

“There,” the principal said, turning back to Liz. “Now, we can begin your punishment.”  He put down the cane and picked up one of the rubber floggers. He swung it experimentally a few times and then braced himself, raising the whip to strike.

Liz bit her lip but then thought better of it and clenched her teeth as he swung. The rubber flogger snapped forward, smashing the thin rubber strands against her pierced breasts and leaving an immediate pink sheen to the skin. Liz gasped, her head going back as she sucked in another breath. He struck again, and then a third time, the flogger making a terrible sound as it bit into her bosom. The tiny barbell piercings danced and jiggled as her breasts bounced and a moment later she pushed herself upright and covered her boobs with her hands, squealing. The principal waited until she had collected herself and returned to her position, then went right back to abusing her breasts, turning the fully formed globes hot and heavy. Liz didn’t complain. There was no cussing, no moans, no cries of anguish. Just the steadily increasing intake of breath that bespoke the strain she was under. She began to tremble slightly only near the end, her stocking covered legs spread wide and taut. After he had given her ten full strokes, he stepped back.

“Do you want the extra ten I have to give to your breasts now? Or after I’m done with your other parts?” the principal asked.

Liz wavered, as if the wind had been taken from her sails. “Whatever,” she moaned, waving her hand. That was all the principal needed to hear and he laid into her bosom hard, making her breasts jump back and forth with each strike of the whip. The flushed pink color of her bosom changed into a darker red and Liz’s chest heaved as the pain grew. Her hips began to pump as her body strained under the torment and then the principal stopped, the extra ten strokes delivered as promised.

Jenni’s eyes were locked on Liz even as Ann licked, suckled, and nipped at Jenni’s clit.  Already there were stirrings inside Jenni, urges that could only be attributed to Ann’s oral skills.  The well-developed décolletage of the brunette girl was still harshly bound, but Ann was clearly recovering. Ann suddenly lifted her head up from the swollen petals before her and twisted, looking around for the vibrator that Liz had dropped. She found it behind her, still slick with her own juices and she brought it back around to Jenni’s sex. 

Adding the vibrations made it all coalesce for Jenni and as Ann rubbed the violently shaking tip against the distended clit Jenni suddenly realized how precarious her own position was. The two previous orgasms hadn’t relieved her of the pressure. The fires were still smoldering, threatening to burst into another blaze and Ann was not only adding fuel, but heat and air as well. The vibrating tip skittered across Jenni’s clit only to plunge fast and hard into her ass. And then Ann reached for the other vibrator, the one Ann herself had removed from her own dripping sex. She turned it on and began rubbing it against Jenni’s slit, a toy in each hand, until Jenni couldn’t even stay still. Her toes wiggled at the ends of her bound and raised legs.

The principal wasn’t watching though. Instead, he brought the flogger up in a powerful underhanded swing that impacted heavily into Liz’s sex. She cried out, going up on tiptoe, her stocking covered calves straining as it seemed as if he were trying to knock her to the moon.  He swung again, once more eliciting a sharp cry that the Goth girl bit off, panting with exertion. Stroke after stroke came up between Liz’s legs and her knees began to buckle. Her sex, wet and moist, the folds thick and wide, went from peach colored to vermillion and he continued to smack the rubber flogger hard against her loins. Soon she was wincing with every blow, twisting, yet always seeming to find the necessary strength to once more open her legs, exposing herself to him. Her knees trembled as she braced herself for the last stroke, her eyes staring at him as spasms rippled up through her body. He swung his arm as if pitching a softball and the rubber strands impacted wetly between her legs. She cried out, this time folding up and collapsing to the floor like a puddle of wet noodles.

Over at the couch Jenni barely noticed. Ann had slid both vibrators into each gaping hole and was pumping them wildly, in no particular rhythm as Jenni’s chest heaved. The principal left the fallen Liz on the ground, grabbed hold of both the cane and his leather sap, and hurried over to where Jenni sat twitching. 

“Good Ann. Keep her like that for just a moment longer,” the principal said. Then he grabbed the big toe of Jenni’s right foot, raised the cane, and began laying a series of sharp lines across the sole, keeping most of them on the tender arch. Jenni let out a wild cry and her leg jerked. The principal was forced to hold onto the bucking girl as she went mad with the pain. Ann jammed both vibrators in at the same time and even pinched Jenni’s clit until the principal finally let go. Jenni sobbed, her hips rolling wildly as Ann started the steady thrusting movements once more. The principal moved around Ann and grabbed Jenni’s other foot.

“No! Please! No!” she gasped, but it was too late. He swung the cane and it bit into the tender flesh. The cane bashed its way along her foot, tenderizing her skin and leaving wheals of fire hot agony along her instep. The principal reached down, grabbed hold of Ann’s wrist, and stopped the thrusting movements.

“Take both of those over to Liz and put them inside her. Make sure the one in your right hand goes into her pussy.” 

Ann blinked, but then nodded, ignoring the cries of need from Jenni. Ann pulled back, taking the vibrators with her, and began crawling across the floor to Liz, who still lay in a fetal ball by the desk. Jenni looked up at the principal with a desperate hunger, the soles of her feet still burning hot, and watched him put down the cane and pull out the sap. He raised it above his head and then swung, catching her spread and soaked petals with one expressive stroke that made Jenni cry out in agony, head thrown back in both rapture and regret.

Liz whimpered as Ann pushed her legs apart and began the penetrative process. “No! I’m too sore!” Liz protested as Ann rubbed the first vibrator across the Goth girl’s sex. Liz reached down and tried to take the vibrators from Ann.

“Sir! Liz won’t let me!” Ann whined.

The principal was right in the middle of his second swing and he only turned toward Ann and Liz after Jenni let out a piercing squeal, twisting violently on the couch, her sex burning from the impact of the rectangular leather paddle. He glanced back and shook his head.

“Elizabeth Davis, open your legs right now or you’ll spend next week in detention!” Liz let out a gurgle and then hesitantly opened her legs. Ann didn’t waste a moment and jammed the first vibrator into Liz’s beaten sex. Liz gasped and lifted her hips as Ann began trying to work the second vibrator into the Goth teen’s bottom.

Jenni was oblivious to the drama unfolding on the floor in front of the principal’s desk. All she knew was that her sex was on fire, scorched from the burning heat of the sap. He hit her again, a third time, and the scarlet petals of her flower turned white from the pressure before the blood seemed to rush back into the stinging, scalded folds. Again her loins jerked lewdly, her body becoming confused as the pressure and heat warped into something not unpleasant. He rubbed the edge of the soft leather paddle against her clit and gash, making Jenni suddenly mewl with need.

Liz suddenly cried out, her body bucking as Ann managed to drive the second vibrator deep. It became a wrestling match, with the larger, buxom brunette on the top, one leg swung over Liz to keep her down, holding the vibrators in. Liz shuddered, giving up, and Ann began pumping the two toys slowly. The principal nodded in satisfaction and then turned back to Jenni and struck her again between the legs. 

Jenni gasped, hips thrusting wildly, her eyes glazing as he worked her into a sexual froth through the liberal application of the leather striking her wet slit. Then, as it became clear she was close to orgasm he once more plucked up the cane, moved to the side, and with a single whipping motion, brought the sharp stick horizontally against her upturned bottom.

Jenni cried out, kicking madly against her bonds, not that it did any good. He slipped back between her legs and smashed the leather sap down on her clit again, watching as she bucked. The high pitched whines coming from her throat went up in volume and he sliced another picturesque line of crimson across her buttocks. Again the sap flew, smashing her sodden folds downward and as he lifted his arm to hit her again with the cane, she opened her mouth and let out a wail so heart wrenchingly pure that he could only think of one thing to do. He hit her with the sap.

Jenni’s orgasm was so powerful that her eyes rolled up into the back of her head and she didn’t even rouse when he laid another smashing blow to her swollen and distended clitoris. The principal stood up and tossed aside his tools. A quick check of her pulse told him that she had merely passed out and he breathed a sigh of relief. He gathered up the cane and sap and returned them to the desk, eyeing Ann and Liz in the process.

Liz was moaning, her body twitching as Ann stayed atop her. With his foot, he nudged Ann. “Get off her now.”

Ann nodded and climbed to her feet, wincing and cupping her still bound breasts. The moment she let go of the vibrators in Liz they slipped out. The principal had a satisfied smirk on his face and tapped Liz lightly on the ass with the switch.

"Turn those off and stand up," he ordered. Liz rolled slightly and looked up at him with undisguised hatred, but she pushed up off the floor. Liz turned her gaze to Ann and gave the busty brunette a similar glare. It took her a moment to turn off the toys and Liz left them on the floor. The principal put both the cane and the leather sap he'd used on Jenni back on the desk.

"Ladies, please bend over, breasts pressed to the wood."

Jenni let out a moan but the principal paid her no heed. Instead, he focused on the creamy and luscious bottoms of Ann and Liz. Ann's was wide and plump while Liz sported a well curved but trimmer model, her thigh high black fishnet stockings making an amazing contrast with her white skin. Jenni could see both girl's pouting wet petals through their thighs.

The principal selected the paddle from the remaining assortment of instruments on the desk. It was the typical school paddle; heavy, made of solid oak, and sporting a series of evenly spaced holes to make it sting more. He moved to Liz's side, took aim, and then swung the oaken butt buster against Liz's ass. The crack it made was almost as impressive as the pressure wave that radiated out through the girl's buttocks. Liz gasped, her breasts coming up off the desk as the explosion of heat blew through her.

Ann received the next stroke and the principal did not spare her in any way. She cried out in agony, even as a hot flush of heat appeared across her wounded posterior. Her breasts, still bound with the leather thong and sporting a myriad of crimson welts, appeared as she twisted and Jenni could only imagine the pain Ann was in. The principal examined both girls' bottoms, even placing his hand on each luscious, spanked derrière before delivering the next brutal set of strokes.

Jenni watched with increasing discomfort as the principal steadily deepened the shades of red sported by the two other girls. Pink became rose, which turned to red, to darken into wine colored vermilion. Neither girl could remain still as the tenth stroke was finally delivered.

Ann was sobbing when the principal touched her shoulder. "Ann? You are finished. You may untie your breasts, dress, and leave," he told the well-rounded girl. She straightened up, her hands immediately going to her tightly bound bosom. As she tugged at the knots, he picked up one of the vibrators and turned to Liz. "You still have another ten strokes coming, but I will be generous. If you'd like, I can turn this on and put it inside you, or up against your clit during the rest of the spanking. Your choice."

Liz glared at him but Jenni saw the wetness in her eyes. She could tell that Liz was in a lot of pain. The Goth girl rose up on tip toe and spread her legs just a touch more, enabling the principal to slide the now rapidly buzzing sex toy deep into her slit. The moment it was firmly embedded she closed her stocking covered legs and readied herself.

Ann had managed to free one breast and was working on the other when the principal began Liz's extra spanking. With each fresh impact of the heavy wooden paddle the noises made by the raven-haired beauty became more passionately pained. Her buttocks rolled and tightened, the skin hot and blistered from the principal's corrective beating.

Ann finished first, finally freeing her other breast and she scurried for her clothing, shucking into her dress as fast as her tormented body would let her. She slipped on her shoes but didn't even bother with the straps. Tears still rolled down her face as she fled, opening the office door without a glance backward. A moment later she was gone.

Jenni, still bound open on the sofa, watched as Liz took the last few strokes with silent grace. Yet when the principal finally put down the paddle Liz let out a pain wracked sob and straightened, both hands cupping her bottom.

"You may go now, Liz." The words were a definite dismissal and Liz nodded. She reached between her legs and pulled out the vibrator, shutting it off with a twist of her fingers. She set it upright on his desk, the pink plastic glistening with her juice, and then padded across to her pile of clothing. It took her several minutes to get dressed, Jenni watching her intensely. At the desk the principal began putting his tools away.

"What about her?" Liz suddenly asked, pointing at Jenni. "Isn't she going to get spanked?" The cruelty in Liz's eyes was shocking. The principal scowled and shook his head.

"While her punishment is not over, she has already been caned across the buttocks, thanks to the position you tied her in. She also received a rather intense pussy spanking with the sap. Do you feel as if she has gotten off lighter than you?" The words were menacing, but to Jenni, the revelation that her punishment wasn't over was the catalyst for a fresh surge of wetness between her legs.

Liz shook her head and finished dressing. As soon as she slipped on her combat boots, she took the three steps and stopped in front of Jenni. They stared at each other for a long moment, and just as the principal began to say something Liz bent down and ran her finger through Jenni's sex. Wet folds parted easily and Jenni gasped, jerking lightly. Luz brought her glistening finger up to her mouth and sucked Jenni's juices right off it with a sensual and wicked grin. She glanced back at the bound girl on the sofa.

"You taste good. See ya later," Liz said, then winked. A moment later she was gone. As soon as the door shut the principal went to Jenni and began untying her. She groaned as her legs were freed, followed by her arms. She rubbed at her limbs, stretching to restore circulation.

"Get on the floor, kneeling." His words seemed strained and tense to Jenni. She did as asked though. It actually felt good to be up. Her body still ached, but it was the good kind and she was still aroused.

He sat down on the sofa, taking her place and he dug a hand into his pocket.  "Come closer," he told her, drawing a silver chain from his trousers, capped at both ends with clover clamps. Jenni's eyes widened but she pressed herself against his shins and even leaned forward. His hands were steady and sure, stroking the tips of her breasts with his thumbs until both nipples were hard points. The steel pincers closed around each nub and Jenni let out an astonished gasp.

The clamps felt amazing. The tight discomfort combined with just a hint of pain made the ripeness of her sex burst with fresh moisture. Each breath now seemed like an act of sexual need, stirring her wanton list with uninhibited greed.

He began to unbuckle his trousers and she didn't wait for his fumbling fingers. Her hands darted out, grabbed hold of the black leather belt, and then almost tore his pants open. He rose up enough to allow Jenni to pull his pants down his legs, the material pooling at his ankles. Her questing fingers dug into the silk boxers he wore, easily finding his rock-hard manhood. Grasping it with one hand she brought it toward her mouth, leaning forward.

A musty scent filled her nose, the scent of another woman. Jenni blinked with the realization that she would not be the first female that day to have the principal's cock inside her. She thought back to Ms. Fontaine and suddenly smiled. It was kinky and perverted, but the thought that she was, in a way, getting to have sex with the new science teacher was too delicious to ignore. She opened her mouth wide and took a long lick of the principal's Fontaine flavored dick. The pungent flavor only lasted a minute as she sucked his cock clean, but in the back of her mind there was an imagine of Ms. Fontaine naked, sitting in her chair behind her desk, while Jenni knelt submissively between her legs, lapping eagerly at the woman's clitoris.

The fantasy disappeared as the principal gasped and tapped her on the head. She rose up, licking her lips as he handed her the condom. He had made her put them on his cock before, so she knew what to do. Her fingers coveted him easily and she rose up, placing a knee on the couch beside him. She swung herself across his lap, his manhood brushing her bare thigh. His fingers found her hips, guiding her into position. The tip of his shaft grazed her sensitive petals, slipping through the moisture of her arousal. He thrust upward, but she moved with him, wanting control of the penetration. He groaned with frustration and grabbed hold of the chain hanging from her breasts. Before she could lower herself in a controlled manner he pulled her downward by the breasts and the hand on her hip. Jenni cried out as she was fully impaled, his thick pillar rising into her loins. For several minutes they fucked spastically, rocking back and forth, working each other into a sexual froth. But then he pulled her to the side, tipping her over. Jenni whimpered, not wanting his member to leave her.

"You still have to be spanked," he said gruffly. "Lay across my lap, but keep my cock inside you."

She did as he asked, though it felt awkward and the position was not easy to get into. It took over a minute to settle and she felt as if she weren't properly full, despite the fact he was clearly still inside her. His left hand twined around the steel chain connecting the clover clamps, holding her down on the couch, while the other traced a few of the cane welts he'd left across her ass earlier. He squeezed and kneaded her buttocks, then probed her anal opening with a finger, penetrating up to the second knuckle. She cried out, arching her back, which only caused the clover clamps on her nipples to tighten diabolically as the chain held her down. Her entire body trembled and she couldn't help but to pump her hips, sliding herself up and down his pole.

He lifted his hand away from her rump, raising it into the air. Then with as much force as he could bring to bear, he slammed his open hand into her bottom. Jenni cried out as the harsh spank burned through her buttocks. But it was the force of the blow that drove her solidly down onto his cock that really drove her outburst. She clamped down on him, but the very nature of their position caused her to again rise up. And once only a few inches of his length remained inside her he once more brought down his hand to blister her butt.

One spank became two which became three. She counted silently in her head, half expecting him to stop at ten, but like the sapping of her sex, he kept going.  Soon her bottom felt as if it were alight, broiling under an open flame as each blow of his hand drove her back down upon his shaft. She began to kick, unable to take the fury of the spanking, her hand moving to her bottom to cover the burning flesh. He grabbed her wrist and delivered two more stinging blows before pushing her off him, letting her fall sobbing to the floor.

He was atop her in seconds, rolling her over onto her back, spreading her legs. He was massive compared to her, their body sizes disproportionate. Jenni gasped as he pressed his cock against her petals, yet still wet and open from the English style spanking she had just received, they accepted his shaft easily. He groaned, trembling with need as he pinned her to the floor of his office. His loins pressed against hers, driving his granite like member through her sex.

Despite the penetrative depth of his thrusts, which seemed to reach into her very core, Jenni whimpered with renewed lust. Her excoriated bottom rubbed against the industrial carpet even as his weight seemed to crush her. Each full stroke of his cock sliding through her brought her closer to another mind blowing orgasm and she lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist. With one hand he grabbed the chain clamped to her nipples and pulled hard, sending white sparks of pain down her body that tightened her sex around him.  He let out a harsh grunt and he shook violently, throwing his head back and moaning with each powerful thrust. She felt the spasm within her and felt herself taut as a bowstring, his orgasm itself the final masterstroke in pushing her own body over the edge. She bucked against him as his condom clad cock continued to pump and her fingers tightened into two fists. But then, just as she was about to cum, he yanked himself out of her, rolling away with a sigh of relief.

Jenni's eyes snapped open and the wail of frustration that left her mouth made it very clear she had been terribly close and had not been given satisfaction. She twitched, looking at him with burning eyes, but the principal ignored her, eventually rising to don his trousers and straighten his tie.

He said nothing to her and after a moment the overwhelming need receded to become nothing more than a terrible itch, a deep seated urge that she could work around. Slowly she got to her feet. Using the same towel he had wiped his hands with earlier, she cleaned off the excess fluids that coated her thighs. She found her clothes, gingerly pulling her blue denim shorts over the reddened curves of her buttocks. A moment later, wearing her halter top and flip flops, she stood in front of his desk.

"Is there anything else, sir?" She asked demurely. She posed coquettishly, one hip raised, the waistband of her shorts pulled low and barely hanging on her hips, her right foot arched with the heel up. She half hoped he'd order her to strip again for another sapping, but she could tell he was sated. With a sigh she put her foot back down.

"Not today. I hope you've learned your lesson," he said, shaking his head. He didn’t even look at her. She bit her lip, but knew that nothing would make him take her again, even if he were up for the task. She nodded and headed for the door. Well, it would just mean that Monday morning she’d wear the super short skirt. She twisted the knob and left him there, sitting behind his desk, already pulling out paperwork. She let the frosted glass door shut behind her.

Jenni had only taken two steps when she heard Liz’s voice. “Well, that was certainly an adventure, and from the looks of you, not a very satisfying one.” The Goth girl stepped out from around a corner, her arms crossed over her chest. She studied Jenni intensely, eliciting a blush. 

“Yes. I think you’ll do nicely,” Liz said. She pointed a finger at Jenni. “Why don’t you spend the night at my house? You know, a sleep-over.” Liz held out a small piece of paper and Jenni saw that there was an address on it.

The words themselves were innocent, but the tone that Liz used made it clear to Jenni that Liz had no intention of leaving it innocent. Jenni paused nervously.  Had Liz asked at any other time, the answer might have been no. But then, at that moment, with the itch now tearing at Jenni’s nerves, all she could think about was being sated. 

“Uh… what do I need to bring?” She asked, not realizing she’d already made her decision as she reached for the paper. Liz laughed as Jenni took the note out of her hands.

“Oh, a toothbrush and a comb will do,” she said, leaning forward and looking Jenni directly in the eye. “Just don’t bother bringing pajamas, because you’ll be spending the entire time naked getting fucked.” Then Liz whirled and began walking away. Jenni stared, her sex brimming with sensation as the anticipation started to bubble. She watched as Liz was just about to the door of the school when the Goth girl looked back over her shoulder.

“Or if you want, you can come home with me right now,” she teased. Then she disappeared through the glass door.

Jenni smiled and with an excited breath, followed along behind Liz.


Teacher In-Service

Jenni looked up at the imposing edifice that waited silently before her. Dark bricks and silvered windows of C.P. Elrod Senior High stood in stark contrast against the bright and cobalt morning sky. Her lips were pressed tightly together; neither a smile, nor a frown, but something of a cross between. Her eyes betrayed her excitement though, as well as the nervousness of expectation. The hem of her blue plaid skirt fluttered lightly in the spring breeze, cool air circling her bare thighs, and then even higher, making her shiver. Her hands smoothed down the material; an almost unconscious gesture, tugging the skirt downward in a hopeless attempt to cover more of her exposed flesh. She looked around at the mostly empty parking lot in front of the building. The eerie silence was somewhat disturbing, since on most Mondays the lot would have been packed with cars, and the sidewalks crammed with her fellow students, all pressing forward to begin another day of school.

But not today.

It had been on the schedule since the beginning of the academic year; teacher in-service, a built-in holiday for the students, but a work day for the faculty. Privately she wondered what the teachers could possibly be doing for an entire day without a single young mind to mold and shape, or another recalcitrant youngling to punish. Her rampant imagination pictured all sorts of nefarious deeds. Ms. Temis, the chemistry teacher, would be cackling like mad in the laboratory, no doubt mixing up some nitrogen tri-iodine crystals, all with the intent of blowing up Mr. Chin, the school custodian; for a second time. Mrs. Rutger would be diagramming sentences for fun, plucked from random novels of literature’s greatest names, all while complaining bitterly that Charlotte Bronte’s grammar was atrocious. Mr. Mason would be reading through his favorite copy of “The Spanish Inquisition - Times & Trials”, which she knew was fully illustrated because he liked to keep his copy on the desk as a sort of reminder to the students that it all could be worse. And God only knew what Mr. Styne, the economics teacher, was doing. The man had a reputation for viciousness that made every student in the school leery of him.

She marched up the steps, half hoping to find the front doors of the school secured. She had her response already rehearsed in her mind. “So sorry. I showed up for detention, but the doors were locked.” Instead, she found the entrance open and she made her way into the school, her flats slapping softly on the tile. Across from the main entrance was the administrative office, but it was dark. Her reflection glimmered on the panes of glass; a thin, almost see-through, white blouse, filled to the brim with breasts too big for the shirt, causing the material to bulge slightly where it was fastened. She had tried to hide the ill-fitting top with a dark blue cardigan, but the contrast between light and dark only seemed to emphasize the slivers of soft, cream colored flesh peeking out between the staining buttons. Her skirt appeared to be a standard issue, though the hem had been altered, leaving a four inch difference between the bottom weft of the plaid material and her fingertips, barely covering the gap between her thighs. Her knee high socks were white of course, but seemed about five inches too long, since the stretchy, tight stockings came up to her mid-thigh, elastic holding them in place.

It made her smile. Her uniform was the reason she was there today. And she would undoubtedly get in trouble for it again. But then, that was sort of the idea.

She turned left, and glanced toward the school library. She’d spent the previous Friday in there; ostensibly punishment from the principal for her attire; serving as a library aid. Jenni wondered if the principal’s plan had been to keep her shelving books all day, standing on tiptoe, with the boys doing their best to peek up her skirt. She shook her head. If only he knew what had happened instead. Of course, it hadn’t been her fault. Not really. It was Ms. Becca, the librarian, who had arranged it. Afterall, where had the rope come from?

She moved on, intending to head toward the detention room, but as she passed the first hall, she saw an open door with light streaming out of it. There were voices and she heard the firm but unmistakable sound of the principal. She’d been told specifically to meet with him, so she turned, her steps quiet, until she was standing next to the open doorway. Still, she hesitated, not wanting to step in. She gulped softly, a nervous knot of energy in her tummy. She couldn’t help but eavesdrop on the conversation.

“I don’t see why that’s not permitted,” Ms. Temis was saying in an aggrieved tone. Jenni knew that Temis was a stick thin woman, who’s black hair and angular features made her seem brittle and cruel. Some of the students even joked that she’d make a fine “wicked witch,” except they frequently switched out the first letter of that second word with a “B”. But no one in their right mind said it where she could hear. Ms. Temis frequently sent students to the office, or punished them in her classroom. A first offense for a boy meant the knuckles. Girls weren’t so lucky. Ms. Temis liked to deliver bare bottom spankings for first offenses. Further violations meant Temis targeted even more delicate spots.

“It would make the girls pay more attention in class,” Ms. Temis protested. “And stop this foolishness of passing notes.”

Jenni peeked around the doorway. She couldn’t see the whole room, not without exposing herself, but she did glimpse Ms. Temis, sitting down at one end of a large conference table, her face haughty and grim. Next to her was Mr. Mason, the history teacher. His balding head was shiny and he leaned back in his chair with a quiet confidence, his mouth curled up in amusement.

“But it would distract the boys to no end. Could you imagine it? Each of the girls sitting there with their tits out, clamped by their nipples to the front of the desk? Just to keep them from twisting around in their seats?” Mr. Mason laughed. “No. There’s got to be a better option.”

“Note passing is already against the rules, Agnus,” said Coach Hampton, the PE teacher, as he nodded in agreement with Mason. “Just send them to the office. They will deal with it.”

Ms. Temis frowned and looked over at Ms. Rutger, who taught literature. Rutger shrugged. “I don’t particularly care about the girls. They seem to behave in my class.”

Dr. Cook, the math professor, nodded. “In my class as well. I don’t seem to have this problem.” He shrugged and looked over at the economics instructor, Mr. Styne. The man smiled at Ms. Temis.

“Personally, I agree with Ms. Temis. In fact, I think the girls in my class would benefit from it.” He lifted both hands and cupped them in an obviously sexual manner. Ms. Temis smiled, but Mrs. Rutger rolled her eyes. Styne was well known for his lewd and cruel views on how errant female students should be treated.

The principal sighed. “You can’t punish students who haven’t done anything wrong, at least not yet,” he told them, as if repeating it for the tenth time. He looked around the table. “We’ve discussed this before. If you have a student who needs to be disciplined, either take care of it yourself, or send them to the office. In fact, that is the primary reason we are meeting today. The school board has issued new protocols for corporal punishment and I’m sure you’ll find them satisfactory,” the principal said. Then he looked down at his watch. “As soon as she gets here, we’ll start.” He was tall and handsome, with a thick head of dark brown hair. Practically every time Jenni had seen him he was wearing a suit, but today he had eschewed the tie, leaving his collar open. 

Suddenly, Jenni felt a hand on her bottom. It was firm and feminine, and in less than a second it had pulled the blue plaid skirt up. Fingers grabbed her buttock squeezing.

“Now, now,” came a sweet, whispering voice. “What do we have here? Eavesdropping on the teachers?” Asked Ms. Becca, the librarian, smoothly, groping Jenni’s bottom, her fingers kneading the soft, white globe deeply. “And my goodness, no panties? Again? After Friday’s little adventure? That’s rather daring of you.”

Jenni stiffened as the librarian continued to squeeze her bottom. She let out a tiny whimper as Ms. Becca maneuvered her forward, into the door frame. Jenni gasped as a finger dug into her crack, stroking with disturbing movements. “Please excuse my tardiness,” Ms. Becca announced loudly from behind Jenni’s shoulder. “But look what I found lingering in the hallway, listening.”

All of the teachers turned to look at Jenni and she felt a flush of heat. Their gazes reflected a range of emotions; from Rutger’s disdain, to Temis’ sadistic cruelty, to Styne’s hunger. The principal turned to look at Jenni with just a tiny frown.

“Well, that is quite disturbing,” admonished the principal. “Eavesdropping is not an endearing habit. I would have thought better of you.” He sighed and shook his head. “Well, we’ll deal with that infraction later. For now, come in. There is a chair in the corner. You’ll be given instructions momentarily.” He pointed at the corner behind him. Ms. Becca pushed her forward, giving her bottom a final squeeze before moving away. The librarian didn’t fix Jenni’s skirt however, and she had to wiggle her hips and then even push it back down to keep her bare ass from showing.

Jenni moved quickly to the plastic chair in one corner. She sat down gingerly, aware that the shortness of her skirt, along with the orientation of the chair, would make it possible for anyone sitting at the table to see right up her short skirt, so she pressed her knees together tightly. She turned her attention away from the table and instead studied something unusual that sat in the empty space next to her. It was metal, and looked like some sort of weight lifting equipment, except without the weights. A black, leather padded bench was positioned approximately four feet up off the ground, tilted at a ten degree angle. Metal bars branched out from each end in a sort of upside down “Y” shape. There were metal loops welded into the bars, each sporting a D Link carabiner. 

“Ms. Becca,” said the principal wryly. “So nice of you to join us,” he said, gesturing at an empty chair near Mr. Styne. “Please sit.”

Ms. Becca nodded politely, smiling. “Thank you.” She slipped into the seat, her gray skirt riding up slightly, exposing a pair of very pretty, very long legs.

“Now,” the principal continued. “I think we’ve pretty much hashed out the note passing situation,” he said, obviously ending the previously discussed topic. “Now I would like to discuss the changes to our corporal punishment policy.”

Dr. Cook glanced at Jenni and gave her a disturbing wink. She squirmed slightly in her seat as his eyes clearly went downward. She pressed her knees even tighter together.

“As many of you know, Agnus and I went to the school board last week to discuss the effectiveness of the discipline policy and to suggest a few changes. Our words did not fall on deaf ears. As of yesterday afternoon, our school is adopting some new procedures for handling student disobedience.” He turned and looked at Jenni.

“Come here young lady,” he ordered, pointing to a spot between himself and the strange metal apparatus. She stood up, knees together, again smoothing down her skirt, and moved to the place he’d indicated. She gulped nervously as the other teachers stared at her.

“On Friday, this student was sent to my office for wearing inappropriate clothing,” the principal said simply. “As per policy, I measured her skirt and found it four inches shorter than permitted.” He glanced down at her skirt with a wry smile. “I see she’s decided to double down on that violation again today.”

Jenni’s face went red.

“Knowing that we were having this presentation, I elected to put off her punishment for that infraction and instead sent her to the library for the day, to serve as Ms. Becca’s assistant. However, that afternoon, when checking on her, I found her bound naked on a table in the library media room, with cock on both ends.”

“My goodness!” Said Ms. Temis, but with delight.

Mrs. Rutger glowered at Jenni. “Disgusting,” she sneered.

Ms. Becca grinned. “I have no idea how that happened,” she said with a smirk. “I merely asked her to organize some of our news tapes.” She paused thoughtfully. “Though I suppose I should have suspected something when so many male students wanted to use the media room.”

Mr. Styne laughed. “A round robin of boys got to fuck her? How delightful.”

Jenni blushed, looking down. Indeed, she had been sent there to do some organization, but she’d been in the media room only five minutes before three boys had come in, stripped her naked, and tied her to the table. She’d been blindfolded with her own shirt, and headphones had been placed on her ears, with an audio recording of Ann Rice’s “Beauty’s Punishment” playing. Then it had been a parade of boys, each who had touched her, tweaked her nipples, and slid themselves into her wet, gaping slit. Or her mouth.

“As you know, it is against policy to engage in that sort of behavior, so we will be addressing that infraction as well,” the principal explained. He glanced at Jenni. “First, the school board has expanded on our policy of requiring the student to expose their bottoms for punishment.” Now he smiled. “Pupils being disciplined will remove all of their clothing.” He gave Jenni an expectant look.

She glanced up at him in shock.

“What if they refuse?” Asked Coach Hampton curiously.

The principal continued to look at Jenni. “Then it will be done for them. A further infraction.”

“I volunteer,” Mr. Styne said eagerly.

The principal held up his hand. “I’m sure she will be cooperative.” He stared at Jenni.

For one long moment she imagined what it would be like. Would Mr. Styne tear her shirt open? Would they throw her down on the table, holding her open as they tugged the skirt from her body? That’s what the boys had done Friday afternoon, no doubt at Ms. Becca’s urging. The very thought of it made her shiver, and instead, she shrugged her shoulders, pushing back the cardigan. It seemed everyone was now focused on her impressive bust as the blue sweater fell to the floor. Her cleavage was impressive and she knew that she was in trouble - and would be in even more in just seconds when they saw her breasts. Her hand trembled as she found the first button, opening it. Down her fingers went, unfastening each pearl colored circle, until the shirt opened and white, creamy, perfect skin appeared. Then she pulled the shirt tails out of her skirt, exposing two, perfect, amazingly full breasts, both capped with silver dollar sized, pink nipples.

“No bra,” Mrs. Rutger said firmly. “Another violation.” Her pen went to a small notepad, writing furiously. “What were the other violations?”

The principal let out a rueful chuckle. “Well, twenty strokes for yesterday’s uniform violation, and a matching twenty for the events in the library. Today, for eavesdropping - twenty. For wearing an unsuitable skirt, another twenty, and now an additional twenty strokes for failure to wear the appropriate undergarments under her shirt.” He explained.

“One hundred strokes,” added Dr. Cook. Jenni’s eyes widened.

“Nice tits,” Mr. Styne said, “but get that skirt off. I’ve got ten bucks that says she isn’t wearing panties.”

From across the table Mr. Mason laughed. “No bet.”

The principal shrugged. “That would be another twenty strokes of course,” he said. 

Ms. Temis nodded. “The stockings aren’t school issue either. She’s supposed to be wearing knee socks. Those are too high and make her look like a whore.”

The principal tilted his head in consideration. “Yes. I agree. Another violation.” Then he gave the girl a direct look. She hooked her thumb into the elastic waistband of her skirt and pushed it down. The blue plaid material fell to the floor, revealing the dimple of her hips, the smooth expanse of belly, and a perfectly smooth, pink pubis that dipped into a bare, rose colored, glistening cleft.

“See?” Styne laughed. “No panties. What a little slut! And she’s wet!”

The principal frowned. “Now, now Mr. Styne. Let’s not resort to name calling. This is a professional institution and it’s important that we treat our students with respect,” he admonished. “However, I agree that it is time for the little slut to face the consequences of her actions.

Dr. Cook looked over at Mrs. Rutger, who was still writing violations and numbers. “She’s earned a full one hundred and forty strokes.” 

“I can do the math,” the English teacher retorted.

“Excuse me,” said Ms. Becca. “But I can also attest that she wasn’t wearing panties, or a bra for that matter, yesterday.”

The principal frowned. “Did you document it?” He asked.

Ms. Becca nodded. “I did in fact. I gave it to your secretary on my way out yesterday evening,” she said.

“I see,” the principal said gravely. He glanced at Jenni. “Another two infractions.”

Dr. Cook said helpfully. “That brings the total number of strokes to one hundred and eighty.”

Rutger glared at the man.

The principal stood there, examining Jenni. “Fortunately for her, they do not all need to be applied to the same location. We’ll spread them out.” She shuddered under the gaze of the teachers, one arm wrapped across her bare breasts, the other covering her loins. Wearing only stockings and shoes, she struggled with the desire both to run, and to climb up on the table and ask them to tie her down. Before she could decide what to do, the principal turned toward Mr. Mason.

“I think we’re ready.”

Mr. Mason stood up, bringing his hands out from under the table. He was holding two sets of black leather cuffs, as well as a pair of brown leather belts. He walked around toward Jenni.

“Give me your wrists, my dear.” He said it gently and she held up her hands, both of which were shaking slightly. Of course, the new position let the assembled faculty get a really good look at her naked body. She felt humiliated, standing there in front of all her teachers, wearing nothing but a pair of white, thigh-high stockings and her black flats. But she wasn’t surprised that she felt a surge of additional wetness between her legs. 

Mr. Mason made short work of securing the bondage cuffs to her wrists. Then the principal took one arm, as Mr. Mason took the other, and backed her up to the metal apparatus she’d noted earlier. “Hop up on the padded bench, young lady,” said Mr. Mason. Jenni pressed her bare bottom to the lowered end and the two men assisted her up onto the frame. They pulled her backward, lifting her arms, until she was laying almost supine, hands above her head. There was a tinkle of metal and she looked up to see them securing her wrists to one of the bars positioned perfectly above the crown of her head. Her breasts were too large to really flatten, so instead they flopped off to each side, still full, soft, and lush. They made appealing targets.

The principal touched her, stroking her body, his fingers finding her right nipple as he moved his hand downward. He took hold of her right leg as Mason passed over one of the second set of cuffs. She watched quietly as both the teacher and principal placed the last fetters on her ankles. 

“We’re going to spread you open now,” the principal explained. “It might be a tad bit uncomfortable as your legs are stretched.” She nodded, expecting it, and he pulled her leg outward.

She was limber, thank God, because the metal frame didn’t leave much wiggle room. Her pussy gaped and she groaned at the tension in both thighs. She was almost, but not quite, doing the splits, and when Mr. Mason and the principal stepped back, she couldn’t have closed her legs for anything.

“Go ahead and belt her,” the principal told Mr. Mason.

Jenni’s eyes widened as the history teacher picked up one of the leather belts. For a second, she thought he was going to bring it down between her legs, slapping at her exposed clitoris, and she gasped at the thought, hips twitching. But instead he moved around her, only to begin securing the strap under her full breasts.

The principal cleared his throat as Mr. Mason bound Jenni’s torso to the padded bench. “Now, there are some intriguing specifics to the school board’s new discipline policy. First of all, each student facing punishment is to be restrained,” he gestured to where Jenni was now bound. “In addition, the school board would like the ‘primary target area’ to be suitably sensitized prior to punishment.”

Mrs. Rutger gave the principal a confused look. “What does that mean?” She asked curiously.

Ms. Becca smiled smugly. “It means she needs to be stimulated before we beat her,” she replied.

The principal smiled. “Well, in such terms.” He glanced over at Mr. Mason, who was now securing a second belt just above Jenni’s hips. “The school board has authorized several means to sensitize a student.” He bent down and pulled a box out from under the desk, setting it on the surface. He reached in. “The first means is the use of a massager. This should be placed in direct contact with the target area.” He glanced over at Mr. Mason who finished with the second strap and stepped over, hand out. The principal gave him the massager. 

“The punishment frame has an extendable bracket to hold it in place,” the principal stated to the others as Mason bent down between Jenni’s extended legs.

Mason seemed familiar with the design, because he pulled something out from underneath the bench. A flexible arm appeared, complete with a plastic mount. He snapped the massager into it. It apparently was battery operated, since it didn’t have any electrical cord. He pushed the firm rubber bulb of the massager against Jenni’s exposed clitoris, and turned it on. A soft hum filled the room, followed by a desperate, high pitched groan that came from the bound girl.

“I see,” said Ms. Temis agreeably. “You excite her, thus stimulating her nerves, so when we apply the strokes, it will hurt more.”

A number of the teachers looked around at each other, some skeptical, but no one said anything to disagree with Temis. 

“Are we no longer spanking the bottom then?” Mrs. Rutger asked in disappointment.

The principal gestured to Jenni. “As you can see, her bottom is exposed, though not in the traditional manner. You are more than welcome to target that part of her body. The school board has authorized the breasts, bottom, thighs, soles, and genitals as acceptable targets.” He paused. “Though they did state that the preferred punishment area for females is the genital area.”

“What about for boys?” Mrs. Rutger asked. 

The principal shrugged. “We have a restraint for them as well, but I had no students who required discipline to demonstrate it. Obviously, the bottom and testicles are authorized target areas, though for very different sorts of punishment. As soon as we have a discipline matter, I will bring a suitable male subject to you for a demonstration,” the principal assured the literature teacher. She nodded.

Behind him, Jenni gasped. She was straining against her bonds, her hips trying unsuccessfully to roll. Fluids openly dripped from her pussy and she was writhing, rubbing her sex against the massager.

“I should point out,” said Mr. Styne, skeptical, “that it would be awfully easy for a female student to work herself into a sexual climax. And that seems more like a reward to me.”

The principal nodded. “That is an excellent point, Mr. Styne - one that the school board also considered. Disciplined students are not to experience pleasure during the punishment process. Orgasmic climax is not permitted, and is in and of itself, a violation of the rules.” He paused dramatically. “Thirty additional strokes.”

Coach Hampton spoke up for the first time. “So what happens if she gets close? Is she supposed to tell us, so we can pull the massager away?” He gave the panting schoolgirl a steady look.

The principal shook his head. “She has no say over when we stop the sensitization of the target area. That is solely at our discretion.”

“So we have to keep an eye on her and pull away before she climaxes?” The coach asked incredulously.

Again the principal disagreed. “The school board feels it is the student’s responsibility not to cum. It doesn’t matter what sensations we inflict upon her in the process of correction.”

“Ah! It’s her fault she came,” Mr. Styne sneered. “Regardless of what we do to her?”

“Essentially yes,” the principal replied, nodding. 

Ms. Becca watched the girl with evident interest. “You said there were other means of sensitizing the area?” She asked, glancing over at the writhing teen who was clearly being overwhelmed by the vibrations applied to her sex.

The principal smiled. “Yes, the school board has authorized manual sensitization, so the faculty member conducting the correction may use other means to stimulate her.”

“Such as?”

The principal shrugged. “Anything you can think of that would incite her. A paintbrush, a vibrating sex toy, your hands…”

“What about my tongue?” Ms. Temis asked.

The principal’s eyebrow went up. “To put it bluntly, yes. Your tongue, other body parts...” He left out the obvious implication, but Styne laughed and even Coach Hampton smiled. “That sounds good.”

Mr. Mason stepped back up to the table. “Absolutely.”

“What about punishing her tits?” Mr. Temis asked. “What can I do to her breasts?”

“They are approved punishment areas, so you can certainly whip them. But if you’re looking for something different, I have these.” The principal reached into the box. He pulled out several different kinds of clamps, including clothespins. He dumped them on the table. “As you can see, the school board has authorized the use of alternative punishment equipment.” He picked up a set of vacuum clamps. “Though I do have to caution you. The use of any pair of these, even once, is equivalent to one stroke.”

Dr. Cook looked up. “For how long?”

The principal picked up a clover clamp. “For the duration.”

Dr. Cook laughed. “So you’re saying that if she’s earned a hundred strokes, you should put the clamp on at the very beginning, so she suffers it until the end, and it only costs one stroke?”

The principal smiled. “Excellent summation.” He turned toward Mr. Mason and handed him a pair of simple wooden clothespins. “Mr. Mason? Would you mind? I think we can accept the cost, considering the large number of strokes our little schoolgirl has earned.”

Mason grabbed the matching pincers from the table. “Absolutely,” he agreed, going over to Jenni. She looked up at him, eyes wide, mouth open, her chest heaving with need.

“Please,” she whispered. “Please. Can I cum?” She begged, hips rolling as her pussy was vibrated.

Mason smiled. “No. It isn’t allowed. But I hope you do it anyway.” Then he pinched open the first clothespin and let it bite down hard on her left nipple. Jenni gasped, whimpering loudly as the pain sank deep into her bosom. Mason flicked the peg hanging off her tit just a bit, then leaned over and did the other breast.

Then Jenni cried out, trembling violently, the freshly applied pain certainly no barrier to her cumming orgasm. She quivered, then arched her back, eyes screwed shut. Her lower half pumped, flesh compressing against the belt holding her in place. The assembled teachers watched as a spurt of fluids seemed to explode out from around the dark massager vibrating against the girl’s cunt.

“I’d say she’s fully sensitized now,” Dr. Cook observed. “Maybe even over-sensitized.” The principal glanced back at Jenni. She shuddered, but was clearly moaning with delight.

“Indeed,” he said. “I believe that will cost her an additional thirty strokes.”

“Two hundred and eight,” said Dr. Cook helpfully. “Unless both clothespins counted as one stroke. Then she still needs two hundred and nine.”

The principal chuckled, then looked back at the history teacher. “Mr. Mason?”

Mr. Mason moved down the bound girl’s body and put his hand between her legs. He pushed the massager away from Jenni’s pussy. The folds of her sex were dark pink and soaked, and her clit was peeking out from its hood. The principal put his hand back into the box on the table.

“The school board has approved the following instruments to be used,” he said simply. He drew out a thin, plastic rod and set it down on the table. Mr. Styne grinned. 

“Brutal,” the economics teacher observed. The principal nodded, then set a black crop down next to the cane.

“Even better,” said Coach Hampton. Next came a wide, flexible strop, resembling the belts that Mr. Mason had used to bind the girl down. Then the principal set a multi-stranded, rubber flogger on the table.

“That is my preferred weapon,” declared Mrs. Rutger. 

“And this is mine,” replied the principal, lifting a black, leather sap from the box. He held it up with admiration. The sap was a foot and a half long, with a four inch wide, five inch long paddle at one end. It looked designed to inflict pain, but more importantly, was sized to fit the exact dimensions of Jenni’s groin. He turned his back to the teacher’s at the table, took three steps to close the distance between himself and Jenni, and then without a word, swung it down firmly between the panting girl’s legs.

The sound of the leather striking Jenni’s pussy was clear only for a moment. Resembling the sound of someone’s palm striking wet mud, the black leather turned shiny, even after a single impact, as the girl’s juices coated the bottom side of the paddle. Then the girl stiffened, her eyes going wide, back arching. Her feet pulled wildly at the restraints for just a second as she pushed her pubis outward. The clothespins attached to her breasts jiggled violently as she sucked in a hard breath. Then she cried out.

It was an arousing sound. Not of agony, though no one doubted that she was in pain - and plenty of it. But there was something more to her vocalization - a longing, a desperation so acute that it could only be interpreted as both a protestation and a plea for more. The principal didn’t even hesitate. In the next second he swung the sap again, slapping it hard on her entire sex, the width of the instrument impacting hard upon her labia. Jenni’s cries modulated, becoming even more panicked and demanding as the principal struck repeatedly, beating out ten consecutive strokes upon her sex, smashing her clitoris with each hard whack. The strained cries of agony emerged from the bound girl’s throat with shrill volume.

The principal stepped away and nodded once more at Mr. Mason, who quickly repositioned the massager, bringing it back in contact with Jenni’s sex. She gasped, eyes snapping open in alarm, only to moan in desperate anguish. She quivered, her pussy still stinging and hot from the spanking. But in seconds she was thrusting her hips again, trying to rub her burning clit against the massager. The principal nodded in satisfaction at the almost frantic movements of Jenni.

“The school board has set a limit to ten consecutive strokes before the student must be re-sensitized,” he explained.

“Are we permitted to sensitize other areas at the same time?” Mrs. Rutger asked curiously.

The principal glanced over as Jenni whimpered, her hips rolling. The head of the massager glistened wetly as it buzzed dramatically against the girl’s pussy. “Of course,” he replied, reaching into the box. “In fact, the school board has authorized something very useful, just for that purpose.” He drew out a thick, but flattened box, setting it on the table. He opened it, obviously with experience. Inside was a dark colored device, resembling an electrician’s multimeter. There were several buttons, and four separate dials. In addition, there were four sets of wires, and a small bag of white squares, each about an inch wide, with wires. He set them on the table.

“A TENS Unit,” breathed Ms. Temis, the science teacher. Mrs. Rutger looked at the device. 

“A what?”

“TENS,” Temis replied. “It stands for transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator. It’s used by doctors and therapists to stimulate nerve endings and force muscular contractions.”

Ms. Becca, the librarian, laughed. “And by others for more interesting things,” she said with a naughty grin.

Mrs. Rutger gave the device a suspicious look. “I see. And how does it work?”

Ms. Temis gave the principal a questioning look and he nodded. She stood, picking up the device. “Mr. Styne, would you care to assist?” 

The economics professor glanced up in surprise, but then smiled. “I’d be delighted!” He replied, scooting his chair back. Ms. Temis scooped up the bag. 

“Here. These are called electrodes, or stimtabs. Please put one on either side of each nipple,” she instructed. Styne nodded, taking the bag of white squares from her. 

“Will the clothespins present a problem?” He asked as they approached the quivering girl.”

Temis shook her head. “They’re made of wood. Not in the least.”

“Just a moment,” interrupted the principal, holding out his hand. “Our subject seems to be approaching another peak.” Indeed, Jenni was clearly approaching another orgasm. Instead of allowing her to explode, he stepped back up between Jenni’s legs, moved the massager away from her clitoris, and then lifted the sap. Without further warning, he delivered another ten, fast, hard blows to the hot and slippery gash, eliciting a pained screech from the girl. Her back arched, straining against the leather belts holding her to the frame, and one of her flats fell off her tiny, little foot. Her teeth were clenched and both hands were bunched into fists. Then the sound from her throat morphed into a repetitive, high pitched whimper of “ow, owl, owwie.”

Everyone smiled except Jenni. The principal moved the massager back into place, pressing the wet, rounded bulb fiercely against the girl’s swollen, red clit.

“Now, Mr. Styne,” said Ms. Temis. Styne began placing the white electrodes on Jenni’s heaving bosom, making sure that his hand frequently brushed the clothespins sticking straight up from her nipples. Every time he did she jerked, unable to ignore the shooting pain bursting inward from the tips of her breasts. As he placed the sticky pads, Temis quickly plugged in the wires. 

“What do I do with the other four electrodes?” Styne asked, holding up the bag. 

Temis studied the girl for a moment, who lay there quivering. “Some like placing additional stimtabs on the thighs, or better yet, with one on the ball of her foot, and the other on the heel, so that the electricity goes across the sensitive arch.”

Styne’s eyes lit up. “Really?”

Temis nodded. “But since we have only one machine, I suggest you place one pair to either side of the student’s clitoris, while the other set should be positioned to deliver shocks to her anus, or perineum.” She pointed at the girl’s bottom. “Here, and here.”

Then the principal coughed. “Agnus?” She turned and looked, eyes widening as he pulled a second TENS unit out of the box on the table.

“You have another?” She asked in surprise.

The principal nodded. “I hadn’t expected them to be used concurrently on one student. But I did purchase two on the off chance that we’d be correcting two students at the same time.”

The science teacher grinned. “I don’t suppose you purchased an electrical clamp for the girl’s clit, or phallic probes capable of electrical transfer?” She smiled. “I’ll need two. One for each hole.”

The principal blinked. “Uh... no. But if you put in a requisition, I’m sure these tools could be purchased.” Temis sighed in disappointment.

“Pity,” she observed, taking the second TENS Unit from the principal. “Still, at least we’ll cover all the fine points. She turned back to Jenni and finished wiring the first device. As soon as Styne stepped back, she activated the controls, twisting the knobs that set each level of electrical current. Jenni gasped, eyes wide, her entire body going rigid. She strained against her bonds, then began to twitch violently.

“Gently, Agnus. It’s stimulation. Not punishment,” said the principal. The science teacher frowned. 

“For now,” amended Ms. Becca. Ms. Temis shook her head.

“I can make her scream with aroused agony, or whimper with agonizing arousal.”

“Oxymorons,” replied Mrs. Rutger, seemingly to ignore Jenni’s torment. 

Ms. Temis looked outraged. “Are you calling me a moron?” She demanded, ignoring, for the moment, the gasping, twitching girl bound behind her.

Rutger blinked. “What? No! Of course not!” She protested. “What you said,” she explained, “is called an oxymoron. You know... ‘jumbo shrimp? Freezing fire? Dry rain’?”

Temis’ eyebrows arched, but then she shrugged as Styne touched her elbow. 

“If I touch her, will I get shocked?” He asked, pointing at Jenni, who was trembling violently, chest heaving.

Temis shook her head. “No, though you might feel a tingle were you to actually touch a nipple,” she replied. “Or her clit. But that’s all.”

“Will it affect the massager?” Coach Hampton asked curiously.

Again, Ms. Temis shook her head. “Not in the least. The head is rubber, and non-conductive.”

Hampton grinned. “So right now, she can’t tell if it feels good, or bad? Can she?”

Temis laughed. “A very precise way of putting it,” she replied. “Of course, I don’t have the level set very high. Right now, it feels like a hard pinch twisting each nipple. As for her clit, I have the TENS Unit set to level two,” she smirked. “So, it just feels like she’s being rubbed.”

“She is being rubbed,” Coach Hampton observed.

Temis shrugged. “It’s an entirely different sensation. Trust me.”

Styne looked at Jenni critically. “How do I put it on her foot when she’s wearing stockings?” He asked. They all looked at the principal. He frowned.

“I suppose we should have removed those first,” he admitted. He walked over to the girl, grabbed hold of her foot, and began tugging. The bondage cuff was too tight, so he loosened it enough that he could pull the material out from under it, slowly but surely drawing the stocking off the girl’s left leg. Her tiny foot was exposed and he lifted it so that Mr. Styne could stick the electrodes onto her sole. The girl gasped and her toes curled. Styne couldn’t resist tickling the very center of her arch and Jenni let out a high-pitched keening noise as her foot began to move. Clearly, she was very ticklish.

“The hell with the electricity,” Styne laughed. “I’ll just tickle her!”

“Yeah?” Ms. Temis asked. “How about now?” She twisted one of the dials on the second TENS Unit control box and Jenni’s muted laughter twisted into another cry of agony. Styne suddenly cursed and dropped the girl’s foot, which seemed to be moving on its own. Her toes were curled and she shook as if fire ants were stinging her instep. Finally, Jenni cried out, the sound of her pain echoing down the hall.

“Fuck! I felt that!” Styne spat.

“Agnus,” the principal admonished. “The TENS Units are not to be used as punishment,” he reminded her. “If you want to inflict correction upon that area, then do so, but with an approved instrument.”

Temis frowned, but turned down the juice going to the schoolgirl’s foot. “Fine. Mr. Styne, please put the other electrodes on her thighs, as well as the other foot,” she instructed. “While I deliver the next ten strokes to our favorite slut.”

Styne nodded, but just a little sourly. He moved to Jenni’s other leg and began loosening the cuff so he could pull her remaining stocking down. Ms. Temis set aside the TENS Unit, leaving it active, and stepped over to the table, taking a look at the various instruments laid out. 

“This one,” she declared, picking up the thin switch. It was three feet long and made of some sort of flexible plastic. She turned with the wand-like tool and gave Styne a wicked smile.

“Mr. Styne, why don’t you remove the massager and stimulate her sex in a more direct fashion?” She asked. “That area should tighten nicely as I beat the bottoms of her feet!”

The economics teacher finished pulling the stocking off Jenni and gave Ms. Temis a look of surprise. “More direct?”

Temis grinned as she stepped closer, and she reached out with her free hand and patted Styne’s crotch. The bulge was obvious. “Slip that inside her,” Temis urged.

Styne glanced over at the principal who nodded indifferently. “The school board has declared that such stimulation is not only permitted, but encouraged.” He gestured at Jenni, bound open and writing on the metal frame. “Indulge yourself.”

Styne wasted no time and moved up between Jenni’s legs, pulling the vibrating massager away from her swollen, slippery slit. She groaned in both relief and disappointment, her body shuddering as Styne unzipped his pants, whipping out his cock. He held it in one hand and with sadistic glee wiggled it up and down, striking her pussy with the swollen tip. She gasped, only the leather belt around her waist keeping her in place. Styne laughed and was just about to shove his granite shaft into her well when she let out a screech, her back arching on the frame, her entire body tensing.

Styne gasped in alarm and stepped back, catching Agnus Temis’ movement in the corner of his eye. He looked and saw that a single, thin, red line had been etched across Jenni’s left arch. “Damnit Agnus! Couldn’t you have waited till I was inside her?” He demanded.

Temis gave him a haughty look, then shrugged. She didn’t bother to answer. Instead, she lifted the thin little plastic switch and flicked it hard against Jenni’s foot again. A tiny cry and a twitch accompanied the creaking of the metal frame as she struggled to free herself from the bondage.

Styne rolled his eyes, stepped back forward, and this time penetrated Jenni deeply. Both of them groaned as the teacher began pumping hard, pushing himself hard into the grasping, wet, teenage slit. Temis studied Styne for a moment and moved across him, over to the girl’s other foot. She reached up and tickled the sole of Jenni, making her laugh as Styne fucked the tight pussy. But then Temis stepped back, lifted the switch, and delivered another solid blow.

Styne gasped with pleasure, even as Jenni squealed with pain, her toes curling. The economics teacher pumped his shaft in and out as Temis leaned over and studied Jenni’s instep, clearly looking for another soft spot to strike.

Mrs. Rutger cleared her throat. “This doesn’t seem to be particularly correctional,” she observed, glancing at the principal as Styne continued to thrust himself into the soft, wet hold of Jenni. The principal looked over at Mrs. Rutger. 

“What do you mean, Mrs. Rutger?” 

Rutger stood up and gestured at Styne, whose hips were slinging back and forth. “We’ve focused so much on this tone of correction that I fear we’re losing our way.”

Temis straightened up, still holding the whippy, plastic cane and gave Rutger a dark look. “Excuse me?” A foot away, Styne continued to fuck the girl senseless.

The principal sighed and crossed his arms. 

Rutger rolled her eyes. “Look at her!” She pointed at Jenni who was moaning loudly as Styne continued to jackhammer his cock into her. “She’s a slut now. I know for a fact that this girl deliberately wears her uniform in a manner to encourage these little ‘correctional’ sessions. She craves them! She spends most of her days at the office or the library or in detention. She can barely spell her name for God’s sake! She’s a sexual masochist! But is she here to learn reading, math, and history? Or is she here to learn how to be a sex toy for others?”

For a second, the rest of the teachers looked uncomfortable, except Styne, who chuckled softly. “I’m fine with sex toy,” he said with a groan.

There was a pause, with only the sound of the wet, pumping coital thrusts of the economics teacher filling the room, until Ms. Temis, glaring at Rutger, swung the thin, whippy cane hard against Jenni’s foot. She cried out in pain, her toes curling. Temis moved around Styne’s pumping form and raised the cane again, aiming for Jenni’s other sole.

“I can assure you,” sneered Ms. Temis, “that I will not allow this student to fail in her studies.”

“Mrs. Rutger,” said the principal, “I understand your concerns, and I truly share them. However, I do believe that in an educational environment such as ours, students like this little schoolgirl must be taught the correct sort of behavior. She isn’t learning reading, math, and history, not because we are punishing her, but because she herself isn’t ready to be studious, as demonstrated by this behavior.” He gestured at Jenni who was moaning as Styne’s thick cock slid in and out of her sex. Ms. Temis laid another sharp stroke of the cane on the girl’s arch and Styne groaned as the pussy around his shaft tightened.

“Look at her,” the principal said as the bound teen grit her teeth and squealed. “Is that the face of someone ready to learn? She comes here to school and she’s sent to my office within ten minutes, almost every day.” He sighed. “Her uniform is too short. Or see through. Or she’s caught sucking some young man’s cock in the boy’s bathroom.” He snorted. “Once she was late to class because she’d been stripped and tied to the coffee table in the teacher’s lounge! And that was done by faculty!” He shook his head. “No. Corporal punishment is the only way to get through to students like this girl.”

He frowned, marched over to where the girl was writhing on the frame, and grabbed the TENS unit sending jolts of electricity into her nipples. The level was set to three, which he knew felt like decent pinches to her breasts. He twisted the dials to five and Jenni screamed out loud, eyes wide in panic as she looked at the principal. Her body wriggled as the pain shot through her nipples.

“Indeed, this is supposed to hurt,” he said simply.

Styne groaned again, his balls slapping against Jenni’s bottom. Her pussy quivered violently around his cock. “Oh my God! I’m going to cum!” 

Temis slashed the cane against the girl’s foot, timing the strokes to either the voltage surging through Jenni’s breasts, or the thrusts of Styne. Then the economics teacher shoved himself hard against the outstretched loins of the bound student, burying his shaft to the hilt. He let out a moan of satisfaction, his eyes closing. When he pulled back, the tip of his condom was full of white cream.

Suddenly Mrs. Rutger stood up. “Well, she certainly seems sensitized enough now,” she sneered. With a swift movement she grabbed the rubber stranded flogger and pushed past Styne, his limp, wet dick in full view. Without a seconds’ warning, she swung the whip downward, slashing between Jenni’s legs. The rubber flogger bit into the wet, well fucked pussy, eliciting a choked squeal from the bound girl.

“How apropos,” said Temis in approval. She flicked the cane against the schoolgirl’s instep.

The principal watched as Mrs. Rutger and Ms. Temis continued to inflict a number of strokes on the crying schoolgirl. The little waif was thrashing against her bonds, her pussy reddening with every swing of the flogger. Mrs. Rutger didn’t stop at ten, continuing to beat the sodden swamp of sexual temptation until Jenni’s petals were splayed open, her clit swollen and red. Finally, the principal turned the electricity surging through the girl’s tits downward, until it was again, just a light pinch. Then he put an arm on Temis’ arm.

“Agnus,” he said softly. “That’s enough.”

Mrs. Rutger looked up as well. She blinked. “Did I go past my limit?” She suddenly asked. She looked down at the flushed skin of Jenni’s groin and frowned. “She seems to be fine,” she said.

Dr. Cook stood up. “You delivered plenty of strokes madam, but to even things out, I would suggest an additional three to the girl’s pussy.” He said evenly. “That will bring the total remaining to a mere one hundred and forty strokes.”

Mrs. Rutger looked at the girl, then at Temis. “Would you care to deliver the last three?” She asked.

Temis licked her lips. “Only if you would prefer,” she said graciously.

Rutger frowned. “Would you mind if I borrowed the cane?”

Temis held it out and Rutger took it. She tested the weight and swished it around. “I wish she were bent over for a proper butt blistering,” Rutger said with a sigh. But then she stepped to the side, pressed herself against Jenni’s leg, and snapped the cane swiftly against the bound girl’s bottom.

The plastic rod cut deeply into the soft globes and a sharp cry escaped from between the clenched teeth of Jenni. Her pussy, gaping open and still leaking a mixture of Styne’s cum and her own slut slurry, quivered violently. Even though half of her rump was out of reach of Mrs. Rutger’s aim, the English teacher quickly left another stringing welt across the girl’s bottom.

“Owwww! Please! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” the girl squealed.

“One last stroke,” Rutger sneered. “And if you ever give less than the optimum again in one of my classes, the spanking I’ll give you will make this feel like a love tap!” And with that comment she slashed the cane against Jenni’s rump. The girl screamed, her back arching, her entire body straining against the bounds holding her in place. The toes on both feet curled, her fingers tightening into fists. Her head was thrown back and even the principal took a step back, just a little surprised. A red welt, thick and raised, appeared within seconds, a scarlet stripe stretching across the girl’s ass.

The principal leaned over and took a good look, then grinned up at Rutger. “Nicely done,” he complimented. “She’ll be feeling that one for a week.” Rutger smiled and held out the cane.

“I have some papers that still need to be graded, so if you don’t mind, I’ll skip the rest of this demonstration.” She paused as the principal nodded. “At least until you bring me a young man who needs corrective discipline.” She turned and stalked to the door. It opened soundlessly as she stepped out. It didn’t close back all the way though and Coach Hampton stood up, grabbed the handle, and pulled it closed again. He turned and looked at Jenni.

“Guess it’s time to sensitize that little cunt of hers again,” he said knowingly. No one objected as he grabbed the massager on the retractable arm and once more positioned it between the bound girl’s legs. She twitched, her hips rolling in spasms as she gasped through her tears. In seconds though she was thrusting, rubbing her beaten sex up and over the rounded bulb, leaving it glistening.

Hampton gave the girl a quick study, then pointed at her quivering tits, still being juiced with electricity, which caused the wooden clothespins to wiggle up and down. “Now if I understand you correctly, the electricity frying her nipples is considered stimulation, correct?”

The principal nodded. “It is indeed,” he said. “At least right now,” he added sheepishly, more than aware that he’d literally violated the same rule that he’d admonished Ms. Temis for wanting to break. Across from him, Coach Hampton picked up the crop.

“So, if I wanted to put my ten strokes across her tits, I don’t technically need to sensitize her?”

Styne laughed from the other side of the table. “Come on Coach. Don’t be a pussy. Give her the dick!”

Hampton looked back at Styne and a slightly distasteful expression crossed his face. “I don’t like sloppy seconds, Styne. Especially when you’re first.” He looked back at Jenni. “God only knows what I might catch,” he muttered. “Besides, this slut has literally been fucked by half the male population of this school, and probably a quarter of the female.”

The principal coughed politely as Styne’s face began to redden. “Gentlemen,” the principal said sternly. “Enough.” Then the principal pointed at Jenni’s breasts. “If you intend to punish her tits, then feel free to do so.”

Hampton nodded and moved around to Jenni’s side. “What about the clothespins?”

The principal shrugged. “Remove them. Either with the crop, or your hands. Either way.”

Hampton smiled down at the little waif, who was clearly once more in the throes of passion. Her hips were pumping rigorously and she was practically fucking the massager. Coach Hampton reached down and pinched open the clothespin on her left nipple, removing it delicately. She cried out as the blood flow to her crushed nub throbbed hotly through her bosom, but Hampton grabbed her large tit, kneading it softly, his thumb crossing back and forth across the distended and burning tip. After a moment, it seemed that the pain had subsided and he handed the clothespin over to the principal, who took it.

“And now,” said Hampton. “The other side.” He reached across her and undid the other clamp, freeing her right nipple from the crushing pressure. She still wore the electrostim tabs, but evidently the sensation of circulation being restored was still enough to make her cry out and she thrashed left and right, her breasts flopping.

“There,” Coach Hampton said, leaning across her and rubbing her other breast as well. “All better now?”

Jenni sniffed, eyes brimming with tears and she looked up at the coach. “P-p-p-please,” she sobbed. “Please let me cum?”

Coach Hampton laughed. “You aren’t supposed to, my dear. But don’t worry. I’ll help you resist it.” Then he lifted the crop and set the black leather tip on the breast furthest from him. The wooden rod crossed her chest and she felt the smooth cane against her left nipple as well.

Even then, she was only expecting the pain in her right breast, where the crop’s head was located. Instead, Coach Hampton manipulated the crop so that it struck both boobs perfectly, mashing them down, leaving a line of searing pain across both nipples. Jenni cried out, her toes curling as her back arched. The screech that came out of her throat was exquisite and Hampton didn’t even wait for her to recover before hitting her boobs again.

Temis sniffed and looked away with disdain. “I understand what you’re doing,” she sneered as Jenni’s voice seemed to lock up. “But the point of the crop’s leather end is so you can snap it hard against her flesh.”

Coach Hampton sighed and looked at the science teacher. “Temis, I’m hitting two targets at once, and that takes some skill. I can assure you that her nipples are getting snapped properly. If you doubt me, you can always take off your shirt and let me give your depressingly tiny tits a whack or two, just so you can understand the skill this takes.”

Ms. Temis’ face turned red and for a moment the principal thought he was going to have to step in. Instead, the science teacher pressed her lips together, then turned toward him. “I have work to do. Is there anything else that we need to go over at this meeting, other than this strumpet?”

The principal sighed and shook his head. “No. We’re good here, Agnus.”

Temis glared at Coach Hampton, but then stepped right up between Jenni’s legs. She reached down, pushing the massager aside, and literally grabbed the swollen, red clitoris, pinching and twisting it violently.

Jenni surged upward, her head popping up, a look of wild agony on her face. She gasped, clearly trying to work herself up to a scream.

“Your day isn’t done yet,” Temis sneered. “Because after this you’ll spend it in detention and I volunteered to monitor it. So as soon as you are finished demonstrating the corporal punishment policy, I expect you to march your pretty little ass down to the detention room. Then the real punishment will begin,” Temis promised.

She let go of the girl’s clitoris and slapped the massager back into place. The girl’s cry morphed again, into something erotic and Temis bent down and grabbed all of Jenni’s clothes. Everyone blinked as Temis stalked out. Slowly, the door closed, but not completely, and this time it was Dr. Cook who closed it.

“Temper, temper,” he said with a laugh. The principal nodded. “They’re excellent educators, but I agree that both female members of our faculty seem rather belligerent.”

Ms. Becca coughed delicately. “I’m still here gentlemen,” she reminded them. “I may be the school librarian, but I assure you that I still consider myself both faculty, and an educator.”

The principal lifted a hand and smiled. “Of course. My apologies.”

The thwack of the crop filled the room, and elicited another cry from Jenni. Already, several dark pink lines were beginning to appear across her bosom. Coach Hampton was taking his time, studying angles as he worked her breasts. The assembled teachers watched as he laid seven more strokes across Jenni’s chest. Each one brought forth a cry of agony, clearly laced with sexual desperation.

“I think she’ll have some bruises tomorrow,” Dr. Cook observed wryly.

“Good,” said Styne. “Because I plan on stripping her of that shirt and clamping her tits to the front of the desk tomorrow. Having some nice black and blue marks on those massive knockers to go with the alligator clamps will be perfect.”

Both Hampton and Dr. Cook exchanged looks, but neither said anything. The principal turned to Dr. Cook.

“How many more strokes?” He asked. Dr. Cook gave the principal a steadfast look.

“One hundred and thirty,” he replied and stood up. Hampton backed away as Dr. Cook looked at the available tools, then selected the strop. The flexible leather strap swung from his hand.

“I’m not partial to any tool particularly,” he said, “but this should provide some needed impact.”

The principal stepped back, gesturing Dr. Cook forward. The math teacher moved up between Jenni’s legs and pulled the massager away, turning it off. Jenni looked up at him, her cheeks streaked with tears. She stared at the strop and then her head fell back down, obviously in defeat. Her eyes stared up at the ceiling as she quietly sobbed.

None of it stopped Dr. Cook from swinging the leather belt down hard on the girl’s pink slit, slapping it with more than enough force to bring another scream from the little waif’s tired throat. Her back arched upward, her entire body twitching as the pain radiated outward from her sex. His next three swings each impacted in the same general area and the frame of the restraint creaked as she pulled hard, desperately trying to close her legs, even as her anguished wail filled the room. Her legs shook, her toes curling and extending, and to the principal’s surprise, she even managed to dislodge one of the stim tabs from her heel, shaking it loose. He picked it up, but Dr. Cook didn’t pause in his steady, direct beating of her genitals. Indeed, he kept spanking her brutalized pussy with hard, vicious swings until he’d delivered ten, beautiful, full throttle strokes.

“Excellent,” the instructor said with satisfaction as he pushed the massager back up against Jenni’s devastated groin. He turned the device on, up to full power, and the quiet hum was only punctuated by the whimpering gasps of Jenni. Dr. Cook turned away and looked at the principal, handing him the strop.

“If you don’t mind, I also have some duties to attend to.”

Coach Hampton raised his hand. “Me too. Unless you need more assistance?”

The principal shook his head. “No. I think we are winding down. I’ll allow Mr. Styne and Ms. Becca to deliver an additional twenty strokes and then we’ll let Angus handle the remaining one hundred at Detention.” He glanced back at Jenni.

Cook smiled. “She’ll be going naked, since Temis took her uniform.” He laughed. “Have fun.” Hampton smiled, then left with Dr. Cook. The principal shut the door this time, then turned back toward the table.

Styne grinned at the librarian. “Ladies first,” he offered. Ms. Becca laughed.

“Only if a gentleman is present,” she replied, a subtle insult. But before Styne could snap something in response, the principal coughed.

“Actually, Ms. Becca and I have something to discuss privately after the meeting. I’d like you to deliver the next ten strokes.”

Styne frowned, glaring at the librarian, but then shrugged. “Alright. I think I’ll do her pussy again,” he said, standing. The principal laid a hand on Styne’s arm.

“I think she’s had enough there, to be honest,” he said quietly. For a moment, the two men’s eyes met, but then Styne looked away.

“Whatever. I had my jollies.” And with that, he stormed out of the room, leaving the principal alone with Ms. Becca, Jenni, and twenty more strokes. The bound waif whimpered, the massager between her legs rubbing incessantly at her clit. The librarian leaned back in her chair, adopting a rather seductive pose.

“My my my, twenty strokes left. Whatever shall we do to her?” She asked, licking her lips, giving the principal a very direct look.

The principal crossed his arms. “You arranged for her to get gangbanged Friday, didn’t you?”

Ms. Becca laughed. “What if I did? The lovely little strumpet had it coming, flaunting that gorgeous little body of hers. And did you know she was let up twice to use the private bathroom near my office, and afterwards willingly walked her pretty little ass right back to the media room where she eagerly climbed back onto the table and was tied open again?”

The principal gave Ms. Becca a dark look. “I’m not saying she doesn’t deserve these last twenty strokes,” he said. “I’m merely concerned about how it started.”

Ms. Becca stood up, her high heels catching the principal’s eye. Her hips swayed as she came around the table, her fingers touching some of the instruments her fellow teachers had used on Jenni. She crossed the open space to stand just in front of the principal, within touching distance of Jenni, and her hand came up. The librarian’s fingers stroked the bottom of Jenni’s foot, causing the bound waif to twitch and moan.

“Do you want to know how it ended?” She asked wickedly, her voice low. She reached over to the principal, and drew the leather sap out of his pocket. He looked at her curiously. Then Ms. Becca circled around Jenni, her free hand just barely touching the moaning, trembling waif, until she was standing right in front of the girl’s pussy. Ms. Becca moved her finger, running it up from the girl’s arch, over her ankle and calf, and up to Jenni’s thigh, dangerously close to where the massager was still buzzing rapidly against the panting, struggling girl’s clitoris.

The principal nodded. “Absolutely.”

“After the boys were done fucking her, and she’d come a dozen times herself, I jammed the thickest anal plug I had into her adorable little rump, brushed her nipples with cold and hot cream, and…” Ms. Becca whispered, moving the massager away from Jenni’s clit. It buzzed loudly and the girl gasped, whimpering as her hips thrust upward.

“And?” the principal demanded.

Ms. Becca smiled as she bent down, her nose only a few inches away from the sweet, dark pink, slit.

“I gave her thirty licks,” Becca said. Then without another word, she pushed forward and gave the swollen clitoris in front of her a long, soft, slow lick with her tongue. Jenni cried out, but this time not in pain. Only in pleasure. Her entire body seemed to thrum with need and her back arched, her hips trying to thrust up. Ms. Becca came up with a soft laugh.

“One,” she said, giving the principal a seductive look. The man stared at her, watching as Jenni moaned loudly. But then, he realized something else. Jenni was bracing with tension. As if she expected something bad to happen.

Then Ms. Becca moved fast. Her arm flashed and the black sap flipped downward with a sharp crack that ended flat against Jenni’s cunt. The bound girl screamed, her body shaking as the pain burst through her. The principal was astonished by the viciousness of the blow and he saw tears beading on Jenni’s tightly clenched eyes. He turned to look back at Ms. Becca.

“Two,” the librarian declared, looking not at the girl, but at the principal. Then she put her face back down between Jenni’s legs for a wet, swirling, twenty-second-long lick that ended with the freshly mashed clit being drawn into Ms. Becca’s mouth for an extended suck. “Three,” Ms. Becca breathed softly, as she finally let loose the swollen, bright pink clitoris and came up for air.

Then she raised the leather sap, and once more, smashed it down between Jenni’s legs.

“Four,” the principal said in satisfaction after the squeal of pain ebbed.

Becca’s tongue danced again, each touch between teacher and student lengthening as Jenni’s nerves were set afire, first with pleasure, then with pain. For her, it was like trudging a tortuous path up a mountain toward climax, two steps forward every time Ms. Becca’s mouth sweetly swirled over and around her clit, or her tongue dipped into the wet well of need, only to be blown back a full step by the stinging, burning, searing blast of the sap smashing her pussy into mush.

The principal took the sap from Ms. Becca, delivering the stinging blows himself as they worked the girl back into a froth. Soon Jenni was begging, clearly unable to differentiate the difference between the pain and the pleasure. Her fingers were clenched into fists and her loins were pressed upward, accepting and demanding more. The principal hesitated.

“What are you doing?” Ms. Becca asked, her face wet with Jenni’s juices. “Hit her. Hit her now!”

The principal shook his head. “Look. She’ll cum.”

Ms. Becca blinked and looked down at Jenni. Then she frowned. “There are four more strokes to deliver.”

“Please! Please! Please hit me!” whimpered Jenni. “Please! I’m so close!”

Becca frowned. “I see. If she cums, she’ll have earned thirty more strokes.”

The principal sighed. “That really isn’t my concern. We’ll just punish her tomorrow for them. What concerns me is that she is spending the rest of the day in the Detention Room with Ms. Temis. You know what that woman will subject her to.”

Becca nodded with a smile. “Of course. And you think being aroused will give her some additional ability to withstand that torment?” Her hand came up and she pushed two fingers into Jenni’s pussy, pumping slowly. The girl gasped, whimpering and groaning, her hips jerking wildly, getting even closer.

The principal shrugged. “Wouldn’t it?”

Ms. Becca laughed. “You have a lot to learn, sir. This one is special.” And she began to pump her hand wildly into the girl’s cunt. “Now. All four more strokes.”

Jenni cried out, clearly on the cusp of orgasm and the principal raised the sap. He slapped it hard against the swollen clit, just above Becca’s pumping knuckles, and the squeal of utter need and desperation in Jenni’s voice changed. It was the sound of satisfaction, of utter and complete bliss, and the words she spoke, as she lay there bound and open, tortured and punished was music to the principal’s ears.

“More, more please! More! Hit me! Harder! Please! Harder! Don’t stop!”

So, he didn’t.

***

When Jenni came too, she found both Ms. Becca and the principal leaning over her, concern on their faces. She blinked and Ms. Becca sighed in relief.

“Are you alright?” The principal asked.

Jenni sat up, only then realizing that she was no longer bound to the bench. Her body ached in amazing ways and her pussy was incredibly tender and sore. Her nipples were in practically the same condition. But amazingly, she felt wonderful. “I’m fine,” she said softly.

The principal nodded. “You will need to report to the detention room then, where you will spend the rest of the school day. Ms. Temis is expecting you.” He held out a hand and helped Jenni up. She wobbled a bit, but then was able to stand on her own. She looked around for her uniform, but was unable to find it.

Ms. Becca laughed. “Temis was worried you would skedaddle. She took it with her to the Detention Hall. There aren’t that many students on campus today. Just a few troublemakers like you, so the walk to the other side of the school, even in the nude, shouldn’t be an issue.”

Jenni blushed, but then she nodded. She gave a heated look to the principal, who smiled and then waved her toward the door. She turned her back on the principal and the librarian and pushed out into the hall. Behind her, the door closed.

But not all the way. And she hesitated, listening.

“Ms. Becca, there is one other thing I wanted to discuss with you,” said the principal.

“Oh?” replied the librarian in a teasing tone. “And what might that be?”

The timbre of the principal’s voice changed. “The school board has authorized me to use this restraint, as well as corporal punishment, on recalcitrant faculty, as well as the student population. Your confession about arranging that little schoolgirl’s sexual escapade last Friday certainly qualifies as inappropriate.”

Jenni peeked around the edge of the door. Ms. Becca was standing just a few inches away from the principal, right in front of the restraint chair. Her hand came up, grabbing the principal’s crotch, rubbing it enthusiastically. Then Ms. Becca laughed.

“Oh my. I’m curious,” Ms. Becca said, her voice dropping into a seductive tone. Jenni’s eyes widened as Ms. Becca took the principal’s hand and pressed it to the front of her blouse. The man started unfastening the buttons, revealing more and more cleavage. “How many strokes will I get for seeing that little strumpet used as she was meant to be used?”

“I think thirty would be appropriate,” the principal said softly, almost distractedly, his fingers working more rapidly, baring even softer, white flesh. Jenni blinked as the pink tips of Ms. Becca’s breasts flashed into view.

“And when you finish with those buttons,” the librarian whispered. “What happens when you find that I’m not wearing a bra? Or panties?” The shirt came open and the principal groaned. His hands came up, grabbing both of the woman’s bare tits, squeezing them as his head came down. His mouth opened and he sucked hard on Ms. Becca’s nipple. She tilted her face back, mouth partly open, eyes closing in need.

A husky moan came from the principal and it was laced with pent up need. He lifted his face from Becca’s bosom. “Twenty strokes, for each offense,” he said wickedly, his eyes gleaming. “That’s seventy strokes.” Jenni watched as they kissed passionately. Then the principal finished pulling off Ms. Becca’s shirt. Her skirt slid to the floor, her sweet, bare slit in full view. The principal reached down between Ms. Becca’s legs, his fingers digging into her sex. Becca groaned and then the man lifted her bodily up into the very restraint chair that had held Jenni. Ms. Becca spread her legs and the principal quickly bound her in place, securing her legs and arms to the frame.

“I hope you plan on sensitizing me,” Ms. Becca teased as the principal caressed her naked body, “before you give me those strokes.”

Jenni gulped as she watched. The principal moved down between Ms. Becca’s legs, already unzipping his fly.

“Of course, I do,” he said, freeing his manhood. It was long and strong and firm and he slid it into the librarian with one single, smooth thrust.

Jenni smiled and shut the door, leaving them to their privacy. With a deep breath she turned and looked down the hall. It wasn’t a long walk to the detention hall, but it meant passing over a dozen school rooms. Naked, barefoot, and exposed, she resisted the urge to hurry, knowing that the sooner she arrived at detention, the sooner the next stage of her torment would begin. One hundred more strokes. Ms. Temis would be thrilled.

And tomorrow? Well, she’d accidentally cum. Hadn’t she? She’d be on the restraint chair, spread open, naked and bound, for another thirty licks. She smiled, already planning on various ways to break more school rules. Thirty strokes? She headed toward Detention.

Undoubtedly more.


Suspended

Jenni sat nervously on the uncomfortable chair in front of the principal’s office. It was a recent addition, meant for students who were in a certain amount of trouble, and unlike the rest of the furniture in the school, sported an impressive and awkward ridge down the center, from front to back. Unfortunately, the ridge was much, much higher than Jenni had expected when she’d been directed to sit. Add in the problematic shortness of her skirt, which was the primary reason she was in trouble in the first place, and the fact that she was also without panties only exacerbated the situation. The ridge was digging up into her slit, spreading her petals, and made sitting both uncomfortable and embarrassingly arousing. She could feel the plastic edge slipping into her slit and she closed her eyes as she rocked back and forth, trying to find a position where the edge didn’t dig quite so much into her sex, or send waves of acute pleasure through her loins.

She hadn’t even been at school five minutes before the vice principal had snagged her and pulled her aside. A quick check of her fingertips in comparison to the hem of the skirt had confirmed the violation. He hadn’t even bothered with a panty or bra check, instead sending her straight to the office for the required bout of corporal punishment.

She quivered with anticipation, wriggling back and forth as the uncomfortable but stimulating centerline of the seat dug into her soft bits. There would be a spanking, assuredly, for the length of her skirt. She’d expected that of course. Twenty blistering swats to her bare bottom with the wooden paddle, or maybe the principal’s hand. But she knew that when the principal went to deliver those swats, expecting to pull down her panties and expose her soft, rounded, welcoming derriere, he’d notice the second violation. The punishment for not wearing panties meant an additional twenty strokes, and not to the bottom. Those blows would land on her soaked slit. And of course, if she weren’t wearing panties, he’d have justification to check if she were wearing a bra. That would mean a third violation and more strokes.

Jenni let out a soft little moan as she thought about the coming punishments. It took her a moment to realize that she was actively humping the ridge between her legs, and that a copious amount of girl goo was now seeping down the insides of her thighs. She put a knuckle into her mouth, biting down as the mix of pleasure and discomfort rocked through her. Then the office door opened.

To Jenni’s surprise, Ms. Becca, the school librarian, stepped out. She was a young woman, with light brown hair and penetrating blue eyes, with a winsome but wicked smile and a teasing quirkiness. She was dressed in a black, calf length skirt, slit up the side almost all the way up to her waist. Her impressive bosom was contained in a light gray sweater that didn’t quite come down to her waist, leaving an intriguing strip of pale skin across her midriff. There was a flash of jewels, dangling exposed, just below her navel, that encouraged Jenni to stare. Ms. Becca smiled down at Jenni as the principal stepped out behind the librarian. Jenni gasped, her pussy clenching tightly as he looked down at her in surprise.

“Oh? Already?” He said, almost resignedly.

The Librarian grinned, looking back at the man. “Some books are exactly what the cover makes us expect,” she said simply. The principal sighed and nodded.

“I suppose. Very well, come along with us,” he ordered, pointing to Jenni. “I’ll handle you at the same time.”

This surprised Jenni and she blinked. Ms. Becca and the principal exited out into the hallway and Jenni quickly stood up. The streak of sexual wetness on the chair was humiliatingly obvious, so she was grateful that they didn’t seem to notice. Following behind, Jenni watched as Ms. Becca led the way to the teacher’s lounge. Her hips swung daringly and each time she took a step, her long and shapely leg slid most of the way out of the slit skirt. Jenni blinked, realizing that she could see almost all the way up to Ms. Becca’s hip, which meant that unless the librarian was wearing a thong, she too was violating the school rule on panties.

Jenni had never been in the Teacher’s Lounge before, but the strong scent of coffee made it pretty clear that much of the faculty had spent at least a few minutes in the lounge before classes started. The room was very long, but narrow and oddly shaped. The walls didn’t corner at ninety degrees, and the way the sofas, small tables, and other furniture was arranged into small niches, it made the room perfect for study, conversation, or even reading. The principal led the way, taking Ms. Becca and Jenni toward the center of the room where a single metal stand of some sort was positioned. He stopped in front of the stand and turned toward Ms. Becca and Jenni.

“Strip,” the principal said simply.

It wasn’t unexpected. Most corporal punishments at the school were now delivered nude, but the emotionless order startled Jenni. He’d been so… passionate the other times! She licked her lips and began unbuttoning her shirt, even though the principal wasn’t really looking at her. Her full breasts emerged from the widening gap and the Librarian smiled, eyes flicking over toward Jenni’s freshly exposed breasts. The principal looked over at Jenni and she saw a surprised expression on his face.

“Oh. I didn’t mean you,” he said ruefully. Then he grimaced. “Well, I mean you would have eventually, so carry on. And don’t think I’m ignoring the fact that you aren’t wearing a bra. You’ll be punished for that, as well as the hem of that skirt,” he said. Then he looked back at the Librarian. “But I did mean you.”

Ms. Becca smiled, delight and expectation glittering in her eyes. “I thought you said I was to be suspended?” She asked, grabbing hold of the bottom of her sweater. She pulled it up and over her head and Jenni was surprised to see that the Librarian was also not wearing a bra. Two barbell piercings at the tip of each breast matched the blue sapphires of her belly button piercing. The Librarian tossed the sweater onto a nearby couch and cocked her hip daringly. The principal picked up a pair of black leather manacles from a side table and Ms. Becca held out her wrists. With practiced ease, the man secured them to her arms. “Don’t forget your skirt,” he said softly.

Jenni shrugged out of her shirt, and then pushed her skirt to the floor. The plaid material puddled around her feet and she pulled her trainers out of the fallen uniform. Neither adult paid her much mind, their eyes on each other as Ms. Becca pushed her own black skirt to the floor.

She wasn’t wearing panties either.

The Librarian’s feet were shod with two delicate looking high heeled sandals and the principal shook his head. “Take those off while I deal with our recalcitrant student,” he ordered. Ms. Becca smiled and lifted a foot while the principal turned back to the now naked little schoolgirl.

“Freshly shaved, wet, and without bra or panties,” he repeated sternly. “Clearly you have expectations.” He took her hand and led her over to a nearby seating area. Centered between a sofa and an easy chair sat a strangely shaped metal bench, one end capped with a metal bracket with three loops. “Sit here and lean back,” The principal told Jenni. She did as ordered, leaning backward until she was lying face upon the bench. As she lowered herself down, he opened the bracket and she saw the hinge, realizing that the three loops were perfect for her pretty little neck and wrists. She positioned herself as the principal indicated, and he closed the restraint on her.

For a second, she felt a surge of panic. It was disconcerting to know that she was no longer in control. She couldn’t free her hands, and the metal around her throat, while not restrictive in terms of airflow, held her in place, almost staring up at the ceiling. The bench was narrow as well, and while the restraint bracket was secured to the frame, she felt as if her body was wobbling from one side to the other. Instinct forced her to spread her legs to maintain balance and it was only afterward that she realized that her dripping slit was now perfectly vulnerable. She could move, but only her hips and she turned her head to see the Librarian setting her shoes aside.

The principal turned to Ms. Becca, satisfied that Jenni was properly secured. “Straddle the post,” he said, pointing at the metal stand. Ms. Becca, just as naked as the student, obeyed the principal’s orders. There were no words, no protests, only her simple acceptance as she stood over the impaling staff.

The principal approached and took hold of Ms. Becca’s right wrist. Lifting her hand, he secured the cuff to a dangling cable that hung almost invisibly from the ceiling. She helpfully lifted her other arm and he secured her hands above her head. Then he stepped over to the wall and flipped a small switch. An electric motor hummed and the cable began to retract into the ceiling, stretching her body.

“Oh,” she said smugly as she was lifted up onto her toes. “I see. I am being suspended.”

The principal moved from the switch to a nearby cabinet where he removed an attachment that clearly was meant to fit into the metal stand between Ms. Becca’s thighs. The top of the attachment was brightly colorful, capped with a purple rubber phallus. He tilted the stand toward him, inserted the attachment’s end, and then repositioned it beneath the librarian. It wasn’t quite the right length, the tip several inches below her now glistening sex.

“I appear to be too tall,” she said teasingly, pumping her hips with a seductive roll. The principal didn’t respond. Instead he knelt down, his face disturbingly close to her loins, and his hands quickly extended the post between her legs, lengthening it. The phallus rose closer and closer to the Librarian’s shaved sex and she went up on tiptoe as the principal began rubbing the tip back and forth across her petals.

“Yes…” she hissed suddenly, thrusting her hips and letting out a satisfied groan. Jenni watched in jealousy as the thick, purple phallus slid into the Librarian and the woman sank down with a look of ecstasy on her face. There had to be almost seven inches inside her, the soles of her pretty little feet now flat upon the floor. Then the Librarian rose back up onto tiptoe, smiling, only to lower herself back down with a soft moan. Jenni frowned, wishing that she was getting to experience something long and thick and firm inside her.

The principal stood up and watched as the suspended woman fucked herself upon the shaft. Her face was lined with pleasure as she moved up and down and the movements of her lithe body were certainly appealing. But after a moment he turned and plucked a small controller from the same cabinet he’d extracted the vibrator and stand. He thumbed it on and the soft sound of the motor, already inside Ms. Becca’s pulsing, grasping cunt, was heard by the jealous little schoolgirl.

“Oh yes,” cooed the Librarian as she lowered herself again. The arches of her feet dipped until her pussy was fully stuffed and solidly vibrating. Of course, she had to stretch herself to do it, tightening her lithe body as she let gravity pull her down. Soon enough though she rose back up, gasping as her hips jerked and Jenni could tell that Ms. Becca was going to be cumming quite soon. All the signs were there; the woman’s eyes had closed, her breathing was fast and shallow, and her body was twitching in lewd ways.

The principal studied the thrusting body of the librarian. She gasped, quivering violently as the first orgasm slithered through her bound and stretched form and she rose up, as if lifting herself might spare her prurient bits, the arches of her bare feet curved and delicate. But the stand, combined with the phallus itself, was too tall. Jenni could see her panting and wished she was bound like that. The principal turned his back on Ms. Becca, returned to the cabinet, and when he looked back at the two captive females, he was holding a crop.

“Now, as I’ve mentioned before, it is a violation for both female students and faculty to not wear a bra.”

He went to the Librarian first and her eyes widened as he lifted the weapon, positioning the little leather tip over her right breast. He flicked it a few times, letting the leather tip tug and play with the barbell piercing. Then he snapped his wrist, the motion translating up through the rod, straight into the end, which smacked painfully against the woman’s nipple. Ms. Becca yelped, startled by the amount of pain delivered, and for the first time that morning, looked at the principal with concern. If he noticed, he didn’t show it, and instead moved the crop to her other breast. A second strike, no more powerful than the first, but with equal intensity, forced the Librarian to grimace, as well as drop back down on the vibrating massager.

Nine more strokes followed to each breast, each strong and painful. Ms. Becca couldn’t keep quiet and was soon crying out as the stinging spanks slashed into her surging bosom. Back and forth the principal went, aiming for the delicate, sensitive pink tips with every stroke. Jenni had been counting and when he reached twenty, she knew that Ms. Becca had truly been punished. The librarian’s breasts were blotched and even a few blood blisters had formed. And through it all, Ms. Becca had been bouncing rigorously on the rubber cock, coping with the torment of the vibrator.

The principal walked away from Ms. Becca and turned his focus on Jenni. Still gripping the crop, he approached the little waif. Just as he had done with Ms. Becca, he set the head of the crop gently against one nipple, stroking it. Jenni whimpered, just a tad bit disappointed that unlike Ms. Becca, she didn’t have anything inside her. Then the crop flashed and a sharp sting seemed to sizzle across the tip of her breast.

“Owww!” Jenni squealed, the pain making her grimace. The principal placed the leather head back against the freshly struck tit, but instead of hitting, he gently used the crop to draw a line along the girl’s body, all the way down to her sex. Stroking her sex, he teased Jenni’s clit until she gasped. Then he drew the head of the crop back up to her other breast. The taut and turgid nipple bent under the edge and then he flicked it down hard, eliciting another cry from the bound student.

He repeated the process, going back and forth between Jenni’s breasts as Ms. Becca moaned and thrust, bouncing up and down on the impaling vibrator. Soon though, the teacher was commenting on the principal’s actions.

“You’re going too slow,” Ms. Becca panted. “It’s punishment. Beat her tits properly.” The principal ignored the critique, the head of the crop once more stroking Jenni’s sex, making the tiny waif shudder. Back and forth he went, from one breast to the other, though he did pick up the pace just a bit, striking the nipple twice before switching. Eventually twenty strokes to each side of Jenni’s chest had been delivered over an excruciating five minutes and both grapefruit sized mounds bore the marks. The skin was flushed, both nipples were hard and raised, and there were even a few blemishes from where the crop had snapped a touch harder.

“And what about her panties?” Ms. Becca asked, still struggling with her own torment. “How will she be punished for that?”

The principal moved to the head of the bench, standing over Jenni’s body and looking down toward her feet. Once more she felt the crop on her sore nipple and she whimpered, expecting another stroke. She closed her eyes, but instead of pain, she just felt the soft touch of the leather pad. Then it moved downward, across her belly and between her legs. It was a feather light brush against her clit and petals, but she prepared herself, a flash of fear and realization coming to her. Her body quivered as she pulled on the restraints and then lifted her bare feet off the floor, closing her legs. Still, it was only for a moment. The position was too awkward, too difficult, and as her body began to tip on the bench she was forced to once again brace herself. She opened up, putting her toes back down on the ground. For comfort’s sake itself, she had to keep her legs spread, her slit exposed.

He rubbed her there first, using the leather end, smearing it with her copious juices. Her body responded predictably, her own loins tightening and thrusting, and wanton desire flooded into her bloodstream. She let out a moan, rolling her hips just as much as Ms. Becca. It was what he was waiting for, and when she moaned with need, he raised the crop up from her clit and with a flick, brought it down with devastating results.

The leather tip snapped harshly, delivering a burning sting to Jenni’s clit. It was enough to make her squeal. Once more her legs jerked upward as her knees slammed together, but the position was only temporary and the principal waited patiently, until she was forced to open back up, as if accepting and wanting the next blow.

He delivered it with the same intensity, striking Jenni’s cunt with a resounding blow that left little doubt as to his intent. It was not a love tap, or meant to titillate her. It was punishment, pure and simple and pain overwhelmed the nubile little body and young mind. She cried out, teeth clenched as her feet kicked.

He lowered the crop back down to her sex when she set her toes back down on the floor, stroking the pink folds and the swollen nub. Once more she flinched, legs coming up as she tried to protect her privates, but again the position her body had been locked into defeated her attempts. She had to open up and the moment she revealed his target, her thighs spreading, the crop flashed with speed, crashing against her sex with a loud, sharp snap.

“Yesssss,” hissed Ms. Becca loudly, over the girl’s high-pitched wail. “Again! Hit her again!”

Jenni shuddered, her knees pressed together, the pain surging through her groin. Sobbing now, she felt the head of the crop caress her thighs and she struggled to hold herself in that position, to keep her privates protected. She felt herself tilting, falling, and she had no choice but to open once more and put her feet down.

“Open your legs, girl! Accept the punishment,” Ms. Becca urged, her own voice sounding strained.

The words of the librarian were like lightning in Jenni’s head. Her knees parted, and not just a little. This time she spread herself wide open, further than needed, exposing the entirety of her sex. Her toes touched the floor, the arch of each foot angled and curved as she obeyed, presenting herself for the principal. She didn’t know if it was the order itself, or the needs of her body, but she tensed, knowing what was about to come. The principal didn’t disappoint her and another slash of the crop between the legs left Jenni crying out in agony, her feet kicking wildly in the air as fire seemed to burn through her loins. But she didn’t close her legs. Not this time.

The principal watched her trembling legs, and realizing that Jenni wasn’t even trying to protect her delicate parts, he threaded the crop back through her thighs and smacked her smartly again. She shrieked at the blow so loudly that he glanced at Ms. Becca with a surprised look.

“Don’t let her recover,” urged Ms. Becca, who was grinding her sweet pussy onto the massager, bouncing frantically on the massive dildo. “Hit her again!”

The principal scowled at the bound woman impatiently, but lifted the crop. Jenni didn’t see it, her legs already spread open again, her toes pointed as they touched the floor. He snapped the crop against Jenni’s clit, but not as hard as before. Her legs jerked, but didn’t close. Instead she thrust upward. It was an inviting movement and the principal took it. His arm snapped downward, over and over as Jenni cried out, twisting and flinching, but never once closing her legs to stop the whipping of her delicate little flower.

“Make it sting. Hurt her! She deserves it!” Urged the Librarian. “Turn her clit into paste!”

But the principal stopped, lifting the crop away from the now quite reddened slit. Ms. Becca shook her head.

“Why did you stop?”

The principal looked over at the librarian. “Twenty strokes. She’s taken the punishment.”

Ms. Becca’s eyes narrowed, even as her hips churned, the vibrator still rocking inside her. “And the punishment for her skirt not being regulation length?” She demanded. “You could give her twenty anywhere you want. It doesn’t have to be on the ass. Continue!”

The principal turned back toward Ms. Becca. “She wasn’t the only one who failed to wear panties today.” He moved closer to the librarian and her eyes widened.

“Oh? Is it my turn? Am I about to get whipped again?” Her eyes flickered to the end of the crop as it dropped down to just above the spot where the vibrator was sliding up and down through her crevasse as she bounced. His mouth curled up with a smile as his wrist bent and the head of the crop snapped perfectly against the librarian’s clit as she went up on tiptoe. She gasped with a tiny yelp, eyes widening and then dropped, fully impaling herself. She lifted once more and cried out again as the principal left another stroke at the top of her slit.

Jenni stayed silent as she watched Ms. Becca’s torment. The woman was clearly lost in the swirl of agony and ecstasy, her hips bouncing as the principal punished the woman’s sex, leaving twenty solid swats to Ms. Becca’s pubs, turning the soft and exposed clitoris darkly pink and swollen. It was around the eighteenth impact that Ms. Becca exploded, her orgasm resulting in a warbling cry of satisfaction as she bounced vigorously. The principal tried to levy the last two strokes, but it was clear the librarian barely felt them as she continued to gyrate, impaled on the phallic stand. Finally she sagged, breathing heavily, a stupid smile on her face.

He tossed the crop down on the nearby couch, leaving it in an obvious place, easily found. He looked down at Jenni.

“Your punishment for the skirt will be to remain here, in the teacher’s lounge, until lunch. I suspect that you’ll get a few more strokes from that crop from some of the teachers on break. Then you’ll be released and returned to class.”

Jenni let out a panicked whine. “Sir? Please? Please? I haven’t cum!” She begged.

Ms. Becca started chuckling, already starting to bounce again. “Isn’t this sweet? Me… unable to stop cumming. And you… unable to start.” She groaned, closing her eyes. “Aren’t we a pair?”

The principal grinned. “She’d make an excellent library aide, wouldn’t she?” He asked.

Ms. Becca opened her eyes, glanced at the bound and suffering little schoolgirl. “She would indeed.” 


The New Media Room

The principal walked into the library and for a moment, paused to appreciate the sounds of studious silence. The normal giggles of little girls gossiping, or the young men bragging to each other between the droning lectures of the faculty didn’t seem to permeate the hallowed stacks of tomes. His eyes paused on a library aide who was dutifully shelving books, taking them off the return cart. Her uniform was impeccable and his gaze slipped from the black flats and white ankle socks, up to the blue and white plaid skirt. The hem line was exactly where it was supposed to be and he appreciated the impressive curvature of the girl’s flank. As she rose up on tiptoe, stretching to place a book on a higher shelf, her white blouse tightened against her bosom, revealing the outlines of her bra. The principal smiled, nodding to himself, everything in its proper place.

He turned to his right, leaving the aide to her duties, and moved toward the circulation desk. Another aide, male this time, was sitting at the checkout station, laboriously working his way through another pile of books, scanning them into the system. But the principal moved past the young man and entered the narrow hall leading to the library’s labyrinth of media labs, audio storage, the school’s filming studio, and the Librarian’s office.

Which is exactly where he found her.

Ms. Becca, the librarian, was sitting at her desk, typing dutifully at her computer when the principal stepped into the small, closet-sized room. There wasn’t much space for the man himself and he declined to wedge himself into one of the plastic chairs that had been jammed between the front of her desk and the wall. Ms. Becca looked up as he entered, her eyes lighting up as a mischievous and welcoming smile crossed her face.

“Well, well, well,” she said, pushing her keyboard toward the monitor. “And to what do I owe this pleasure?” She stretched provocatively.

The principal smiled and leaned back against the door. Ms. Becca was quite an attractive woman. Fully mature, she had a lithe elegance that none of the female students had attained and her every move was languorously sensual. His eyes flickered to her cleavage, which was both impressive in its shape, and visible due to the daring collar of her dress. The material wrapped around her tightly, showing off a trim, lush body that seemed made to fondle. She twisted in her chair, leaning back as she crossed her legs. The slit in the dress exposed an almost indecent amount of skin, from the tips of her crimson painted toes, all the way up to her thigh, and even showed a tiny glimpse of her bare loin. Another inch, and the principal would have been able to see the woman’s most interesting secrets.

He crossed his arms as he looked over at the librarian. “I heard that your new media room is finished and that it is in use. With your new library aide.”

Her eyes widened and the smile on her face seemed to get even bigger. She gave him a sparkling grin and nodded. “It is indeed. Would you like to see it in action?” She uncrossed her legs slowly, her dress slipping and this time, the principal did get to see her secrets, even if only for a brief moment. The shaved petals were perfectly pink and there was no way to miss the light glimmer of her excitement. Then she rose, the slit sliding back to the front of her right leg and she ran her hands down the material. The principal smiled and as she stepped into the doorway, he turned just enough. She slid past him, the tips of her breasts rubbing against his chest, her hand seeming to accidentally brush the stiffening bulge in his trousers. But then she was in the hall, her well rounded derriere swishing back and forth deliciously.

The principal took a deep breath, pushing back his interest in the librarian, trying to focus on his purpose, but it wasn’t easy, especially since her dress had a second slit, this one at the back of the left leg, which went up so high that a portion of Ms. Becca’s perfectly curved buttock was visible. He found himself following her, eyes locked on the flashes of cheek, the feminine grace of her step, even the ripple of her calves as she walked. She turned another corner, glancing back over her shoulder at him, easily noting that he was staring at her ass, only to laugh delightedly. Then she stopped in front of a solid wooden door, the plaque on the wall simply stating “Media Room - A108”. She gave him another brilliant smile and pushed into the room.

It was the sound that hit him first, a mixture of noises that took his brain several seconds to extrapolate, analyze, and then categorize. First came the steady hum of an electric motor, oscillating at a slow pace. But while the hum was regular, there was an interesting increase in volume, as if whatever the central shaft was being forced to turn was resisting in fits and spurts.  Beneath the sound of the motor came an electronic beep, like you might hear in a hospital room, pitched low and repeating every second. Above the beeping sound was another electric hum, this one small, fast, and steady, running with an intensity that seemed to set his teeth on edge. Complimenting this cacophony, a wet, organic sort of noise underlay it all, a sort of bubbling, pulsing gloppy sound that made him think of his five-year-old son trying desperately to pull his galoshes out of a thick, sucking hole of mud. Lastly, there was another sound, high-pitched and trembling, a muted sort of breathy whimpering that could only have one source. The principal stepped in behind Ms. Becca and studied the tableau before him.

Jenni was reclined in the restraint chair, arms pulled high above her head, her dainty wrists manacled and secured a few inches away from her dark brown hair. Her fingers were curled into fists, the flesh of her knuckles darkly white as she struggled violently to pull herself free. Her sweet mouth was wide open, yet blocked with a dark red ball that was buckled in place. The principal’s eyes moved downward, delighting in the fact that Jenni’s uniform blouse was open, the buttons unfastened from chin to navel, and both of her full, luscious breasts were in view, heaving as the girl struggled. Each pink nipple was raised, not because of cold, though the room was quite cool, but because the sensitive tips had been clamped, red and black wires trailing down her torso over to the machine providing the hospital-like sounds.

Jenni’s skirt had ridden up, undoubtedly because her legs had been pulled wide apart and bound in place with multiple leather straps. Additional red and black wires ran to electrostim tabs placed on each thigh and even up to her clitoris. The principal’s eyes slid toward where the girl’s panties would have hidden her charms, except she wasn’t wearing any. Still, he couldn’t see Jenni’s sex. A bulbed massager on a retractable arm was pressed tightly to the girl’s clitoris, while a massive dildo pumped steadily into the wet, pink depths of her sex.

But the most intriguing thing was the fact that Jenni was wearing a set of Virtual Reality Goggles and a set of earphones.

“What do you think?” Ms. Becca asked, putting a hand on Jenni’s twitching leg.

The principal allowed the door to close behind him and the scent of Jenni’s arousal became even more pronounced. He crossed his arms and studied the contraption. Clearly from the splatter on the floor, Jenni had cum, perhaps multiple times. His eyes flickered over to the Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulator, the device that was the end point for the various red and black wires, and he nodded.

“What setting is the TENS unit at?” He inquired.

The librarian smiled, leaned over, and checked the machine. “Level four right now,” she replied. “I’ve been turning it up a level each time I come in.”

Jenni spasmed, perhaps somehow realizing she was no longer alone in the room.

“Can she tell we are here?” He asked curiously.

Ms. Becca chuckled with a shrug. “Well, eventually. Each time I come in, I’ve temporarily removed both the dildo and the massager in order to give her pussy a decidedly hard spanking with my leather sap.” She reached under the restraint chair and pulled out a black leather paddle. The end was exactly the right size to beat Jenni’s sex.

The principal nodded with a look of relief. “Please,” he said expectantly. “Don’t let my presence stop you.” He gestured at the trembling little schoolgirl. The librarian let out a pleased hum and with ease, pulled the massager away from the girl’s groin, leaving just the synthetic cock pumping in and out of her dripping slit. The bound girl’s reaction was immediate. She shook her head, the huge goggles swinging but still solidly held in place by the strap. Unintelligible sounds came from the girl’s mouth as Ms. Becca turned off the massager, then flipped another switch. The volume levels in the Media Room dropped significantly as the thick rubber toy came to a stop, still embedded deep in the girl’s body. Ms. Becca pulled the machine away from between Jenni’s legs, eliciting a soft groan. Girl goo dripped from the girl’s well fucked slit and the principal leaned over the librarian’s shoulder.

“How many strokes have you been giving her?” He asked, looking down at Jenni’s sex. The petals were bright pink and there were even a few marks that looked as if they came from the edges of the paddle. The girl’s entire groin was a mess, splattered and dripping cum, vaginal fluids coating her loins and thighs. Two sets of small electrostim tabs rested on either side of the apex of her sex. Her clit was engorged, the constant stimulation of the massager, the pulses of electricity, coupled with the beatings had turned the sensitive little nub into a focus of agonizing ecstasy for Jenni.

“Ten each,” the librarian said, stepping around the fucking machine and moving into position. “And I’ve been in here every thirty minutes since I put her here in two periods ago.” She lifted the paddle and gave the principal a delighted look. “It’s why I made sure that she was going to suffer this torment during our extended lunch period. She’ll have endured a full three and a half hours of vibration, forced orgasm, electro-punishment, and spanks.” With that final comment, the librarian brought the paddle down on the sodden, sweet swamp between Jenni’s creamy, wet thighs.

The sound made by the paddle was exquisite, a saturated smack that was both crisp and marshy, all at the same time. The accompanying screech, even through the ball gag, was bright and dynamic, stirring in its elasticity. The librarian paused, waiting a few seconds for the brilliant sting of her first blow to settle into a vicious heat, and as Jenni trembled, Ms. Becca struck again.

The principal adjusted his erection as the librarian’s paddle smashed into Jenni’s pussy, spreading her labia open. He reached up to the bound student’s foot. Her tiny shoe slipped from her toes easily enough and the principal began tugging Jenni’s sock downward, exposing her ankle, then heel, even as Ms. Becca left a third blistering smack on the girl’s rose-colored gash. Droplets of fluid flew, striking the principal’s wrist, but he didn’t mind it, his fingers finding the delicate arch of Jenni’s foot, pushing the cotton material downward, until her dainty toes were exposed. He stroked her sole, feeling her twitch, his hand grasping her toes, and he felt her body jump as the fourth stroke landed, burning hotly through Jenni’s sex. The impact left a ripple the principal could feel and he took a deep breath as it was translated into his own body through their touch.

Ms. Becca’s eyes seemed to sparkle with delight as the librarian continued the spanking. Each concussive blow, while energizing Jenni with pain, appeared to charge the librarian’s own arousal. While her right hand wielded the paddle, her left pulled at the slit in her dress, tugging up the material until the librarian’s own dripping sex was visible. Ms. Becca rubbed at her own clit as the final strokes of the paddle fell savagely upon Jenni’s pussy, and as the girl’s body tensed and quivered, toes curling near the principal’s grasping hand, the librarian shuddered with her own tiny wave of climactic satisfaction.

“Impressive,” the principal said softly, his thumb stroking the bare arch of the girl as the librarian stepped back, her impressive bust moving with each deep breath. Jenni let out a quiet sob, her hips rolling, only to mewl as Ms. Becca pushed the fucking machine back into place, the massively thick dildo sliding into the gaping, saturated, freshly spanked hole. The librarian started up the machine and the pulsing thrum of the motor filled the room again as the synthetic cock began pumping like a piston, the full rubber length sliding deep. Jenni’s body tensed again as Ms. Becca grabbed the massager.

“Is the dildo moving faster this time?” The principal asked as the bulbed massager was moved back into place, pressed firmly against Jenni’s clit.

“Indeed. I increase the speed after each spanking session. By the time we’re near the end of the period, it will be like she’s fucking a jackhammer,” the librarian assured the principal.

“How appropriate,” he replied, still lightly stroking the bottom of Jenni’s twitching foot. “I can’t help but notice that she doesn’t appear to be wearing panties or a bra. I presume that you removed them?”

The librarian turned on the vibrator and Jenni squealed as the intense oscillations translated directly into the sensitive nub at the apex of her slit. “On the contrary, when I brought her in this morning for her punishment, I discovered she was going commando.”

The principal gave Ms. Becca a confused look. “Why was she being punished then, if not for uniform violations?”

Ms. Becca smiled. “She is being punished because yesterday I caught her licking the slit of my other library aide, her nose buried in pussy. You might have seen her when you came in.”

The principal’s eyes widened. “The young lady I saw restocking the shelves?”

The librarian nodded. “Indeed. I’ll be holding that student over the next period and she’ll have the opportunity to suffer similar consequences as this cum slut.” She patted Jenni’s leg.

“I see,” the principal nodded. “But what about today’s violation? The lack of panties or bra?” He asked, gesturing at the now frantic and panting little schoolgirl, whose delicate hips were now thrusting desperately against both the grinding, pressing thickness of the dildo, and the powerful waves of resonance flowing into her sex.

Ms. Becca licked her lips as Jenni began crooning. “That will be the cause of tomorrow’s punishment. Another ninety minutes in the chair during fourth period. And I plan on increasing the number of paddle strokes to her pussy to a full dozen each session. Instead of just ten.”

The principal thought about it for a moment and then nodded. “If needed, feel free to hold her over through the fifth period as well,” he said politely. “A full one hundred and forty minutes ought to provide a more memorable punishment.” His eyes moved over to the TENS Unit. “What about electro-stimulation? Do you need to turn it up as well?”

The librarian laughed and shook her head. “No. That is on a timer. It increases in level every thirty minutes regardless of what else is happening to her. She’s now on level five, which while intense, isn’t painful. Yet.”

The principal’s eyebrow went up. “Interesting. And what is the threshold?”

Ms. Becca shrugged. “Somewhere between six and eight. Our little schoolgirl starts to have issues at seven.”

The principal nodded. “I’m glad to see that you remembered to place electro-stim tabs on either side of her clit. But I do have a request. During tomorrow’s session, I would like additional stimtabs placed on the ball and heels of each foot.”

The librarian smiled wickedly. “Oh. Yes. Yes of course I can do that. My focus today was on sensitizing her poor little clit. Over-sensitive even. And it appears she is about to have another orgasm.” She gestured at the thrusting, wriggling loins of Jenni, who was clearly close to another climax.

“Isn’t that a violation?” Asked the principal carefully, concern written on his face. “Afterall, this is supposed to be a punishment.”

The librarian laughed. “It could be a violation, but watch. She isn’t going to have an orgasm so much as have it ripped from her body.”

And as the librarian spoke, Jenni arched her back. With her eyes closed, she screamed into the gag, her muted voice still shrill and ragged. Her entire body seemed to shake violently, then freeze, her sex pushed forward against the pounding of the fucking machine and the incessant buzz of the massager. Suddenly, fluids spurted out from around the synthetic cock, splattering her thighs, the machine itself, and then down onto the floor. The girl’s toes curled, both the bare ones near the principal’s still rubbing hand, and the sock and shoe-covered other foot. Jenni’s head lolled to the side and her jaw dropped as her body sagged.

The principal looked concerned. “Is she okay?”

Ms. Becca snorted. “Not in the least. The euphoria will be temporary, I assure you.” The librarian checked the watch on her wrist. “The stimulation is so intense, that in just a few seconds she’ll be squirming in agony, trying to get away from what was pleasure just seconds ago.”

Indeed, the principal saw that Jenni was already twitching, her loins pulling away from the massager and still solidly thumping cock. Of course, she had nowhere to go and while the movement might have lightened the pressure on her clit, the oscillations still traveled into her sex. She crooned piteously, then helplessly, then desperately. He wondered if the goggles were filling up with tears as she let out a choked sob, muted by the gag. .

“Well,” the principal said, finally letting go of Jenni’s foot. “It certainly looks like an orgasm. Still, I suppose that overstimulation can serve as sufficient punishment. This is clearly an effective means of correcting aberrant behavior.” He took a deep breath. “And after this, you’ll bring the other girl back here and…”

“Strip her naked, tie her down, force her legs open, penetrate her deeply, and then torture her until each and every orgasm is both agony and ecstasy wrapped in one, delicious bite?” The librarian asked.

The principal smiled. “I like how you put that. And what about this afternoon? After the final bell? Will the chair be in use?”

The librarian blinked. Then Ms. Becca smiled wickedly. “There’s nothing scheduled,” she said mischievously, turning to look straight at the principal. “Why? Is there someone you’d like to have mounted here?” She ran a hand down to her breasts, pulling the collar of her dress even lower. A tiny bit of her nipple appeared.

“Stripped naked, tied down, with her legs forced open, only to be penetrated deeply and tortured until each and every orgasm is both agony and ecstasy wrapped in one, delicious bite? Until dinner maybe?” Asked the principal lightly, smiling.

The librarian’s mouth curled up into a knowing grin. “That sounds… intriguing. I’ll have to be here for that.”

“I definitely concur,” the principal replied, an amused glimmer in his eye. He was about to say something more when her watch chirped.

“Oh!” She declared carefully. “We’ve used up all of our time!”

The principal gave her a confused look. “We have to leave?”

The librarian shook her head. “On the contrary,” she said simply, only to pick up the leather paddle once more. “We’ve reached our next scheduled punishment point.” She held out the sap with a knowing wink. “I’ll pull the fucking machine and massager away from her cunt, if you’ll do the honor of delivering the next set of spanks to her clit and pussy. It will give you some practice for our session after school.” Her eyes sparkled at the thought.

The principal took the paddle and looked down at the writhing little schoolgirl as the librarian once more pulled the massager, then the fucking machine away from her groin. Her dark pink, well sauced and paddled pussy flashed into view and he moved between her legs, raising the leather sap.

“Out of curiosity,” he suddenly asked, holding the paddle, “what media, exactly, is she watching?”

Ms. Becca smiled. “Just a montage of all the punishments she’s received so far this year. I had them pulled from the school’s surveillance system. She’s watching herself cumming while getting punished.”

The principal considered that. “How appropriate,” he muttered. Then he brought the paddle down hard, smacking the sodden wet slit of Jenni, who still needed punishment.


Library Betrayal

Jenni stepped into the library and headed toward the main desk. It had been a surprise when she’d been reassigned as a library aide, but she’d found herself relishing the various tasks given to her by the librarian, a strict woman with a dark, but playful mentality. The scent of paper and the quiet hush of the room seemed to swirl around the girl as she swung her book back down under the desk, straightening her blue plaid skirt with a swish of her hand.

“Um… excuse me?” Said a soft voice, startling her. Jenni looked up, just a little startled, only to see a boy standing in front of her. He was wearing the school uniform, but it looked so precise, so perfect, that it was almost disturbing. Still, his sandy blonde hair and large glasses made him exceptionally cute and she found the corners of her mouth curling up in an interested smile.

“Oh! I’m sorry,” she gushed warmly. “Can I help you find a book?” She asked politely, even eagerly. The librarian insisted on a very helpful, very submissive attitude toward students needing “assistance,” regardless of the type. Jenni turned to face him, arching her back as she folded her hands under her bosom.

The boy’s eyes flickered downward, but only for a moment, as if the prodigious fullness of her breasts were of little interest. The white uniform blouse that she was wearing fit tightly, conforming to the curves of her body, leaving little to the imagination. Still, he looked up at her face and smiled uncomfortably.

“Um… yeah. I’m a new student. I got told to report to the library for this period to be an aide until they can get my schedule ironed out.” He held out his hand. “I’m Toby.”

Jenni blinked. “Oh!” She said, taking his hand. His skin felt smooth and she held onto him. “It’s nice to meet you, Toby. Let me take you to Ms. Becca.” She didn’t relinquish his fingers and instead pulled him around the desk and into the back offices. At one open door she knocked on the frame with her free hand, and then peeked in.

The librarian was a beautiful woman in her late twenties with light brown hair which she kept in a ponytail. Her makeup wasn’t heavy and only enhanced her natural beauty. She looked up as Jenni entered, tugging poor Toby along behind her.

“Yes?” The librarian said, looking curiously at both students.

“This is Toby. He’s a new student and was sent here for this period to help out until they get his schedule together.”

The woman behind the desk blinked and gave the boy a thorough look. Then she nodded with a smile. “Excellent. Plenty of reshelving today. Why don’t you show him how it's done. Correctly.”

Jenni smiled. “Yes ma’am,” she replied quickly. Then she turned and smiled, pulling Toby along behind her as she headed back down the hall.

“Welcome to the Library, Toby!” Said the librarian as the girl hurried the boy away.

“Uh… thank you!” He said loudly back to her.

When they got back to the main desk, Jenni pointed at a metal cart loaded with books. “Those are the ones that need to be reshelved. But give me just a moment. I need to do something first before we go out into the stacks.”

“Stacks?”

She pointed out into the library itself. “Stacks. Stacks of books.”

“Oh.”

She smiled at him, the sort of smile that normally made males weak-kneed. “Like I said. Just wait here.” She turned and hurried back down the hall to the librarian’s office.

“Yes?” The librarian asked, looking up again, only to see Jenni pulling her skirt up. The pink, bikini cut panties came down quickly and the librarian’s mouth curled up into a smile. Jenni set her underwear on the librarian’s desk and the woman picked them up, then opened a drawer, tucking them away.

“Bra too, my dear,” the librarian said.

Jenni grinned and quickly unbuttoned her blouse. It took longer for her to remove her bra, showing off the pink capped tips of her breasts, but she quickly got back into her shirt, buttoning it up over the soft, full curves. The shirt wasn’t quite thick enough though and were anyone to really look, or better yet, touch, they would know instantly that she was in direct violation of the school rules.

So much the better!

Jenni finished buttoning up the shirt and she grinned wickedly at the librarian, who nodded in appreciation as she tucked away the offending bit of clothing. Then the girl whirled and hurried back out to the main desk, the cool air of the library making the wetness of her slit that much more tantalizing and causing her nipples to stiffen.

Toby was waiting for her and she went to the cart. “Come on,” she said, pushing the load of books away from the desk and down the ramp. Toby followed obediently. The cool air swirled around her now soaked slit and she wondered if he was trying to get a glimpse up under her skirt. She couldn’t help smiling at the thought, especially since she knew he’d get that opportunity soon enough. She led him to the back of the library, into the reference section and the nine-hundreds. Very few of the students ever ventured back into this section of the place.

“Do you know about the Dewey Decimal System?” She asked as they rolled down one aisle of shelves. History tomes lined the pathway and she pulled the cart to a stop. She glanced at Toby, realizing that he was looking at the books and not her.

“Absolutely,” he said easily. “So what do we do now?”

Jenni grinned. “We put books away.” She lifted the first and checked the spine. “Nine-six-four point three-two-eight,” she said softly, glancing up at the shelves. “That should be over here,” she said. She moved to her right, then looked up. “Oh. Top shelf,” she said blankly.

Toby blinked and then looked around. He spotted a small step stool nearby and almost went for it, but Jenni stopped him. “No,” she said. “There’s a stepladder on the bottom of the cart. See it?” She said, pointing.

Toby leaned down and spotted the folding stepladder. It only had three steps, but it would be much better than the stepstool. He pulled it out and unfolded it, then set down in front of the correct spot. He was just about to climb it when Jenni put her hand on his arm.

“No. Let me,” she insisted softly. She climbed up quickly, book in hand. She only needed the first step to reach the shelf, but she went upward, taking the next two until the spot that needed filling was even with her breasts. She twisted, the hem of her skirt flashing, and as she slipped the book into place, she used her other hand to gently tug the material of the skirt upward, giving Toby the look she wanted him to have. She knew what he’d see. Her shaved petals, the wet, glistening need of her pink sex, along with her delicate thighs and sweet opening. She hung there, taking time, one knee cocked, lifted up on tiptoe.

“There,” she said, sliding the book into place. “And that’s how you put books back.” She turned to look at Toby, only to see his back. The boy was hurrying away, almost running.

“Toby?” She blurted out in confusion. He disappeared around the end of the stack and left her by herself.

“Well, that’s rude,” she muttered, climbing down from the stepladder. She folded it back up and slipped it back onto the bottom of the cart. She was about to push the cart back toward the main desk, so she could find the boy, when he reappeared, this time with theMs. Becca in tow.

“Toby?” Jenni said in confusion. But Toby pointed straight at her and then turned toward the librarian.

“There. There she is. I saw it,” he declared firmly.

The librarian, a stern look on her face, marched up to Jenni. “This young man has reported that you are in violation of the school rules, young lady. Is there something you need to tell me before I check?”

Jenni’s eyes widened. The color drained from her face and she gave Ms. Becca a little shake of her head. She stepped away from the cart, moving in front of the librarian, only to spread her legs wide. Jenni looked away as the librarian reached under the girl’s skirt, lifting the hem all the way up, exposing her wet, pink slit completely. Toby’s eyes widened, but he stared as the Librarian brought her hand up between Jenni’s legs, cupping her sex. A single finger slipped between the folds, eliciting a gasp from the girl, followed by a passionate groan as it penetrated deeply.

“Indeed,” stated the Librarian, finger fucking the girl for almost half a minute, watching her shudder. “This is definitely a violation.” She pulled her hand out from between Jenni’s legs and thrust the goo covered digit straight at the girl’s face. She opened her mouth and dutifully sucked her own cream from the librarian’s finger.

“You will proceed to the supply room where you will be punished for your blatant disregard of school rules.” She drew her finger out of the girl’s mouth.

“Yes ma’am,” Jenni replied. She licked her lips and then with a hard look at Toby, headed back toward the main desk.

“Toby, you will accompany me. As the reporting party and as my official assistant here at the library.”

“Yes ma’am,” he replied dutifully, falling in behind the librarian. Together, the three of them headed up to the main desk and in a line, entered the offices behind the counter. Jenni seemed to know exactly where she was headed, taking two turns before opening a door that led to a small, sound proofed room. She flipped on the light and a single bulb illuminated the center of the room, spilling down over a strange, leather padded chair. It looked like a hybrid, combining a gynecologist’s exam table with a medieval torturer’s rack. Jenni stopped in front of it, waiting silently. The door shut behind Toby and the librarian.

“Toby,” the librarian said. “It is customary for offending students to be checked for additional violations of policy, when one violation has been discovered. Please unbutton her blouse, all the way, and show me this young lady’s bra.” The librarian smirked. “Presuming she’s wearing one.”

Toby, looking a little uncomfortable, stepped up. “Are you sure it’s okay for me to do it?” He asked, looking at Jenni’s impressive bosom.

The librarian nodded. “Of course. You are a library aide today, and thus are considered part of the faculty, albeit in a junior function.” She held up her hands. “My fingers don’t handle the necessary fine motor skills needed for the task.”

Toby blinked, then licked his lips. “Yes ma’am.” He brought up his hands and went to the top button of Jenni’s blouse. Slowly he worked his way down, revealing more and more cleavage.

“Um…” he said, halfway down. “I… uh… I don’t think she’s wearing a bra, ma’am.”

The librarian leaned forward. “I think you may be right, but finish unbuttoning her shirt and pull the front aside so I can confirm.”

Jenni arched her back a little more as Toby finished, his eyes glued to her chest. A moment later the pink tips of her breasts came to light and he flicked the front of her shirt open, stepping aside obediently so that the librarian could confirm that Jenni was, indeed, in violation of school rules.

“No bra,” the woman breathed pleasantly. “Let this be a lesson Toby. Girls who go without panties generally aren’t wearing the appropriate underwear at all.”

“Yes ma’am,” he replied with a stern face. He looked back at Jenni, who just stood there, breasts fully exposed, blushing furiously.

“Now young lady, remove your shirt and hop up into the restraint chair so that you can receive the punishment you so richly deserve.”

Jenni didn’t reply, but she backed up to the chair. Her shoulders twisted and the white material of the blouse dropped behind her, landing on the floor. She hopped up into the seat and tilted back, feeling her skirt ride up as she lifted her arms above her head and set her legs into the supporting brackets. Toby’s eyes widened as he caught sight of her dripping wet pussy again and the librarian moved around to the top of the tilted chair and quickly pushed Jenni’s wrists into a set of metal brackets lined with rubber. They closed tightly and even had the girl struggled, she wouldn’t have been able to free herself.

“Toby, please secure the belt and thigh straps around her,” the librarian asked.

Toby moved up between Jenni’s legs, his eyes locked on her pulsing wetness. It took his hands a moment to find the leather straps to secure her legs, especially since he was unwilling to move his gaze. Jenni stared at him, tightening her sex as her hips rolled in slow, grinding movements. Toby managed to get her legs secured, despite the distraction and then buckled the leather belt around her waist, holding her down to the chair.

The librarian came around to Toby and nodded in satisfaction. “According to policy, we are required to sensitize the areas intended for corporal punishment. Since she is not wearing a bra, her breasts will receive twenty strokes, while her clit will get the same number for not having panties.” The librarian produced a small, battery operated massager, all in black, with a bulbed head. She held it out to Toby. “To reduce the amount of time taken, I’d like you to sensitize her clit, while I do her breasts.”

“What do I do?” Toby asked, taking the device. He saw the power button and pressed it. The entire thing began shaking in his hand and there was a high intensity hum. He touched the bulbed tip and felt his entire hand tingle as the powerful vibrations moved through his flesh.

“Just hold it against her clit. This spot here. You may rub it downward over and through her labia of course, but always return to her clit,” she said, pointing at Jenni’s nub. “Feel free to touch her as well. If you wish to push your fingers into her while you are massaging her clit, you may.”

Toby nodded. “Yes ma’am.” He stepped back up between Jenni’s legs and without a moment’s hesitation, pressed the massager against her clitoris. The effect was instant. She gasped, eyes widening, only to let out such a passionate groan that Toby couldn’t help himself. He began rubbing the massager around the nub in circles, pressing harder, then softer, watching as the intense oscillation sent ripples through Jenni’s entire body. He slid the massager down her slit, pushing it slightly into her depths, then brought it back up to her clit.

“Young lady,” said the librarian sternly, “I am required by school policy to inform you that orgasm during either sensitization or punishment is strictly forbidden, and that any attempt by you to experience pleasure from this process is, in and of itself, a violation. Which will result in additional punishment. Do you understand?”

Jenni looked up at the librarian, her eyes wild and desperate. She nodded frantically, but it was clear that only an act of divine providence would keep her from breaking that rule. Her breathing had already become ragged and laborious as she tried to resist the onslaught of sexual pleasure streaming up from between her legs. Then the librarian leaned over Jenni’s chest, and with tongue extended, began licking Jenni’s right nipple.

The bound girl gasped and arched her back, groaning as her hips pumped in desperate need. The movement of the massager around her clit, down and then back up through her slick folds, combined with the swirling softness at her breast, was no match for her will. She gritted her teeth, shaking as her tormentors overloaded her nervous system, sending wave after wave of acute pleasure through her body. Ms. Becca didn’t remove her mouth as she reached across Jenni’s chest, her fingers lightly pinching the other nipple. The tiny spark of pain thrust the panting, trembling girl even closer to the edge.

“Please!” Jenni whimpered. “I can’t! I’m too close! Please stop!” She begged.

Toby looked up at the librarian, who lifted her head to glance at the boy. “Not a chance,” she replied. “We’re only halfway through the sensitization process.” The librarian nodded at Toby. “Continue. Increase the pressure. Insert your fingers into her.”

Toby swallowed, reached down to adjust his pants, then lifted his free hand up to Jenni’s sex. As the librarian began licking again, Toby pushed not one, but two fingers into the wet crevasse between Jenni’s legs, thrusting deep as the vibrator tormented her clit.

She cried out, her entire body jerking and trembling. Wave upon wave of sensation crashed into her and she quivered, unable to hold back. Jenni’s back arched as she pushed her breasts upward. Her sex clenched tightly on Toby’s fingers, as her clit seemed to swell against the oscillations of the massager. A flush of wetness burst against Toby’s hand, only to seep down his wrist and drip to the floor as she wailed in ecstasy.

“Uh… ma’am?” Toby said urgently. He pulled the massager away from Jenni’s pussy and looked up at the librarian, who was already straightening.

“Oh dear,” she said softly. “She experienced an orgasm. How disappointing! Don’t you agree, Toby?”

The boy, his hand still covered with Jenni’s cum, nodded vigorously. The librarian sighed. “Well, this means that you have earned an additional punishment,” the librarian said lightly to the girl, “which I will administer after you’ve had your other strokes. Still, I think your breasts are ready.” She moved away for a moment, going to a small cabinet. She removed a short, flexible paddle called a sap, and brought it over to Jenni. Ms. Becca used her free hand to bunch up the girl’s breast, raising the nipple as a perfect little target as she squeezed Jenni’s tit. Toby cleared his throat.

“Ma’am? What should I do?”

The librarian looked down at the boy, the sap poised to fall on Jenni’s tit. “I said her breasts were ready for punishment. Not her sex. Please continue to sensitize her clitoris.”

Toby nodded and without another word, pressed the massager back against Jenni’s pussy. She mewled, groaning as her feet kicked, but there was nothing she could do as the vibrations once more flowed through her loins. Her brow furrowed, a pained expression crossing her face that had nothing to do with actual agony. Instead, her pussy tingled with renewed lust and she moaned pitifully, closing her eyes.

The small paddle snapped down hard and the resulting sound that came from where the flexible leather met her nipple seemed exceedingly loud. A sharp stinging sensation exploded across her breast and Jenni jerked, screeching as the pain burned through her bosom. The librarian, her fingers still gripping the girl’s entire teat, struck again, pounding on the upturned nipple with short, hard blows, turning the areola a much darker shade of pink. Toby watched in awe as the librarian beat Jenni’s breast, the massager still pressed to the pulsing wet slit, his hand on soft bare thigh.

“Aaaaaggggh!” Jenni cried out, shaking herself back and forth, struggling with the pain shooting through her bosom. Four more sharp blows landed and then the librarian let go of the offending breast. She glanced down at Toby as Jenni let out a choked sob, twitching from the punishment.

“Twenty strokes,” said the librarian firmly. Toby gave her a confused glance as he rubbed the massager around Jenni’s clit in tight circles.

“All on one breast?” He asked curiously. “That seems odd.”

Ms. Becca moved back to the cabinet and pulled out a long, thick, silicone covered vibrator and returned to Toby. “On the contrary,” she said as she held out the toy. “It is twenty strokes per breast. Now take this phallus, turn it on, and slide it in and out of her cunt while I administer the next set.”

Toby, his fingers still wet, took the vibrator and turned it on. Even before the librarian rounded the restraint chair to Jenni’s other side, he slid it into her depths and began pumping it steadily. The effect of the penetration was immediate and the girl gasped in excited alarm, groaning as her nethers were worked into a fresh sexual wave. The librarian reached out and plumped the girl’s left breast this time, raising the sap, then brought it down viciously.

Jenni gasped, eyes widening as the pain shot through her. Toby, still thrusting the vibrator and holding the massager on Jenni’s clit, looked up, expecting to see another flurry of blows. Instead, the librarian leaned down and sucked on the freshly spanked nipple, eliciting a fresh moan from Jenni. Toby couldn’t help grinning and he picked up the pace of his thrusts, jamming the shaking rod deep into the sodden swamp before him.

When Ms. Becca came up for air, she struck Jenni again, the sap smacking down hard on the bunched up breast. Jenni squealed, twisting on the seat, almost dislodging the librarian’s hand. Her feet swung around in circles and Ms. Becca pinched the girl’s nipple with a hard twist, then delivered another stinging blow. Jenni shut her eyes, a series of high-pitched shrieks coming from her mouth, punctuated by both the ragged gasps for air and the sound of the paddle striking her breast. The pressure and tension seemed to increase as Ms. Becca closed in on the twentieth stroke, but then Toby realized it was too late, even as he pulled the dildo out of her pussy. Jenni was already in the midst of a second orgasm, cumming hard as the librarian added a few extra strokes to help push the struggling, gasping girl over the edge.

Jenni slumped into the chair, going limp, panting hard as the librarian leaned back down and lightly licked at the now turgid and excoriated nipple. Toby pulled the massager away from Jenni’s clit, watching as a series of involuntary twitches rippled through her lower half. The librarian straightened up, looked down at Toby, and pointed at the massager.

“I know you feel that she is sufficiently sensitized, but I can assure you that her clit can withstand the intensity of the vibrations. Please insert the dildo again and keep the massager pressed to her clit until I begin the next punishment.”

Toby nodded, moving the massager back up against Jenni’s sex, causing her to mewl again in desperation. She lifted her head, looking at him with pained eyes, and he wondered just how sensitized her clitoris had already become. Then he pushed the dildo back into her sex and she groaned passionately, even thrusting upward against him. The librarian gave the girl a delicate smile.

“A second unauthorized orgasm. How unsurprising,” she said softly. “That of course, merits an additional punishment, meaning that I will be returning to beat your breasts after the spanking I’m about to give your clitoris.”

Jenni groaned, closing her eyes as both the massager and vibrating phallus continued to torment her. The librarian moved to Jenni’s right foot and began removing her shoe.

“What are you doing?” Asked Toby politely, more curious as the librarian peeled Jenni’s sock downward, exposing the tiny bare feet. Each toe was delicately painted in a light shade of pink. The librarian smiled wickedly.

“Honestly? I like to see her kick when I spank her clit.” She moved around the boy and pulled the other shoe off the girl, followed by the stocking. Ms. Becca ran a single finger up the sole of Jenni’s foot and grinned as the bound girl let out a tiny yelp and twisted her foot away.

“Perhaps, if she is foolish enough to orgasm a third time, we will tickle her.” Toby’s eyes brightened at that suggestion. “In the meantime,” continued the librarian, “please move to her upper body, and using the massager and vibrator, rub her nipples while I administer corrective punishment upon her sex.”

Toby nodded. “Yes ma’am,” he replied. He pulled the vibrator out of Jenni’s slit and was a little surprised as she cried out. He lifted the massager away and watched as she groaned, panting as her head rolled. He moved around her foot and couldn’t resist lifting the phallus and drawing a wet line down her arch. She twitched at that, gasping as her eyes found his, glaring. Then he came up to her breasts and without hesitation, pressed the massager to one nipple and the vibrating dildo to the other.

Jenni moaned as her bosom was subjected to the fresh stimulation and within seconds she was twisting, her sensitive nerves already suffering from the spanking from the sap, reacting to the intense vibrations. Toby focused on keeping the toys against the pink tips, when a sharp, staccato sound filled the room. It was a mixture of plastic striking flesh, or maybe wet mud, and the texture of it felt incredibly real to him. But then, before he could truly categorize it and take it in, Jenni cried out, jerking against the chair, pulling on her bonds. Toby glanced down to see the librarian lifting the paddle away from Jenni’s crotch, the surface of the leather wet and splattered with goo.

“One,” breathed the woman delicately, reaching up and running her fingers back and forth over the schoolgirl’s clit. There was a momentary discombobulation and then Jenni’s back arched and she whimpered, thrusting up against the librarian’s hand. Then the paddle slapped back down and Toby once more heard that same sound. Jenni’s toes curled and she thrust upward, rolling her hips as her mouth opened in a pained squeal. Her voice changed to a gurgle as the librarian bent down, and instead of rubbing the girl’s clit, licked it with her tongue.

Toby stared, fascinated at the dichotomy of pain and pleasure. The librarian lifted her face up from between Jenni’s legs, her lips and chin wet from the copious fluids leaking from the pink and open gash in front of her. “Two,” she whispered. Then, without a moment’s hesitation, Ms. Becca once more struck the steaming, frothy slit, wresting another shriek from the lips of the bound girl. “Three,” the woman said as her free hand cupped Jenni’s sex, the thumb pushing the stinging clit back and forth.

Jenni mewled, twisting on the restraint chair, her tiny feet kicking as the tsunami of sensation swept her away. Toby turned his concentration back to her breasts, rubbing them constantly with the massager and vibrator, noticing how her nipples hardened. Another stroke of the paddle to Jenni’s sex followed and her back arched as she cried out.

“Toby,” said the librarian easily. “Please let me have the massager.” She held out her hand.

The boy blinked. “But what will I use to sensitize her breast?” He asked.

The woman smiled. “Your mouth of course,” she replied. Slowly the boy handed over the bulbed massager and the librarian took it, only to press it immediately against Jenni’s clitoris. Toby looked down at the bound girl, and then leaned over. Her nipple felt amazing in his mouth and his tongue darted against it, stabbing at it and licking around it in circles. He felt her move against him, pressing up, gasping even as ripples of energy shot through her petite form. He began sucking, drawing on the tiny nub as the librarian lifted the paddle and struck her again, smashing her petals flat and opening them with a burning sting. She squirmed against him, against the pain, against her desperate need, but it was when the librarian mashed the massager against her clit again that Toby realized that the real torment wasn’t the paddle, but the incessant stimulation, the constant desperation flowing through her veins.

He lifted his head. “Ma’am? I think… I think she likes what you’re doing to her.”

The librarian laughed. “You think?”

Toby frowned. “Well, yes. Look at her. I mean, you’re sensitizing her between each stroke. If this is supposed to be punishment, shouldn’t you just be…” He wasn’t given a chance to finish. The librarian lifted the paddle and began slapping it viciously down against Jenni’s sex. Juices splattered and Toby watched as the girl screeched, thrusting up, her toes curling. Then, to his utter shock, Jenni bucked, crying out in lustful need, and as the sap smacked her sex, she orgasmed again, squirting cum over the flicking paddle.

“Because that happens,” the librarian said, stepping back. She held up the paddle as Jenni trembled, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head. Spasms flickered across her skin and she lay there in a daze, sexual euphoria leaving her eyes unfocused and her breathing ragged. The librarian turned off the massager and set it down. She returned to the cabinet, removed two clothespins, and came back over to Jenni.

“You can stop the vibrator dildo please,” the woman told Toby. He moved out of the way, shutting down the toy, watching as the librarian quickly attached the two wooden pegs to Jenni’s nipples. There was a whimpering moan and a flicker of hurt flashed across her blinking eyes. She turned to look up at the librarian with an expression of dismay, as if Jenni couldn’t believe that the torment wasn’t over.

“Toby, while she’s been properly punished for not wearing panties or a bra, she’s had three unauthorized orgasms. I need to go check on the library for a moment, but then I’ll return and begin the next set of strokes. In the meantime, I’d like you to handle the re-sensitization. We’ll be punishing her pussy first, so please sensitize that part of her body.”

Toby blinked. “Um… yes ma’am. With what?”

The librarian smiled. “With whatever you want. There are plenty of tools here in the cabinet to use, but I would encourage you to be creative. And recognize that this little schoolgirl isn’t the only one with needs. It is well within policy for faculty, and their aides, to use anything to properly stimulate and sensitize the punishment areas.” She stepped close to him and with one hand, reached down to his crotch. Her fingers brushed the hardness of his cock. “Anything,” she whispered.

Then she turned and headed to the door. “Oh, and Toby,” she said suddenly.

The boy looked up. “Yes ma’am?”

“Let me know if she explodes again.”

Toby nodded. “Of course.” As the librarian left the room, Toby stood there for a moment. Jenni looked up at him, eyes wide, mouth open slightly.

“Um… I have to uh… sensitize you again,” he said, holding up the massager.

She licked her lips. “That’s so hard. Can you use something softer?” She begged.

He blinked and then held up the vibrating dildo and Jenni shook her head. “Something natural. Some firm and long.”

Toby blinked, unsure of what she was asking. Finally she let her head drop back down.

“Toby,” she said with a sigh of frustration. “Fuck me. Put your cock in me and sensitize me that way.”

Toby’s eyes widened. “You can’t mean… I just… what?”

She lifted her head again and gave him a long stare. “Ms. Becca practically told you to do it. She won’t be happy if I’m not right on the edge, or better yet, over it. Don’t you want to make me explode again?”

Toby stood there, massager and dildo in hand, unsure of himself. But then he slowly set down the dildo and unzipped his blue jeans. His cock practically jumped free and the head, already glistening with pre-cum, slapped against Jenni’s beaten sex. She whimpered softly, lifting her head to look up at him. With eager eyes she nodded.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Slide it in. It will feel good. Just pump nice and slow.”

Toby slid himself in, groaning softly as the hot and slippery flesh surrounded his length. He gave her several thrusts, noticing the way she responded. Then he lifted the massager and turned it on.

Her eyes flickered upward. “Toby? What are you doing?”

Toby brought the massager down, right above his pulsing cock, and pressed it into her clitoris. He could feel the vibrations going through her, into him, but the way she tightened, the strain in her voice as she groaned, it just made him even harder.

“What am I doing?” He asked as he picked up the pace of his thrusting rod. “I’m making sure that you get punished. Again.”

And he grinned as she tightened, cried out, and once more broke the rules.


Fall Holidays

An early morning breeze rustled the gold and red leaves of the trees as she walked by the row of suburban neighborhood homes. The sounds of the bustling, daily migration had mostly disappeared, though a few people were already on holiday as the traditional day of Thanks approached, and a few schoolchildren took advantage of their freedom, already out and about, heading to the park. Few people paid her much attention, though a few drivers slowed down as they passed, obviously admiring the brunette girl’s stunning beauty.

She was dressed in a simple but lacy peasant blouse that billowed loosely beneath her impressive bosom, as well as a pair of tight blue-jean shorts that cupped her bottom as if they’d been painted on. Her skin glowed a creamy white, almost unblemished, free of freckles or scars. Her nails were painted a soft pink that, had you been able to see, would have matched the half dollar sized areolas of her nipples, capping her large, well-rounded breasts. Her small, bare feet were tucked into a pair of simple flip-flops.

She found the right house easily enough; a small, well maintained bungalow with a white picket fence and pristine lawn. Even the bushes were trimmed and she was pleased to see the car in the driveway. It meant that he would be home. It had been only a few days since she had last seen him, though that had been in a controlled environment. But as the first hours of the holiday break passed slowly, she had found herself at a loss, unable to find satisfaction in the self-induced pleasures her own hands could create, even when her imagination placed him squarely in the center of her fantasies. Finally, despite the fact that she knew it was against the rules, she decided that the only thing for her to do was visit him.

She opened the small gate and strolled up to the front door. She felt no nervousness, nothing but a tingly anticipation that left her damp and sticky. With utter confidence, she rang the bell and folded her hands together, waiting patiently. It took him only half a minute to answer the door and his attire surprised her. He had always been dressed in a suit, though he frequently removed his jacket. To see him in nothing but a pair of khaki shorts and a polo shirt was almost outrageous. She couldn’t help herself. She stared. He was barefoot as well and she had to admit that he was muscular and good looking. It made her tingle.

Jenni looked up at him and opened her mouth, but found that she had totally forgotten the speech she had mentally written. She floundered for a moment until he stepped back, holding the door open, clearly meaning to let her into his home. She stepped into the house and let her eyes adjust. The living room was cast in shadows, not because of some dastardly plan on his part, but because the blinds were still closed. A taupe colored sofa stood against one wall, while a very comfortable looking easy chair was positioned diagonally across from it.  A reasonably sized television was mounted on the opposite side of the room and the coffee table that sat in the center was clean and tidy. He shut the door as she looked around. The walls had several pieces of art on them, mostly nature photographs similar to the ones she had seen in his office.

Jenni turned to face him, feeling just a bit more stable as he stepped closer. His body language made it clear that her presence wasn’t unwelcome and the bulge in the front of his shorts made it clear that her attire was pleasing to the eye. She couldn’t help smiling.

“I… um… I know this is unexpected,” she started off saying. He let out a short laugh.

“A little,” he agreed, interrupting her. “I want to make sure that you are aware that visiting a faculty member of the school, in their home, outside of a school-sanctioned event, is a violation of the district’s behavioral code.”

Jenni’s response didn’t really surprise him. “Yes sir. I know that,” she told the principal. She licked her lips and her entire demeanor seemed to change. The heel of one foot came up, just a little, showing off the arch. That changed the way her leg looked, her hip cocking in a suggestive manner. She arched her back, thrusting out her overly large chest and the smoldering look in her eyes only made her intentions that much more obvious. The wicked smile on her lips spoke volumes.

“Well sir, since I’m violating a school rule, I suppose I need to be punished,” she said softly.

His eyebrow went up. “That simple, is it?”

The corners of Jenni’s mouth curled up even more. “I am a very naughty girl,” she agreed, nodding her head. She fiddled with the jelly bracelets on her wrist and tried not to look too eager.

The principal gave her a resigned look. “Well, I suppose we should begin then,” he said simply. “Undress and place your clothing on the coffee table.”

The words seemed so easy, so simple, and yet they contained such command that she found her fingers going to the snap of her denim shorts even before she actively thought about it. Her thin and delicate fingers slipped into the loosening waistband and pushed downward, baring the white and blue striped thong she was wearing beneath. Almost immediately she could detect the scent of her wetness and was glad she’d worn the panties. She’d considered coming commando, but had figured she needed the extra material for the walk.

Her hands went to her shirt and grabbed it by the bottom, pulling it upward and exposing her midriff, then her bare and magnificent breasts with one single pull. Her bosom was firm and high, two large globes that seemed lush and over-sized in proportion to the rest of her. Her nipples were hard; two sharp points that stuck out another quarter of an inch, rose colored tips upon the white cream of her bosom.

She kicked off her flip flops, sending both her denim shorts and the footwear flying to the side to lie crumpled next to the couch. Her thumbs snagged the panties and slid them down without hesitation. She wasn’t even trying to be enticing or sexy.  It was simply an expedient undressing in expectation of something more visceral, more intense.

She picked up her clothing and quickly folded each piece, only to set it all in a pile on the coffee table. The intoxicating scent of her own arousal, the comely shape of her hip, the taper of her waist and widening of her bosom, even the touch of color at her wrist where the black and blue jelly bracelets lay beckoning. Her thin arms wrapped around her stomach and the three inch gap between her thighs only made it easier to see the glistening petals of her sex. Her pubis had been shaved clean, leaving a perfect, smooth slickness for him to appreciate.

Jenni stood waiting and he nodded, quietly appreciating her ambrosial allure. Her breathing was calm, but it still made her breasts rise and fall delicately, captivating the eye. Finally he stood and beckoned for her to follow. He turned toward the open doorway that led from the living room deeper into the house and she followed without thought, knowing that he intended to punish her. And she wanted that.

They walked through a small dining room and into a spacious kitchen. Square in shape, one corner was dominated by a rectangular wooden table that would have easily seated four and uncomfortably handled six. It was solid and made of oak, a dark amber color whose oiled surface seemed to reflect the morning sunlight streaming through the back windows of the house.  The yard beyond was green and filled with flowers, vermillion and saffron ivories mixed with the hard amethyst of periwinkle and orchid. A small gray fountain trickled among the verdant hues and there was trumpet vine clinging to the privacy fence encircling the yard.

“Climb up on the table and lie down on your back,” he said, pointing to the kitchen table.  As she followed his orders and lifted herself up onto the flat surface, she realized that his kitchen was clean. Nothing seemed out of place. A large mixer stood in one corner of the counter, while a stainless steel spice stand stood next to a similar container that held a plethora of wooden spoons, whisks, and other utensils. He pulled a small cup towel from a drawer and pushed its folded thickness under her head. A soft pillow. She looked up, thankful but still nervous. He stepped to the back door that led out into the garden.

“Please wait here. I will return in a moment,” he told her, then left the house. Jenni couldn’t help smiling, wondering what he needed from the garden. The tabletop was cool to her skin and it felt good, especially after the long walk. She took a big breath and then let her fingers glide down her torso, starting at her collarbone and working their way down over the tips of her breasts and down her stomach. There was a delicious shiver caused by the sensation of her fingertips striking her nipples and when her hands found the wetness between her legs she couldn’t help spreading her legs wide, her heels at the edges of the table as she slipped a single finger into her depths, moaning enthusiastically as her body responded to the penetration.

She was still in the middle of her self-exploration when he startled her, entering the kitchen once more. In one arm he held two skeins of rope, while in his other hand was a freshly cut switch, possibly Mexican sage or some other plant, stripped of its identifying leaves.  She didn’t stop fingering herself as he looked down at her, his face expressionless, and she continued thrusting her forefinger through her petals with deliberate intensity.

He turned away and placed the rope and switch upon the counter, only to pull a pair of kitchen shears free of the cutting block near the stove top. While she masturbated behind him, the silky sound of her flesh parting with each forceful thrust of her hand, he cut ten foot lengths from the skein of rope.  A dusky whimper came from her throat as he turned back to her, his fingers coming to rest on her narrow ankle. With a deft touch he double wrapped the rope around her flesh, binding her leg with the loose piece of hemp. She responded by adding a second finger to the thrusting grind of her hand, the squelching reverberation loud and obvious. He moved around to the other side of the table and bound a second piece of rope to her other leg.

“Spread yourself open so that your legs dangle off the sides of the table,” he instructed calmly. Without a second’s hesitation she did as he asked, opening her legs even wider and letting her feet dangle off the sides of the table. It stretched her open to a point where she could feel the strain in her thighs and she loved the sensation. With a groan, he reached forward, slipping his hands beneath her buttocks, sliding them up to her hips.

“Now scoot down,” he said, lifting her bottom upward.  She shimmied, working her way closer to the edge, her hand still between her legs, cupping her sex, working the two glistening fingers through her open slit. Her other hand adjusted the cup towel. Once her bottom was within eight inches of the end of the table, he stopped her with a gentle touch upon her exposed inner thigh. Then he dropped down and she felt the tension on the rope, first one leg, then the other, pulling back up toward her shoulders. She understood he was binding her open, making sure that nothing would impede the application of corporal punishment she so desperately deserved.

She hoped he would run his hand along her side as he moved around the table, but he did not, instead swinging wide in an arc that brought him back to the counter. A tall, tapered candle appeared in a silver candlestick, which he lit with a wooden match. Another length of rope fell into his hand. She made a small murmur of appreciation as he placed the rope above her head.  He reached down and took hold of her wrist, the one that wasn’t already working at her sex, and pulled it high above her head.  He wrapped the thick hemp around her tender limb, the jelly bracelets slipping along her limb.

“I need your other hand please,” he said calmly.

Jenni pulled her hand from the sodden swamp she herself had created and brought it up to her lips. Slowly, almost sensuously, she sucked her fingers clean, letting out a soft moan as the flavor of her arousal filled her mouth. He waited patiently, but as soon as she took her hand from her lips, he grabbed hold of her wrist and began the binding process, securing one arm to the other. Then he pulled her taut, stretching her out upon the wooden surface tightly as he ran the rope underneath the table. In moments her freedom of movement had been restricted to mere inches. She wriggled, testing the bonds and found them satisfactory.

He said nothing as he turned back to the pantry and plucked a bottle of grapeseed oil from the darkened depths. He set it down between her outstretched legs so that the cold glass was touching her inner thigh, only inches from her wet and open sex. He pulled out a chair, moving it around to the end of the table where her loins were well presented, and sat down. She lifted her head, already feeling the edge, an insidious desperation as she wanted him to touch her. Instead he picked up the bottle of grapeseed oil once again. He unscrewed the cap, and then with deliberate patience held it above her sex, tipping it gently until a single stream of the oleaginous fluid fell onto her clitoris.  It coated the tiny nub peeking out from between the delicate petals of her flower and began the inexorable downward flow along her parted crevasse. He put the bottle down as she gasped, the oil cool against her hot flesh.

He put his hands on the table and then set his fingers against her slit. With the barest brushing movements he began spreading the oil across Jenni’s skin. Her labia majora were barely ripples but he oiled them lightly, working the oily fluid over her outer petals. The little schoolgirl gasped, her bottom coming up off the table as his fingers worked their way down all the way to her anus, coating her entire pudendum. Her breath caught in her throat and she was shocked at how her body responded. He had never, not once, touched her in this manner before. At school it was the paddle and whip, or the sudden and forceful penetration of a dildo or vibrator. On some occasions he even slipped himself into her, moments she lived for. This sort of maddening caress was beyond anything she had ever felt. Her sex quivered in anticipation and was not disappointed. His fingers slid back upward, just barely grazing the now spreading lips of her sex.

He parted her flesh, working his way inward, but at a snail’s pace, drawing wet circles in the pink shadow of her inner petals. Her hips pushed upward, trying to force more pressure from him, but it mattered not. He was totally in control and with her legs spread wide, forced open almost to the point where she was doing the splits, her feet bound beneath the table, she had little capacity for movement. The minutes crept by as he slowly assaulted her sex with the gentlest of caresses, rubbing the film of oil through every fold and dip, around and around her clitoris, all without actually penetrating into her depths, until she was practically quivering with need.  She didn’t know what to ask for, to demand of him, but she knew she couldn’t take much more. Her inner sex had ripened and was spread outward, a loving heart shaped softness that begged for a kiss.

“Please?” she gasped, lifting her head and looking at him. Her expression was a mixture of both marvel and unbelief. “Please? I need to be punished!” 

“It’s necessary to sensitize you,” he explained. “Your body will be more responsive to the corrective process if your nervous system is properly incited.” He patted her leg. “But don’t worry. I fully intend on inflicting the maximum amount of correction on you.”

She put her head back down, twitching as he continued the incessant torment, the featherlike caress of her petals. The minutes slid by and soon the little school girl could barely lie still. Her sex pulsed beneath his hand, her chest heaving with pent up need. His fingers were covered with oil but he ignored everything except the soft folds of her sex, tormenting her mercilessly with barest of touches. He grazed the delicate pad of flesh between her sex and bottom. He rubbed each petal of her labia minora between his thumb and forefinger. He touched the small brown button of her anus, sending tingling moans through every fiber of her being as his fingers made tight circles.

It took almost forty minutes, but the high pitched whimper that escaped from her throat, along with the way her toes curled under the table, told him it was time. He stood, reluctantly pulling his hand away from her soaked slit, only to retrieve the tapered candle that stood flickering on the nearby counter. She was too lost to notice, her body twitching madly from the depraved need he had created inside her. Her sex quivered, desperate to be filled. He returned to his position between her outstretched legs and with a heavy hand, set his palm against her wetness. Jenni tensed immediately, the feel of him strong against her slit. Her hips moved, grinding her loins against his hand. He picked up the candle and turned it sideways. The first drop of hot paraffin fell, splashing on skin. His skin. She didn’t even feel it.

He judged the heat and lowered the candle, letting a second drop fall upon the back of his hand. He brought the candle even closer and only then did he feel that the burning heat of the melted wax merited application to her sex. He moved his hand and the fourth drop that fell splashed down upon her oiled and swollen clitoris.

Jenni’s entire body bucked as the heat seared into her. Not once had he done anything like this to her at school. Yes, there was pain, ecstasy, and satisfaction. But waxing her pussy? Her mouth opened as the temperature of the hot wax elicited a cry from her. Another drop fell, this time just a tad bit lower, completing the encasement of her clitoris. She quivered, yelping as the heat burst in tiny explosions. Then he moved the candle and began coating the petals of her sex, filling her slit with the white molten paraffin.

Jenni pulled hard on her bonds, straining the table as her tiny limbs pulled. But the rope held as he continued to leave tiny droplets sprinkled over and through her outstretched and vulnerable sex. His hand moved back and forth and he actually began letting hot wax fall upon the delicate area surrounding her slit. She screeched and bucked, her buttocks coming up off the table and he continued letting the burning liquid pepper her pink flesh, onto her taut and straining thighs. He moved the candle down her left leg, all the way to her knee, his face expressionless as he tortured her. He again changed position and did the same to her other leg, and if he was enjoying the pain-wracked whimpers, yelps, and moans that his actions had elicited from her, it did not show.

The wax blended in with the creamy whiteness of her skin except for the pinkness of her slit, though the layer of paraffin left its tell-tale shine along her flesh. She was panting with the heat of it and he put the candle back down in its holder. Slowly he stood, relishing the sight of her tormented body. Her face was flushed and there was a heat about her that came from more than just the scorching coat of wax he had applied to her groin. She was aroused, almost painful so, and that in and of itself lent pressure to her temperature. He picked up the bottle of oil and moved around to the side of the table. As her pain-laced and needy eyes focused upon him, he poured a liberal amount of the viscous fluid onto her left breast. She sucked in a hard breath of air and then his hand fell upon her, squeezing and kneading her flesh, spreading the oil across her soft mounds as his fingers teased and flicked at the hard bumps of her nipples. It was almost more than she could stand and her back tightened into an arch as he teased her.

He rotated around her body and stood at the opposite end of the table, just above her head and outstretched arms. He applied another palmful of oil to his hand and this time brought both meaty paws down upon her bosom, cupping her huge breasts and smearing the glistening coat across each turgid nipple. He was rough with her, digging in deep as he spread the oil, bringing whimpers of pain to her lips. He pinched her nipples hard, twisting and turning them before pulling until the oil made his fingers slip. It was only then, when both of her breasts were completely covered in the luscious oil did he wipe the excess off on her arms, tracing his fingers lightly across her underarms and sides. She let out a sharp laugh, the transition from pain to tickling too much for her nervous system to handle quietly.

Her touch startled him. He had just been about to pick up the candle when her fingers found the bulge at the front of his shorts. Her eyes snapped up to his and she began kneading his cock right through the material, caressing it with a look of longing on her face. Contemplating the situation he loosened his shorts, the clothing falling a moment later. Her questing fingers found him immediately and even bound she was able to grip him, both hands encircling his firm length, squeezing and rubbing gently. Suddenly he smiled and since the bottle of oil was still there on the table, he picked it up and poured a decent amount onto her hands. In seconds her caress had changed into a slick fondle that made him groan. But even with his cock in her oiled fingers, rubbing his firm length with eagerness, it didn’t stop him from picking up the candle.

He lifted the guttering flame above her body and Jenni’s eyes tracked his movements. She stiffened as she realized where he intended to let the wax fall next. The first droplet descended and stuck her less than an inch to the right of her left nipple. He corrected his aim before the next droplet fell and it landed perfectly centered on the turgid, aching point. Jenni whimpered, beginning to twist under the torment, but he moved in time with her, not caring so much that he hit the hardened tips of her breast, but that he covered her soft mounds with hot wax. Patiently he coated her chest, scalding wax building up until even her nipples had disappeared into the snow colored mold that encased each luscious melon.

Through it all though, her fingers swirled around his cock, rubbing and stroking, pulling on his shaft as if it were a lifeline that would enable her to escape the incessant heat of the wax piling up on her bosom. The principal found himself becoming distracted by the sensation, only to realize that he was thrusting himself through her fingers, his own arousal building with steady strength. It almost became a race to see whether her body would be covered with the white droplets of melted paraffin, or the spurting cream of his hot seed.

Discipline and maturity won and she moaned and writhed upon the table, trying to get away but it was to no avail. He had her secured in such a way that she had little recourse but to endure, accepting the torment with soft cries. He set the candle down, blowing it out so that smoke drifted away languorously, the scent of sandalwood lingering in the air. Pulling his cock from her fingers, he moved back to the kitchen counter and reached for the jar of kitchen utensils that sat near the stove top. He selected a wooden spoon made of bamboo with a broad, smooth back. He swung it experimentally a few times and seemed pleased with its finish and function. He returned to the little school girl and returned to his former position, sliding his cock back through her questing fingers.

Their eyes met as he lifted the spoon, the broad flat back pointed down at her. The eager nod, the desperate longing in her eyes, and the way her hand began stroking him vigorously was all he needed to proceed. He aimed for her right breast and held the spoon approximately a foot away from the wax encased curve. He snapped his wrist forward and the flat of the spoon struck the paraffin form, shattering it completely and sending wax chips flying. even as it flattened her breast, driving the wax shards and her nipple deep. Even as she cried out, her back arching from the pain, he was already in the process of delivering the next stroke. Her fingers tightened around his cock, but she didn’t try to hurt him. Instead her fingers moved frantically, appeasingly, as he beat her breast.

The wax cracked and he grabbed hold of her tit, bunching it up with his free hand, pushing the flushed nipple upward. It made for a perfect target and he smacked downward with the spoon with harder strokes. Her back arched and she cried out, squealing as the heat and pain surged through her breast. He didn’t bother to count the strokes, but the school’s usual required twenty passed by easily and he continued to spank the soft, hot globe as she frantically rubbed his shaft. It wasn’t until a few reddened blotches appeared, indicating the bursting of a few underlying capillaries around her nipple, that he stopped. Her chest heaved, tears pooling in her eyes but she continued to stroke him.

He switched to the other side. The crackle of the wax filled the air and specks of melt flew across her body. He brought the spoon down repeatedly until he’d cleared the worst of the cooled paraffin from her skin. Once more he bunched up her breast, squeezing it until the nipple was upturned, forming a titillating point. The spoon fell brutally, smashing her breast contained within his hand, spanking it thoroughly as she screeched and wriggled upon the table.

Her fingers tightened around him as if her hands were the only outlet she had. It amazed him that she could cup her hands in such a way, even while enduring such discomfort. The spoon fell, licentious and hard, the impact smashing the turgid tip of her nipple flat even as the brilliant sting of the spank stung Jenni deeply. Finally, the heat and pain became so much that her body twisted, her bottom sliding against the wood top of the table. Yet even within the throes of agony her fingers continued to pleasure him and he found himself thrusting into her cupped palms. The spoon flashed violently against her chest and a moment later he was surprised to find himself cumming, his engorged member spurting chrism to coat her hands. He groaned with the release, the spoon’s flagellation halted as she sucked in a sharp breath of air, just on the verge of sobbing.

He stepped back, holding the spoon. His cock was already flaccid, softening as he went to the counter and pulled a sheet of paper towels from a nearby holder. He wiped himself clean of the mix of oil and cum, then looked back at Jenni. She was trembling. He picked up his shorts and pulled them back on. Approaching her, he pulled the chair at the side of the table outward and sat down. Her bare foot, still bound low beneath the table, grazed his thigh and he touched the tender sole, running his finger along the tender arch. She quivered, her toes curling to tighten at the friable sensation. The spasm started along her sole and slipped up her body like a bolt of lightning. Her leg tightened, the muscles hard and corded as she tried to get away from the tickling torment of his grazing fingers. And then, when her entire body seemed poised to erupt she let loose with a laughing scream, begging.

“PLEASE!  PLEASE STOP!” she cried out, gritting her teeth to keep from giggling madly. He kept it up just long enough to make sure she didn’t think he was stopping as a result of her entreaties. She sighed as he stood, his fingers releasing her foot. She took a deep, shuddering breath, closing her eyes as he moved back down to the foot of the table, right between her outstretched legs. He lifted the wooden spoon again, but didn’t feel the angle was right, so he once again moved to her side, just above her hip, and looked down at her wax-clad sex. With his elbow just below her sternum, he now had the perfect angle and without a word of warning, set the bamboo spoon itself against the crusty shell and then began snapping the miniature paddle up and down with harsh blows.

The first impact came as a surprise to her and the wax spared her skin from the sting. Yet even as the paraffin crackled and broke, her clitoris, already swollen from the heat of its encasement, emerged from beneath, pink and engorged, and was immediately struck by the broad back of the bamboo spoon upon the next stroke. A searing sensation exploded between her legs as he struck again, knocking wax chips away from the thin folds of her sex, the makeshift paddle landing with unremitting force. He broke into a pattern that even the upward thrust of her loins could shatter. At first he thought she was trying to escape the stinging, biting spanks, avoiding the pain. But as her movements began to match his, he realized that something more visceral was happening. Something almost surprising.

She was aroused to a point he’d really never seen in her before. Heat and pain combined with her earlier sexual need and was causing her body to heave in desperation. She mewled, the tone of her cries changing as it became clear to the principal that she needed the strokes centered between her legs. He hesitated only a moment, the balance between pain and pleasure, correction and encouragement, created confusion. But then things clarified for the man and while he lightened his strokes slightly, he increased the tempo of slaps against her soaked, burning pussy.

Jenni could only handle so much, her brain and nervous system overloaded by the punishment, which had morphed into something altogether different. Adrenaline surged through her body, her muscles tightening as a ripple of spasms shot through her loins. She wanted him inside her, but she didn’t want the spanking of her pussy to stop. She thrust her hips upward, each stroke smashing down on her clit as fire laced through her petals, circling around until it exploded into a searing heat. Her back arched as her toes curled under the table, and between one stroke and the next, fluids burst from her pussy, shooting out to splatter on the kitchen floor. A raucous cry escaped from her mouth, filling the kitchen and her eyes rolled up into the back of her head, mouth open as a thin line of saliva trickled down from the corner of her mouth.

The spoon was laid gently on the table and he went to one of the cupboards. A simple glass was extracted and he went to the refrigerator. The light tinkle of ice striking the glass filled the kitchen and he moved back to where Jenni was lying on the table. Her pussy was red and inflamed, though whether from the cooking she’d received via the hot paraffin, or the blistering impact of the spoon’s back against her flesh, he was unsure. He reached into the cup and plucked one of the cubes out of the glass. Holding it gingerly, he pressed the edge of the ice against her clitoris, rubbing it back and forth. The sensation roused her immediately and she groaned, then gasped, her body twitching.

The timbre of her voice changed as he slid the melting ice into her well. She was still cum-soaked, and he was equally astonished to find her receptive as he penetrated deeper, as if her orgasm hadn’t even happened. Her pussy rose up against his knuckles, tightening around ice and finger equally. She let out another whimper as her hips again began to rock, rising up to meet him, and the sound of her squelching slit working itself upon his extended digit filled the air. His other hand snagged a second piece of ice and this one he brought up to her breast, teasing the cold edge of the cube against her nipple. The tip hardened and rose as she gasped, wriggling as he continued to both tantalize and tease her.

The bit of frozen water in her pussy melted away, leaving just a single digit and he curled it around inside her, stroking the sensitive spot that left her shaking with need. At her breast, his fingers couldn’t take the searing intensity of the ice any more than she could and he dropped the frozen remnant into her navel. She twitched, but with her bonds and the pressure of his left hand delving between her outstretched thighs, there was nothing she could do about it. He set his hand on her left breast, the nipple centered in his palm, and was shocked at just how cold the raised tip felt against his skin. She pressed up against him, both between her legs and at the bust, concentrating on the steady churning movement in her sex.

It became quickly evident to the principal that she was approaching another orgasm and he slowed the finger length probing of her depths in order to delay that release. Her breath quickened and her entire body began to pulse, rising up in short little bursts as desperation quickly overwhelmed any lingering discomfort caused by the wax, the spanking of her breasts and sex, or the ice. He lifted his thumb and pressed it hard against her clit, only to begin stroking the abraded, swollen, and bruised nub, and it was like he’d just shocked her. The cry that escaped her throat was not one of agony, or desperation, but of overwhelming pleasure and he realized that he might not be able to stop her. He reached for the glass of ice and plucked another cube of frozen water from the tumbler.

She was unprepared for the sensation when he pressed the searing cold object to her clitoris and it burned into her just as violently as the hot wax, or the pussy spanking she’d received immediately afterward. Again she cried out, but not with the alchemical sexual release she’d been expecting. Instead she was kicked backward into the realms of sexual torment, pressure waves building inside her with diabolical villainy. Her bottom rose and fell on the pine table top with rigid spasms that belied the overstimulation of her nervous system. Her eyes closed as her brain tried to sort the stimuli, separating each pulse of neuro-activity into its basic elements; pain and pleasure. And yet she couldn’t separate the two. Somewhere in her mind she knew that ice pressed to her clit should hurt, and it did, yet it didn’t. And she knew that the incessant movement of his finger, buried deep inside her, should feel good, and it did, yet it didn’t. Her body translated her mental indecision into a series of trembling jerks that rocked her from shoulder to ankle and had she not been tied down she might have literally shaken herself off the table.

His fingers were again turning numb and rivulets of icy meltwater slid through her petals and into her depths around his thrusting fingers. He pulled his left hand out of her sex and then pushed the half melted cube into the hot, slippery depths of her body. Her pussy didn’t like that, but at the same time, it did and she bucked again, her pert bottom rising up out of the wetness of oil, water, and pussy juice that had begun to collect beneath her.

He knew what needed to happen to Jenni next and he stepped away from her to retrieve the needed implements. Fortunately they were there in the kitchen and a simple visual search through a nearby drawer produced the three plastic clamps that routinely were meant for keeping potato chip bags closed securely. He brought them back to the table and since her sex was still steaming from the ice and torment, he picked up the first plastic clamp and judiciously applied it between her legs. He didn’t just snag her clit either. He clamped the entire strip of her sex, the swollen pair of folds that just barely peeked out from between the thick outer petals. He loved the way the clamp masticated her flesh, mashing the soft lips of her nether mouth tightly.  He left her like that, listening to her whimpering as she again tried to thrust her pelvis forward, trying to free her clit and slit of the tight clamp holding her closed.

As she dealt with this new torment, still on the cusp of orgasm, he pinched the other two clamps open and set them on her breasts, making sure that each plastic edge just barely caught the raised tips. He knew it was a petty cruelty which would send agonizing shards of pain through each tit, but he didn’t care. Indeed, she let out a wail, back arching as if he had stuck the tip of each breast with a pin. Each clamp was too heavy to remain upright and they fell forward, painfully pulling each of her nipples downward toward her toes, increasing the amount of pain. Her eyes snapped open as the agony hit her and she stiffened, pulling hard on her bonds. Her ribs stood out along the side of her body as she suffered and the sounds of misery and need that escaped her lips were music to his ears. He watched as each twitch, each muscle spasm, and each wanton thrust of her loins made the clamps wiggle. He stepped back and went to the sink, washing his hands. He knew that the best thing to do now was to leave her that way, to lay there and suffer.

It took him over twenty minutes to prepare and he left her there in the kitchen, bound with her legs spread and the triplicate clamps tight upon her tender bits. When he returned, ready to continue her punishment, her body was still twitching, her hips thrusting upward with regularity. Tears had streaked her cheeks. He left the clamps on her as he released first her legs, then unbound her wrists. Carefully he helped her sit up.

Wisely she didn’t try to remove the clamps, even after she slid to the floor and had to spread her legs to keep the plastic vise hanging from her labia from digging into her thighs. To him, the sight of her waddled step was amusing and he led her out of the kitchen and into the back of the house toward the bedroom.

To Jenni, the master bedroom seemed spartan, almost devoid of personality. There were no pictures, no art, and even the furniture itself seemed utilitarian. The comforter had been turned down, almost to the foot of the bed, exposing the fitted and top sheets. But in contrast to the crisp white linens were seven black leather belts laid out upon the bed. Arranged in a series each one sported a simple silver buckle and looked supple.

“Climb up upon the bed and lie down on the belts, face up,” he ordered. She nodded obediently and gingerly pulled herself up on the queen sized mattress. Trying not to damage the pattern of belts, she lay back gently until she was able to stare up at him.

She was unable to actually close her legs and he reached down, his fingers grasping the plastic clamp. She gasped as he opened it, freeing not just her clitoris, but also her entire labia from the pressure. He tossed the clamp away even as his fingers trailed down her leg. At her ankle he moved her feet together and began wrapping the shortest of the leather belts around both her ankles. It took less than a minute for the leather strap to be secured and he moved to the next belt, securing it just beneath her knees.

She expected him to move upward since she could feel the supple leather of another belt along her lower thigh. But instead he went toward her bosom, wrapping one of the longest straps just above her breasts, trapping her arms straight against her sides.

“Sir? Please? The clamps? They hurt so much,” she begged with a whimper.

He glanced down at her as he began securing the belt just beneath her bosom.

“This is punishment Jenni. You knew that.”

She closed her eyes and gave him the faintest of nods. He buckled the next belt around her waist, trapping her wrists at the same time. It was then he produced the massager. It was a plug in variety and sported a wide rubber bulb at the tip. He didn’t activate it, but he did set it down at the juncture of her thighs, making sure that the rounded end was pressed firmly against Jenni’s clit. Only then did he secure the last few belts, binding the massager tight against her flesh.

She tried moving but found it awkward. The belts kept her arms and legs hard against her body, along a single axis and while she could twist and bend, there was little she could accomplish beyond the range of movement the belts permitted. Worse, he had tightened the leather strap around her thighs enough to make sure that no matter what she did, the bulb of the massager would be permanently mashed against her clitoris. He produced a rubber ball gag and she obediently opened her mouth, accepting the awkward and uncomfortable device as he buckled it around her head. Then he straightened, gazing down at her clamped, bound, and trembling body.

He turned on the massager.

Jenni let out a muted croon as the first waves of exquisite pleasure burst up from her clit, tightly pressed to the white rubber bulb of the vibrator. She moaned, then whimpered as the sexual tension built, combining with the latent needs that had developed while tormented upon his kitchen table. Her hips began to rock, thrusting against the new stimuli, only to discover that doing so only quickened her pulse. As she wriggled, the clamps still clinging to her nipples shifted, only to send further shards of pain through her bound and distressed form.

He moved to the end of the bed where he produced a small bottle of lotion. Uncapping it he poured a liberal amount of the saponin like cream into his hand. She smelled lavender as he began spreading it on to the soles of her feet. For a moment it felt incredible, his long fingers gliding across the delicate arches, but then his fingers began to twist in odd ways. He began tickling her, a torment in and of itself that far outweighed some of the sexual pressures he had inflicted upon her. She began squirming, gasping and then crying out, the laughter bubbling up from inside her as the fast paced stroking of her insoles drove her carefully mad. She bucked and twisted, almost violently and he had to use one arm to keep her from rolling away, and even off the bed.

“Please!” She screamed into her gag, the word only barely understandable. He ignored her and continued tickling the bottoms of her feet. Her chest heaved and he saw one of the light plastic clamps attached to her nipples pop off as her antics drove her wild, thrashing upon the bed. Finally he let go of her feet and she settled back down with a rippling sob of relief. He looked up at her. Her left breast was now bare and he plucked the other clamp off her right nipple and put the two little plastic vices aside. Then, with a simple flick of his thumb, he turned the massager to a higher setting.

Instantly Jenni stiffened and her sobs of relief turned into an astonished gasp. Her hips bucked, which only served to rub her sensitive slit and clitoris against the now violently shaking bulb. He reached out and grabbed hold of her and with a single quick movement, rolled her over onto her stomach. She had no recourse to stop him and probably wouldn’t have, even if she’d been able. The new position only made the undulations of her body in response to the interminable pulsation of the massager more pronounced. Her hips churned and she began thrusting, using the weight of her body and the firmness of the mattress beneath her to press the massager bulb deeper into her sex. He moved around to her bare soles and exposed his shaft, pulling his boxers down. He was only semi-rigid, but it was enough and he slipped his cock through the lotion slick arches of her feet, rubbing himself along the soft insoles.

Jenni twitched, then moaned. Orgasm was rapidly approaching for her and she recognized the throbbing solid length of his cock. She knew he was pumping for a reason, though she wished he were inside her instead of just playing with her feet. She twisted her ankles slightly, trying to get more of her arches together to create the receptacle for him. But even as she tried to be more of what he needed, she heard a sharp whistling in the air and a scorching line of agony suddenly was drawn upon her buttocks.

He thrust his hips as his hand wielded the switch he had brought from the garden earlier.  It cut through the air with a hiss and a second line of smoldering heat was kindled in the white, curved swell of her bottom. Her wails of anguish merely made his throbbing cock harder and he laid another set of wheals upon her fair skin. She moved frantically, both in response to the torture that he inflicted upon her ass, but also the intense vacillation of the massager. Her constant whimpers and cries filled the room and her bucking merely made both the switch and the vibrator’s torments worse.

The rigid member between his legs was rock hard and he pulled away from her feet and shucked out of his boxers. With the switch still in his hand he placed three more strokes upon her rump, eliciting the intoxicating screams of anguish he needed. Then he aimed carefully and with a single stroke, cut a line of deep crimson across the smooth and creamy arches of both her feet.

She sobbed, legs curling up as her desperate body tried in vain to protect itself from further abuse, yet the vibrator still buzzed merrily and mercilessly against her clit. She felt the bed shift as he climbed up on it and then he straddled her, just below her derriere. Jenni gasped in alarm as she felt his lotion slick cock slide between the dark crack of her ass and then his weight was upon her. He pumped, jamming himself against her, his aim so accurate that she cried out in pain even before he managed to penetrate. Her bottom opened, still slick from the oil and he worked himself in, past the ring of muscles, through the pain and pleasure, the need and and want.

Her world condensed and then expanded in waves of images and color and sounds and scents that felt hyper-real to her and then he was in her, pumping furiously, the agony and ecstasy of his thrusts in her ass driving her into the orgasmic climax he had been building her up to. She found his rhythm, her body responding in ways she could never have consciously accepted, and then after only a few moments, he exploded, filling her bottom with his cream.

She trembled beneath him, his weight pressing her pubis down on the massager and she followed him into orgasmic ecstasy a moment later. Her body shuddered violently, trapped in the stifling straps that held her in place, pinned to the mattress by the principal’s member, her nerves frayed and torn and hyper-sensitive from the onslaught of stimulation. Slowly, the waves of pleasure began to ebb, even as his shaft softened inside her bottom and was tugged free by his movements. He climbed from her body and left the room, leaving the massager head still pressed to her clit, still running, her body still secured by the leather belts. She managed to roll back over, but even as she felt the sensitivity that bordered on acute pain, her body exhausted by the ordeal.

He returned and blessed stillness came a moment later as he turned off the massager. He began unbuckling her, the leather straps pulled from around her limbs until she was free. She curled up into a ball upon the bed and he left her there, sniveling as her brain finally caught up to the tensions of her punishment. He didn’t try to soothe her, or touch her again. Instead he left.

It was a full thirty minutes before she emerged from the master bedroom. He was sitting in the living room, fully dressed again, drinking a soda. There was a glass of water for her on the coffee table and she drank it down gratefully. Her discarded clothes lay next to the glass, ready.  Slowly she put them on, pulling each piece over her tormented body. Her breasts were already turning a lovely shade of blue green, lined with dark red welts. Her bottom, so sore and tender that it felt as if it had been dipped in molten lead, sported a series of dark vermillion ridges. And her feet? It hurt to take a step. She slipped her toes into the flip flops, wincing softly. Finally she was dressed and she looked over at him, waiting.

“I hope you’ve learned your lesson,” he said simply. “You aren’t to visit any of the faculty’s personal residences.” The rule, she knew, was there for a reason. She swallowed and then nodded. She looked around once, trying to decide if he really meant they were done, but then bit her lip. She was so sore and it hurt to walk. Her bottom ached especially. But more importantly, the peculiar itch she had felt before arriving had been scratched. She was actually satisfied. He stood up and escorted her to the front door and she stepped out into the warm fall air.

And she couldn’t help smiling. The entire experience had been almost exactly what she had expected and she knew one very important thing. There were three more days to the holiday week. She looked back at the principal and gave him a mischievous and wicked smile.

“I understand the rule now, sir,” she said, her tone low and sultry as she put one flip flop clad foot over the other. She spun once, her wicked smile and smoldering eyes leaving absolutely no doubt. “And I’ll see you tomorrow.”


Cafeteria Delights

"Hey," whispered Mark. "Check it out." He nudged Toby in the side, who followed his friend’s gaze across the school cafeteria. There were the usual antics being played out as various cliques gossiped and ate, but it was fairly obvious as to what had drawn Mark's attention. Toby's eyes narrowed as he watched Assistant Principal Wilkinson march Jenni toward the kitchen. His hand was on her shoulder and it was obvious that she was in a predicament.

Toby shrugged and took another bite of his sandwich. "What? She's always in trouble for something or other. I heard she spends more time in detention than any other student." He chewed noisily. “And that includes in-school detention as well as after school.”

Mark snorted. "If you knew what happens in Detention, you'd know about her." The innuendo in that comment was rather obvious. Toby had heard the rumors, but he didn’t want to admit that he’d had his own encounter with Jenni on his first day at C.P. Elrod. It had been intense and overwhelming. For several hours he’d helped Ms. Becca punish Jenni for not wearing panties or a bra, and then for constantly cumming every time they tried to punish her.

Toby looked back up at Jenni. She was stunningly gorgeous, slight of build, though incredibly stacked. Her dark, chocolate colored hair curled playful around her face, and she was extraordinarily cute, rather than pretty. Her regulation white blouse strained at the front thanks to the size of her bosom and from the obvious raised points, he highly doubted she was wearing a bra. That fact alone would undoubtedly get her another round of detention, but Toby also realized that her skirt was hemmed several inches too short. In fact, the curvature of her buttocks were in plain view, and unless she was wearing a thong, he figured she'd get a few extra strokes for not wearing panties as well. She was pushed into the kitchen's staff entrance and disappeared from view. Toby realized he was adjusting his erection only after he'd squirmed slightly in his seat.

"Damn," Mark muttered. "I'd like a slice of that pie."

Toby took another bite of his sandwich. "I hear she's a plaything for the teachers."

Mark grinned. "Except when she's working in the library as an aide.” He eyed Toby. “We just need to find out what period."

Toby snorted. “Fourth period,” he replied immediately. Mark gave him a curious look but then grinned. Jenni was definitely a scrumptious little tidbit and he could imagine himself munching hungrily on her perfectly sized breasts, or better yet - that delectable little slit. He was about to adjust himself again when the door to the kitchen opened and Vice Principal Wilkinson came back into the lunch room.

Almost immediately the conversation hushed and practically everyone watched as the man looked out over the assembled students. He began to walk along the tables.

"We aren't doing anything wrong," Mark muttered. Discipline at the school was harsh and neither Toby or Mark wanted to end up in the principal's office. Or worse - Mrs. Rutger's classroom. Everyone knew what she liked to do to recalcitrant boys.

"Shit!" Hissed Toby, "he's heading straight for us!" Mark tried to look nonchalant as the assistant principal stopped right in front of them.

"Ah, Mark… and Toby, I believe. Correct?"

Toby gulped. "Y-y-yes sir," he stammered. Wilkinson smiled down at them.

"I find myself in need of two willing young men to assist us in the kitchen, especially you, Toby. Ms. Becca mentioned how helpful you were a few weeks back with a similar situation.”

“Sir?” Toby asked in a worried tone.

Mr. Wilkinson patted the young man on the shoulder. “Our head cook is preparing a special dessert and we need someone to…" he paused thoughtfully, as if deciding how explicit to be. "Lick the bowl, as it were."

Mark blinked. "We're not in trouble?"

The man smiled. "Only if you decline my request," he responded easily. "It looks like you're both done. Come and have some dessert."

The way it was said made it clear there weren't alternatives, so Toby packed up the remnants of his lunch, even as Mark stood and plucked his tray from the table. They made a roundabout stop at the trash and tray receptacle, then headed toward the same door Jenni had walked through just a few minutes before. The stainless steel portal pushed open and Toby found himself in a warm, humid room, filled with the scent of half-cooked foods, soapy water, and underneath - a sort of moldy smell. Steel counters were everywhere, some filled with pots and pans. In the back he could hear rushing water. As if the faucet was on. And beneath that, a high pitched but muted wailing, like a tea kettle steaming.

"This way please," said the assistant principal. He headed behind another countertop and the two boys followed. Ten seconds later Toby stumbled to a halt as he took in the tableau in front of him.

The source of the teakettle-like noise was Jenni. A thick, red rubber ball gag had been jammed between her lips and buckled tightly around her head. She was laying on an oversized, stainless steel cart, except instead of being placed lengthwise upon the extended surface, she'd been laid across the middle. Her head was just barely supported and her ass hung off the edge. Toby gaped, since her legs had been spread wide apart, her shoes and stockings removed. Her ankles were bound to metal rungs at each end of the cart. Her arms were also outstretched to either side, leather straps holding Jenni's hands in restraint.

Toby blinked. He'd been right. She wasn't wearing underwear.

It was obvious now. Jenni's skirt had been roughly pulled upward, exposing her pink, smooth, clearly wet slit. The white blouse she had on was soaked with water, enough that Toby would have been easily able to see her breasts through the material, but someone had unbuttoned it, and the cotton candy pink tips of her breasts were fully visible. Above her stood the kitchen cook, holding a water sprayer on a hose, which hung down from a long arm on a swivel. He looked over at Toby and Mark, grinned, and then squeezed the sprayer. A pelting spray of hot water shot out of the end, splattering Jenni's loins, and elicited another strained squeal from the bound and gagged girl.

"Holy shit," Mark observed in astonishment.

Water streamed down onto Jenni's sex, striking her clitoris and folds. It was clear to the boys that the water pressure, meant for scouring half eaten school lunches from solid metal trays, was biting into the soft petals and sensitive clitoris of the bound little schoolgirl with insensitive cruelty. Her clit and labia flapped in the stream of hot water and her buttocks lifted urgently as she strained against the bonds holding her open. She bit into the rubber ball gag, chest heaving as the steaming, pressurized jet of water sprayed down between her legs.

Toby couldn’t tear his eyes away. Her sex was open, wet, dark pink, and looked just like he remembered it from the day in the library. He felt a familiar longing, and not just for another adjustment of his pants, though that seemed necessary too. He swallowed and licked his lips as the cook released the sprayer handle and the torrent of scalding water stopped.

"Perfect," observed the assistant principal. "Now for dessert." The cook eyed the school official, but nodded his head. He leaned over Jenni and plucked what looked like some sort of aerosol canister from off the counter behind the cart. He shook it mildly, then tipped it upside down and aimed the aperture at Jenni's clit.

White cream seemed to boil out, but from Jenni's sudden thrusting of loins, and her high pitched shriek from behind the gag, there was little doubt in poor Toby's mind that the cold whipped cream was just as much a torment as the scalding hot water had been. In fact, her heated folds were already melting the cream, and narrow snow-colored rivulets were sliding down her open slit, pooling in the little depression where he knew she opened up. Her skin must have been hot!

"Excellent. Now, Toby. Lick her pussy."

Toby blinked, looking up at Wilkinson. "What?"

The assistant principal nodded. "It is officially sanctioned as part of her punishment. Now, unless you want to end up in detention, you will stop licking your lips and suck every drop of that cream from her cunt."

For a moment Toby didn't move. Mark had to elbow him. Then Toby nodded and moved forward. He wasn't prepared for something like this. He’d fantasized about touching her again, even fucking her, but to put his mouth on her pussy?

"Go on," Wilkinson urged. "And make sure you pay special attention to her clit."

Toby swallowed again and stepped up to the side of the cart. Her bare thighs were wet, splattered from the spray. Gingerly, he put his hands on Jenni’s upper thighs, her sex between his thumbs. He didn't touch her there though. He didn't dare. But the softness of her skin, the firmness of her stretched muscles, the delicate beauty of her white capped creamed pussy captivated him. He looked up, past her straining breasts, into her gentle, pleading brown eyes, and was shocked to realize that like before, she wanted him to do it. Toby bent down, stuck out his tongue, and then touched it to the very base of her slit.

He drew his tongue upward, a sensual shiver going through him as he tasted something utterly unique. She was sweet, but salty, and he could discern her flavor from the cream. Her folds were soft, slippery, and pliable. The intensity of the sweetness increased as he got closer and closer to the apex of her slit, until he lapped at the white cloud that covered the pinnacle of her sex. She shivered, struggling with the intensity of sensation as he cleared the foam from her clit, revealing the sensitive and tender nodule. It was swollen already and Toby suddenly had the thought to suck it totally into his mouth. He drew it in, surprised that something so extended could be so soft and warm. The girl in his mouth let out a moan so sensual, so lusty, that Toby was forced to adjust himself, regardless of who might be watching.

"Lick," ordered the assistant principal. "Don't just suck. The idea isn't to pleasure her. It's to sensitize her to the point where the coming punishment is sufficiently intense." Toby let go of Jenni's clit, and instead began licking again, swirling his tongue over and around the now creamless nodule. As the sweet flavor faded, replaced with a more robust twang, Wilkinson studied the wet, pink gash and nodded his head. "Good enough," he declared. Toby pulled back, almost disappointed he'd finished removing the whip cream. He looked down at Jenni's sex, but it was indeed clear of any cream, melted or otherwise.

The movement of the cook startled Toby, and even Mark swore in surprise as the rubber spatula swung down, slapping wetly into Jenni's pussy. She howled through the gag, clearly in pain, as the cook beat the poor girl's clit with repeated spanks, flattening her petals and leaving her loins a darker shade of pink. After a full twenty strokes he grabbed the water sprayer again and directed another jet of water right onto Jenni's clit. Toby felt the droplets bouncing off her, onto his skin, and he was shocked at how cold the water was. Jenni bucked, her toes curling as she struggled against the bonds holding her down and open. The freezing cold water must have been awful. Then the cook stopped the spray and produced a plastic bottle filled with a thick, viscous, golden fluid. He uncapped it and began drizzling it all over the sniffling, struggling girl's pussy until it was fully coated, dripping onto the floor.

"Your turn, Mark," encouraged the assistant principal. "Get your face between her legs and lick up that honey. Clean her completely off."

Mark didn't have to be told twice. He dove into the same spot Toby had been in, his tongue stabbing and slipping around on Jenni's petals, then clit, leaving her breathless. Toby watched as Mark seemed to devour the pussy in front of him, and he almost missed the twisting pinches the assistant principal was giving Jenni's right nipple. She pumped her hips, her high pitched cries reduced to bare whimpers by the gag, until Mark buried his nose in her cunt, only to stick his tongue up her ass, licking the last bit of honey away. Then she made a series of desperate sounds, as if what was happening to her was totally acceptable. Toby reached out in awe and touched her bare little foot, which twitched wildly as he ran his finger along her instep. He remembered that she was ticklish there and marveled at the softness.

"Alright, alright," the cook protested, pushing Mark's face away from Jenni's sex. Her skirt was soaked, the dark blue and white plaid material a thin line around her hips. Mark looked dazed as the cook once more pointed his water sprayer at her slit and squeezed the handle.

This time the water was hot again and Toby felt the heat when some of it splashed on him, ricocheting off Jenni's now flushed slit. The sounds she was making were both alarming and erotic as hell, and Toby wondered what was worse: the scalding heat or the stinging spray of water striking her clit. Toby's eyes were pulled from where her clit was being hammered by the hot spray, and up to her breasts, which were now being soundly beaten by the assistant principal with the same rubber spatula the cook had used on her cunt. The wet, mud smacking sound was only cut by the muzzled cries, whimpers and yelps coming from the bound schoolgirl as her body was tormented.

Then the cook pulled the sprayer away, reached down, and roughly grabbed Jenni's labia. He pulled it left and right, eliciting a series of spasms from the tiny, bound form. Then he declared, "I think she's ready, sir." Wilkinson nodded, his free hand squeezing Jenni's breast, plumping and bunching it up so that the nipple was distended, a perfect target. He gave the half sobbing schoolgirl another vicious set of strokes with the spatula, then set the makeshift rubber paddle between her outstretched legs, resting on her clit. Toby sucked in a breath as her eyes widened. The vice principal and Jenni stared at each other and she shook her head. She tried to plead, but the words were garbled beyond recognition.

"Are you hot enough now?" Wilkinson asked, moving the spatula around so that it rubbed her clit roughly.

She nodded vigorously, clearly wanting to appease the man, but he shook his head. "I don't think so. Perhaps another twenty strokes to your little cunt?" He turned the rubber edge on its side and dragged it across her clitoris. Each time she went rigid, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head. The vice principal laughed. Then he looked up at the cook. "She is ready." The cook nodded and walked away. Toby watched as the man went to one of the ice cream freezers and drew out something narrow and wrapped in paper. The cook brought it back over to the cart and passed it across the bare breasts of Jenni. The assistant principal took the fudgesicle and quickly unwrapped it.

Jenni closed her eyes with a shiver and Toby suddenly realized this wasn't the first frozen treat she'd faced that day. The vice principal waved it above her, then pressed the icy tip to her right nipple. Toby felt a shiver of sympathy as she flinched, moaning through the gag. "Next time I give you something to stick up your naughty little slit, I expect it to be halfway inside you before you even think to say ‘yes, Mr. Wilkinson’." He drew the fudgesicle down Jenni's stomach, leaving a dark glistening trail of sugary, fudgy wetness. Toby watched her stiffen as the ice cream got to her clit. He teased the swollen, beaten nub until she was panting, her hips thrusting upward. Then he slid the now slightly melted fudgesicle down between her petals. Toby watched Jenni's toes curl as the cold painted her folds. She screeched into the gag, eyes wide, fingers clenching and opening, knowing full well what was about to happen. Her legs strained, pulling against the ends of the cart.

"And I better not hear you protest again…" he hissed, and without another word he pushed the entire frozen chocolate dessert as deep as it would go.

Jenni threw back her head and wailed, even through the ball gag. Her petals bulged as the vice principal fucked her with the fudgesicle, half melted slushy chocolate already dripping from her sex as the frozen phallus impaled her deeply. She was bucking too, at least as much as her bonds would allow, though it didn’t prevent, or even hinder him from plunging the fudge flavored phallus heavily into her hot and steamy depths. Toby watched breathlessly as she twisted and writhed, not sure if she was loving or hating the sensation. Then the fudgesicle broke, leaving the vice principal holding nothing but a stick and a remnant of icy sweet goodness.

Mark stared down at the sloppy mess that had been made of Jenni’s pussy. "Sir? Can I have some?"

Toby turned and gave Mark a shocked, but impressed look.

Wilkinson tossed the stick in a nearby trash receptacle with a negligent wave. "Whatever," he said, evidently satisfied as Jenni lay there twitching. He looked at the cook. “When she’s cleaned out, just roll the cart up to the teacher’s lounge. She can spend the rest of the day contemplating what happens when you refuse a direct order from faculty.” The cook nodded as Wilkinson turned and left the kitchen. The cook gave Mark a nod and Mark dove in, smashing his mouth against Jenni's frozen, chocolaty pussy. The cook looked hard at Toby.

"I got stuff to do," he said. "When you're finished, just leave her there. I’ll take her up to the teacher’s lounge later." He leered down at Jenni. "I'll need an afternoon snack." Then he held out the spatula Wilkinson had been using to spank Jenni's bosom and clit. Toby took it, giving it an appreciative glance.

"Just don't let her cum, okay? Fucksluts need to be kept hungry!" The cook wandered off, disappearing into the depths of the kitchen. Toby looked down at Mark, who was still busily eating pussy.

"Mark!" Toby hissed, tapping his friend on the shoulder. Mark looked up at his friend, ignoring the obviously desperate sounds coming from Jenni. His face was covered in chocolate.

"What?" He asked, wiping at his mouth with the back of his hand.

Toby gestured at her with the spatula. "What do we do with her?"

Mark laughed. "Anything we want, obviously." He suddenly unzipped his jeans and Toby's eyes widened as his friend pulled his cock out. He was a tad bit short, but Mark didn't let that stop him, lifting up on tiptoe to slide his teenage cock into Jenni's slit. She moaned, eyes closed, as Mark began pumping. Toby stood there, just a bit shocked, watching as Mark drove himself deep.

"Cold and hot, all at the same time," he groaned. "Toby, you gotta try this, bro."

Jenni was responding as well, her chest heaving with need, her own moans getting louder.  Mark looked over at Toby, and between thrusts, leaned over and grabbed the spatula from Toby’s hand. "The cook said not to let her explode, right?"

Toby blinked. Mark began striking Jenni's breasts, aiming for her distended nipples, until she let out a muffled shriek through the gag. Her suffering seemed to energize Mark, who suddenly groaned, drove himself deep, and then yanked himself out, squirting white cream across her pink gash. His cock had a weird, chocolate sheen to it. Toby had a sudden mental picture of a chocolate covered, cream filled donut.

"Damn," muttered Mark, looking down. "I gotta clean up." He looked around for paper towels, but did not see anything. "Your turn, Toby. Might give her another spray though," he laughed, handing Toby the spatula. "See ya later." Mark walked off, his dick hanging out the front of his jeans. Toby thought he looked ridiculous.

For a long moment Toby just stared down at Jenni. Eventually she opened her eyes and looked up at him. He thought he could see her desire, her want, even her needs. He went to the sink and adjusted the faucet, so that the temperature was tolerable; warm and relaxing. Then he brought the sprayer over. With only a bit of fiddling, he adjusted the nozzle toward a light rain shower, rather than the pressure washer-like stream. He squeezed the handles and began rinsing Jenni's loins.

Chocolate and cum disappeared as Toby gently washed her. A soft hum of pleasure came from behind the rubber ball gag and her hips began thrusting, making her desires obvious. Toby had set aside the spatula, and using his fingers to open her slit, he washed out the remnants of the chocolate fudgesicle. She tensed and moaned when he slipped two fingers into her, pumping and rinsing her sex. Jenni lifted her head, a pleading look in her eye.

Toby grimaced. He knew what she wanted. "I'm not supposed to!" He whispered, looking over his shoulder to make sure the cook hadn't wandered back over. "He said you weren't allowed to cum." The look of abject misery on Jenni's face was almost heartbreaking. She said something, but the ball gag rendered it unintelligible and even her repeating it left Toby clueless. Her head dropped down in frustration.

Toby bit his lip. Should he take her like Mark had? Satisfy himself? Toby sighed. He didn't think he could do it. Not again. The last time he’d pushed her over the edge and Ms. Becca had used that orgasm to justify another paddling of Jenni’s pussy. Besides, fucking Jenni on a kitchen cart like she was some sort of buffet? It just seemed wrong. And the cook could come back. What if he caught Toby doing it without permission?

For a moment he floundered. He stared down at her. She was gorgeous, especially tied up and spread open. Her dark hair, wet in some place, seemed to shine. Her skin was alabaster, except for her breasts and sex, where she'd been smacked pink with the spatula. Her thighs rippled with exotic tension and Toby couldn't help but put his hands on her again, her soft skin mesmerizing under his hands. He ran his fingers outward, toward her bare, little feet and she twitched, gasping around the ball gag as he stroked her arches. He wanted to take her, to touch her, to taste her. He wanted to spank her breasts and beat her clit with the rubber spatula. He wanted to shove another fudgesicle up her slit and thrust his cock into her hot and cold pussy. He wanted to untie her and run away with her. He wanted to save her. He wanted to make her...

Suddenly, he knew what to do. He let go of her foot. Quickly he moved around the cart to stand above her shoulder. Carefully he kissed her forehead. Their eyes met and she looked at him with bewilderment.

"I can't take the gag out. Not yet," he whispered. "It will help you stay quiet." She blinked in confusion. Then he kissed her breast, pressing his lips into the softness. He sucked in the raised tip, feeling her push herself up toward him. He swirled his tongue around, testing the texture and taste of her rondure. He reached down, sliding his hand across her stomach, down her thigh, stroking her leg back and forth, fingers going dangerously close to her sex. Her breathing became more labored and the whimpering moans grew louder. Toby let go of her nipple, rounded the cart, and once more dropped to his knees. Her sex was clean and waiting, no cream or honey or chocolate. Her clit was raised and waiting, still slightly swollen.

Toby licked gently, lapping softly. Jenni let out an astonished cry of satisfaction and Toby saw her pink painted toenails curl downward. She shuddered and he sucked her clit into his mouth, reveling in the exquisite taste and smoothness of her flesh. Her buttocks tightened and she began repeating something, pleadingly, as her hips began to thrust. But Toby didn't let go, and instead swirled his tongue back and forth across her nub with increasing speed.

Jenni let out an undulating wail, pressing herself up hard against Toby's mouth, her entire body straining. He let go of her clit only long enough to lick downward through her folds, and even taste her wetness deeply. His tongue moved inside her, then came back up to find her clit, lashing at it back and forth. He brought both hands up, sliding them across her tummy, to her breasts. The sound from her was easy to interpret as his fingers pinched at her nipples, her body straining and trembling and Toby knew she was saying, "yes!"

He focused on her clit as her spine arched and she shuddered. A flush of wetness soaked his chin and even streamed down his neck, but he still didn’t stop, even as her cries grew louder and more intense. He felt her trembling and the steel cart literally creaked as she pulled on the bonds holding her spread open. The tenor of her garbled pleas changed and Toby knew she'd reached her limit, and surpassed it.

He stood up. His shirt was soaked at the collar and he knew it was from her juices. Jenni's eyes were closed, but she was still twitching spasmodically, as if her nervous system had been overloaded. Toby rubbed her legs, somehow knowing that being tied open for so long in the splits had to be tough.

It took less than a minute for her spasms to stop and Toby could see her relax. Her eyes opened and she had a dazed look. Her lips curled back in a smile around the red rubber ball.

Carefully, Toby pulled her shirt closed, buttoning it back up over her breasts. She looked at him in confusion, which grew even more puzzled as he flicked her skirt back down. It didn't quite cover her well sauced sex, but it was enough.

Then Toby freed her left foot. Her leg swung down almost immediately and the sound of her relief was music to his ears. As amazing as she had looked all tied up, he couldn't countenance leaving her there like that. Not for the cook. Especially not for Wilkinson. Even though he knew he'd get in trouble, he freed her right leg as well. Then he untied one of her hands. Her fingers went straight for the strap holding in the gag. It came loose and she worked her jaw.

"Why?" She asked curiously. "You're going to end up in detention."

Toby shrugged. "There's right, and right," he replied. She didn't seem to know how to respond.

"Why didn’t you fuck me? I wanted it. Like last time."

Toby gulped. "I did too," he admitted. "But not like this." She pursed her lips.

"Tied up?" She asked, misunderstanding.

"In the kitchen," Toby declared. "With time limits and restrictions."

Her eyebrow went up. "Oh. So definitely tied up," she replied in a teasing tone.

Just then there was a clatter from the back of the kitchen. They both looked, but then she sat up, her voice lowered. "Go. I will make it seem like I got free on my own."

Toby shook his head. "Then you'll be the one in Detention."

She smirked. "I was already going. And you made me cum." The noise got louder and they heard the cook swearing. "Go on. Please?"

Toby was torn, but the look in her eyes was just too much to resist. He leaned forward and kissed her passionately and she surprised him by slipping her tongue into his mouth. The kiss was intense and left him both breathless and aching.

"Go? Please?" She begged him.

Toby nodded, gave her a little wave, and fled.

***

For the rest of the school day he waited for the hammer to fall, but there were no summons to the office, or orders to report to after-school detention. He didn't see Jenni either. Mark was on cloud nine and assumed that Toby had dipped his wick in Jenni's slit, just as he had, giving Toby a few conspiratorial winks. Finally school ended and Mark joined up with Toby for the walk home.

"Dude! Wasn't that incredible?" Mark asked enthusiastically. "The way she looked? The way she tasted? The way she felt around your cock?"

Toby sighed with a smile. "Yeah."

Mark nodded. "I mean, I'd love to bang that little sweet piece of meat again." He pumped his fist lewdly. "She was tight and wet."

Toby smiled. For the rest of the half mile hike Mark went on and on about Jenni, never once shutting up about how sexy she was. Finally they stopped in front of Toby's house. "See ya tomorrow, buddy!" Shouted Mark as Toby mounted the steps to the porch. Toby waved back, then turned, only to gasp in surprise. Sitting in a shadowed corner, lit only by tiny slivers of dappled sunlight, sat Jenni. Her knees were drawn together, but between her shins Toby could see the faint line of her sex, hiding in the darkness beneath her short skirt. She raised a finger to her lips and glanced over the railing, watching as Mark sauntered off, dreaming of her.

"What are you doing here?" Asked Toby a minute later. "I thought you had detention!" He reached down a hand and helped her up. She stood close to him, almost enough for the blouse covered tips of her breasts to touch his chest.

"I played hooky after you let me go" She shrugged. "Of course tomorrow's punishment is going to be really bad, but I figured you're worth it." Then she surged forward, kissing him, pressing herself to Toby's frame. Her tongue found his and they swirled and merged until finally he gasped, breathless. Their eyes met and she let go of him, only to grab her backpack and unzip it. She held it open so he could see inside.

"I stole the spatula, since you didn't get the opportunity to spank me with it. And there's the bottle of honey. I've got some rope too, so you can tie me up again…" she looked up at Toby. "Do you happen to have some fudgesicles?"

Toby blinked in shock. "Wait. You liked all of that? You wanted it?"

Jenni grinned and nodded. "Mr. Wilkinson knows I like having my legs tied apart like that," she said mischievously. "And the spatula felt really good. Now, do you have a fudgesicle to fuck me with, or do we need to go buy one?"

Toby grinned. "I think I've got some fruit pops. Will that work?"

She sighed happily. "As long as you tie me open, spank my pussy properly, work me into a froth and make me cum over and over, fruit pops will be fine." She put a hand on his arm. "You can put your cock inside me too. In any hole you want." Then she hesitated. "And… would you lick me again? Eat my pussy? That was the best I've ever had."

Toby smiled and unlocked the door. Jenni followed him willingly.

"Absolutely," Toby replied with a huge grin. "I need an afternoon snack."


Rufus

“Hey, thanks for driving me in a bit early today,” Rufus said, putting his hand on Christy’s bare leg. Her skin felt incredibly smooth and he admittedly longed to slide his hand upward, underneath her skirt. But despite their relationship moving along at a steady pace, Rufus’ girlfriend hadn’t quite given herself up to him, despite his many attempts to seduce her. His pinky slid underneath the edge of her skirt and she gave him a warning look that came with a smile, as if she were promising something… later. Then she put her hand on his and pushed his fingers downward, closer to her knee.

“It’s not a problem,” she assured him, referring to taking him to school early, not the errant placement of his questing hand. “I don’t mind picking you up. Besides, this gives me some time to attend study hall.”

Rufus gave her leg a playful squeeze. “Like you need study hall,” he countered ruefully. Both of them were good students, with top grades, and Christy was one of the few females attending the school that hadn’t run afoul of the strict discipline policies. Rufus sometimes felt she was too prudish, but he liked her personality, and she was unabashedly gorgeous.

Christy pulled her car into one of the parking spots in the lot opposite the school and put it into park. “Do you know where you’re going to be assigned yet?” She asked as they climbed out, grabbing their book bags. Rufus shook his head.

“No. Not yet. It could be anywhere. Counselor’s office. Library. Main Office. They’ve got student aides everywhere.”

She gave him a warm smile. “You’ll be great, no matter what you end up doing. Did you get to select a preference?”

Rufus looked away. He wanted to be honest with her, but he wasn’t sure how she would react if he told her. Besides, his first choice wasn’t likely to be available anyway. Why create tension? He shrugged. “Yes, but I doubt they’ll take that into consideration this late in the semester. I’m just glad they accepted my application.”

Christy came around the front of the car, grabbed his arm, and pulled him closer. Then she went up on tiptoe and gave him a kiss. It was just a quick peck, but it was on the mouth and Rufus smiled warmly. Christy’s eyes sparkled and her smile was a killer. “You’ll be great. Come on.”

Together they walked across the lot and up to the front entrance of the school. They were only there about an hour before first period and she walked him over to the main office before letting him go and giving him a wave.

“See ya later!” She called out as she walked away, heading toward the study hall.

Rufus grinned and nodded. “Absolutely! I can’t wait!” He saw her give him a wink and then he stood there, staring at her perfect backside swishing from side to side in her blue plaid uniform skirt. Rufus let out a quiet sigh of longing. Then, as she turned the corner, his brain started functioning again and he grabbed the door of the main office and walked in.

The secretary at the front desk looked at him expectantly and he cleared his throat. “Um, Rufus Carpenter. I was told to report here for my aide assignment?”

The secretary gave him a careful study, then nodded. “Here is your assignment,” she said, holding out a card. Rufus took it, saw the room number he needed to report to, and then looked up in surprise.

“Wait. You mean I got it?” He asked in surprise.

“Got what?” The secretary asked.

“In-school-suspension!” Rufus said in an excited, shocked voice. “I mean, that’s amazing!”

The woman smiled softly. “Well, don’t let the power go to your head. And remember, facilitating In-School-Suspension is a major task. It won’t matter who is in there. You have to treat them the same.”

Rufus nodded eagerly. “Well, yes. I suppose that’s right.”

She shooed him away. “Go on. We haven’t assigned a permanent faculty member there, so right now one of the teaching interns has taken over. He will show you the ropes and get you started on training, at least until someone gets assigned permanently. His name is Mercer.”

“Mercer,” Rufus repeated. “Okay.” He turned and headed for the door. “Um, thank you.” He added brightly.

The secretary laughed. “Oh, I didn’t assign you. I’m just the secretary.”

Rufus nodded. He left the main office and hurried down the hall, now extremely excited. Like every other male student applying to be an aide, he had selected In-School-Suspension as his preferred work location. The fact that he’d gotten it made it more incredible. He practically skipped his way to the other side of the campus. He was so excited! He skidded to a stop in front of the heavy wooden doors, noting not for the first time, the lack of a window. He knew it would be locked. There was a keypad lock on the knob, so he knocked instead.

A tall young man opened the door and looked down at Rufus. “Can I help you?”

“I’m Rufus Carpenter,” Rufus said, introducing himself. He even lifted up his lanyard, displaying his ID. The young man studied it carefully, then nodded with a smile.

“Pleased to meet you, Rufus. Welcome to In-School-Suspension. I’m Mercer. I’ll be teaching you how to facilitate today.” Mercer stepped back and Rufus took his first step into In-School-Suspension.

***

The second Rufus stepped into the room, he knew he was in the right place. The space was relatively large and had been divided up into multiple stations. The walls were painted white and were quite antiseptic and even the tile floor was squeaky clean. But what drew Rufus’ eye was the girl hanging in the center of the room.

And yes, hanging was exactly the right word to describe her predicament.

She was dressed in the typical schoolgirl uniform of white, button-up blouse and blue plaid skirt, and her blue tie dangled down between her rather impressive breasts. She was wearing thigh high stockings, the tops lined with elastic which clung to her legs, and a pair of black pumps. Her brown hair had been done up in long pigtails, one on each side of her head. But more importantly, both of her wrists and ankles were bound in dark, black leather manacles. Her hands were secured to a chain going up to the ceiling. It stretched her upward so that her toes barely touched the ground and the way she hung, swaying slightly, was quite provocative.

Mercer cleared his throat. “As you know, after the Education Rules Defiance Act of 2029, all secondary aged females who violate education regulations are to be subjected to physical punishment as described by section eleven and further elucidated in subsection three of the new education code. Our In-School-Suspension facility is currently within the scope and parameters of the act and is designed to hold a maximum of eight female students.” He gestured at the girl hanging from the chain in the center of the room. “This is Esme. She was caught passing notes in class and was sentenced to three days of In-School-Suspension. I asked her to come in early today in exchange for not being left on Station Two for the full hour.”

Rufus blinked. “Station… two?”

Mercer lifted his hand and pointed around the room. “There are eight stations. Girls in ISS are supposed to be rotated through them. At least, right now. We also have this spot here in the center where we can temporarily hold one additional student, or pull a student off a station if we need to.”

Rufus blinked. “Oh. Okay.” Each station had a number printed on a sign, mounted on the wall above it. Below each number were… different things. Tables. Weird furniture. Rubber pads? It didn’t make sense to poor Rufus and Mercer noticed and laughed.

“Don’t worry. Esme is going to demonstrate each station for you. But first, we have to prepare her.” He grinned. “That means stripping.”

Rufus looked back at the brown-haired girl. She was quite petite, but had a pair of anxious, shifting eyes that clearly betrayed her uneasiness. Rufus watched as Mercer lowered her down using a simple push button on the wall, which dropped the chain.

“Unclip the wrist cuffs from the chain?” Mercer asked Rufus politely.

Rufus stepped up to the girl and began freeing her wrists. She kept her eyes deliberately downward, not wanting to look at him. The moment her hands were free, she began unbuttoning her shirt. Rufus’ jaw dropped as she didn’t even hesitate, baring more and more skin. She had on a bra underneath and Mercer let out a chuckle.

“She’s learning fast. The first day she wasn’t wearing a bra or panties. That’s two separate violations and increased her punishment significantly. Female students aren’t permitted clothing here. During your facilitator period, if you get any new students, you’ll need to make sure they strip. Most cooperate, but on occasion you might have to force a student to undress.”

Rufus blinked. “How, exactly, do I force a student to undress?” He asked curiously.

Mercer shrugged. “I ask them. Most will cooperate because they know the alternative. If they still refuse you can call for another aide, or you can just start ripping. That’s what I do.” He nodded at Esme. “Tell Facilitator Rufus what I did to your shirt yesterday.”

Esme, who had completely removed her blouse and was now working on her skirt, nodded submissively. “You tore it, sir. Hard. Right off my body.” Her voice was quiet and timid, as if she were afraid he might do something similar again.

Mercer nodded. “And how was the ride home on the bus with the leftover rags?”

Esme’s eyes filled with tears. “Horrible sir. Humiliating. Everyone could see me! And my mother was furious about me allowing another uniform shirt to get ruined.” She finished unsnapping her skirt and the material fell to the ground, revealing a cute pair of bikini cut panties. Her knees came together as she bent down and picked up the fallen outfit, folding the material neatly.

“You sent her home naked?” Rufus asked in surprise.

Esme gave him an upset nod. “There wasn’t enough left to even cover my breasts!”

Mercer clicked his tongue. “You would have been fine if you’d cooperated, or worn a bra and panties, Esme. But speaking of bra and panties, yours need to come off. Or do I need to give you a reminder?”

Esme’s eyes widened immediately, and she quickly peeled off her panties, then the bra, handing them over to Mercer, who stuffed them in his pocket. Rufus’ eyes widened and he licked his lips in excitement. He couldn’t help it. Her pussy was shaved clean, and she had the most amazing breasts. He lifted his hand, but then let it drop. But Mercer noticed.

“You want to touch her?” He asked. “Go right ahead. She has no rights here. Besides, what we are going to do to her today, just during first period, is going to make anything you do right now seem like child’s play.”

Rufus gave him a look. “Seriously?”

Mercer laughed and then grabbed Esme roughly by the tits, squeezing them hard and pulling upward until she rose up on tiptoe, squealing. After a moment, she grabbed his wrists, struggling to hold herself up. She opened her mouth to cry out, but then Mercer dropped her and she fell to the floor, whimpering and cradling her chest.

“I did what you asked,” she mewled pitifully. “Why did you have to hurt me?”

“Because you are here to be punished. Let's get started,” Mercer said simply. He pointed toward the very first station, right under the sign bearing the number 1, and then snapped his fingers towards Esme. “Just to let you know, we’re not going to go in depth into all the torments that can be applied in each station just yet. This is just a sort of introduction. I’m going to demonstrate how to properly secure the student and then give you a basic idea of what can be done to them, or at least, what should be done to them. During the first period we’ll spend dedicated time getting to know each station.”

Rufus nodded as he watched Esme crawl across the room. He couldn’t help noticing that she was trembling. As she got to the table, she climbed to her feet, then turned her back toward the edge, hopping up so that she was sitting. Mercer moved in as she laid back and spread her legs wide.

Very, very wide. Rufus couldn’t help looking down at her exposed and vulnerable slit, marveling at the way her labia spread open, glistening wetly.

“The idea is simple,” Mercer explained, reaching down and using two metal clips to attach the bondage cuffs on Esme’s wrists to a pair of eye bolts embedded in the front edge of the table, just to either side of her buttocks. “We secure her wrists here and then spread her legs wide. Most girls can handle the stretch, but every once in a while we have a girl who has problems so we’ve got some special bars that allow you to go up. Esme here can handle the splits though, so let me show you.” Mercer grabbed Esme’s left leg and hauled it out until it was almost perfectly perpendicular to her torso. A strap snaked up to the ankle cuff and Mercer clipped it in place. “You get that side.”

Rufus took hold of Esme’s foot. The stocking did little to change the way she felt, though he wished he could feel her bare skin. He pulled her leg outward and she groaned, eyes closing as she was secured in such a diabolical and humiliating position. Mercer ran his finger up her leg, over her thigh, and right into her exposed slit. He wiggled it around for a moment, clearly trying to get sufficient lubrication, then just plunged it in deep.

“Oh!” She gasped. “Don’t just push in!”

Mercer ignored her and began moving his finger in and out, causing her to groan. Rufus grinned, watching her hips twist and pump as Mercer teased her. The older boy continued while looking over at Rufus.

“I personally like this table because there are a ton of torments you can do to her, while everyone else is off suffering. You can force orgasms out of her with a massager, or you can take a paddle to her cunt. I’ve used the violet wands on them before, and as you can see, her breasts are nicely exposed too, which means clamps or electrical stim. Either or.” Mercer nodded. “Here, let me show you.” He turned, pulling his hand away from Esme’s sex and went to a nearby table. Rufus couldn’t help noticing that both Mercer’s finger and Esme’s pussy were glistening.

Rufus watched as Mercer pulled a pair of clothespins out of a bin and then grabbed a short, flexible leather paddle. He returned to Esme who was watching with alarm, shaking her head. But she didn’t as Mercer’s hands came close to her breasts.

“You just put those on?” Rufus asked curiously, watching as Mercer pinched the first wooden peg open.

“What?” Mercer asked. “Oh. Yes. Here,” he replied, holding one of the clothespins out to Rufus. “I like putting them on so they stick straight out, rather than from the bottom. I think it hurts a little more that way.”

Esme nodded in complete agreement, her eyes locked on Mercer’s hand. “I agree,” she said immediately. “Whole heartedly.” Mercer ignored her comment and positioned the clothespin over her sweet pink nipple and let the wooden pincer close. Rufus watched as a flicker of pain flashed across her face, which was followed by a deep groan.

“Go on,” Mercer encouraged. “Put the other one on her tit.”

Rufus bent over and quickly placed the clothespin over Esme’s left breast. It closed down tightly and she mewled pitifully. Mercer moved between her legs and raised the paddle, only to stroke it against her pussy. Esme whimpered, but there was no denying that she lifted her hips, thrusting upward as her cheeks turned bright red.

“Stop, Mr. Mercer! Stop teasing me! That’s not fair!” She protested. Rufus watched as her juices were smeared across the supple leather.

“I like to give them twenty to thirty medium strokes,” Mercer said to Rufus, ignoring Esme’s protest. “Any harder and you end up damaging their cunts, and if that happens the school nurse gets involved and you can get in trouble. There’s a sweet spot though, where pain and pleasure meet and that’s where you want her to be.” And with that statement, he slapped the leather paddle down hard on Esme’s pussy. It made a loud “crack” as the leather impacted and Esme squealed loudly, a flash of pain crossing her face. Mercer didn’t stop though, and let loose with another smack, beating out a quick tempo of pain on poor Esme’s sweet cunt. When he got to twenty, Esme was squirming in her bonds, panting hard, and struggling not to cry out. But then, much to Rufus’ surprise, Mercer produced another tool, this one a bulbed massager, which he turned on to full power and then pressed against Esme’s clitoris.

“Nooooooo!” She wailed. But then her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. Her entire body quivered, this time from extreme pleasure.

“Confusion is a powerful tool,” Mercer said simply as he moved his other hand downward, slipping two fingers into her cunt, pumping gently. “The idea is to force them to vacillate between extreme pain and extreme pleasure. It fucks them up mentally. They don’t know if it hurts or feels good.”

Indeed, Esme lay there twitching, her eyes unfocused as her toes curled underneath her stockings. Mercer grinned. “Reach up there and give those clothespins a really light twist. Just a few degrees either way.”

Rufus nodded and leaned over Esme’s leg, only to grab the two clothespins. He began twisting them, but not very much, or quickly, and clearly the manipulation of her nipples, combined with the vibrations of the massager, and Mercer’s fingers inside her, pushed her straight to the edge. In seconds Esme was gasping, eyes wide as her hips thrust desperately against Mercer’s hand and the massager.

“Mr. Mercer! Please! I’m about to cum!” She wailed desperately.

The senior boy didn’t stop and just as Esme clenched her jaw and closed her eyes, Mercer yanked the massager away and began beating the poor girl’s cunt with the sap; hard, firm strokes that left her screaming. Rufus half expected her to slip away from the climax, but to his shock her juices splattered his hand and pants. The paddle slapped wetly against her trembling flower and then Mercer pulled the sap away and placed the massager back on the bound girl’s clitoris. Esme shuddered violently, making mewling noises as her body ricocheted back toward pleasure.

“Did she just cum?” Rufus asked in confusion.

Mercer nodded his head. “Some of them can get off on being pussy spanked. There’s one slut named Jenni who cums practically every time she’s on a station. Makes the punishment aspect a little pointless. But it really doesn’t matter. If Esme came it just means the next torment will take twice as long.” He pulled the massager away after only a minute and then set his tools down. “Now, I’ll be honest. I usually like to fuck the girls here in Station One. I mean, sure you can do it anywhere, but I’m exactly the right height to slip my wick into their open snatch.”

“You mean we can fuck them?” Rufus said in wonder.

Mercer chuckled. “Hell yeah. The rules say we’re supposed to sensitize corporal punishment areas. Sensitize is defined as using any ‘instrument, implement, object, or probe on or in any female’s anal, vaginal, or oral orifice as needed to maximize sensitivity.” He pointed downward. “That includes my dick. Still, I try to hold off for special moments. Like when they’re so horny they’re begging you to torture them. Or the ones that didn’t plan on being here. They are lots of fun because they go apeshit that you’re dipping your wick in them.” He gave Rufus an evil smile. “I especially like the virgins.”

Rufus sighed, thinking of Christy. She was a virgin, and the thought of her laying there in Esme’s place… well… Rufus didn’t even dare to imagine it. There was no way Christy was going to break any rules. He looked back down at Esme, whose eyes were glazed. She lay there, legs still spread and as Mercer put away his tools, Rufus put his hands on her thighs. They were so soft. Slowly he stroked her, moving inward.

“Ever touch a girl’s cunt?” Mercer suddenly said, coming back to Rufus’ side. “Go ahead. Finger her. Hell, lick her clit. Touch her. Taste her. Feel her. You can.”

Rufus swallowed and moved his hand over Esme’s pussy. It felt hot and wet. For a moment, he just cupped her, his fingers laying along her labia. Then he pulled his hand back. “I want a lot more than that,” he said to Mercer, hoping the senior facilitator would tell him to go for it. Instead Mercer laughed.

“Wipe your hand on her thigh. No good getting girl goo everywhere. And I know. I do too, but we’ll get to that after I show you all the stations. And we only have about forty-five minutes left before the first period starts. Then we can choose where to start Esme, and I’ve been told that there is another female student who is being brought to In-School-Suspension as soon as the first period starts.”

Rufus blinked. “Really, who?”

Mercer shrugged. “Don’t know. Someone in trouble I guess.” He nodded. “But that means we’ll have three girls to attend to. So we need to get a move on. Help me get Esme loose.”

The two boys quickly released Esme’s legs and arms and helped her down from the table top.

“Thank you,” she said softly to Rufus, but she had to grip his arm to keep from falling over. Rufus didn’t mind and he walked her over to Station Two. Instead of a table, there was a rubber topped platform that backed up to a dildo, mounted sideways on a metal stand.

“Here, help me up? I have to kneel on the platform and impale myself,” Esme asked.. Rufus looked at her in surprise, but Mercer smiled. “Teaching the class now, Esme?”

The girl glared at him as she pushed herself up and then got on all fours. “Remember your promise, Mr. Mercer,” she warned. She glanced backward, wiggled her cute hips, and then pushed backward, impaling herself firmly on the large phallus. She let out a soft passionate groan and from the look on her face, Rufus figured getting impaled like that had to feel good.

“If you’ll put the straps around her calves,” Mercer said, pointing to Rufus. “We must make sure that her legs stay in exactly the right place. And take off her shoes and stockings. We can put one of those toe locks on. It holds her big toes together. I like to whip the soles of their feet. The arch is a very delicate spot and you can cause excruciating pain there without actually causing any damage.”

Esme’s eyes widened. “Mr. Mercer!”

“Oh,” said Rufus. “I can do that.” He tugged Esme’s shoes off and she whimpered, still already rocking as she fucked herself on the sideways phallus. “Lift up Esme,” Rufus ordered as he pulled down her stockings. She lifted each leg in turn, allowing Rufus to remove the elastic leggings. It took a bit to get them through the ankle cuffs, but once they were off, Rufus couldn’t help grinning as the soft curve of her instep was bared.

“Beautiful,” Mercer said simply.

“Don’t you dare touch my feet,” Esme spat, not that it did one lick of good. Mercer ran his fingers up and down her foot, just lightly touching her arch, and she gasped, twisting her ankle back and forth as she tried not to break out into laughter. Rufus grinned as Mercer tortured the girl, tickling her mercilessly, until she was quivering, her pussy still clenched tightly around the thick phallus on the stand.

“Okay, so as you can see, she’s already bucking on the dildo. We must discourage that sort of behavior. Which is why we have these,” Mercer finally said, pulling his hand away from Esme’s feet and grabbing a set of metal clamps. Both had pointed teeth, but what Rufus noticed were the pair of eight-inch-long chains that dangled from the clamps. The links were narrow and light and Rufus had trouble figuring out what they were for. They almost look decorative.

“Please! Mr. Mercer! Please don’t put those on me!” Esme wailed, flinching as Mercer reached up under Esme’s arms and grabbed her right tit. It took him a moment, and she cried out when the clamp bit down, but a moment later the chain dangled all the way to the platform she was kneeling on.

Mercer put the second clamp on, explaining as he went. “The metal chains will translate electricity and we are about to put a shock plate beneath her. The cool thing is that the shock plate has these non-conductive strips. Here, see? So, when I put it on the platform, as she rocks, fucking herself, the chain will drag back and forth as it swings. Isn’t that nice? Now we just need to connect these two wires here to this plug and turn the dial setting to level four, which is a nice sharp…”

“AAAagggh!!” Esme squealed. Then the cry stopped and she yelped again. Her manic thrusting ground to a halt as she struggled to find a spot on the metal tray where her nipples weren’t being fried. Mercer leaned over and flipped a switch Rufus hadn’t seen and the phallus Esme was mounted on began shaking violently. Esme squealed, struggling to hold still, but then she gave in, thrusting backward to drive the vibrator deeper. She mewled with pain as this caused the chains to swing, dragging back over the electrified metal strips, sending painful shocks up into her breasts.

“Isn’t that just beautiful?” Mercer asked, stepping back to watch as Esme struggled to hold still again, then just gave up, accepting the shocks to her nipples as she repeatedly impaled herself. “Look at the way she moves, the desperation on her face, the way the pain circulates through her at the same time the need for satisfaction drives her movements.” He grinned. “And if we need to, we can always increase the level of electricity. I’ve had some girls up to level eight. You should see them shaking from the stress as they bounce between the pain and need.” He held up a strange looking clamp and showed it to Rufus. “We also have these, just in case you need to take her to the next level,” he added, reaching under Esme’s leg.

“No! Please! You don’t have to! Sir! I’ve been good!” Esme squealed. But Mercer ignored her, and she whimpered as he attached the clamp to her clitoris.

“This is a pendulum clamp. There is a motor inside, which is why it weighs so much.” Rufus leaned down. The clamp itself hung on Esme’s clit, stretching out the soft little nub. The motor Mercer referred to was about eight inches away, suspended on a silver chain. “It is battery operated, so you have to check it before you put it on them, but the gyroscope inside detects alterations in angle. As the motor swings, it activates for a brief moment when it tilts. Here. Why don’t you tilt it?” He pointed to the motor hanging down between Esme’s thighs.

“Please! Don’t! Please!” She whimpered, but Rufus ignored her. Instead he grabbed the motor and tilted it almost completely on its side. Then he gasped and dropped the damn thing, as an intense vibration shot through his fingers.

Esme squealed, her body shaking and the reaction to the vibration was immediate. She jerked back, ramming herself onto the phallus and dragging the chains hanging from her tits back across the shock plate. The clamp on her clit swung from her movement, lurching forward again and giving her another violent vibrational jolt, straight to her clit. Which just made her jerk again. Rufus let out a laugh as Esme began shaking, fucking the phallus, mewling with pain and need and stress.

“This is usually when I turn up the power to level eight. That’s enough pain that it usually gives them enough motivation to hold still and just absorb the vibrations from the phallus.”

“Sir! You said I wouldn’t have to!” Esme practically sobbed. “You said if I came in early and was the example I wouldn’t have to…. AAARRGGGGHHHHHH!” She screamed. Rufus gaped and glanced at Mercer, who had cranked the electricity level to nine. Esme jerked wildly, her body twitching as she rammed herself back and forth on the phallus, the weighted pendulum clamp literally humming as it rocked, and her nipples hardened as electricity shot up to her tits. Then Mercer turned it back down to four and Esme let out a choked sob of relief.

“I said I wouldn’t leave you on it for an hour today. Not that I wouldn’t demonstrate its use to our new student aide,” Mercer said simply. But you’ve performed well enough.” He pointed at Esme’s feet. “Rufus, can you free her ankles and take that toe loop off?”

Rufus bit his lip. “I can, I mean… sure. But before I do, can you show me what you meant by ‘whipping her feet’?” He smiled. “I can’t help being curious.”

“Fuck…” Esme sobbed. “Please. I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to pass notes! I won’t do it again! Ever!”

Mercer nodded, ignoring the girl who still quivered and fucked herself on the sideways phallus. He twisted the electricity knob again, setting the power level to six, which only made Esme cry out as the chains dangling from the cruel clamps on her tits slid back and forth across the striped current plate. “Sure,” Mercer said. “You have lots of options. The sap is good. That’s the paddle I used on her cunt over at Station One. Or you can get one of the switches. Just plastic canes of various widths. I personally like the narrow whippy ones.” He went over to a cupboard, opened it, and withdrew a variety of instruments. “Plus, we have wire whips, leather floggers, strops, full paddles, and electric zappers.” He held up a red wand with a triangular end. He set everything down on a nearby end table, except for his thin, whippy cane, and came back to Esme. Rufus watched as the senior boy got into position, rubbed the bottoms of Esme’s feet with the side of the cane, and then like a golfer, did one test swing, then snapped the stick against her feet, aiming for the very center of her arches.

“FFUCK!” She screamed. “GOD DAMN THAT FUCKING HURT!”

Mercer looked up as her head twisted around, looking at him. Tears streamed from her cheeks. “So help me God, if you hit me…”

Mercer ignored her and nailed her again, mid-sentence and mid-foot. Esme wailed, trying to kick her feet. Of course, she also managed to jam herself hard on the phallus again, filling her wanton cunt with the thick vibrating rubber. The clamp on her clit swung hard, sending tremendous oscillations through her clit and she mewled as the pain hit her nipples.

Rufus inspected the bottoms of Esme’s feet, noting the developing welts. Both of them crossed the soft, delicate arches and he reached out to touch. Mercer nodded approval and Esme whimpered as Rufus felt the raised lines. “Damn, that must have really hurt.”

“Want to try?” Mercer asked, holding out the cane.

“Please don’t! Mercy! Please! I’ll do anything! You can fuck me! In the ass even!” Esme began blubbering. Rufus thought about it for a moment.

“Can I use the sap?” Rufus asked.

Mercer shrugged. “Sure. The sap will cause a really nice sting along the bottom of her feet. I recommend doing each foot separately, because then you can target her arch, then the ball and toes. Or you can go crosswise and get both heels, then the balls. But it’s your choice.

Esme was sobbing now, her feet trying to move but she had no way to go. Rufus raised the sap and brought it down firmly on her left foot, striking at the arch and then sliding the sap down over the ball of her foot to her toes. Esme shrieked, but Mercer shook his head.

“No, no, no. Not nearly hard enough. Do it again.”

Rufus grinned and swung a second time. The sap landed with a vicious crack and this time, as Esme went nuts, shaking and grinding backward on the phallus, already squealing as the electricity and vibrations flashed into her cunt and nipples, Mercer nodded in approval.

“Now the other foot,” he ordered. Rufus immediately swung and watched with satisfaction as Esme’s toes curled and she squawked loudly.

“Very good. I’m tempted to leave her here, but I did agree to limit her time in Station Two if she came in early so I could show you the various stations. And we’ve spent a bit more time on this one that I’d originally planned. If you’ll free her ankles and toes, I’ll take the nipple clamps off and unlock her wrists.”

Rufus nodded and set down the sap. It only took a moment to free Esme’s legs and the moment the electricity was turned off, she slumped down, crying in relief. Mercer seemed to ignore it and removed the clamps from her nipples before freeing her wrists.

“What about the clamp on her clit?” Rufus asked, pointing at the gyroscope activated motor.

Mercer nodded. “Leave it on her. It will be beneficial with the next station.” He lifted her off the platform and then held her upright, keeping her from falling to the floor in a wet and sodden heap. “Come on, Esme. Stand up or we’ll skip Station Three and go straight to the Tiptoe Cradle.”

Esme gasped and looked up. “What? No! That’s not fair!” She scrambled to her feet as Rufus gave Mercer a curious look.

“The tiptoe cradle?”

Mercer pointed. “Station Eight.”

Rufus looked in that direction, but Mercer was already moving to Station Three. Rufus sighed and followed along as the senior boy pushed Esme into the next partition. Esme flinched as she was forced to step onto a squarish, rubber coated platform. Two chains dangled down and Mercer manhandled her around and then secured her wrist cuffs together behind her back.

“Station Three is also referred to as the butt hook scale,” he explained simply. He moved Esme into the center of the platform and then opened a small cabinet nearby. Rufus watched as Mercer extracted a metal hook, the end a thick, golf-ball sized sphere which Mercer lubed by the simple expediency of thrusting it into Esme’s cunt. She yelped, then winced as the cold metal penetrated her pussy, but otherwise made no comment. Then Mercer moved around to her backside, slid the hook down between the girl’s buttocks, and pulled upward.

“Fuck!” She muttered, wincing as the steel ball was thrust deep into her ass. Mercer pulled until she was on tiptoe and then connected the hook to the chain that dangled down behind her.

“Now her front,” he explained. He turned Esme back around and then produced a set of clover clamps connected on a single chain. He quickly put them on her tits, crushing her nipples firmly enough that she whimpered and looked away, pain flickering across her face. Then he pulled the chain upward and attached it to the metal links hanging from the ceiling.

“Oh,” said Rufus. “I get it. Balance!”

Mercer chuckled. “You’re very perceptive. Hit that switch on the wall to release the binder and we’ll see what Esme prefers, though if yesterday’s session was a good indicator, she’ll go with the ass hook. At least until her calves burn out.”

Esme groaned and stayed lifted on her toes as Rufus hit the switch. There was a moment when she dropped down, flat footed on the floor and Rufus noted that doing so caused the hook in her ass to pull on the chain, which then yanked on her nipple clamps, drawing her entire bosom upward in what looked like an incredibly painful draw. She whimpered, then rose back up on her toes.

“That is impressive,” Rufus said simply. “So we just leave her like this?

Mercer shrugged. “That’s an option if you’re busy and have another girl to punish. But I like getting creative. For example, you can lower her down just a bit, put a spreader bar on her legs to open her up, and then the gyroscopic clamp really gets active as she thrusts back and forth. I’ve stuffed their pussies with vibroballs to up the sexual tension and you can always grab a pencil vibrator and apply it to her clit and nipples.”

Rufus thought about it and then nodded. “Yes. I see that.”

Mercer studied Esme for a moment, watching her suffer. “Still, that’s about all there is to the Butt Scale. This is more a long-term torment, so just seeing how I put Esme into it isn’t really that helpful. Observing how she suffers it for an hour would be way better. Maybe we do that in first period. Her calves will give out, forcing her to practically hang from the butt hook, which also will pull on her nipples. It’s excruciating. But for now, we’ll release her nipples and take the hook out of her ass.”

Rufus nodded. “Then Station Four?”

Mercer nodded as he released the clover clamps. Esme let out tiny cries of pain as the blood rushed back into her crushed nubs. “Yes, though I like to call it the Deep Throat Spanker.” She dropped down slightly and Mercer flicked the switch on the wall, which loosened the chain enough for him to remove the hook. Esme gave Rufus a pained look, her eyes begging him to spare her, but then Mercer grabbed her arm, her hands still secured behind her back, and forced her over to the Deep Throat Spanker.

“The concept is simple,” Mercer started to explain as he pushed down on Esme’s shoulder. She dropped, spreading her legs over what looked like a sybian saddle, a small rubber phallus sticking straight up. “The girl is mounted on the seat with that short little cock in her. See the rubber dick on the wall in front of her head? You have to adjust it to the right height so she can suck on it. Like this,” he added, demonstrating how to slide the rubber dick up and down. “The cock has two pressure switches on it. The first just detects if the cock is being sucked, licked, or otherwise manipulated. It takes some work, but if the girl is doing a decent job, the sensor tells the probe inside her to corkscrew around her cunt, working her into a nice froth. Maybe not enough to cum, but more than enough to make her horny as hell.” Mercer pointed to another switch.

“If she deepthroats the thing, her chin will hit this plate and that will start up a five second, high level vibration, in addition to the corkscrewing. So, basically we are training them to suck cock and deepthroat with stimulation as a reward.”

Rufus gave Mercer a curious look. “Then why do you call it a spanker?” He asked.

Mercer grinned. “See here?” He asked, pointing to the saddle right behind Esme’s exposed ass. “If she doesn’t do a passable job sucking cock, even for a second, this leather paddle snaps up and gives her ass a nice hard spank.” He leaned down and secured her ankle cuffs to a pair of eye hooks embedded in the saddle. A retractable bar, like what is used on rollercoasters, was pushed over her thighs to keep her firmly planted. Then Mercer pressed a button on the side of the machine with his toe and Esme yelped, her hips grinding.

“Warn a girl!” She blurted out, but then her head locked down on the cock in front of her and Rufus watched as she hungrily devoured it.

“Wow,” Rufus said, impressed. “She’s quite voracious.”

Mercer chuckled. “She knows what will happen if she stops, even for a second.” He tapped Esme on the shoulder. “Can you please show him?”

Esme tried shaking her head, while keeping the cock in her mouth. Mercer sighed and then reached down and tickled the bottom of Esme’s foot, right along the welt that was still visible across her arch.

The cocksucking girl gurgled, eyes widening as she twisted her ankle desperately. Mercer didn’t stop and after only a few seconds, she yanked her head off the cock, protesting. “No! Don’t tickle me! Please don’t…”

*CRACK*

Rufus jumped as the leather paddle slipped backward and Mercer straightened up. Esme yelped, then jammed her face back down on the sucking cock, working it vigorously.

“Oh. I see now,” Rufus said with a grin.

Mercer nodded. “An hour on this thing will teach even the most recalcitrant girl good style when it comes to fellatio.” He checked his watch. “We’re a little behind, so as much as I’d like to leave her on this thing to show you how quick the girls tire, I’d like to move on.” He tapped the off switch with his toe and Esme groaned, pulling back off the cock on the wall. Saliva dripped from her chin, splattering her bare chest.

“I hate that thing,” she muttered, puckering her lips since she couldn’t wipe her face with her hands. Mercer moved the restraining bar and then unclipped her ankle cuffs. Carefully, she stood up, letting out a small groan as her pussy came free of the phallus.

“Does the corkscrew sensation feel good?” Rufus asked suddenly. Esme blinked.

“You’re asking me?” Esme looked at him a little fearfully. Rufus nodded.

She looked down. “It’s horrible because it does feel good. It’s a very different sensation and is very arousing. It’s why I hate it. Yesterday I came twice on this thing.”

Mercer grabbed her arm and tugged her sideways. She almost stumbled as he pulled her into the next station. There was a tall seat, looking almost like a stool, except that it had a thick, black rubber plug mounted fairly far back.

“The girl is seated so that the plug goes in her ass,” he explained, helping Esme up into the chair. It took them almost twenty seconds to get the plug aligned with her bottom and then Mercer pushed down on her hips as Esme groaned. “Once she’s mounted, you turn her around to face the device.” Actions matched his words and Rufus watched as Esme was turned so that her back was to him. He moved to the side and saw that she had no place to put her feet, except in two convenient stirrups. The second she placed her toes on the pads, rubber gaskets inflated, locking her feet in place. A whirring motor sound followed and a strange looking wheel moved into place between her legs.

“It’s like a bicycle wheel,” Mercer said, “except instead of a rubber tire, each of the five wheels has a different sort of texture or function. This first one is soft rubber. See the bumps? Each one is firm, but flexible, and as the wheel spins each bump is going to hit her clit, then the elongated bit at the back of each bump will slide through her folds, wriggling like an eel.” He activated the machine and Rufus watched in amazement as the wheel moved even closer to Esme’s exposed pussy and began rotating. When the first raised ridge hit Esme’s clit, she jerked, then closed her eyes with a groan. Then the second bump struck her. And a third. The wheel wasn’t even spinning fast.

“The speed of each wheel increases until she reaches the end of the ten minute timer. Then the machine switches to another wheel. The next one is what I like to call the ‘ridgeline’. It’s just a non-stop rubber ridge about three inches tall that slides across her clit, dips into her cunt, cuts through her labia, rubs the perineum, and then even flutters against her anus.” He pressed an override button and the clit bumping wheel moved away from Esme’s dripping pussy and a new wheel moved into place. Rufus could see why Mercer called it the “Ridgeline.”

“The third wheel is a punishment wheel and has these small, leather straps mounted in clusters,” Mercer went, again hitting the control panel. Rufus watched intently, wanting to learn and the wheel spinning through Esme’s legs retracted and moved to the side. A new torment slipped into place and Rufus watched as Esme stiffened, her body pulling back. She had nowhere to go however and a moment later, as the wheel spun up to speed, the clumps of leather strands began smacking her roughly between the legs. Mercer pressed another button and the wheel sped up.

“You can override the speed too. I love this part. See how the leather strands are mostly dry right now? Well, as wet as she is, those strands are going to start soaking up pussy juice, which will make them sting when this thing really gets going.”

Rufus nodded. The sight of those thin leather cords striking Esme’s pussy was almost intoxicating, but he could see how they were already opening her petals, forcing her labia apart, and then dipping into her slit. Esme was wincing, flinching almost involuntarily as the leather tore at her sex. Mercer blinked and then shook his head. “Right. The fourth wheel is one I call ‘coral’, mostly because I don’t know what else to call it, and it rubs her entire pussy non-stop. That’s the last of the pleasant wheels.” He hit the appropriate button and Esme gasped in relief as the leather flogging wheel backed away and was replaced by the most bizarre looking one yet. It was made of soft, flexible rubber and consisted of a maze of strange bumps, protuberances, waves, and ridges. As it pressed against Esme’s sex, her eyelids fluttered and she groaned loudly. This time her loins pressed forward and she even began thrusting.

“Faster please?” She begged, but Mercer ignored her.

“The last wheel, in my opinion, is the best. Though I guess from Esme’s perspective, it is the worst. It’s got ten leather paddles that just spank her cunt non-stop for the entire ten minutes. I guarantee you, each girl riding is going to be so noisy during the last ten minutes that you’ll seriously think about gagging them.” He pressed a button and the “coral” wheel began to retract. Then Mercer blinked and pointed at a nearby cabinet. “Ball gags are in there.”

Rufus nodded with a chuckle. “Understood.” He looked down at Esme, who was trembling as the new wheel moved into place. It wasn’t going very fast, and Rufus watched as the wheel rotated slowly and the first leather paddle flopped down onto Esme’s pussy. She jerked slightly but didn’t even cry out.

“That doesn’t seem very painful,” Rufus said.

Mercer chuckled. “The wheel starts off deliberately. There are ten paddles and it's designed to hit her clit at about one stroke every two seconds. It takes twenty seconds for the wheel to complete a full turn. That’s not enough kinetic force to swing the paddles. They just sort of fall on her pussy. But by the time she’s five minutes in, the speed has doubled. To about this.” He pressed the rotation speed button and the wheel sped up significantly. Rufus watched with interest as the leather paddles were all now fully extended and instead of a slow beat, Esme cried out, her teeth clenched, as the ten paddles managed to strike her pussy with both heat and speed.

“That’s about two per second?” Rufus asked as the sound of the leather smacking Esme’s exposed cunt became a staccato drum. Esme squealed, struggling in the restraints, trying to move her loins away from the paddle. Mercer nodded. “I imagine this stings pretty good, but here’s what it looks like at full speed.”

“Wait! Please! No!” Gasped Esme, but it was too late. Mercer had already overridden the controls. The wheel suddenly began whirling and Esme threw her head back crying out as the leather paddles began pounding her sex. The boys watched for almost thirty seconds as she blubbered and thrashed, tears pouring down her cheeks. Then Mercer sighed in happiness and shook his head.

“As much as I’d love to leave her here like this, we are on a schedule. Besides, the Frying Chair is next.” He pressed the stop button and the leather paddles began slowing. The wheel moved away from Esme’s pussy and Rufus was shocked to see how red it was.

And wet.

“Wow. She’s um… aroused.” Rufus said casually to Mercer, pointing at Esme’s freshly paddled pussy. Mercer’s eyebrow went up and he looked down between Esme’s legs.

“My goodness, Esme. Did you like that?” Mercer teased. He reached down and casually ran his fingers through her folds, causing her to buck again, moaning. When he drew his hand back, his nails were dripping goo. “Impressive. Well then, the Fryer is going to be extremely difficult for her.” He began releasing Esme from the Wheel.

Rufus was already looking over to the next station and he pursed his lips. “Is that some sort of fucking machine?” He asked, looking at the heavy plastic and metal chair. Mercer pulled Esme up from the Wheel, the sound of the anal plug leaving her ass making a sucking sound. “You’re very astute. It is indeed a sort of fucking chair.”

“But why do you call it the Fryer?” Rufus asked curiously as Mercer manhandled Esme over to the next station. Rufus followed, watching as Mercer pushed Esme down into the seat. Or what looked sort of like a seat. There was space for her buttocks, but also an open ridge going deep, exposed two tapered phallic probes, both positioned for optimal penetration. Rufus’s eyes went just a little wide, since the probes were both made of white rubber and had some sort of measurement scaled inlaid along the side. Rufus felt his own sphincter clench as Esme got settled. Mercer tilted the chair back and Esme lifted her arms above her head, allowing Mercer to secure the bondage cuffs on her wrists to a bar by the headrest. Esme lifted her own legs, placing her calves into the stirrups. Her cute little feet dangled in the air and as Mercer moved down to her left leg, he pointed at Rufus who immediately moved opposite.

“Thanks. The Fryer is one of the more complicated pieces of equipment to get a girl strapped to and it normally takes three or four minutes just to get it all set. The nice thing is that once she’s in there, you can just leave it so you can monitor one of the other girls.” Mercer strapped her calf down, then reached across her waist and pulled a leather belt across her waist. Rufus smiled and Mercer nodded. “Don’t want her hips going anywhere.” Another strap just under her arms and above her breasts completed the binding process and Mercer produced a heavy plastic clamp with wires running to the side of the machine. “Here,” he said, handing the clamp to Rufus. “Put that on her right breast. On the nipple.”

Rufus took the clamp. “Straight out or hanging?” He asked.

Mercer looked up, just a tad bit surprised, but then he grinned. “Like I said, astute. Which do you think is better?”

Rufus didn’t even have to think about it. “Straight,” he said firmly. “The weight of the clamp will twist her nipple a bit, and as heavy as this one is, that’s a good thing.”

Mercer nodded, an impressed look on his face. “Precisely. I almost never put on clamps from the bottom. Some facilitators do. But I think milking every bit of added discomfort is sort of our mandate here.” He held up a second clamp and without a word of warning, simply put it on Esme’s left nipple. She gasped, eyes widening as her teeth clenched. Rufus gave her only a second or two before he added the other clamp, the pincers biting down painfully. The new facilitator couldn’t help admiring how the two clamps jiggled with each of Esme’s breaths.

“At this point, I like to start the probes,” Mercer explained, pressing a small green button on the side of the machine. “They’re pressure sensitive, and a targeting camera makes sure that the probes are aimed correctly. They are also self-lubricating.” Esme suddenly gasped, eyes widening, and she tried to squirm. Rufus saw that the very thick and now impressively long phallus pushed into the bound girl’s cunt with unusual ease. It went inordinately deep and from the way Esme squealed, was quite uncomfortable.

Or maybe it was the anal probe, thought Rufus.

A grinding sound came from the machine and the phallus in Esme’s pussy retracted, but only partially. Rufus suddenly appreciated the scale and saw that almost eight inches of rubber came out, only to get pushed back in rather quickly. Esme groaned and Rufus couldn’t tell if she was loving it or hating it.

Mercer held out two squarish white pads, each with a wire coming off of it. “These are electrostim tabs. You basically can put these anywhere on her body, except over her heart. I personally like putting one on the ball of her foot, then the heel. That will cause the electricity to jump across her arch.” He showed Rufus as he spoke, placing the tabs on Esme’s left foot. He handed a fresh set to Rufus, then grabbed a third pair of stim tabs. “Another great spot is her inner thigh.” Mercer put the pads just an inch from her gaping sex, the probe still jacking in and out of Esme’s cunt. Rufus finished Esme’s right foot and then reached out for another set. “You can also put pads on abdomen, arms, underboobs, and hands,” Mercer added. “But we don’t have time for all that. This will be enough for you to get the idea.” He watched as Rufus finished. “Now step back, because you don’t want to be touching her when I turn it on.”

Mercer pressed a red button this time and Esme yelped, jerking wildly for almost fifteen seconds. Her face was a mask of pain and Rufus watched in fascination as her body trembled violently. The fucking machine sped up too, hammering hard at her cunt and ass, pounding the thick rubber probes in and out.  Then she slumped in the chair, letting out a frustrated sob.

“I turned the power to halfway, but usually the machine cycles through the hour, slowly turning the power up. The fist thirty minutes is actually pretty pleasant for the girl, except for the fact that she’s being brutally butt and cunt fucked,” Mercer explained. “By the end of the hour though, the power is turned up really high and the girls tend to shriek near the end.” He patted Esme on the leg. “You rode it yesterday, Esme. What did you think?”

Esme looked at him, her huge brown eyes watering with pain and lust and need and even a touch of anger. “I hate you,” she whispered. “I hate you! This is wrong! And evil! And cruel! And…”

Mercer frowned and touched another button. Esme cried out, her words garbled and her back arched, even though her bottom and pussy couldn’t move. Rufus watched her fingers tightened into fists and her toes curled as she shook.

“And that’s the highest level. Usually they’re only frying like this for four or five minutes. And of course, unlike Esme here, they’re so close to cumming that they can barely think.” He paused, admiring how Esme twitched, unable to even speak. “I’m guessing Esme is thinking hard about how she talks to a teacher”

Esme’s eyes flickered to Rufus and she made a sound through the pain. It sounded like “please.”

Rufus frowned. “Um… Mr. Mercer? I know we have two more stations, but can’t we leave her on this for awhile? I think she needs to have the lesson reinforced.”

Mercer looked at Esme, then glanced at the other two stations. “Well,” he said skeptically. “I’m not sure we can do that. We only have about ten more minutes before first period and I guarantee that we’ll be getting at least one new girl, maybe even two. Plus we’ll have Esme to torture.” He shook his head. “Sorry Rufus. I know she needs to spend some more time getting shocked, but I have to show you the last two stations. But if you’d like, we can put her back in this one when first period starts.”

Rufus nodded. “Okay,” he agreed. “I was just asking.”

“Your instincts are good. I’d leave her on this one too right now, but I’ve just got to show you how the other two stations work.” He pressed the red button again and Esme slumped once more, crying pitifully. But then she groaned, whimpering as it took the machine a few more seconds to stop pumping the phallic probes and withdraw them from her body. Mercer was already removing the electro stim tabs from her feet and thighs as Rufus began undoing the straps that held her into the fucking chair.

Esme didn’t move as she was freed and Mercer had to pull her out of the chair and drag her over to the stocks. The girl clearly didn’t want to cooperate, but wasn’t actively resisting. At one point her knees buckled and she fell down to the floor. Mercer sighed.

“Esme, I don’t have time for rebellion. You agreed to this in order to keep from being put in Station Two. Now if you don’t stand up, not only are you reneging on our agreement and that will be where you start, but I’ll add another day of In-School-Suspension to your punishment.”

Esme glanced up, eyes widening with fear. She wiped a hand across her face, took a ragged breath, and stood slowly. Mercer was already at the stocks, opening the modern metal band and Esme, a resigned look on her face, lifted her chin and placed her neck in the opening. Her hands filled the other two dimples in the bar and Mercer closed it, the locking mechanism clicking.

“You’ll notice that unlike medieval stocks, this one is an upright,” Mercer said, pointing. “You can, and should, adjust the height using this button, which powers the motor to lift it. Once you get her in you should have her spread her legs wide and secure her ankle cuffs to the sides of the stocks.”

Esme obediently, and without instruction, spread her legs. It was a strain and Rufus noticed she had to lift up on tiptoe to do it. The arches of her feet looked smooth and delicate, except where the red lines were etched. Mercer bent down and secured her ankles with a pair of metal clips and Rufus suddenly imagined his girlfriend in a similar position. Christy would have looked so…

“Now, this is the station where your creativity can really shine,” Mercer said. “This latch will cause the entire brace to tilt. Like this.” Mercer touched the frame and suddenly the upright seemed to break, with Esme’s head and hands tilting forward. The entire machine was a masterpiece, with the top counterbalanced by the portions of the upright frame moving to offset the top. It locked into place, holding Esme perfectly bent over, her breasts dangling deliciously from her chest.

“From here you can do just about anything. We have dildo stands which I like to use on their mouths and bottoms. There is a portable fucking machine you position between her legs to pound at her pussy. We’ve got massager poles, so if you want to have it press to her clit you can.”

Rufus nodded eagerly. “What about that gyroscoping pendulum clamp? Can I use that?”

Mercer grinned. “Oh, absolutely. I’ve hung clover clamps on tits before, and then added weight over the next hour. I’ve also taken the flogger and done a thorough whipping. Even right up between her legs. You can spank the girl too. Or whip her tits. Whatever you want to do.”

Rufus paused. “Even fuck her?” He asked plaintively. “Because I’m going to admit that I’m a little tense right now.”

Mercer let out a laugh. “Honestly? Me too. Esme is a sweet little fuck,” he said, slapping her ass hard and eliciting a yelp from the bent over vixen. “Aren’t you?”

Esme nodded. “Yes sir. Please fuck me.”

Mercer tapped his watch. “Not yet, girl. You have to demonstrate the saddle and then we will see about relieving poor Rufus’ needs. Presuming he doesn’t get distracted by a fresh little strumpet coming for punishment,” Mercer added. He pressed the release mechanism on the stock frame and it tipped back upright, allowing Esme to straighten. She groaned and tilted her head back and forth as Mercer unlocked her ankles, then opened the restraining bar. Esme turned and gave him a resigned look. “The tiptoe cradle?” She asked pensively. Mercer nodded. “It’s the only one left,” he said brightly.

“Unless you count the whipping chain,” Esme muttered.

Mercer laughed. “We don’t.” He turned to Rufus. “That’s where she was hanging this morning when you first got here. It’s sort of like a stasis point to put a girl in if you're waiting on a station to open up.” He pointed to the strange pedestal under the number eight and Esme walked over, shoulders slumped. Rufus and Mercer followed along. The pedestal itself was made of stainless steel and seemed very sturdy. A single post was mounted in the center of a platform and as Rufus got closer, he realized that the post was actually adjustable in height with a pneumatic system hidden under the platform. A saddle was welded to the top of the post, but instead of a wide, comfortable seat, there was an impressive ridge, almost a point, dulled only slightly. Then the sides of the saddle sloped downward sharply, creating a wedge that resembled an axe head, facing upward. Rufus put his finger on the edge, discovering that it sloped upward and to the rear of the saddle. It wasn’t sharp, but there was no way it could possibly be comfortable.

“The key to the tiptoe cradle is how you start them off,” Mercer said, pushing Esme forward. The cradle itself was only midthigh on her and she stumbled forward, the metal wedge slipping against her soft inner thighs. Rufus heard her whimper as Mercer secured her hands behind her back once again. “There’s a ring with two loops down at the bottom. See it?” Mercer asked. Rufus bent down, looking past Esme’s pretty ankles and bright, pink painted toenails.

“Yes,” Rufus replied. “Connect her ankle cuffs?” He asked, kneeling. Mercer smiled.

“Yes. The ring is loose so it will allow her to go up and down, but won’t allow her to spread her legs or get off the saddle.”

Rufus quickly secured Esme’s legs to the post, then took the opportunity to run his hand up her flank and over her buttock. She gave him a look, but didn’t say anything. Then Rufus looked at Mercer.

“To be frank, this is probably one of the most excruciating stations. Over a fifty minute time period, the post will lift incrementally, until she’s sitting on the cradle.”

Rufus’ jaw dropped. “Sitting?” He exclaimed. “Isn’t that… well… painful?”

Esme gave him a dark, disgusted look. “You have no fucking idea,” she muttered. Mercer ignored her.

“The key is to start them off flat footed, but with the saddle barely touching their pussy. Here, I’ll show you.” He pressed a button on the side of the platform with his toe. There was a soft hiss and the cradle rose slowly. Esme glanced down and even bent her legs a bit, trying to get a little lower. Rufus watched as the metal edge got higher and higher and then Esme gasped softly, thrusting her hips a bit and wriggling. “Girls with experience,” Mercer said simply. “Know that the best place to position the edge is inside of the labia. Otherwise, it will eventually pinch. Though doing it at the beginning is pointless. The real trick is for her not to tire herself out by lifting up. See how she’s deliberately squatting a little bit? I raise it up until her legs are straight.”

Esme whimpered a little as the edge slid into her pussy and she began rocking back and forth. Rufus was surprised to see so much fluid on the edge.

“Oww! Okay! Okay!” She blurted out, glaring at Mercer.

The senior facilitator pointed at Esme’s groin. “See how her legs are straight now? That’s the minimal starting point. But if she’s being a problem, one thing you can do is give it another half inch.” He toed the button again and Esme mewled and lifted herself clear of the saddle, a frantic look at Mercer. “This will force her to either ride it now to spare her calves later, or take away the five to ten minute grace period she would have gotten at the beginning.”

Rufus thought about it for a moment. “You know, the psychological stress of knowing you’re about to be riding the cradle has got to be almost as bad as doing it. Can you imagine? Bound and helpless, feeling the edge sliding up your thighs, knowing it's about to bite into your cunt?”

Mercer looked at Rufus and then grunted. “Huh. I hadn’t thought of that. Psychological punishment?”

Rufus grinned. “Yeah, well, I was just thinking about my girlfriend. Every time I look at her I’m struggling with my desire, hoping I’ll get the chance to sate myself, all while knowing it's unlikely.”

Mercer frowned. “Cock-tease, huh?”

Rufus’ eyes widened. “What? Oh! No. Not at all. Christy is just a prude. Gorgeous, sweet, adorable, fun to be with, but… she’s resisted every attempt I’ve made at having sex.”

“Well, you can always sate your desires with Esme, and with whatever girl is here. You’ll have a class period each day. Just remember that your job isn’t self-satisfaction. It’s to facilitate the punishment due to these students.”

Rufus nodded. “I will,” he said assuredly, then glanced back at Esme. “No nipple clamps?” He asked wickedly. Mercer laughed.

“If you want, that’s fine. I normally put them on the girl riding. We were just pressed for time. And speaking of that, I’m going to raise the edge so you can see what she looks like trying to ride it.” His toe pushed on the button again and the cradle began to slowly rise.

“Wait! Please! Don’t!” Blurted Esme, rising up on tiptoe. Rufus glanced down, watching as she began to shift her weight from one foot to the other, practically dancing as she struggled to keep her weight from pressing her pussy against the edge. More girl goo was smeared liberally up and down the center of the cradle as Esme rocked back and forth.

“Normally, they bounce,” commented Mercer, his voice matter-of-fact, as if he were unfazed by Esme’s predicament. “Her calves tire after a few minutes and she has no choice but to drop down, resting her weight right on the edge. For most of the time period, it is a constant up and down. It is only the last few minutes that the cradle moves up to a point where she can no longer touch the ground.”

Esme squealed. “No! Please Mr. Mercer! Don’t!” But then the ring holding her ankles to the post rattled and she let out a sharp cry as even her toes lifted up. Rufus took a step back as she bucked, thrusting her hips desperately in search of a position that didn’t inflict agony upon her poor cunt. She tried to use her feet to find purchase, but there was nothing there and her sobs of pain filled the room. Mercer stood quietly, watching with satisfaction as she twitched violently and then, with a shuddering cry, stopped moving, surrendering to the insoluble pain.

The bell rang, indicating that the first period was just 5 minutes away and students needed to get to their class.

Mercer glanced over his shoulder, then hit the release button with his foot. The cradle sank back down quickly and Esme almost fell to the floor. Mercer grabbed her and steadied her as she stood there, still secured to the cradle, but no longer suffering the biting edge to her pussy.

“Any questions?” Mercer asked.

Rufus blinked and ran a hand through his hair. “My God, I just… I just don’t know. You’ve taught me so much! I feel like I’ve only scratched the surface!”

Mercer smiled. “You aren’t wrong. This is going to take days of experimentation. All of today in fact, and tomorrow. Then you’ll return to your normal class schedule and take over fourth period. And we’ll need to talk about how we take the girls to lunch.”

“Right, lunch.” Rufus said in wonder, still looking at Esme. “Are you… uh… going to take her off the cradle?”

Mercer glanced down at Esme, then shook his head. “No. She’ll get to ride this first today. It will make her pussy nice and sore so when she goes back on the Fryer and gets fucked hard, it will hurt a bit more.” Mercer smiled. “Besides, the psychological torment will be exquisite.” He stepped away from Esme. She gave him a horrified look, but Mercer was already pushing the button, raising the cradle back up to Esme’s pussy.

“Please? At least put some vibroballs in me?” She begged.

Mercer considered her request, then shook his head. “No. You’re supposed to be suffering.”

Esme looked down, tears coming back to her eyes. She held still as the metal edge of the cradle came back into contact with her pussy. She didn’t flinch though, even when it pressed up into her slit. But then she hissed, coming up on the balls of her feet, lifting her pussy clear of the edge.

“Bastard,” she spat, looking away.

Mercer nodded. “I’ll get some clamps.” He turned and moved toward the cabinet, when there came a knock from the door. Mercer looked up and pointed at Rufus. “Can you get it? It’s probably our next charge, here for punishment. You’ll handle her torture for the day and I’ll be here to watch and make sure everything goes smoothly.”

Rufus grinned, sudden excitement rushing through him. There was going to be another girl needing punishment. Naked. Vulnerable. Pliant. He rubbed his hands together and then reached down, adjusting his hard on. He wondered who he was going to fuck first. The new girl, or Esme? He grabbed the knob and opened the door, already hearing someone yelling on the other side.

“NO! I’m fucking innocent! You’ve got the wrong girl! NO! YOU CAN’T! NOT IN-SCHOOL-SUSPENSION! PLEASE! NO! PLEASE! MY GOD! SOMEONE! HELP!”

Rufus opened the door and found himself staring into a face he knew well. Her eyes widened and her mouth dropped in horror. “Rufus?” Christy gasped. Tears already marred her cheeks and she stood awkwardly, held firmly by the hands of two office aides on either side. From the disheveled looks of the two aides, Christy had not come willingly.

Rufus blinked. “Christy? What are you doing here?”

She let out a sob of relief. “I was framed! They said I plagiarized the report I turned in last week! I didn’t! I swear I didn’t!” She hung her head, crying. “I don’t know why this is happening!”

The two office aides holding her gave Rufus a direct look. “We’re remanding her to your custody,” the one on the left said, pushing Christy forward. “Two days, In-School-Suspension.” Christy yelped as she fell into Rufus’ arms. Then the two aides walked off, the door shutting behind them. Christy held onto Rufus tightly, her entire body trembling.

Rufus held her, the softness of her breasts against his chest. He wondered if she could feel his raging hard-on. Then Mercer appeared in his view, holding a pair of black leather wrist cuffs.

And Rufus nodded.

“Wha?” Christy yipped as Mercer grabbed her wrist and began buckling the cuff on. Rufus held her tightly. “What are you doing?” She asked incredulously, looking up at her boyfriend. Mercer was quick and started working on her other hand before she even realized.

“I’m sorry, Christy. There are rules,” Rufus said apologetically. “You’re here. In-School-Suspension. To be punished. And I’m not your boyfriend. Not now.”

“But… but… I’m your girlfriend! You’re my boyfriend!”

Mercer stepped back as Rufus let go. “I’m your punishment facilitator and he is my student aide. You are a student in need of severe punishment. You will now remove your clothes.”

Christy shrank back, bringing her arms up to her chest, a look of horror on her face. “What? Are you insane? Never! NEVER DO YOU HERE ME!?

Mercer smiled and looked at Rufus. “Would you care to do the honors?” He asked.

Rufus grinned. “Absolutely.” Then he lunged.

The only thing to be heard above the sound of tearing cloth, was Christy’s cry.

***

“I thought you said she was a prude?” Mercer said a few minutes later, after they manhandled Christy onto the Fryer. The rubber ball gag in her mouth had done wonders to quiet her down and Rufus put the wired clamp on her clit. She jerked, mewling into the gag.

“To be honest, I’m shocked,” he said plainly. “I’d never have suspected. No bra and no panties? I mean, I thought she followed every school rule.” He sighed. “I thought she was a prude.”

Mercer nodded. “Sometimes it’s for the best when we find out these things early. Of course, it means she’ll get two additional days of In-School-Suspension. Hopefully tomorrow she doesn’t make the same mistake.”

Rufus nodded and started to put a set of stim tabs on the bottoms of Christy’s bare right foot. “You know, it’s possible for a girl to stay here indefinitely.”

Mercer laughed. “Possible, but not likely. It is, after all, punishment.” He set another set of stim tabs on Christy’s thighs. “Ready?”

Rufus nodded. “Impale her.”

Mercer pressed the button and the two scaled and marked phalli pushed upward, into Christy, thrusting into her bottom and pussy. She squealed; eyes filled with tears. Rufus watched happily as the fucking machine started screwing his girlfriend in both holes, pounding away hard. Then he moved to the controls, and under Mercer’s watchful eye, turned up the electricity. Christy jerked, eyes widening, looking at Rufus desperately as the junior facilitator stepped back.

“Nicely done,” Mercer said. He paused, then nudged Rufus. “Check out Esme.”

In the next station, Esme was bouncing on the cradle, the bell clamps on her nipples ringing non-stop as she shuddered and jerked and suffered. Christy let out a low, undulating moan, her toes curling as her body was subjected to deep thrusts and the increasingly intense voltage, shocks running through her clit, both nipples, across the bottoms of her feet, and her thighs. Rufus didn’t know where to look first. Esme’s slick, glistening pussy, getting split by the cradle each time her calves gave out, or his sexually resistant girlfriend, spread open wide, both holes jammed full of firm rubber, getting repeatedly shocked.

“Damn,” Rufus said. “This is a great job.”

Suddenly, there was another knock at the door and Mercer smiled. “Someone’s late to In-School-Suspension. That means extra punishment. He walked over and opened the door as Rufus watched a petite brunette with huge breasts walked into the room, a wicked expression on her face.

“Good Morning, Mr. Mercer,” she said politely.

“Jenni,” Mercer replied. “Day four, I believe? Hopefully you’ve learned your lesson?”

She grinned, eyelids lowering as her fingers began unfastening the buttons under her little tie. She pulled back the sides of her shirt to expose two magnificent breasts with gorgeous pink nipples. Rufus blinked as he saw the numerous welts, bruises, and blemishes were she’d already been punished.

“Clearly not,” Mercer replied. “No bra.”

Her skirt dropped next and she stepped out of it with a kick.

“Or panties,” she declared with a grin.

“Station one, Jenni,” Mercer said. She practically skipped her way over to the table and hopped up, spreading her legs wide. Rufus looked back at Mercer.

“This… this is incredible!” He declared.

Mercer clapped him on the back. “I’m glad you approve. I think you’re going to make a phenomenal student aide. Now let’s go torture them properly.”

Rufus nodded. “Yes sir!”


Teacher’s Lounge Fun

Jenni let out a soft gasp as she slid the book into the empty space on the shelf, setting the binding even with the other tomes. For a moment she just enjoyed the sensation, eyes closed, almost panting as the pleasure swirled up through her. Slowly she pulled her right hand away from the book. With a groan, she matched the movement with her other hand, gently pulling her middle finger out of the wet, warm crevasse it had just been in. The hem of her blue and white plaid skirt dropped back down, but she didn’t bother trying to wipe away the copious amounts of lubrication making her skin glisten. Instead she picked up another book and after a quick and guilty glance around, pushed the book into its appropriate place at the exact same time she once more penetrated herself.

She knew what she was doing was wrong. In fact, just going without panties was a violation of the school rules and regulations, the consequences of which involved corporal punishment. She’d even been checked, twice, to verify she was wearing her panties and bra that morning. The vice principal had pulled her aside in the hall, putting his hand between her legs, stroking her labia through the cotton and looking disappointed, and once by the librarian herself as her aide had reported for duty at the start of the class period.

But Jenni’s desire to finger herself while stocking books was too strong and she’d slipped into the A/V closet and tugged away the pink cotton panties and quickly shrugged out of her bra. Then, feeling both daring and naughty, she tucked her underwear into her backpack at the circulation desk and grabbed the “returns” cart.

She was about to put another book away when the principal walked into the library. He glanced around but missed her since she was behind a bookshelf and there was only a two inch gap of visibility. He headed for the circulation desk, then disappeared down the hall, heading toward the Librarian’s office.

Jenni pulled her wet hand away from her groin and smoothed down the skirt. The returns cart had plenty of books in it and she did a quick check to see where the next stack went. It looked like she had several options, but the two busiest were at opposite ends of the library. The 900 reference books would give her the privacy she needed, while restocking the fiction “B” section would put her front and center, where the principal would undoubtedly see her and want to conduct his own panty check. Smiling, she grabbed the next book and moved the cart.

It was only two or three minutes later when the principal came out of the back hall, accompanied by Ms. Becca, the librarian. His eyes lit up with pleasure as he spotted Jenni standing right there near a shelf just opposite the circulation desk.

“There she is,” he declared, smiling as the girl seemed to jump. Her left hand came up and for a second he thought she might have been touching herself as the hem dropped, but he blinked and then shook his head. “How are you, young lady?”

Behind him Ms. Becca was smiling warmly and nodded. Jenni blushed rosily and then turned toward the principal. “I’m good sir. How are you?” She offered her hand in an unmistakable gesture to shake. Except she used her left hand. It took the principal a moment to adjust to the awkward greeting, but he took her hand and shook it. She smiled and her middle finger curled in his palm, which is when he felt the almost gelatinous wetness. His smile grew and he gave her hand a little squeeze.

“The reason I’m here,” he said, still holding her hand as she wiped her goo onto his palm, “is because we’ve received a new fixture for the teacher’s lounge, and since next period is lunch, I wanted to have a suitable demonstration when the faculty visited. Considering some of your… previous history… I thought you’d be the perfect candidate.”

Jenni batted her eyes coquettishly. “Thank you, sir.”

“You can leave your backpack at the circulation desk,” Ms. Becca said simply. “Please follow us to the Teacher’s Lounge.” She gestured toward the library doors.

The principal led the way, with Jenni following. Ms. Becca brought up the rear, as if she were afraid that Jenni would bolt. After passing a few doors, the librarian caught up, glanced over at the girl, and smiled.

“Aren’t you glad that you’re squared away today?” She asked in a chipper tone. “Could you imagine getting caught breaking the rules when you’re tapped to help with a demonstration?”

Jenni put on a very wooden smile. Ms. Becca would find out soon enough that her student had tricked her. Jenni hoped the librarian wouldn’t get in trouble for it. She didn’t say anything and a moment later the principal opened the door to the teacher’s lounge.

Not much had changed in the room since the last time Jenni had been disciplined there. There was a kitchenette, a love seat, and several chairs. But those were normal things. The strange metal bench with the stocks, where Jenni had once been bound open while the principal had taken a crop to her sex, was still in front of the large and comfortable couch.

The only thing that was new was a two by two foot platform positioned next to the couch. The platform was about six inches high, but the defining attribute was the post sticking up from the center. It appeared to be made of metal, but the top end was nothing more than a socket.

The principal went right up to the platform and gestured. “This is the new fixture,” he explained. He nodded at Jenni who stopped close by, her eyes curious. “To start, why don’t you remove your shoes and socks?” He asked her politely. “I love the look of your adorable, little bare feet,” he added with a grin.

Ms. Becca rolled her eyes and sat down on the couch, crossing her elegant legs. Her ankle length skirt parted and there was a flash of skin that went all the way up to her thigh and then some. The principal blinked, clearly not sure where to look. Jenni stepped out of her shoes and then balanced precariously on first one foot, then the other, pulling off her knee socks.

“You changed the color of your polish,” the principal observed.

Jenni nodded. “Yes sir. Is the new color okay?”

He let out a tiny laugh. “Of course. Neon pink is fine. Very colorful. I approve,” he said with assurance. “Now, I won’t make you remove your whole uniform while you’re demonstrating. If you’ll just take off your panties and set them on the table, that will be sufficient for the teachers to see how the fixture works.”

“And how does the fixture work?” Ms. Becca asked, leaning forward and looking at a cardboard box on the coffee table. The principal opened the box and lifted out a very thick phallus with a curved tip and multiple ridges. Jenni, who still hadn’t moved to follow the principal’s instructions, stared, just a little wild-eyed at the thickness of the probe.

“It’s motorized,” explained the principal, holding the purple colored, synthetic cock up. “It can be set to vibrate, rotate, or both. You can also vary the experience with differing levels and patterns.” He turned and pushed the end into the open socket of the post and it clicked into place. There was a hum and suddenly the angled tip turned in a full circle. Jenni tried to imagine what it would feel like, having the massive phallus inside her. Then it began vibrating violently for a few seconds, only to begin a pattern that slowed the oscillations down to almost nothing.

“That’s just the test cycle to make sure that the connections are good,” the principal explained. He started to turn back toward the box, but saw that Jenni was still standing there, her panties nowhere to be seen. “It wasn’t a request,” he said more sternly. “Panties on the coffee table.” He pointed, then looked back in the box. “There’s a remote here for settings…”

“Oh dear,” Ms. Becca suddenly said, her hand going to her mouth. The principal looked up to see the librarian staring at Jenni. Her blue and white plaid skirt had fallen to the ground around her ankles and there were clearly no panties, either on the girl or on the coffee table. Her petals were perfect and glistening wet, ready to have something thick and motorized jammed into them.

His eyebrow went up and he glanced over at the librarian. “I thought you said you checked her at the beginning of the period,” he stated, his voice just a tad bit stern.

Ms. Becca nodded. “I did. The naughty little vixen must have removed them after I checked her.”

The principal bent down and retrieved the skirt, only to fold it before dropping it on the coffee table while Jenni stood there, thighs pressed together, her hands delicately positioned over her exposed, shaven sex. “How disappointing,” he replied, though his tone made it clear he was thinking the exact opposite. “Well, this will change things,” he added. “Of course, the first thing to determine is whether it’s just her panties or if she’s wearing a bra as well.” He looked at the blushing girl directly. “Take off the blouse. Completely. Put it on the coffee table. Let’s see just how many school rules you’re breaking.”

Jenni began unfastening the buttons down the front of the shirt and then shrugged, pushing the material away from her very large, very exposed, very perfect breasts. Both nipples were taut and pink, just begging for attention.

“A second violation,” observed the principal. He picked up the fixture’s remote and gestured. “I’ll address both violations once you’re mounted. Please get on the platform and position yourself above the phallus.”

Jenni, now completely naked, left her uniform on the coffee table and put her feet on the black painted platform. Carefully she positioned herself over the post, noting that the rounded and very natural looking tip of the rubber cock was high enough that it almost touched her. She tilted her hips and reached down, pushing the phallus under herself. The end slid in between her labia, her natural lubrication turning the tip shiny. It bent slightly and she let out a tiny moan as about an inch popped up into her sex, penetrating with a thickness that her finger was unable to manage. It felt incredible

“Please remain flatfooted,” warned the principal, holding up the remote. “I’m going to extend the post a few inches. Please indicate when you feel completely full, but are not uncomfortable. Do you understand?”

Jenni nodded and Ms. Becca let out a delicious laugh. “Of course she does. She loves having that tiny cunt of hers stuffed and stretched!”

The principal didn’t reply, but he did press a button on the remote and there was a soft purr down at the base of the platform, right near Jenni’s little bare feet. Then the post began extending, the phallus rising up to become even more embedded in the soft pink wetness above it.

Jenni took almost an additional seven inches before she gasped and lifted a hand. She had to resist the urge to go up on tiptoe, she was so filled! She also wanted to bounce. She wriggled back and forth, testing her balance and finding that if she desired to get off the post and its fucking tip, she’d need a helping hand.

The principal set down the remote and pulled a pair of leather wrist cuffs out of the box. He moved around Jenni and quickly secured her hands behind her back. “There. She now has no way to get off the fixture.”

“So it just spins and vibrates?” Ms. Becca said with disdain. “How is that supposed to be a punishment? Sounds more like a reward.”

The principal raised a finger. “There are attachments,” he assured the librarian. He tugged another item out of the box - this one shaped like a bulbed massager. It had a bracket that snapped onto the pole just under the phallus socket and he adjusted the height so that the bulb was firmly pressed against Jenni’s clitoris. “Can you go up on tiptoe for a moment?” He asked.

The girl’s legs trembled as she rose up, but he checked carefully to make sure that her sensitive little nub wasn’t in contact with the bulb of the massager. Then he nodded. “Perfect. Stay like that.” He went back to the box and removed a second, phallus. It was longer than the vaginal probe currently in Jenni, but he went behind the girl, pushing the narrower tip up. Jenni squealed as an inch or two of rubber went into her bottom and the principal snapped the base into place, locking it.

“Oh,” Ms. Becca said with appreciation. “If she drops down she gets the full thing.”

The principal nodded. “And it also vibrates and thrusts, extending a full two additional inches into her rectum. Quite uncomfortable.” He tapped Jenni. “You can go back down now,” he told her.

Jenni whimpered, started to drop down, but then shook her head. Evidently the idea of the anal probe going deeper did not appeal to her.

“Now it’s a punishment,” Ms. Becca said.

“Oh, that’s not the punishment,” replied the principal as Jenni trembled.

“Having her ass repeatedly reamed isn’t the punishment?” Ms. Becca asked, clearly intrigued.

The principal shook his head. “This was how she was going to ride the fixture through lunch. The bulbed massager and anal probe are part of the system. The punishment for not wearing panties will be these.” He put his hands into the box again and pulled out two sets of nipple clamps. They were metal and a pair of vibrator pendants dangled from them. “These will drive her absolutely crazy with the vibrations,” he assured the librarian.

“Indeed,” she agreed tentatively. “But seriously, that can’t be the only consequences you intend. Despite the discomfort in her bottom, the rest is all sexual pleasure, or at least sensation. She’ll just cum. Over and over.”

The principal pinched the first clamp open and set the pincers to either side of Jenni’s nipple. She flinched a bit, but there was nowhere to go and her feet danced as she struggled to keep her bottom from sliding down the anal phallus. Then the clamp bit down and she cried out, wincing as the pain shot up through her tit. He set the other clamp in position and locked it in place and she shuddered, shaking the pendants in a very erotic and totally intriguing dance.

“For not wearing a bra,” the principal explained, as he raised the remote, thumb poised above the activation button, ”she won’t be removed at the end of the lunch period. She’ll spend the rest of the school day mounted on this thing.” He sighed in satisfaction. “Had she been wearing the appropriate underthings, she would have experienced two or three intense climaxes and then gone about her day, happy and sated. Instead each orgasm she has will be more and more intense. Pleasure itself will become the pain as her over-sensitized nipples, clit, pussy, and ass are constantly stimulated.”

Then he pressed the button.

Jenni gasped as everything came on at once. Inside her, the phallus began rotating, cranking at a slow, but steady speed, the soft but angled tip stroking her depths. On each round it struck her G spot, exciting her exponentially. The principal watched her for a moment, then set the remote down and reached up, flicking the tiny activation switches on each pendant swinging from her clamped nipples.

Vibrations swirled into the girl across her bosom and the rotating grind of the phallus inside her was pushing her indelicately toward the edge. But most of all she could feel the plug in her bottom and her calves were tiring. The worst part was that the arches of her feet were starting to burn. The principal turned toward the librarian and crossed his arms.

“So she’ll remain here, like this, for the rest of the day. For tricking you, I think it would be appropriate for her to attend after school detention, where she’ll receive more traditional corporal punishment in the appropriate spots. I believe a thorough pussy whipping and breast caning would be appropriate. And she can spend tomorrow at in-school suspension. I actually bought two of these fixtures and we have one in ISS, though that one is equipped with a transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator and isn’t quite as pleasant as this one. Which means we only have one more violation to discuss.”

Ms. Becca blinked and leaned back on the couch, spreading her arms. Her blouse tightened against her bosom and the small bumps of her erect nipples were stark in contrast. “Really? What violation?”

“Yours,” he said simply. “For allowing a student to trick you.”

Becca smiled. “Oh my. I didn’t realize that was against the rules,” she said with a growing smile and a dark, seductive look. “What punishment is appropriate for that kind of infraction?”

The principal smiled and began unzipping his trouser. “Sucking the principal’s cock for starters,” he said simply. “Followed by a thorough spanking across his lap.”

Ms. Becca let out a throaty laugh. “Well now, that is an appropriate punishment,” she said, sliding down from the couch. She maneuvered her skirt so that her bare knees were on the carpet and she turned so that her back was to the quivering, straining little schoolgirl. The principal moved around the coffee table, even as he finished opening the front of his pants. His thick, long cock sprang out through the opening and he positioned himself in front of the librarian, even as he looked straight at the suffering little schoolgirl. The librarian opened her mouth and took the principal’s entire length in one movement, her tongue swirling, just as Jenni’s legs gave out.

With a cry, the bound girl dropped and a bevy of sensations hit her at once. First came the relief to her legs and feet as her straining muscles were allowed to relax. This was immediately replaced with an additional five or so inches of rubber cock, in both her ass and her cunt, filling her almost completely. As she settled, there was a soft click and several motors began moving. The massager, now pressed tightly against her clitoris, came to life, buzzing heartlessly against her tiny nub, while the anal probe not only shook, but actually began thrusting repeatedly deeper into her bottom. The worst was the thick phallus in her pussy, which continued to rotate inside her, the angled tip spinning at about one rotation every second, striking her G spot over and over.

Ms. Becca’s head was bobbing enthusiastically as she deep-throated the principal. Her fingers had come up and undid his belt, tugging at the trousers even as she gobbled cock. The man was groaning with pleasure, a double experience of not only the physical pleasure, but the visual one as well. He watched with enthusiasm as Jenni twitched and danced on the fixture, only to rise back up again, the stimulation too intense for her young pussy. The vibrating pendants on her nipples danced as she panted, once more on tiptoe.

“I think,” the principal said a moment later, “that it might be wise to move to the couch.” His face was a little flushed and from the granite like hardness of his cock, it was clear that the combination of watching Jenni’s torment, and having Ms. Becca’s talented tongue wrapped around his manhood was too much. She didn’t immediately stop either. She pulled back, teasing the tip, her eyes sparkling as she smiled.

“Of course,” she eventually answered, even as he forced himself to pull away. The principal dropped his drawers, stepped out of the material, and sat down roughly. Ms. Becca rose to her feet.

“For a spanking,” she drawled, ignoring the fresh whimpers of Jenni, “I shouldn’t be wearing a skirt.” Her fingers tugged at the side of her hip, unfastening the two buttons holding the waistband together. The split on the side that showed so much of her leg lengthened even more and then the entire ankle length skirt dropped, revealing wide, adult hips, a cute navel, and puffy, shaven, labia. She smiled at the principal. “Notice anything?” She asked wickedly.

He nodded and swallowed. “You aren’t wearing panties. That rule applies to… uh… faculty… as well as the students.” Ms. Becca lifted one leg and climbed up onto the couch, kneeling on either side of his thighs. Suddenly her pussy was hovering over the glistening tip of his cock.

“That’s right,” she said, reaching down and grabbing his shaft as she lowered herself. The tip slid into her pussy, guided perfectly by her hand. “Just out of curiosity,” she asked. “What’s the punishment for not wearing panties again?”

The principal groaned as she dropped all the way, sheathing his entire rod in her warm, wet slit. To her left, Jenni was similarly impaled, clearly on the brink of sexual orgasm. The librarian began bouncing, lifting herself up and down her own post of stimulation.

“A whipping,” the principal groaned. He lifted his hands and grasped Ms. Becca’s buttocks, kneading and squeezing them as she fucked him vigorously. “But… but first I need to check… to check your… your top… to see if you’re wearing… a bra.”

Ms. Becca laughed and with her arms she grabbed the bottom of her blouse and pulled. Now only wearing her high heels, she straddled the principal naked, both large breasts beautifully exposed. She leaned forward, feeding the huge pink nipples to the man, smiling as he licked and sucked on her. She felt him shudder and then leaned back, pulling her breasts away from him. Off to their side, Jenni was mewling in ecstasy, cumming in waves. No longer up nor down, she was springing vertically, pulsing with climax.

“Those will need to be whipped too,” Ms. Becca said playfully. “And I hope you leave instructions for the after-school detention monitor to give that little strumpet’s tits and pussy a solid spanking as well.”

The principal nodded, trying to hold off himself. “Of course,” he managed to say.

Then Ms. Becca twisted. She brought her right leg back and suddenly was laying down across the principal’s lap, his cock still embedded in her pussy. His left hand grabbed a breast, fingers pinching at the nipple and he suddenly realized that she was in the perfect position for her spanking. He raised his right hand down and gave her ass a fresh swat. She didn’t even make a noise, but the way her loins hammered down on his cock felt amazing, more than enough to encourage him to hit her again.

Jenni watched as she went back up on tiptoe and stayed there, trembling. The vibrations and rotation ended, as did the thrusting of the anal probe, but she knew it was just temporary relief, rather than salvation. She could already feel the growing ache in her calves, the burning in the arches of her feet, and the pressure in her toes. How long could she spare herself the stimulation?

Worse, watching Ms. Becca get spanked, all because her student had been caught going without underwear after a panty check, was almost as arousing as being impaled, butt fucked, and clitty rubbed. She watched the adults fuck hungrily, and when the principal’s large hands began striking Ms. Becca’s bare bottom, Jenni realized that she wanted to cum again. She dropped down again, flat footed and the manic motors began again, tormenting her. She wanted to join them, to press her face into the space between Ms. Becca’s breasts. She wanted to be impaled on the principal’s cock, his hand spanking her brutally on the bottom.

Suddenly, the principal pushed Ms. Becca off his lap and she almost fell onto the floor, catching herself with one hand on the coffee table. He surged up off the couch, grabbing her waist and practically tossing her onto the soft sofa so that she was on her back. Ms. Becca spread her legs wide and he put a knee up next to her thigh, grabbed his shaft, and guided it straight into the librarian’s dripping cunt. She groaned, closing her eyes as he thrust deeply, not realizing that her voice was complimenting the high-pitched moans coming from Jenni.

“Yes!” The principal barked, gritting his teeth. “Oh God yes!” He pressed downward, almost falling on top of the librarian, who wrapped her legs around him and crossed her ankles. It blocked the view of Jenni, but that didn’t matter. She was already crossing her own threshold, a second orgasm overwhelming her. She twitched violently, the pinching and vibration of her nipples adding levels of complexity to her body’s response to the pair of probes buried inside her lower half. Fluids seemed to burst between her legs and she knew that the post impaling her was in all likelihood, already soaked.

The principal sighed and slowly pushed up off the librarian. Her eyes glittered as he stood, his cock still firm but clearly softening as white cream dripped from the tip. She stayed in position, legs spread obscenely, the same white goo seeming to pool in the spread rift between her legs.

“I didn’t cum,” she told the principal distinctly.

He let out a soft chuckle. “It was meant to be a punishment,” he replied.

Slowly she closed her legs, crossing them and hiding her pussy. “Not until that point,” she said, winking. “I hope this afternoon’s punishment, with the paddle, will be more satisfactory.”

The principal nodded. “For both of us,” he added. He glanced at Jenni, who had just finished her orgasm and was starting to lift back up, straining to get her sensitive bits away from the stimulation. She appeared to be stable, despite the obvious strain in her legs and toes. He checked his wrist watch. “The period is almost over, which means there will be…”

“Several teachers coming through that door,” she said. She nodded and picked up her blouse. It took her only a few seconds to get into it. The principal found his boxers and pants and pulled them on. He finished zipping up his fly as Ms. Becca got her wrap around ankle skirt back into place. Then the principal grabbed a small piece of notepaper from a nearby niche, and with excellent penmanship wrote, “please leave impaled with all functions on.”

Ms. Becca looked at the writing. “Oh. You don’t want one of my peers showing her mercy?”

The principal shrugged. “I didn’t want Mr. Mason removing her so that he could personally fuck her. The torment is having to endure the pleasure for an extended period.”

Ms. Becca paused. “You don’t really intend leaving her on that thing for four more hours, do you?”

The principal’s eyebrow went up. “What? Of course not. She’ll be released every hour for a few minutes. To sit, to use the restroom. That sort of thing. She’ll be placed back on it though.” He gave Jenni another long look as her hips wriggled and she groaned as she sank back down. “I have to admit, I’m not sure which is worse, the vibrations or that anal thing thrusting up into her ass.”

Becca stepped over to Jenni and put a hand on the girl’s trembling flank. “The anal thrusting,” she said assuredly. “She’s going to be very sore going home today.”

“In multiple spots,” he replied. Then he took a deep breath. “Well, I appreciate you allowing me to utilize your student aide to help with this demonstration. I need to return to work.”

Becca nodded. “As do I. I’ll follow shortly. I need to talk with my aide for a second.”

The principal nodded and he straightened with a smile. “Of course. I’ll see you this afternoon.”

The librarian smiled and watched as he left the teacher’s lounge. Then she whirled on Jenni. “How clever of you to remove your panties after my check,” she purred. Becca picked up the remote from the coffee table. She gave Jenni a dark look. “You know how when you go up, you only have to deal with the vibrations coming from your tits?”

“Yes ma’am,” Jenni wheezed.

“Not anymore,” Ms. Becca replied. Her thumb hit a button and inside Jenni, despite being on tiptoe, the phallus in her pussy began vibrating. The bound girl’s sex tightened hard upon it and she let out a panicked groan.

The librarian set the remote down on the paper admonishing her peers not to turn down any of the stimulation. “That should make things truly intolerable. No relief and constant orgasms.” She patted the trembling girl’s cheek. “Are you close again?”

Jenni looked up, hands still bound behind her back as she trembled. She bit her bottom lip, a slightly panicked look in her eyes. Then, slowly, she dropped down, groaning loudly as the vibration of the massager started up, and the thrusting of the anal probe drilled deep. Inside her, not only did the huge phallus continue to shake, but it began rotating as well. Jenni let out a choked cry, hips jerking.

“Enjoy the orgasms,” Ms. Becca teased. Then she turned away and left Jenni in the throes of passion.

***

The door of the teacher’s lounge opened and Ms. Temis came in, pushing a very special wheeled cart, shaped like a wooden chair. She threaded her way past the coffee table and over to the fixture, where Jenni stood straight, still mounted on the pole, trembling violently. The caustic buzz of multiple motors seemed very loud.

“Well,” said Ms. Temis, a thin woman with a harsh voice whose long fingers were almost skeleton-like. “I hope you’ve had a nice relaxing afternoon cumming repeatedly, because in after school detention, you will receive the appropriate punishment for today’s offenses.” The sharp and angular nose of the woman came closer to Jenni, who barely flinched. “There’s a nice stretching rack I’m going to lay you on, right before I crank your legs as wide open as possible.”

Ms. Temis reached up and turned off the vibrating pendants, eliciting a groan from Jenni as the clamps were removed from her nipples. “Being spread open is important, because I intend on being quite vicious when it comes to paddling your sex. Your stunt earlier, of not wearing panties and a bra, deserves intense punishment. My primary issue is whether to grant the request of Ms. Becca. For some reason, after you’ve been properly paddled between the legs, she wants me to give your clit a thorough cleansing with a motorized toothbrush and some peppermint paste.” Ms. Temis tossed the clamps into the cardboard box on the table.

Jenni lifted her tired head, eyes widening, but she didn’t say anything. She was too exhausted. Her legs burned, her feet ached, but underneath all that was the incessant agony of stimulation. Her over-sensitized clit, ass, and pussy felt as if someone had taken glass shards and rubbed them thoroughly over her groin after over a dozen orgasms. Ms. Temis picked up the remote and turned off the vibrations. And the rotation. And the throbbing pulse of the anal probe thrusting deep. Then the post began lowering and Jenni let out a cry, folding. Ms. Temis caught her as she fell, then rotated her to land right in the seat of the cart.

Jenni groaned as Ms. Temis tilted her forward, reaching down to free Jenni’s wrists. The manacles came loose and Ms. Temis wasted no time in strapping the exhausted limbs of Jenni to the cart. Her thin wrists were secured to the armrests, while Jenni’s ankles were buckled to the metal frame, pulling her legs outward and to the side where her bare little feet hung a few inches from the floor. Jenni was so happy to be sitting, that she didn’t even care that much when Ms. Temis wrapped the straps around each knee, preventing her from closing her legs. Jenni only realized what was happening when Ms. Temis turned the cart around, facing the door. As it rolled forward, the footrests and framing that held each leg spread wide open and a tiny, spring loaded paddle moved into place. It was rubber, but as the wheels turned, it pulled back then snapped forward, smacking Jenni’s pussy with a direct blow.

“Ahhh,” she yelped as a stinging heat spread out along her labia. Ms. Temis scooped up Jenni’s uniform, tucking the material and shoes away.

“Yes indeed,” Ms. Temis hummed, pushing Jenni out of the Teacher’s Lounge. “I hope you had fun this afternoon, because what comes next…” The sound of the little paddle snapping repeatedly into Jenni’s swollen, wet, sore little pussy, followed by her mewls of pain, filled the empty hall. “Certainly won’t be you.”


An Offer for Mr. Mason

Paul Mason was sitting at his desk, two separate stacks of papers in front of him. One pile, dwindling, was ungraded history tests, while on the opposite side were a stack of red marked documents, each bearing a grade. In total, he wasn’t dissatisfied with his students’ performance. The general scores were in the upper eighties and low nineties, with some of his more stellar students hitting high A’s. It was enough to keep the few murmurs of a needed “curve” at bay and he smiled to himself as he looked up at all of the empty desks and chairs across from him. Soft jazz played from his computer speakers and he sighed. Sometimes, the relaxing moments came when the students had all headed home for the day.

He had just finished writing out a somewhat exasperated note with one student’s ill-conceived answer to a question when the door of his classroom creaked open. He glanced up, at first irritated at the interruption, but then his expression softened as Jenni stepped through the partially opened portal. She was a petite thing, at least height wise, though the swell of her bosom pressing against the white, taut fabric of her uniform blouse made it very clear that she was very much a woman. Her hips, clad in the required blue and white plaid skirt, swished with each step and Mason couldn’t help putting his pen down and appreciating her fully as she turned, closed the door, and then… locked it.

Mason’s right eyebrow went up and the corner of his mouth curled up into a smile.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Mason,” she said politely, turning toward him, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Her knees came together, the white knee high socks touching. “I was wondering if I might have a moment with you to discuss my grade.” Her eyes flickered down to the stack of tests on his desk and Mason let out a disappointed huff.

“Actually,” he said in all honesty, “your test score was a ninety-three. There’s not really any need to…”

She moved deliberately, her flat pumps crossing with each step as her hips swayed provocatively, until she was right up next to him, the hard tips of her breasts even with his eyes. “I meant my overall grade sir,” she breathed deeply. “I’ll do anything to bring it up, even if it’s just a few points.”

Mason winced. It wasn’t that he was opposed to her offer, but she didn’t need it. “You’re already making an A, which admittedly is surprising considering how often you’re in detention, or now that new In-School-Suspension, but…” His voice trailed off as her hand slid down the front of her chest, pressing the material tightly against her bosom. From the pink circles that were slightly visible underneath the cloth, he suspected she wasn’t wearing a bra. She cocked one hip and lifted the heel of her foot, adopting a distinctly sensual and erotic pose. Mason swallowed, then gave her a look of admonishment.

“Careful young lady,” he said clearly, but with a teasing grin. “That sort of behavior isn’t appropriate and you wouldn’t want me to be forced to conduct an undergarment check, would you?”

Jenni blinked. Then she took a step back from him, as if a little unsure of herself. But then her smile returned and to Mason’s astonishment, she reached with both hands under her skirt and snagged the blue and white striped panties she was wearing with her fingers. Drawing them down her pretty legs, she stepped out of them, lifted the tiny bit of material up, and dropped it on his desk with a wicked grin.

“Okay,” she said willingly. “I’m ready for the panty check.”

Mason’s jaw dropped as she adopted the correct position as per the school policy; legs spread wide apart and fingers interlaced behind her head. “You are aware of the consequences of this finding, correct?”

She nodded immediately, still holding her position. “Of course, sir. I’m to be immediately stripped of my uniform, to give you the opportunity to check my other body parts for the correct clothing. Then I’m to receive corporal punishment on the offending parts of my body that were incorrectly covered. But before I get my required spanks, those parts are supposed to be intensely sensitized so that the corporal punishment is more effective.”

“I suppose that as often as you have failed this particular exam, you’d be intimately familiar with the punishment,” he allowed.

“If you can call it punishment,” she replied saucily. She arched her back, which caused her breasts to press even harder against the material of her blouse. Now Mason was positive she wasn’t wearing a bra either. He gave her a knowing look, then moved his chair forward and put his hand between her outstretched thighs.

Their eyes met as he lifted his hand and then he was touching her, the soft wet petals of her flower pressed against his fingers. For a moment he just felt her heat and wetness, but then he began stroking softly, spreading her moisture across the folds, caressing her with gentle motions. She gasped as he stroked her, then moaned as he wriggled his middle finger between her labia, pressing deeper and deeper. She rose up on tiptoe as his entire digit settled inside her and when he curled it, she let out a desperate whimper. It was far more than was needed to check a student for panties, not that he needed to, since Jenni’s underwear was laying on his desk with that day’s grading. He probed her deeply, her sodden slit pressing into his hand in rhythmic thrusts as he elicited a little chorus of sounds that only proved her desperate arousal.

“You are indeed not wearing panties,” he confirmed, adding a steady in and out pumping motion to her wriggling, teasing finger. She groaned, eyelids fluttering as her chest rose and fell deeply. “While I finish the panty check, you need to unbutton your blouse. If you’re wearing a bra, then it will only be your sweet little cunt that gets a whipping. But if your nipples are showing when you unfasten the front of your shirt, then I’ll punish your breasts too.”

Jenni smiled wickedly and began unbuttoning her blouse, keeping her legs spread at the same time so that he could continue touching her. Fresh, pink skin started to show and a moment later Mason knew that he was going to have even more fun. “I’m a naughty girl,” she agreed, fingers fluttering between her full and perfect breasts. The decolletage between the hills was smooth and when the material was pulled asunder, Mason saw that the tips were rosy and raised, enticing in her excitement. She slipped the uniform blouse off her shoulders, leaving the tie hanging down from her bare neck over her sternum. It was deliciously inappropriate and contrasted her creamy white skin perfectly.

“Skirt too,” he ordered, his hand moving even more energetically between her sweet thighs. The blouse fell to the floor and even as Mason continued to finger her slit, she unclipped the skirt. It slid downward, hanging on his arm and only with reluctance did he pull his hand away from her sex. His finger glistened wetly as he let the skirt fall. As it did she moved forward, her bottom against the desk. He realized she was about to sit on his papers when he grabbed her, pushing her downward.

“No,” he growled. “Not yet. I want something else first.”

For a second, the naked little schoolgirl gave him a confused look, but as his hands went to his belt she nodded obediently. She dropped to her knees as her tongue came out, licking her lips. Positioned between his legs, her fingers went to his buckle, then the zipper of his trousers. It took only a second to free his member from the boxers beneath and her narrow, delicate fingers wrapped around the thick meat of the history teacher’s shaft, stroking it tenderly. Mason groaned as she toyed with him, stroking and squeezing. Then she bent her head, brown hair cascading down around to hide her face as her sweet, delectable mouth surrounded his shaft.

Some girls might have just enveloped his cock, sucking and bobbing, but not Jenni. She was much more accomplished. Instead, the first sensation was the fluttering of her tongue working around the edge of his tip, teasing and enticing him. Her hand slid down to the base, tightening as he felt the first pull of suction, her pliable mouth forming an almost perfect circle in which to encompass him. She bobbed her head, taking an inch, then half of him, then almost all of his length, a steady swallowing motion rippling through her throat as she deepthroated his entire shaft. His hand came up, caressing her breasts, teasing the nipples as she slurped and swallowed, her expert fellatio falling into a rhythm. There was the light, tickling teasing, her tongue flicking along the tip. Then came the delicate suction of her sucking on just the head as her hands slid up and down him. Then she went deep, taking his entire manhood down her talented throat, until her nose was pressed against his belly. She would come up, gasping, only to do it all over again.

Mason groaned, feeling his testicles tighten, his hardened cock throbbing with need as she gobbled his meat. Her fingernails caressed his scrotum and her thumb and fingers tightened around the base of his shaft until he felt himself getting close to release.

“Now,” he grunted, pushing her mouth away. His cock bobbed and he rose from his chair, his trousers falling. Her hands helped as he kicked off his shoes, then stepped out of his fallen trousers and boxers. Her face turned upward, her mouth still open, questing, as if she wanted him to face fuck her once more. Instead he reached down and took her hands, pulling her up. She came willingly, obediently, even as he lifted her up onto the desk, her ass pushing aside the ungraded tests. She laid back, lifting her arms and spreading them along the upper edge of the surface and then to his utter delight, she raised her feet into the air straight up, giving him a visage of perfection; her delicate and glistening slit peeping out from between her thighs. This lasted only two or three seconds before it got even better, and she spread her legs wide, holding herself open.

Her pussy was shaved and smooth, wet and ready and her clit was a pink little exposed bump at the top of her gash. Cock bobbing, Mason suddenly felt a different urge and without a word he sat back down in his chair, scooting forward to put his mouth right on her exposed nub. She gasped, legs trembling as he suckled her, stabbing at her clit with his tongue until he could feel her thrusting up against his chin. He let go of the apex of her sex and then moved downward, tasting the tangy perfection of her depths. She quivered and moaned as he licked his way through her crevasse, all the way down to the tiny ridge between her pussy and bottom. Even then he found he couldn’t stop. She smelled of vanilla and strawberries and he rimmed her lightly as she squirmed with a gasp. When he finally came up for air, he could tell she was just as much on the edge as he was.

“I will now start the punishment for your failure to wear panties,” he warned her, even as he reached down to his fallen trousers. His fingers snagged the flexible, supple leather belt and pulled it free of the material. The buckle rattled, but it was the other end that he grasped, the final eight or so inches of hide, that flopped back and forth as he rose up above her. Her eyes found the end of the belt and she sucked in a breath, bracing herself for the fire that was about to befall her. Mason moved the end of his makeshift strop above her beautiful cunt and stroked her clit and petals gently, teasing her to within an inch of desperate hunger. And when the expression on her face moved from pleasure to frustration, he snapped his wrist downward in a flurry of hot strokes, to leave a blistering bevy of blows on her beautiful bud.

Jenni squealed, teeth clenched as her pussy tightened in scorched fury, the heat and sting of the beating blistering through her. But even as the pain seared its way up to her synapses, the underlying sexual tension and stimulation ate at the agony, twisting it around and using it to fuel her insatiable lust. She felt her hips roll, her mons rising as she thrust upward into Mason’s strokes and when she was on the cusp of losing control, one way or another, he stopped. She froze, unsure if she was going to explode or fizzle out, only to cry out again as his mouth came down once more, licking and nibbling on her clit and folds. Pleasure swirled through her and she almost lost control. Her fingers clenched and curled, grasping at some unseen force, and just as she was about to cum, his mouth once more lifted and he raised the belt.

“Yes!” She whimpered desperately. “Hit me!”

For the first time the teacher obeyed the student and he brought the belt down hard and fast, a flurry of biting blows that smashed at her folds, opening her flower to expose the tender and delicate inner linings. It struck her clit, mashing and crushing it, slapping it wetly back and forth, until she screeched. He hesitated, thinking that perhaps he’d gone just a bit too far, when she looked up at him with a frantic, desperate expression.

“PLEASE?” She begged. “MORE? HARDER?”

The next dozen blows left marks and she cried out with each of them. Only the splattering wetness and the ragged breaths of her need told him that she was converting the agony into ecstasy. Her petals seemed to swell, darkening roughly from the torment inflicted upon them, until Mason almost felt… guilty, worrying for her wellbeing. He stopped again, to give her time, space, a moment just to breathe, but his throbbing cock was suddenly too hard, too desperate, and he tossed the belt aside, to slide his entire quivering length into her freshly pounded pussy.

The noise she made as he entered was part cry of satisfaction and part wail of physical violation. It wasn’t that she was opposed to him fucking her. Not in the least. But the act of being opened, penetrated so deeply, after just having a belt smacked viciously and violently against her pussy, was a dichotomy her mind wasn’t quite prepared to accept. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head and she felt her body swirl and spin. She wanted to cum. She needed to cum. She had to cum. And yet… it was as if this moment still wasn’t the right one.

His hands moved down her legs and up to her breasts, kneading and squeezing the soft mounds, his fingertips flicking and rubbing at the distended tips. Jenni’s mewls of pleasure incited Mason and he felt his cock thickening, pulsing as he thrust himself within her. His fingers tightened on her nipples, pinching the delicate points until she cried out, back arching. Inside himself he felt the pressure rise to the bursting point. He struggled to hold back though, and he let go of one breast to grope for the belt again. Finding it, he grasped the end once more, leaned over her body, his sword buried to the hilt in her depths and he flicked the flexible leather strap down against her nipple.

It wasn’t enough for Jenni and her eyes found his as she brought her hands up to her bosom. She cupped her breasts, squeezing them, plumping them and raising the tips as perfect targets. He obliged her, watching as flickers of pain flashed across her visage. He slapped the end of his belt down on one breast, then the other, each stroke accompanied by the brutal and overwhelming thrust of his cock through her sex. Her eyes suddenly went unfocused and she clenched her teeth.

“MORE! HARDER! RIGHT ON THE NIPPLE!” She begged roughly.

Mason obliged, a fast flurry of strokes slashing down, spanking the points of her breasts as he switched back and forth between them. Her jaw clenched and she tightened around him, thrashing on the desk as he continued to spank her bosom, until her legs dropped and suddenly surrounded him, ankles crossing behind his ass.

“YES! OH YES! I’M GOING TO…”

“Don’t…” Mason gasped, himself on the edge. “Don’t cum! Cumming… during sensitization…  earns you… another… punishment.”

“OH MY GOD! I’M CUMMING!” She cried out, her entire body trembling. Mason felt her tighten around his shaft, the fluctuations in the muscular walls of her sex massaging his member beyond tolerability. He jammed himself hard against her groin, fitting his probe into her socket. Her hands had moved, her own fingers now pinching and twisting her nipples as her back arched.

The plaintive need in her voice, the vision of her before him, the sweet wetness of her sex, was too much for him and he groaned, ribbons spooling from his distended member, filling her womb. His cock pulsed, throbbing as it extruded the creamy white lines of fluid. She quivered in the throes of her own ecstasy, her face looking for all the world as if she were in agony. But Mason knew that what she was feeling was the same as his own climax. He found himself pumping into her accepting and perfect form, his fluids mingling with hers. He pressed deep and held himself in place, until his breathing slowed and he felt himself beginning to soften. Beneath him she shuddered, twitching as her own burst of adrenaline faded, replaced with the quiet euphoria of utter satisfaction. He drew his cock out of her cunt, the skin wet and sticky and he fell back into his chair with a shuddering sigh. She lay on the desk limply, arms and legs splayed out, her sauced slit dripping jism onto the ungraded test papers, and he stared at the well used pink slit with a smug look.

It was several minutes before she sat up, lifting herself from the wooden desktop with a smug and self satisfied look on her face. Her chest barely held the marks of his belt and she gave him a knowing grin. She scooted to the edge of the desk and then stepped down, scooping up her blouse and skirt in the process.

“That was amazing,” Mason said simply, admiring her curves as she slipped back into the uniform blouse and buttoned it, but not all the way. She left most of her tits showing. Jenni smiled, eyes twinkling.

“It was,” she agreed simply. She picked up her skirt and began stepping into it.

“You know you aren’t supposed to cum,” he said, giving her a knowing look, eyebrows going up and down.

“Oh?” She let out the most adorable laugh, light and airy and girlish. “Are you going to punish me for it?”

Mason sat back in the chair with a sigh and shook his head. “I should,” he replied. “But I’m not sure I’ve got it in me to do it properly.” He grinned. “You drained me quite completely. Maybe tomorrow.”

Jenni pouted. “Ohhhh,” she frowned. She moved up to him, her fingers reaching down to his still exposed, yet very soft manhood. “Are you sure?” She asked, touching his cock, picking it up and then gently squeezing it. “Because I’m absolutely positive that I could get you back in the right mindset to punish me.”

Mason closed his eyes, but then shook his head, gently taking hold of her wrist. “No my dear, I’m in my fifties and not the man I was.”

“But all the man I need,” she whispered. She sank down to her knees and to Mason’s delighted shock, bent her head down, mouth open. Just as before, the warm wetness, soft tongue, and gentle suction enveloped him. For a moment, he lost himself in the sensation, the pure pleasure, but then the realities of his libido, not to mention the stack of ungraded and somewhat gummy papers still sitting on the desk, caused him to push her gently away.

“Not now,” he said patiently.

She looked up at him, her dark brown eyes focused and huge. Then she nodded. She pushed herself up using his knees and then finished buttoning her blouse. She looked around, found her panties, and picked them up.

“Now, about my grade?” She asked, straightening the material so she could put the cute little pair of panties back on. Mason laughed.

“Your grade?” He asked, then shook his head. “Tomorrow there will be a random panty check of several of the girls in my class. If you happen to be one of them, and you’ve made the appropriate choice about following the school rule about wearing undergarments, then maybe…” he raised a finger, grinning. “Maybe I might consider raising your grade.”

She stood there, her panties in hand. “Another panty check?” She asked carefully, her own white and blue striped panties in her hand.

He nodded.

“In front of all the students,” she queried. “And with public punishment too I suppose?”

Mason shrugged. “That would be expected, should you fail to abide by the school rules,” he agreed. “There’s nothing better than being stripped naked in front of the class and then given a nice pussy paddling with a ruler.”

Jenni smiled, her hands dropping and she gave him a little wink. “Well then,” she said, pinching one bit of material and holding her panties out over Mason’s desk. “I guess I won’t be needing these then, will I?” And she let the panties fall, landing on the stack of ungraded papers. Then she leaned over, kissed Mason on the cheek, and turned tail heading toward the door.

“See you tomorrow, Mr. Mason! Make sure you have that ruler ready.”


Detention Aide - A Temporary Reassignment

When Jenni entered the library, she wasn’t surprised to see Ms. Becca standing at the circulation desk. The librarian was frequently waiting for her, a piece of paper in hand, a long list of menial tasks to be completed by her favorite student aide. Today however, Ms. Becca’s face was pinched, clearly unhappy as her fingers tightened on the note. The librarian tapped her foot, visible beneath the long denim skirt she wore, but the slit going up the front, all the way to the belt around her waist, revealed the shapely leg and a disturbingly sensual amount of skin. In fact, it made Jenni smile. Evidently, she wasn’t the only one not wearing panties!

“You’ve been reassigned,” Ms. Becca announced, even before Jenni could give her third period “teacher” a greeting. Jenni’s eyes widened and her mouth dropped, but Ms. Becca held up a hand. “Just for today,” she said in a mollifying tone. “Still, she could have asked me.” The librarian held up the note and Jenni realized it was from the office. “I’m to escort you to detention.”

“Detention?” Jenni said in surprise, and with just a touch of discomfort. Detention wasn’t as bad as in-school suspension, but it wasn’t a picnic, especially since Ms. Temis was running it. Girls who were given detention came out exhausted, and frequently limping. The corporal punishments inflicted on students there were… intense.

Again, Ms. Becca raised her hand. “Not as a recipient. As an aide. Evidently the girl regularly assigned to assist our detention moderator failed to show today. You were requested as a replacement.”

“Me?” Jenni squeaked.

Ms. Becca nodded. “It leaves me without an aide, but I’ll survive for one period. Or maybe I’ll pull Christy out of class early.” She shrugged. “Anyway, I’m to escort you there.”

Jenni gulped. The reassignment, even if it was temporary, changed everything. She blinked. “Um, may I please use the restroom before we go?” She asked timidly.

The librarian’s eyebrow went up suspiciously. “No…” Ms. Becca replied. “You had plenty of time before you got here. I don’t have time to wait for you to…” she paused significantly, “make sure you’re abiding by the school rules.”

Jenni gulped and nodded, closing her eyes for just a moment. Hopefully, being an aide at detention wouldn’t also require a panty check. Ms. Becca curled a finger, gesturing for Jenni to follow, and together they left the library. The bell rang a moment later, the last scurrying students disappearing into the various classrooms of the hallowed halls of learning.

As they walked Jenni peeked into each classroom. Some were normal, where rule-abiding students paid strict attention to the start of the lecture, while others were already in the process of discipline. Twice she passed rooms where some girl had failed a random panty check and was already bent over the teacher’s desk, bottom bared and even reddened from the whistling paddle.

“Here we are,” announced the librarian, gesturing to the door. Jenni hesitated. She was quite familiar with the room, having been sent there numerous times, and not as an aide. She felt a tingle go through her. How would it be different this time from the others? She tried to remember if there had been a student aide the last time she’d been punished, but couldn’t recall. She’d been a little more focused on the torments being inflicted upon her. Ms. Becca knocked on the door and it opened a second later, revealing a stick like woman with a sharp beak of a nose. Jenni’s stomach solidified into lead as she looked up at Ms. Temis.

“Well it’s about time,” the woman sneered. “Get in here.”

Ms. Becca frowned and crossed her arms. “Really?” She asked with irritation.

“Problem Rebecca?” Ms. Temis asked.

The librarian sighed. “No. But you could be nicer.”

“Do you really want me to be?” Temis asked with a wicked smirk.

Ms. Becca smiled ruefully. “To me at least. You are stealing my aide.”

“For a good cause,” Temis replied arrogantly.

“Undoubtedly,” Ms. Becca allowed. “But niceties are important.”

Temis rolled her eyes. “Whatever,” she retorted. She stepped back and Jenni, already trembling, walked past Ms. Becca and into Detention.

“Have fun and be a good girl,” Becca said cheerfully, just before the door closed and Jenni was left with Ms. Temis. The lock clicked menacingly and the electronic chirp of the keypad lock, preventing anyone from leaving who didn’t have the combination, seemed just as dark.

Half the room lights were off, but it wasn’t the illumination, or lack thereof, that caught the schoolgirl’s attention. It was the loud buzzing noise, underneath which were the soft whimpers and cries of not one, but two of Jenni’s fellow students. Each girl was strapped into a restraint chair, arms above their heads, wrists bound to the top of the frame. Their uniform blouses had been unbuttoned, ties left on, bras removed. Suction clamps had been attached to each nipple, the clear vials filled with some sort of spiky bead or seed pod that was poking into the turgid tips of their breasts. Both had their legs spread and bound, almost in the splits, bare thighs straining against the tension. The blue skirts were rolled up around their waists, baring their trembling, panty-less loins, but each girl’s sex was still covered by the rounded, shaking bulb of a vibrating massager, mounted on a stand and pressed tightly to their clits. On a table close by lay a black leather sap, perfectly sized for beating the soft pink folds of a cumming cunt. Jenni couldn’t help noticing that the blade of the sap was already soaked, glistening with moisture.

But then Jenni saw another student, and this time she was surprised. It was a boy, laid back in a similar restraint chair, legs curled under with his ankles bound. He was tilted back, just like the girls, white button down shirt open down the front, exposing his chest. More importantly, his pants and briefs were laying on the floor next to the chair and his exposed cock lay flaccid against his loins. A black leather belt was strapped around his waist. Jenni gulped at the sight, especially because the skin of the boy’s penis looked… a little abraded.

“Well, don’t just stand there,” Temis said in an annoyed tone. “Go up to him. He’s the reason I need you.” She pointed and Jenni nodded. She walked over to the young man and set down her bookbag. She looked up at Temis expectantly and the moderator moved to the opposite side of the boy. Jenni wasn’t surprised at all when Temis grabbed the young man’s penis with her hand and began fondling it. The boy groaned and a pained look crossed his face.

“Your responsibility, while you’re here as my aide, is to provide constant stimulation to this student’s penis,” said Ms. Temis. “Do you understand?”

Jenni nodded.

“You will get him hard, then work him all the way to ejaculation,” Ms. Temis added. Jenni blinked but didn’t say anything, which Ms. Temis didn’t like. “I’d like confirmation that you understand.”

“Yes ma’am,” Jenni replied meekly. “Rub him till he cums.”

Ms. Temis frowned. “Don’t get saucy with me girl, or you’ll spend the rest of the day with me here in Detention. Now, to get him hard there are flavored oils on the table behind you. You will use your hands to stimulate him. I encourage you to use your mouth. And if required, you may even mount him.”

“Mount him?” asked Jenni.

Temis rolled her eyes. “Yes, you little cumslut. You can fuck his brains out. I don’t care how you make him cum. I just want him to do it.” She paused and with a gleam of mischief in her eyes. “Twice. During this period.”

The boy groaned again, whimpering. Jenni looked down and realized that Temis’ thumb was going back and forth across the rim of the boy’s circumcised tip. It had to be sensitive already, especially from the way he was wriggling.

Suddenly, one of the girls on the other side of the room cried out and Ms. Temis looked up. With an aggrieved expression, she let go of the boy and pointed downward. “Here, rub this now. Put some fresh oil on him while I deal with that orgasm,” she snarled. Temis turned and stalked away toward the other side of the room and Jenni looked down. The young man stared up at her hopelessly.

“Um… what’s your name?” She asked quietly, even as she turned and picked up the bottle of flavored oil from the table behind her.

“Quincy,” the boy groaned. “What’s yours?”

She smiled and laughed. “I don’t need one. I’m memorable enough as it is.”

He smiled at that, but then winced. “True,” he admitted. “But everyone in school knows who you are.”

“I have a reputation?” She asked playfully, pouring out a small bit of oil. Her eyes flickered across his body to where Ms. Temis was standing. The moderator had turned off the massager tormenting one of the girls, where fluids were already dripping down onto the floor. Jenni tore her eyes away from that and cupped her hand around Qunicy’s penis. He let out a more expressive groan, the oil helping to reduce the friction.

“Oh… thank you,” he moaned. “She doesn’t use much oil.”

“Ms. Temis?” The girl whispered, bending over a bit.

He nodded. “It’s agonizing. She, or one of her other aides, has rubbed or sucked me into five orgasms already. Not sure I can have another one.”

Jenni smirked, even as she started massaging his soft cock. “Wanna bet?” She teased. Suddenly, the sound of leather striking flesh filled the room, multiple spanks creating a staccato beat that was then accompanied by a high pitched shriek. Jenni, still rubbing Quincy, looked up, first with instinctive shock, then with morbid curiosity, then with aroused interest. Ms. Temis stood next to one of the bound girls, leather sap in hand, and was smacking it down furiously on the girl’s exposed pussy. Splatters of girl goo went flying with each stroke and the girl’s back arched as she screamed. On the opposite side of the girl was the second female student, still bound, still suffering as her own massager pushed her to a similar fate.

“That’s… that’s been going on all morning,” Quincy said over the cries and sound of the paddle. “I think they’ve cum more than me.” He gulped and closed his eyes. “Then they get paddled. At least I’m not being punished for cumming.”

Jenni’s fingers curled around the boy’s shaft and she realized that he was getting stiff. “But you like it, don’t you?” She said with a soft smile. “Hearing them cum? Hearing them get punished?”

He opened his eyes again and looked at her curiously. “That’s a peculiar perspective,” he said. He glanced over to the other side of the room as Ms. Temis finished the spanking. The girl’s pussy looked bright red, the clit engorged and swollen, purpling marks from the edge of the paddle marring her folds. The girl sobbed, quivering and then screamed as Ms. Temis once more pushed the massager down against the girl’s abused pussy and pressed the on button. The humming began again, loudly, and the girl’s cries expressed both agony and ecstasy. Ms. Temis tossed the paddle down on the table, checked the other girl quickly, then headed back across toward Quincy and Jenni.

“Oh,” the moderator said in surprise. “I see you’ve managed to stiffen him, at least a little. Fantastic.” She nodded. “Have you sucked on him yet?”

Jenni blinked. “No, ma’am.”

Temis sniffed. “Well, you’ll undoubtedly need to. And with that in mind, I advise my aides to remove their uniforms. It prevents getting oil on the shirt, or his cum.”

Jenni blinked in alarm. “I… uh… I don’t mind,” she replied hurriedly, still rubbing Quincy.

Temis cocked her head. “You don’t mind ruining your outfit?” She asked suspiciously.

Jenni nodded.

“I see,” Temis replied, crossing her arms. “Well, I certainly can’t have you prancing around the school with your shirt fully translucent because you stupidly got oil on it. So, instead of it being a suggestion, let’s make it an order. Take off your shirt and skirt.” Jenni gulped, hesitating. Ms. Temis’ eyes narrowed. “You rubbing this young man’s cock in your underwear will be absolutely fine. It might even help turn him on. So take off your uniform.”

“Ms. Temis…” Jenni began, but Ms. Temis held up her hand.

“Take off your uniform. That’s an order,” Temis said with finality. “If you are hesitating because I’m about to find out that you’re in violation of the school rules concerning the wearing of appropriate underclothes, rest assured that I’ll conduct a panty check on you anyway.” She leaned forward over the boy. “And if you are in violation, you won’t be leaving Detention after this period,” Temis hissed. “You’ll be placed on one of the spare restraint chairs like those other girls. Now, strip.”

Jenni cringed, but nodded. She spotted the rag on the table and wiped her hands clean of the oil, then began unbuttoning her shirt. Both Temis and Quincy watched with interest and Temis absently reached out, grabbing hold of Quincy’s cock, rubbing it as the front of Jenni’s shirt opened. White creamy flesh appeared and halfway down Ms. Temis snorted.

“I knew it,” she crowed. “No bra. I figured a slut like you wouldn’t follow the rules. Take off that damn shirt.”

Jenni complied, removing it completely but leaving her little blue tie on. It dangled down, almost to her cleavage. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her skirt.

“I’m betting you’re going commando as well, aren’t you?” Temis hummed, stroking Quincy’s now rock hard cock. The boy whimpered, his loins thrusting upward, though his eyes were solely on Jenni. The skirt dropped a second later, revealing Jenni’s bare bottom and shaved slit. The petals were glistening, already wet, and Ms. Temis rolled her eyes. “Of course,” she said with a sneer. “I’m going to enjoy taking my paddle to that wet little cunt of yours.” Her eyes narrowed. “But why wait to start your punishment until the next period?” She nodded downward. “Here, rub him.”

Temis turned away and left Jenni with Quincy. She reached out and once more took hold of his shaft, rubbing much more gently than Ms. Temis had. He looked up at her, groaning.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

Jenni blinked. “For what?”

“That you’re going to get punished, all because of me.”

She let out a little laugh. “I was going to get punished regardless,” she assured Quincy. She leaned down, her mouth near his ear. “Don’t tell anyone, but I like it,” she whispered.

He let out a laugh, which turned into another groan. “Everyone knows that!” He replied.

She smiled, then bent down, taking the head of his cock into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around him, glazing the tip, the flavored oil sweet and fruity in her mouth. She used one hand to stroke him and brought her other up between her legs, her fingers playing gently with her clitoris. She felt him thrust upward into her mouth and she took as much of his length as possible, deepthroating him.

“Why am I not surprised that you’re a competent cock sucker?” Temis sneered. “That’s it, bob your head. Swallow. Take him all.”

Jenni struggled to get even more into her mouth, feeling the head of Quincy’s cock at the back of her throat. She swallowed, struggling not to gag, when Ms. Temis’ hand landed on the back of Jenni’s head… and pushed down.

She lasted only four or five seconds before she couldn’t prevent her body’s natural inclination to reject the thick and massive sausage being forced down her throat. She gagged, coughing and Ms. Temis let her up. Jenni came off the boy’s cock, saliva and oil dripping from her mouth and Ms. Temis grinned evilly.

“I’ll let you try that again in a second, but first, let’s start your punishment. Get your hands on his cock.” As Jenni once more grabbed hold of the rod in front of her, Ms. Temis held up two clamps. They were both oddly shaped, with one side very thick and cylindrical, while the other was thin. The pincers were ridged, helping to prevent them from falling off, and Ms. Temis leaned across Quincy. Jenni quivered as Ms. Temis attached the clamps, letting them bite cruelly, crushing the tender pink tips of Jenni’s breasts. She gasped, and then, as Ms. Temis flicked two tiny switches, realized that the real torment came from the tiny offset motors, weighted improperly, that caused both clamps to vibrate dynamically.

“Ohhhh!” Jenni gasped as her nipples began to tingle. The combined sensation of pinching, mixed with the back and forth twisting sensation was very intense. She shuddered, eyes closing, even as she continued to pump her hands up and down Quincy’s rock hard shaft. Ms. Temis leaned back, grinning.

“Just a warning, you aren’t allowed to cum as a Detention Aide. That’s not just a rule I made up for you. It’s standard. You cum, and it means immediate punishment. To your ass. I’ll bend you over this boy, impale your cute little mouth with his cock, and bring over one of the big paddles to beat your adorable bottom.” She leaned forward. “So please… cum.” She began to reach into a pocket. “Now, let’s put this in your…”

Ms. Temis was interrupted by a cry from the other side of the room. The other girl, the one who hadn’t exploded before, was now in the act of orgasming. Her body quivered violently, shaking from her fingertips to her toes and Jenni watched as fluids squirted out from around the massager bulb. Ms. Temis pointed down at Quincy’s cock.

“Make him cum. Now,” she spat, then hurried back over to the other side of the room. Jenni began working Quincy with differing strokes, using both hands. But even this act didn’t distract either of them as they watched Ms. Temis remove the massager from between the now sex-dazed and twitching girl. Ms. Temis picked up the paddle, only to smash it down on the soaked and already beaten pussy. It took not one but two strokes before the girl snapped out of her orgasm induced euphoria, the pain and shock of the blow finally registering. Eight more strokes roused her completely, cries of agony coming from her throat as she thrashed against the bonds holding her down and open, vulnerable to Ms. Temis’ paddle.

Jenni felt Quincy buck and when she looked down, she was surprised to see a few beads of white cream atop his cock. She gasped in startlement, but then quickly leaned down and quickly sucked the evidence of Quincy’s orgasm into her mouth. He softened with a groan as she sucked frantically, bobbing her head.

“Please,” he whispered. “Please… it’s too… it’s too much!”

Across the room Ms. Temis pushed the massager back into place, forcing it down on the bruised and swollen nub of the girl who had just cum. Her sobbing cries were ignored by Ms. Temis as she activated the massager again, the intense oscillations streaming into the already over-sensitized and tender sex of the girl. Then Ms. Temis went around to the girl’s side and released the suction vials. The spiky seeds fell out and the girl screamed again. Ms. Temis turned and removed the other girl’s suction clamps as well, leaving all four breasts quivering, dark red circles embedded into each areola. Ms. Temis flicked her fingers across each breast, rubbing the tips, only to give each nipple a cruel pinch before heading back toward Quincy and Jenni.

“Where were we?” Temis asked as she walked up. “Oh yes. Punishing your clit.” She blinked and then looked down. “Why is he soft?” She demanded.

Jenni looked up. “I’m sorry, Ms. Temis,” she spluttered. “I was distracted,” she said, gesturing at the clamps on her nipples. “And by what you were doing on the other side of the room.”

“So you let him soften?” Temis demanded angrily.”

Quincy shook his head. “No…” he groaned. “She…” But then he gasped as Jenni’s fingers cupped his balls and gave a gentle, warning squeeze.

“What did I tell you?” Demanded Ms. Temis, coming around to Jenni. Temis grabbed her hair, yanking her almost off her feet. “Two orgasms!” She shook Jenni for a second, then pushed her over Quincy’s cock. “Suck him now!” Temis ordered, forcing her face down into Quincy’s lap. As Jenni opened up, Ms. Temis reached into her pocket and drew out a curved pink sex toy. She moved it down between Jenni’s legs with her left hand, fingers finding the wet, open slit. Jenni gasped, mouth filled with cock, as Ms. Temis forced the full length of the dildo up into the wet pussy, the shape of it perfect as it filled Jenni’s cunt.

“This toy has a vibration pattern which should properly torment you,” Ms. Temis said darkly. “It’s set to buzz for ten seconds out of every sixty. At least for the first ten minutes. After that, it will go for twenty seconds out of every sixty, and during the third ten minute stretch, thirty seconds out of every sixty. By the time this class period ends, you’ll be suffering forty seconds of vibration every minute.” She rose up. “And you’re still not allowed to explode. Now, let’s find a way to motivate you to keep that fucking cock hard.” Jenni bobbed her head frantically as Ms. Temis’ right hand flashed, the open palm landing hard across Jenni’s buttocks.

The spank stung, burning and Jenni struggled not to graze Quincy with her teeth. She sucked harder, tongue swirling, as another blow landed on her other ass cheek. Her pussy tightened around the thick toy inside her, but it stayed unmoving. Her head bobbed, struggling to bring an already sexually exhausted young man into hardness. Three more spanks landed, each hurting just a tad bit more and Jenni pushed her other hand up between Quincy’s legs, caressing his balls and then moving her oiled finger downward to his anus. The differing caress did what her tongue couldn’t and she felt his cock twitch. More blows followed, each one landing on a different cheek, and Jenni struggled to maintain her balance. Then the toy inside her activated and even as another spank landed on her ass, pleasure filled her pussy and she mewled, hips swinging frantically. Ms. Temis seemed to sense the change and hit her bottom even harder. Pain flashed across Jenni’s ass, especially as the ten seconds of vibrational pleasure ended. Twice more Jenni went rigid as the toy activated, even as the twentieth stroke was finished blistering her butt,

“I don’t want to have to repeat myself,” Ms. Temis hissed, her fingers grabbing hold of Jenni’s freshly spanked butt cheek. “Get him hard and make him cum. Do I make myself clear?”

Jenni came up just long enough to whimper. “Yes Mistress!” She blurted out, then went back to sucking cock. Ms. Temis looked angry, but then moved away, heading back over to where the other two girls lay suffering their own vibrational hell. Jenni lifted her head as Quincy’s eyes focused on her.

“Why?” He gasped. “She’ll think I didn’t cum enough!”

Jenni smiled. “I know.”

He shook his head. “But she’ll punish you for not making me cum enough too!”

The vibrator started up inside her again and a spasm rippled through her, right down to the clamped and already shaking tips of her breasts. She gasped, knees knocking together as she tightened down on the toy. “I know,” she whispered. Ten seconds passed and then the acute pleasure between her legs ceased and she refocused on Quincy’s cock. She looked at him with a small smile. “Does the idea of me being punished excite you?”

He shook his head and closed his eyes. “I’m too tired,” he groaned. “That feels good, but I don’t think I’ll be able to get it up again.”

“Oh, I think you will,” she teased, taking her hands off Quincy’s penis. He blinked as she brought her fingers up to her own breasts, and then, squeezing them together, squatted down and set both quivering, clamped, vibrating nipples on either side of Quincy’s cock.

The combination of oil, soft breast, and the slight tremors did what her hands and mouth couldn’t, the differing sensation providing just enough to make Quincy gasp. She felt his cock pulse against her bosom and then the toy between her legs started up again. Her hips moved in circles as she struggled against the pleasure, even as her nipples throbbed and tingled.

“The last time I was punished in here,” she whispered. “Ms. Temis tied me against the wall, my arms and legs pulled outward. She had a machine, which she put between my knees. There was a spinning dildo, with all these ridges and bumps, sort of like a screw, and she raised it up into me, until I was completely stuffed.”

Quincy’s cock got a little harder. She grinned and gave her breasts a little shake around his shaft. “But this is detention, right? It’s supposed to be a punishment. Which is why Ms. Temis put these little electrical clamps on my nipples and clit,”: she continued. “At first, it didn’t hurt. Every time I tightened my pussy on the dildo, this little shock went into me.” She closed her eyes and leaned away from Quincy, switching out the vibrations of her nipples clamps with her hands once more. Quincy, already hard, groaned and she began rubbing firmly.

“But that didn’t last,” she whispered. “In thirty minutes, the shocks got stronger, they started to hurt. Like vicious pinches, right on my nipples and clit.” She hummed again, eyes fluttering as the toy in her pussy started back up. “Oh… oh my,” she whimpered.

“Yes,” Quincy said. “Oh yes!” He gritted his teeth, thrusting up into her hands.

“Do you like that idea?” She said breathlessly, realizing that the ten seconds was up, but that the toy hadn’t slowed. “Me being tortured like that? Hurting and cumming over and over?”

Quincy nodded. “Yessss,” he hissed, his cock throbbing. Her hands began moving even faster, pumping as she squeezed and caressed him.

But Quincy and Jenni weren’t the only ones suffering. Ms. Temis had gone back to the other two girls and as if Jenni’s words had been prophetic, was attaching separate TENS units to the bared and tender nipples of both girls. Clamps sporting black and red wires were latched onto the tips of their breasts and Ms. Temis was already turning up the juice, adjusting the power to the point where discomfort crossed the threshold into pain. Yelps, followed by whimpers, then a more stringent cry, came from both girls as their pussies were vibrated and nipples fried. Jenni knew it was only a matter of time before one of them exploded once more.

It was the first girl again, screaming and shaking as her toes curled. Ms. Temis responded immediately, but only after glancing over at Jenni to verify that Quincy’s cock was hard and being stimulated. Then Ms. Temis turned up the cumming girl’s electricity, hurting her nipples even more, and pulled the massager away from the girl’s squirting cunt. The sap seemed to jump into Ms. Temis’ hand and it came down with a flurry of sharp, cracking blows, splattering girl goo everywhere and eliciting shrieks of agony from the bound girl.

“That’s what you get for cumming!” Ms. Temis snarled, her wrist smacking down, the leather paddle not just striking the girl’s clit, but curling down over her entire sex. Her petals looked crimson, swollen from the pounding and when Ms. Temis finished her ten, she bent down and shockingly, sucked the girl’s clit into her mouth. That caused a frantic thrashing as the girl wailed, then Temis came up, an evil grin on her face, and she pushed the bulbed massager back against the girl’s groin. It started up and the bawling sob that followed said everything it needed to about the torment.

And it was just halfway through the third period.

Jenni gulped. There were only seven periods to each school day, with fourth period being extra long, to accommodate three lunch breaks. She knew from experience that the girls would be allowed to eat, their nude bodies on display in a cordoned off space in the cafeteria, right out in front of everyone. Upon return to detention, they’d be subjected to different torments, though no less sexually horrible than the ones they were enduring now. She glanced down. Quincy’s cock was rock solid and fully erect. The toy between her legs started up again, twenty seconds of stimulation, and Jenni began moving her hands furiously.

“Please! Please! Not so hard!” Quincy begged, but she ignored him. She felt his body tremble beneath her, his butt tightening as he thrust upward into her hands. He shook violently and as he screeched, she changed her grip, forming a cup out of the fingers of one hand, and set it over his tip, letting him thrust into her hand.

“AAAHHHHH!” Quincy cried out, the change in sensation overwhelming him. Then she began teasing his balls at the same time, lightly scratching at his scrotum with tickling touches. His back arched as he pulled tight against the bonds and belt holding him down, only to cry out as another small spurt of white cream exploded out of his cock and into her hand.

This time, Ms. Temis saw it. She headed back over to Jenni and grabbed her wrist as Quincy let out a terrible groan, his cock loosing its stiffness so rapidly that it was like a balloon deflating. Ms. Temis grabbed him, shaking his cock, only to slide her hand a little lower, grasping his entire scrotum. She gave him a light squeeze and he groaned.

“That makes six,” she hissed, glancing up at Jenni. “I’m surprised it took this long. This little strumpet is very, very good at getting a rise out of boys. There are even a number of girls that like sticking their tongues into her wet little slit. But one isn’t good enough,” she added. “You need to cum twice.”

“Have… cum… twice…” Quincy protested.

Ms. Temis snorted. “Do you think I’d believe anything you said? I told you what would happen to you if you didn’t meet the orgasm requirements for today’s milking. That sweet little cunt you were fucking yesterday behind the gym will spend an extra three days at in-school suspension. You’re lucky I’m not running things there yet, because if I were, the tortures I’d inflict upon her would make the things happening here look easy.”

The toy between Jenni’s legs activated again and she mewled, crooning as her knees knocked together again. She couldn’t help herself, rocking her hips. Ms. Temis grinned. “No cumming,” she warned.

Jenni’s face looked pinched and she struggled against it. She was right on the edge when the toy stopped shaking, and she could feel the wetness against her thighs. Then, on the other side of the room, the other girl, the one who had only cum once, cried out in agonized ecstasy, clearly in the throes of orgasm. Ms. Temis didn’t wait a second. She whirled and hurried over, moving the bulbed massager away from the twitching, spasming girl. Fluids dripped from the glistening head as Temis turned it off and the girl lay there senseless, breathing hard, the rush of adrenaline fading as her body jerked.

Ms. Temis picked up the paddle, a smug and delighted look on her face. She moved up between the poor girl’s outstretched legs and lifted the leather sap. The girl jumped as the teacher brushed her pussy with the leather end, teasing the girl’s already sensitized and swollen clit. For over a minute Ms. Temis tormented the girl, just barely letting the paddle touch the girl’s sensitive nub. Finally Temis flicked her wrist, the paddle snapping down. It wasn’t a brutal stroke, but it must have stung because the bound girl cried out, jerking. Temis brushed her thumb lightly across the girl’s sex, rubbing at the freshly spanked clit, then hit her again. More spanks followed until ten, full, hot, heavy, stinging strokes left the girl crying. Then, without a shred of decency, Ms. Temis pushed the massager back into place and flipped it on.

By the time she was done, Jenni was enduring thirty seconds of vibrations and as Ms. Temis came back over to check on them, Jenni knew she was in trouble. Despite trying desperately to harden Quincy, she’d been unable to bring him back to anything resembling stiffness, and even worse, she knew that the next activation of the toy in her pussy was going to push her over the edge. Ms. Temis loomed close and as the vibrator inside Jenni came on, the resulting pressure pushed past the sexual boiling point and Jenni cried out, putting her hands between her legs, cumming hard.

“I figured you wouldn’t be able to control yourself,” insisted Ms. Temis. “The normal punishment for an aide cumming is a spanking. But I’ve already given you one, haven’t I?” The teacher shook her head. “Which means I’ll have to do something different to you.” Ms. Temis looked thoughtful for just a moment, then grinned. Jenni, swaying from the overload of pleasure, looked up with dazed eyes and nodded. Temis pointed down at Quincy’s cock. “Get that thing in your mouth right now and you better hope he’s stiff by the time I get back.” She gave Jenni a decidedly wicked smirk. “Which won’t be very long, I can assure you.” Ms. Temis whirled and walked back toward the supply cupboard by the main desk.

“Quick, get your mouth on me!” Quincy hissed. “Suck me!”

Jenni, still quivering from the vibrator buzzing on and off in her pussy, bent over and took him into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around and she put her right hand on his chest. Her fingers found his nipple and began playing with it as she sucked, a sensation Quincy wasn’t prepared for. Her other hand went to his balls, lightly caressing his scrotum. The boy gasped, then groaned as she gave his pectoral a light, twisting pinch. She didn’t notice that Ms. Temis was already heading back toward them.

“Here we are,” the detention moderator announced with an evil grin. Temis held up a set of beads, seven in all, each a different size from smallest to largest. She also was carrying a tube of lubricant. “Just stay bent over him like that while I shove these vibrating beads up your ass.”

Jenni whined but didn’t take her mouth off of Quincy, even when Ms. Temis moved behind her. The snap of the lubricant tube’s cap opening seemed loud and then Jenni felt the cold wetness against her anus, Ms. Temis’ finger pushing. Jenni forced herself to relax, to open up, and groaned as Ms. Temis rammed the entire digit, right up to the knuckle, deep in Jenni’s ass. Then, after pumping it uncomfortably a few times, she drew it out and quickly pushed the first bead into the girl.

It was small, only the size of a marble, and a tiny one at that, and not even the width of Ms. Temis’ finger. But the second bead, which Temis pushed in almost immediately after, was a bit bigger. The third was the width of Temis’ thumb and by the time Jenni was whimpering, uncomfortably full as the sixth bead was forced into her ass, the string of objects had reached golf ball sized proportions. The final seventh bead stretched her bottom open uncomfortably and she shifted her hips back and forth, forcing Ms. Temis to grab her solidly and push. The massive ball settled, the set of beads filling her backdoor completely. It was definitely an uncomfortable punishment!

And then Ms. Temis turned them on.

Jenni squirmed as the vibrating beads rumbled, each one filled with a different sized motor. The cacophony of oscillations created inconsistent waves, fighting and spilling over each other, each shaking bits and pieces of Jenni’s interior at variable rates. It was a maddening sensation and a moment later, when the vibrator inside her pussy activated, now going for forty seconds out of every sixty, she mewled and twisted, struggling to cope with the sensorial torment.

Ms. Temis pressed herself up behind Jenni, her bony fingers coming up to cup and then squeeze the clamped and vibrating titties of the girl. “I can’t wait to punish you,” she hissed. “I’m going to leave those beads in your ass too, so that when I paddle your sweet little cunt, you tighten up around them. I hope it hurts! Squeezing them so tight!” Temis glanced at the wall clock. “You only have four more minutes too. Then the period is over. You better make him cum... or I’ll punish you for that failure too.” Then she let go, leaving Jenni leaning over Quincy’s lap.

And as Ms. Temis walked away, Jenni lifted her head, smiling as Quincy’s hard cock touched her lips. The boy groaned and Jenni grabbed his cock, stroking firmly. Across the room, Ms. Temis checked on the other two girls, turning up one of the TENS units and eliciting a fresh shriek.

“Your girlfriend is at in-school-suspension?” Jenni asked in a whisper.

Quincy nodded, his eyes half closed with pleasure, but also discomfort. His cock was sore, despite the oil. “Yes... we got caught... fucking.”  He gave her an upset look. “Temis... said she’d... have to be there... another three days... if I don’t cum enough!”

Jenni smiled. “Then cum for me,” she whispered, bending back down, licking just the head of Quincy’s cock. It became a race as the clock on the wall ticked down the final few minutes. Jenni slurped and sucked and bobbed her head, her butt wiggling non-stop, her own pussy squeezing and grinding as she herself was worked right back up to the edge of orgasmic ecstasy. Then Quincy groaned, thrusting upward as high as the restraint belt would let him. His fingers curled into fists as he pulled against the restraint and just as the period bell sounded, he cried out. Jenni swallowed the tiny drop of cum, the tangy salty flavor disappearing into the strawberry sweetness of the oil.

“Oh, too bad,” crooned Ms. Temis to Jenni. “I said this period.” She pointed to one of the unoccupied torture chairs. “Now, get your pretty little stuffed ass over here.”

Quincy closed his eyes, panting. Jenni nodded and walked over. She turned, putting her buttcheeks against the chair and then lifted herself up. Ms. Temis grabbed Jenni’s wrist, hauling it to the top of the restraint frame, only to secure it tightly in the attached manacle. Her other hand followed and then Ms. Temis grinned.

“Spread your legs, or I’ll spread them for you,” the moderator ordered.

Jenni tried to comply, stretching her feet outward. Ms. Temis reached down, yanking off Jenni’s shoe, then the knee-high stocking, leaving her bare little foot exposed. She locked it into place, stretching Jenni’s leg almost perpendicular to her hips. Then came the other foot, first exposed, the stocking and shoe tossed away, then stretched out and secured. Jenni groaned, her pussy still tightening around the vibrator, her nipples tingling and twisting with the clamps, her bottom stuffed to the brim. Ms. Temis went up to her pussy and tugged out the phallic toy.

“You won’t need this,” she assured the girl, turning it off. Ms. Temis placed a stand between Jenni’s legs, this one equipped with not just a massager, but a thick, pink phallus, molded like a machine screw with various little protuberances, mounted on a motor. Ms. Temis pushed the dildo into Jenni, filling her pussy even more than the previous sex toy. Jenni groaned; it was so thick. She was shocked there was enough room inside her!

“Now, in case you’ve forgotten,” Ms. Temis said softly, stroking Jenni’s quivering leg, her fingers kneading the tender, inner thigh. “Cumming is strictly forbidden. If you cum, I’m pulling all of the nice things away from your cunt and taking my paddle, and beating your clit into paste. And since you didn’t make Quincy cum when you were supposed to, it won’t be ten strokes like these other two sluts. It will be fifteen. Fifteen beautifully hard and vicious spanks to your hot little pussy.” She turned on the massager. Vibrations flowed into Jenni’s clit. Ms. Temis leaned forward. “I can’t wait for you to cum!” Then she turned on the spinning phallus. It swirled inside Jenni, sending waves of exquisite pleasure as it scoured the inside of Jenni’s pussy, spinning madly.

A knock on the door forced Ms. Temis to leave Jenni. The moderator responded, and let in another girl. “Ah, Angelica. Excellent. It’s nice to have someone experienced helping.”

Jenni bit her lip. Bound, she couldn’t move, the spinning inside her pussy, the vibrations of the massager against her clit, and the tingling shaking of her nipples, and the seven oscillating beads in her ass pushed her faster and faster.

Angelica, a beautiful blonde, set her bag down and started unbuttoning her shirt almost immediately, without even being asked. Underneath she wore a bra. She nodded at Ms. Temis. “Yes ma’am,” she said submissively. The skirt fell and a pair of blue and white striped panties were revealed. Angelica looked over at Quincy. “Where would you like me to start?” She asked quietly. If she noticed the way Jenni was writhing in the restraint chair, she didn’t say anything.

“The boy,” Temis said. “He’s had six, possibly seven orgasms already, so I will be impressed if you manage even one.” She reached up and gave Angelica’s bra covered tit a squeeze. “I’m glad to see you’re obeying the school rules,” she said.

Angelica nodded. “Of course, ma’am.” Then the girl walked up to Quincy, grabbed the bottle of flavored oil, and began applying it to his soft cock. Just as Ms. Temis turned, Jenni reached her limits. She cried out, screaming as her second orgasm of the morning struck. Fluids squirted out around the phallus spinning in her creaming cunt, and from the sides of the massager. Ms. Temis, with a laugh, picked up her leather sap, and walked over.

“Two minutes? That’s all it took? Two minutes?” She laughed, tugging away the stand with the phallus and massager. She turned them off and looked down at the spread open petals, the deep hole, the wet and pink folds, and the soft pink tip of Jenni’s clitoris. Off to the side, one of the other girls, bound in similar straits, seemed to be getting close to orgasm as well.

“We’ll have to make this quick,” Ms. Temis said with a smirk, raising the paddle. “Fifteen strokes for a nasty, naughty little cum slut.” She raised the paddle and brought it down. Hard. Fast. And viciously.

Which was exactly what Jenni needed.


The Nurse’s Visit

Jenni waddled into the nurse’s office, grimacing lightly as she pushed open the door. The antiseptic lights and slight vinegary scent of the room were somewhat off putting to the young girl, but she’d been ordered to report by Coach Hampton after he saw the way she was walking. Jenni sighed slightly with resignation and stepped into view of the nurse.

Nurse Shackleford was a plump woman in her mid-forties, with graying blonde hair and a pair of thick plastic rimmed glasses and was sitting at her small little desk in the corner, opposite the padded cot that was positioned nearby. She looked up as Jenni came in, eyes brightening with an intensity that unsettled Jenni somewhat. Shackleford wore scrubs of course, a colorful mix of playful polygons splattered across a light blue background that for some reason almost hurt to look at.

“And what’s wrong with you?” Nurse Shackleford asked with an almost palpable enthusiasm.

Jenni hesitated. “Coach Hampton ordered me to come see you,” she said softly, even demurely.

Nurse Shackleford’s eyebrow went up. “Really? Why?” She demanded with a sort of suspicious look.

Jenni swallowed, not sure how far she wanted to go in her admissions. “I was…” she started, her tiny body almost trembling. She didn’t want to admit to what she’d been doing. “Working out in the gym," she said, taking the coward’s way out.

Except Nurse Shackleford smiled. “Oh,” she said, her eyes flickering down to the blue short shorts Jenni was wearing. The material was pulled up so tightly into the crotch that Nurse Shackleford could see the pronounced shape of the girl's sex. “Tiptoe rises?” She asked as if she already knew.

Jenni’s face went bright red and she nodded. Evidently Nurse Shackleford was familiar with Coach Hampton’s take on tiptoe rises.

“How long were you doing them?” Nurse Shackleford asked.

“About forty-five minutes,” Jenni admitted hollowly.

Shackleford’s eyes widened. “Oh. Well, that’s not good. Were you doing them properly, or did Coach Hamptom have to use his motivators on you?”

Jenni blinked. “Motivators?”

The nurse rolled her eyes. “The springs and clamps?”

“Oh,” Jenni replied, half lifting her hands, as if she were going to cup her breasts. But then she thought better of it and instead just nodded. “Yes, ma’am. I had to use the motivators.”

Nurse Shackleford nodded diligently and pulled out a blank form and began writing on it. She nodded at Jenni. “Alright. Well, we will start off with an examination and I have some cream we can apply to the affected areas. Please remove your gym uniform so I can examine you.” Then she went back to writing.

Here, again, Jenni hesitated. She knew what was about to happen, even if it wasn’t her fault, at least this particular time. But there was no way around it. She stuffed her thumbs into the waistband of her short shorts, feeling the material tightly snug in her crotch. She pushed downward, exposing pale white skin, at least until the top of her slit appeared. Then an impressive pinkish hue appeared, which only deepened as she peeled the tight material out of her folds.

“Where are your panties, young lady?” Nurse Shackleford demanded, though it seemed like she wasn’t surprised in the least that Jenni was going commando.

“Someone took them,” the trembling student replied. “While I was doing the tiptoe rises.”

“A likely story,” the nurse sniffed. “Well, we’ll have to address that eventually. You know it's a violation and there are consequences for breaking school rules. Still, we need to assess your supposed medical condition first. But take off your tee shirt and sports bra as well. If you were forced to use the motivator clamps, I need to see your breasts.”

Jenni nodded and pulled off her tee shirt, baring a beautiful set of full curves. Interesting indentations were still pronounced and visible to either side of each nipple. The nurse sighed and shook her head. “I suppose someone stole your sports bra too?”

Jenni winced. “No ma’am. I… I chose not to wear one.”

“And Coach Hampton allowed you to get away with that?” The nurse demanded.

Jenni shook her head. “No ma’am. It’s why I was forced to use the motivator clamps from the start.”

The nurse’s eyes widened. “Oh.” Her eyes flickered to the girl’s perky tips, still sporting the marks of her punishment. “Well, that makes sense.” Nurse Shackleford gestured to Jenni’s shoes. “Take off your shoes and socks. You won’t need them for the exam.”

Jenni blinked, but then kicked off her shoes. It took a bit longer for her to pull off her socks, especially under the watchful eye of the nurse. Finally, completely undressed, Jenni stood there nervously, arms crossed across her front. Not that her hands could hide the sweet, smooth petals of her sex, or the impressive curvature of her bust. Nurse Shackleford pointed at the cot. “Lay down so I can examine you.”

Jenni gulped and sat down, only to lay back while swinging her legs up. She stared up at the ceiling, thighs held tightly together, her fingers gripping the metal frame of the cot.

“How am I supposed to examine you with your legs pressed together like that?” Taunted the nurse as she pulled on a pair of latex gloves. “Spread them. Put your feet down on the floor on either side of the cot.”

It was utterly humiliating, but Jenni complied with the nurse’s instructions, spreading her legs wide and then bending her knees. She could feel the cool air against her petals and she closed her eyes as her bruised sex was completely exposed. The nurse began probing with her fingers and Jenni jerked when one fingertip grazed her clitoris.

“Does this hurt?” Nurse Shackleford, pressing just to the side of Jenni’s slit.

Jenni let out a soft moan. The pressure certainly did make her ache, but it wasn’t exactly a pain. In fact, it felt an awful lot like the metal bar she’d just spent the last forty-five minutes straddling. Nurse Shackleford moved her fingers again, this time touching Jenni’s clitoris. Her fingers swirled in a light caress that caused Jenni to gasp, her breath catching in her throat “And here?”

“N-n-no, Ma’am!” Jenni moaned, thrusting her hips upward. Nurse Shackleford kept rubbing for another minute, then changed locations as she continued her diagnosis. Her hand slipped downward, through Jenni’s folds, only to dip into her opening. Two fingers went deep, all the way up to the knuckle.

“Dear God, you’re wet,” the nurse exclaimed, curling her fingers, then twisting them around inside Jenni. The answering flutter of need tightened around the nurse’s digits and she brought her thumb up, stroking and rubbing Jenni’s clit vigorously. The waif on the cot stiffened, her back arching as she rolled her hips, thrusting upward.

“So, not nearly as damaged as you could have been,” Nurse Shackleford declared. “Bring your knees up to your chest and lift your legs.” She pulled her two fingers out of Jenni’s pussy and wiped them clean of girl goo on a paper towel she pulled off a pile on her desk. Jenni, trembling, lifted her feet off the floor, then drew her knees up to her chest. The nurse plucked a small container off the desk, opened it, and scooped out a small amount of lubricating jelly.

“One last check,” she explained, setting the container back down. Jenni whimpered as the gel coated point of the nurse’s finger swirled around her anus, and when it went in, penetrating up to the first knuckle, she couldn’t help tightening.

“That’s medically a good response,” chided the nurse, pushing even more. “But a girl like you should be better trained and able to handle this kind of exam. Now relax and open up. I need to be able to get my finger in all the way to the knuckle.” She wriggled the tip and Jenni let out another whimper. But she relaxed and a moment later the grown woman’s digit was fully embedded in the girl’s bottom. It wriggled and curled and then was pumped in and out multiple times, making the entire experience even worse for Jenni.

Finally, the nurse pulled out and quickly pulled off her gloves with a snap. “Hold that position.”

Jenni nodded, feet up in the air, knees to her chest. She couldn’t see what Nurse Shackleford was doing, but she certainly felt it a moment later when something hard and cool was pressed against her anus. Jenni gasped, eyes widening as the nurse pushed.

“It’s just a plug. Not even that big. Relax.”

But a moment later it became clear that Jenni’s idea of “not that big '' and Nurse Shackleford’s idea of what that meant were wildly different. The thick metal plug stretched Jenni’s sphincter wide, making her grimace, until she felt the spade-like shape slip in completely. She whimpered at the discomfort inside her.

“You can put your legs back down, but keep them spread.”

Jenni complied immediately, hiding her freshly lubricated and stuffed back door. She spread her legs again, putting her feet down on the floor. But then the nurse leaned forward and without a word of warning, grabbed hold of Jenni’s right breast, squeezing and kneading it, her fingers digging into the erect nipple. Jenni gasped, stiffening, then groaned.

“For someone who was wearing spring loaded clover clamps, your nipples seem fine,” Nurse Shackleford commented, moving her hand across Jenni’s chest. “You’ve got some light bruising, and they’re undoubtedly tender, but I have a cream that should fix these cute little nubs just as handily as it will help the bruising around your groin.” She gave Jenni a double tweak of both nipples before pulling back, eliciting a yelp from the girl, who brought her hands up.

Nurse Shackleford stood up from her rolling chair and walked to a nearby cabinet. “The cream I’m going to apply is medicated. It will at first feel quite cold, but then as the agent is exposed to the oxygen in the room, it will begin to heat up.” She turned and brought the tube of cream over to Jenni. The nurse put on another set of gloves and then uncapped the tube. “I’ll start with your nipples, okay?”

Jenni nodded, unsure if she was supposed to grant permission or agree. Nurse Shackleford bent over and for the second time, touched Jenni’s breasts. She applied a surprisingly large amount of the cream to the entire areola, swirling the cream in circles. Jenni groaned at first, surprised at just how good it felt, only to gasp as the icy coolness of the topical cream made her already raised nipple a tightly hard button. Then Nurse Shackleford moved to the other breast, repeating the application process. Jenni trembled, the tips of her breasts hard and freezing. She grimaced as she resisted the urge to bring her hands up.

“Don’t worry,” the nurse insisted, sitting back down on her rolling chair. “It will start to heat up in a moment.”

Jenni nodded, biting her lip.

“Now I’m going to apply the cream around your sex. Do not close your legs. This gel is not meant for internal use.” She began dapping more of the cold-hot cream around Jenni’s sex, spreading it out all the way to the tops of her inner thighs. The nurse’s fingers went back and then, to Jenni’s alarm, the nurse grabbed hold of the thick, puffy, outer labia and began rubbing the petals through her slick, lubricated fingers. Jenni let out a hard whine, the discomfort of the massage almost worse than the cold of the cream. But then she realized that the cold at the tips of her breasts had disappeared and a new, more worrisome sensation had started. It almost felt like someone was holding a hot lamp to her right nipple. She brought her hand up and the nurse let out a frustrated sigh.

“So, you’re going to be one of those?” She demanded. Shackleford wiped the fingers of one of her hands directly across Jenni’s clitoris, leaving a fresh smear of the cream on the swollen pink nub. “Hands up above your head.”

Jenni, startled, gulped and lifted her hands. It took the nurse only seconds to remove her gloves, then stand, moving toward the top of the cot. She reached beneath the frame and pulled out the already attached leather cuffs. They were quick release Velcro and within seconds Jenni’s wrists were bound in place, making it impossible for her to rise or use her arms. Then the nurse moved down to where her patient’s legs were spread to either side of the cot and a second set of quick release Velcro straps went around each knee. Jenni trembled as the chemical reactions of the cream went from cold to hot and she trembled, her limbs involuntarily pulling on the bonds now holding her down and open on the cot.

As Nurse Shackleford sat back down in her chair, Jenni let out a piteous moan. Her entire body was a riot of sensation as the cold-hot cream both froze and burned her. She closed her eyes, nipples seemingly on fire, as similar but not yet as intense sensations blossomed between her legs. She realized that much of her groin had heated, but her labia and clitoris were still caught in the peculiar prickling cold of the initial application. That’s when Nurse Shackleford opened a drawer and pulled out a large, purple colored egg.

“The next remedy will be the application of vibration therapy to the most affected spot. It will cause your muscles to contract and relax, which increases blood flow to the areas that need it for healing. Certain vibrations also promote the production of osteoblasts, though that really isn’t an issue for someone as young as you. Your bones are just fine,” Shackleford assured Jenni. The nurse pulled a small bottle of oil-based lubricant from the drawer, along with a controller.

“Honestly, I’m not even sure you need the lube,” Shackleford said offhandedly as she coated the top of the egg. “You’re soaked. Still, the cold-hot cream might be causing you some distraction, so it’s better just to be sure.”

She turned and without a word of warning to the already squirming, panting, burning little schoolgirl, pressed the tapered tip of the huge plastic egg against the glistening petals of her outstretched and exposed pussy. A few gliding movements up and down were more than enough to moisten every bit of pink and the nurse began pushing the egg-shaped object into her patient. Jenni’s back arched and she lifted her bottom up off the cot as she was penetrated. Heat flashed and burned across her bosom and loins, as her clitoris and labia joined the smoldering line of chemically heated body parts. There was a stretching sensation, then the egg seemed to almost get sucked into Jenni’s body, filling her insides completely.

“I’m going to set the vibrations to low,” the nurse explained, picking up the controller. “This is a medical treatment, and I’d like to remind you that allowing yourself to have a sexual response to this is not only inappropriate, but against school rules.”

The first vibration hit Jenni and she cried out as her pussy tightened around the egg. It shook inside her, sending waves of exquisite pleasure through her loins. Then the pattern of oscillations changed, increasing intensity and then switching frequency. It circled a spectrum and then moved back down to the initial low-level buzz, only to do the entire cycle again. Jenni gasped and within seconds her hips were jerking up and down frantically as the sexual pressure inside her doubled, then tripled.

The nurse leaned back in her chair and watched as her patient writhed on the cot. After a minute, Shackleford opened another drawer, pulling out a small, leather paddle.

“While we are waiting for the treatment to deal with your medical issues, I think we might as well get those pesky consequences I mentioned earlier out of the way.” She pushed her chair up high along the cot and put on another pair of latex gloves. “I’m fully aware that you are one of our worst offenders, so we both know the ramifications of your decision not to wear a sports bra.” She lifted her little leather paddle with one hand, and with the other, bunched up Jenni’s right breast. “I think twenty strokes ought to be about right? Don’t you?”

Jenni’s eyes widened and she looked at the nurse with agonized eyes. Her nipples burned, as did her entire sex. Inside her, the vibrations had her bucking, closing in on the forbidden climax. She pulled against her bonds as the nurse turned her eyes onto the swollen, hot nub at the tip of Jenni’s breast. Then the paddle began to snap, smacking the raised pink cap prodigiously.

Pain flared in Jenni, even more than the discomfort caused by the cold-hot cream. Her back arched as the nurse slapped the sap downward, each blow creating not just a sharp crack as leather met flesh, but a piercing shriek from Jenni as the punishment was delivered. The fresh beating of her breast re-ignited the burning, almost eclipsing completely the still searing heat between Jenni’s legs. She wailed, teeth clenched, twisting as she tried to get away from the vicious paddling of her breast. Each stroke fell fast and hard, with no rest between blows, and Jenni lost count, her mind swirling in the heat and agony… and even ecstasy as the egg buzzed hard between her legs… of her torment.

Then the hurting stopped, leaving only the pleasure and Jenni gasped. Nurse Shackleford let go of her right breast, examining the now quite blotchy and red cap. “Hmmm,” the nurse said in a professional tone. “I think that’s quite nice looking.” She flicked her finger at the swollen, distended nipple and Jenni let out another choked cry.

“Now for your other breast,” Nurse Shackleford stated, letting go of the first, but well beaten boob in favor of the other. Jenni let out a sharp cry as the sap flashed downward and heat surged through her nipple. Pain radiated down through her body, but oddly enough, it didn’t go straight up her spine and to her head. Instead, it took a circuitous route through her pulsing, throbbing, vibrating loins and the arousal inside her increased exponentially. She hissed, then let out a wail as the fast, sharp, hard thwacks of the nurse’s paddle smashed into her left breast and she shuddered. Then Shackleford pulled the sap back and let go of Jenni’s chest.

“There we are,” Nurse Shackleford said with satisfaction. “Nice and red and hot. Hopefully this serves as a reminder to you that the appropriate underclothes are required at all times.” She glanced down toward Jenni’s pulsing, thrusting hips and she reached back toward her little desk and picked up the controller. “Now we’ll deal with your lack of panties.” Suddenly the vibrations inside Jenni got much, much stronger and she groaned, her pussy tightening around the violently vibrating egg toy.

“As a reminder, you are not permitted to orgasm from either the vibration therapy, or God forbid, your punishment.” She held up the sap. “I know you’re familiar with the disciplinary matrix, but just in case, it will be twenty strokes to your sex.” Then, before Jenni could reply, or beg, or even just brace herself, Nurse Shackleford snapped her wrist, bringing the smooth, black leather sap down on the puffy, wet, exposed, and vulnerable sex of Jenni.

Agony exploded between her legs for only a second before it morphed into something different, something more tangible, something more confusing. Jenni’s body trembled as her back arched and she lifted her mons up to the slapping bite of the nurse’s paddle. She knew now that an orgasm was approaching and there was nothing she could do about it. Blow after blow fell, hitting her swollen, desperate, and aching sex and suddenly…

“No,” Coach Hampton snarled. “You’re doing it wrong.” He grabbed her arm and pulled her out of the group of other girls. Her reflection in the mirror stumbled and he dragged her across the room toward the boys, who were all lifting weights instead of doing fitness exercises.

“Tiptoe rises require you to keep your posture straight,” Hampton said with disdain. He let out a sigh. “Weren’t you paying attention?” He pushed her in front of one of the unused weight lifting stations where a bar had been positioned at just about the height of her hips. “Do it again.”

Jenni bit her lip and rose up on tiptoe, the rubber soles of her shoes bending as she stretched. Still, Coach Hampton shook his head.

“Terrible. Okay. Fine. We have to do it the hard way,” he declared. He looked around, then pointed. “Jim. Come over here and help.”

One of the boys stepped up as Coach Hampton lifted Jenni up. Realizing what the coach intended, she swung her right leg over the bar and then gasped as he lowered her down. A moment later she felt the cold, hard steel between her legs, pressing hard up into her crotch. She shimmied, then lifted herself upward to relieve the pressure, realizing that she was now perfectly on tiptoe.

“Jimmy, get a jump rope,” Coach Hampton ordered.

The young man came back in seconds with the rope and Coach Hampton yanked her arms backward, threading the jump rope between her back and elbows. Suddenly she was bound, breasts thrust forward. She squirmed, almost losing her balance. Coach Hampton’s eyes narrowed speculatively as he realized Jenni’s nipples were now hard and tight, showing perfectly through her thin exercise shirt.

“Jimmy, bring me the spring clamps.”

Jimmy, just as responsive as the first time, came back in less than thirty seconds, two long springs, capped at the ends with clover clamps, dangling from his hand. Coach Hampton took the two steel pinchers from the student, then slung them over the weight lifting frame above Jenni. Her eyes widened as she looked up, calves already starting to burn from keeping herself up on tiptoe.

Coach Hampton grabbed hold of the bottom of her shirt and began lifting. “Bra check,” he muttered as he exposed her breasts, revealing the full, perfect bounty of her bosom. He didn’t act surprised in the least and he ran his fingers back and forth across both nipples, as if trying to get them even harder. Jenni gasped and then he pulled the first clamp downward.

The spring connector stretched and the second Coach Hampton let the clamp tighten in place, the metal coil tried to retract, stretching Jenni’s nipple and breast upward. She cried out, then groaned as the clamp tightened even more thanks to the pulling. Coach Hampton then secured her other breast and she blinked as pain shot through her nipples and tits, all the way down to her pussy. Of course, the spring clamps gave her another great reason to stay up on tiptoe, but now her calves were truly burning, as were her arches.

“Jimmy, take off her shoes and socks,” Coach Hampton said, taking a step back. “I’ve got to grab something from my office.”

Jimmy nodded silently and dropped to his knees. As the coach walked away, Jimmy quickly unlaced both of Jenni’s shoes, then tugged the first one off as Jenni whimpered and struggled. Jimmy pulled on her sock, and as the material pushed at her toes, she had no choice but to put most of her weight on the bar between her legs, just to lift her foot. Discomfort flooded through her, but also arousal, and that fact shocked her. As Jimmy moved to the other shoe, tugging it off, she found herself rolling her hips, even thrusting. She pressed back down with her bare toes, lifting herself off as Jimmy finished the process of removing her shoes.

“Perfect,” announced Coach Hampton, coming back with a small, pink oval object. He stepped up close to the trembling girl and snagged the front of her gym shorts. “Panty check,” he declared with a grin, pulling outward. He looked down past her exposed navel and into the crotch of her panties. “Well, damn!” He said in shock. “You’re wearing panties?”

Jimmy, who was standing nearby, also was surprised. Coach Hampton shook his head. “Well, I’m exercising my right as coach to make sure you do these tiptoe rises correctly.” He looked over at Jimmy. “Young man. I’m going to lift her up for a second. When I do, yank these shorts and her panties right off her. Understand?”

Jimmy nodded obediently. “Yes, sir!” He hurried over, hands outstretched and fingers curled.

Coach Hamptom wrapped his arms around Jenni and lifted. The pressure between her legs disappeared and she moaned as he tilted her back. Jimmy wasted no time, yanking down her shorts and panties and she had to bend her right leg. Then Jimmy ducked under the very bar she’d been straddling and tugged the material completely off her body. Coach Hampton, who didn’t seem to be straining in the least to lift the one hundred- and two-pound girl, set her back down without even a grunt.

Jenni squealed and quickly went back up on her toes. The metal bar, which hadn’t been in direct contact with her skin before, was surprisingly cold to her and had pressed up into her sex. She danced, her nipples burning and throbbing as the springs connected to the clamps pulled and twisted the tips of her breasts. Coach Hampton let her get balanced, then held up the item he’d brought from his office.

“This should help you focus,” he said simply. Then, while she was still raised up, he brought the small pink ovid object up between her legs.

Jenni gasped as it slipped up between her petals, her already wet pussy immediately accepting. Coach Hampton’s eyebrow went up, just a little surprised at how lubricated she already was, and he shrugged, pushing. The object disappeared into her body, settling deep inside her pussy. He moved his hand away and she moaned, closing her eyes, still struggling to keep her sex off the bar.

“And now, to turn it on.”

Vibrations suddenly emanated from the tiny sphere inside her and Jenni crooned as acute pleasure was thrown into the mix of sensations. Her nipples pulsed with pain, her calves and arches were burning, and her toes felt hot and prickly. But now all she could think about was pumping her hips. Her lower half jerked as her pussy demanded more.

She managed maybe another minute, then gasped as her legs began shaking. Finally, she was forced to drop down flatfooted, just to rest her legs. As she did so, her wet pussy made contact with the metal bar, wetting it, making it slippery, and suddenly the cold and pressure made complete sense. She mewled and this time thrust forward, rocking. The movement caused her clit to get tugged downward and there was a tiny pinch as her weight caught the sensitive nub between her torso and the bar itself. Then she rolled back, the vibrations inside her strong and incessant.

Coach Hampton nodded and looked at Jimmy. “I’ve got to check on the rest of the class. You remain here and keep an eye on her. If she looks like she’s in trouble, pull her off. But otherwise, she stays on the bar until the end of class. Understood?”

Jimmy nodded. “Yes, sir!” He exclaimed, watching as Coach Hamptom walked off. For a moment he stood there, just watching Jenni as she rested, her weight on her pussy, then lifted back up. The sounds of the other students in the gym echoed past them and then Jenni felt fingers on her skin. She opened her eyes and Jimmy was standing right there, one hand cupping her breast, squeezing it. She let out a soft whimper and looked at him.

“Please?” She whispered. She leaned back, just a bit and his other hand came up. Carefully, he slid it between her thighs, finding the soaked slit between her legs. It only took him a minute, making circular motions, before she shuddered, eyes rolling into the back of her head, cumming hard…

The nurse looked down at her, a confused expression on her face. “Are you alright?” She asked suspiciously as Jenni blinked and then groaned. Her body felt amazing, a mix of pleasure and discomfort that had sent adrenaline and endorphins shooting through her slight frame. Now she felt the remnants of the sexual euphoria and with a deep breath, shuddered and grinned.

The nurse frowned. “Young lady, do I have to remind you that having an orgasm during punishment is, in and of itself, a violation of school policy?”

Jenni smiled sheepishly. “I’m sorry, ma’am. But the way you were spanking my pussy… well, I just couldn’t control myself.”

The nurse put her hands on her hips with a disgruntled expression. “Indeed. Well, I think I’ve done everything I can with you right now.” She turned and sat back down at her desk.

“Does that mean I can get dressed?” Jenni asked curiously, half sitting up. Girl goo leaked from her sex and she wiggled her toes with an impish smile.

“Dressed” The nurse snorted. “Hardly.” She picked up the phone, pressing just a few numbers.

“Yes? This is the Nurse. I have a student who requires an escort.” The nurse glanced back at Jenni. “Straight to In-School-Suspension,” she declared. “The little minx wasn’t wearing panties or a bra, then had the bad taste to actually orgasm while I was beating her soaked little cunt.” She nodded and then a wicked smile curled across her face. “Exactly. That’s perfect. Thank you.”

The nurse turned and looked at Jenni. “They’ll be here for you in about ten minutes or so.”

“To take me to In-School-Suspension?”

The nurse nodded and pulled on a fresh rubber glove. “I need to pull that vibrating egg out of you,” she said.

For a moment they looked at each other. “Or…” whispered Jenni. “You could… turn it back on. You know, until someone gets here to take me.” She licked her lips. “I’ll try, really hard, not to orgasm again.”

The nurse stared hard at the girl for a moment, but then Shackleford found the control fob and suddenly the vibrator inside Jenni roared back to life. Then the nurse pulled out a pinpoint massager and flipped the switch.

“Well, since you’re going to be properly whipped between the legs again. I might as well start sensitizing you now,” she said with justification. She pressed the end of the massager right against Jenni’s clit, eliciting a passionate moan as the girl’s hips thrust upward. In seconds she was bucking, whimpering with need.

“And I’m sure I don’t need to remind you,” said the nurse, swirling the end of the massager around in tight circles. “That cumming, again, will earn you another punishment.”

And Jenni didn’t care.


Just Ten Minutes

Carter glanced out the window, a current of excitement running through his veins. It was just about time and he took a deep breath wondering if this time he would manage to hold off through the entire ten minutes. He checked his watch again and headed for the front door. It was unseasonably warm for Thanksgiving and despite most of the leaves falling from the trees, some of the other plants were still thriving during the Indian Summer. The scent of honeysuckle was thick in the air, undoubtedly from the burgeoning vine that covered the trellis surrounding the porch, blocking much of the sun. He let the screen door slam shut and he took a step to the side, sitting down on the wooden bench, fidgeting nervously.

Would she really come back?

Yesterday it had been a crap shoot. He’d seen her on her morning walks of course. He’d recognized her from school, even though he didn’t know her name. He’d been munching on a bowl of cereal near the window and spotted her coming down the sidewalk. So, he’d stepped out onto the porch, never guessing that the results of his initiative would be quite so…

Incredible.

Like the previous morning, he didn't have to wait long before Jenni appeared. She was wearing a pair of shorts, loose but so short that the material crawled up into the crack of her ass and Carter could definitely see the distinct outline of her sex. Her tee shirt, a different one than previous days, clung tightly to her frame, and her prodigious curves filled it out quite completely. The obvious bumps at the front, along with the smooth surface of the cotton, made it pretty clear that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and her cute little feet were adorned with a pair of pink and white flip flops, but with wedge foam soles, the heels thick enough to make it look like she was wearing pumps. Her toe and fingernails were painted pink, and a multitude of gel bracelets encircled her left wrist. She had a cute little pink purse too, and it was slung bandolier style, over her shoulder down to the opposite hip.

Carter realized he was holding his breath as she slowed in front of his house and when she turned, just like the day before, he could feel himself stiffen. Her eyes found his, playful and teasing, and she walked up to the porch, only to climb the steps and enter the green tinged shadow of the honeysuckle. The corner of her mouth curled up and she smiled.

“Daring,” she teased. “You want another chance?”

Carter gulped and nodded immediately. “Absolutely,” he assured her. Adrenaline surged through him as he licked his lips. He didn’t move from the bench. He knew this was where she wanted him. Jenni crossed the porch until she stood opposite his knees, and just like the day before, she slipped her cute little feet out of the flip flops. He stared down at her toes as they wiggled, and then she slowly dropped, kneeling on the thick foam padding of her shoes. Carter twitched as she laid her hands on his bare knees, then slid her hands upward, underneath the basketball shorts.

Then she touched him.

It felt like electricity flowing through him and his already hardened cock seemed to jump as her palm encased him. Her skin felt so soft! She pulled on him, wrists pushing up on the cloth of his shorts, until the full length of his shaft was exposed. She smiled wickedly as it stuck upward, and she kept one hand firmly wrapped around him as the other opened her small purse and pulled out a tiny bottle.

“Same requirements as yesterday, and the day before,” she said simply. “Ten minutes, if you can last that long.”

Carter gulped. “I’ll try to do better.”

She rolled her eyes as her thumb unsnapped the cap and she began to pour the contents over the tip of his manhood. “All men say that. Few men manage.”

Carter grinned and checked his watch. “It’s 9:42. But in my defense, you are very go…” he started to say, but then she changed her grip, oil and flesh meeting perfectly and pure ecstasy surged through him as her curled fingers pushed downward. He found himself shaking as she began slowly working her hand up and down. He groaned loudly, closing his eyes and tilting his head back as she stroked steadily, creating waves of exquisite pleasure that seemed to flow down his cock straight to his balls.

Or… was that her other hand?

“Yesterday you only lasted six minutes,” she said, her palms gliding up and down. Carter gulped and nodded.

“You were very, um… persuasive,” he allowed, letting out another low pitched groan. She switched motions, moving one hand from tip to base, followed with the other, then moving the first hand back to the top and doing it again. It was like a never ending thrust. Carter quivered, spreading his knees even further.

She sighed in mock disappointment. “I would have thought that getting to see my breasts would have been sufficient motivation for you to at least try to hold off.”

Carter glanced down at her shirt. “I would very much like to see your breasts,” he admitted. She changed her hand movements again, this time gripping his cock like the handle of a sword, then twisting her hands in opposite directions. Carter’s eyes widened and he felt his buttocks tighten as he thrust upward through her soft fingers.

“Doesn’t seem like it,” she said with a shrug. “In fact, I don’t think you’ll even make it to six minutes today.”

Carter bit his lip. It was hard to focus with her rubbing him so… so… expertly. “I’ll do my best,” he assured her.

She shook her head. “But see, I know what you like now.” She let go of the top, then reshaped her hand into a conical shape, coming straight down. The fleshy pads of her fingers found the sensitive edge of his tip and began a light twisting motion, sending strong surges of intense pleasure through him.

“Oh my God!” Carter gasped. He struggled to hold back. He almost pushed up off the bench, but then she changed her caress again, going back to the soft up and down strokes that made his balls ache.

She laughed. “I’m not quite sure God has that much to do with this,” she said. “Other than planning things well at the beginning.” She changed her movements again, using long single handed strokes, while her left hand slid downward. Her nails barely touched his scrotum, but he quivered as she tickled his balls. She smiled. “How are you on time?”

Carter lifted his wrists and cringed. “Four minutes in. Six to go, give or take,” he said, swallowing hard. He noticed his thigh rippling with spasms and he bit his lip. Every fiber of his being wanted him to grab her, pull her up into his lap, and kiss her. Along with yanking those cute little shorts down and seating her perfectly so that his cock slid deep into her slit. She moved her hand back up, both hands gripping him gently, constantly rubbing in different directions.

“I think it’s important for men to practice holding off,” she said simply, still massaging his manhood.

Carter groaned again. “Because they explode too quickly and can’t satisfy you?” He managed to ask.

Jenni laughed. “Hardly. If I’m not satisfied, it’s just a matter of working him back up.” She switched grips and once more the tip of his cock was the epicenter of a surge of pleasure as she swirled her fingertips around the firm, tapered point. “I think men need to practice holding off,” she said simply, “so that they can experience more pleasure, for longer.”

She shrugged, once more going back to the solid, up and down strokes. “Afterall, it’s the foreplay that’s the fun, isn’t it? Orgasm itself, as wonderful as it is, comes and goes… oh… so… quick…” and with those words, she squeezed him and pushed downward.

Carter half came up off the bench. His cock seemed to burn with need and the pressure in his balls had built to a point where he didn’t know how much more he could take. He glanced down at her. He had to see her breasts. He wanted that. He glanced at his watch. Four more minutes. He could take that. Right? He licked his lips and tried to focus, to resist the steady massage.

"You know," she said, once more going up and down with her hands, this time tightening her grip as her palm and finger slid along his shaft, " I haven't been that explicit with what happens next."

"Next?" Carter groaned.

She nodded, adding a twisting sensation to the caress. "See, you were so focused on seeing my breasts, you didn't even think to wonder what I might do with them."

Carter blinked. "Do with them?"

Her hands changed again as she formed circles with her thumbs and forefingers, gliding downward from tip to base, then releasing and going back to the top. "Of course. Once my breasts are out, we will see if you can last a full ten minutes."

Carter closed his eyes. "With you rubbing me like that?" He groaned. "Not a snowball's chance in Hell."

She grinned. "Oh I wouldn't be that mean," she replied, now gripping his cock at the base and rubbing upward in long pulls, ending with a fluttering tweak at the tip with each stroke. "I'd use my breasts to rub you. Surely you could handle a simple, easy titty fuck, right?"

Carter's eyes snapped open. "A… a what?"

"A titty fuck," Jenni repeated. She switched directions with her hands, now stroking downward again. Carter shuddered. "You should be able to handle ten minutes of that, right? Your cock sliding up and down between my soft breasts?"

Carter gasped as the pressure between his legs suddenly seemed to double. He thrust upward, into her hands and she felt him pulse and harden even more.

"Of course, if you manage to hold off through me sliding your cock up between my breasts, you'll have an opportunity to see just how soft my mouth is," she whispered. Her mouth curled up into a wicked smile and then her head dipped down and her tongue lapped gently against the glistening slick tip of his rod. "I use flavored oil." She said teasingly, then licked again.

Carter could barely control himself. " I want… I want to fuck you!" He panted, his loins on fire. He reached out, touching her head and she laughed, not stopping the maddening caress of her hands for even an instant.

"Of course you can," she told him. "If you can last ten minutes with my mouth wrapped around your cock." She once more made a cone with her fingers and swirled them around the tip of his shaft. "If you last, I will pull my shorts off right here, totally naked, climb up into your lap, and slip down until your big, thick cock is inside my hot, wet…”

Carter clenched his teeth and let out a cry as a ribbon of white fluid exploded out of his cock, rising in the air like a geyser before splashing down on Jenni’s hands. She laughed in delight, not stopping her movements for a moment as his prick jerked, forcing fluid upward in two more flows. She kept touching him, stroking and rubbing until he groaned and relaxed, his cock softening between her fingers. Only then did she let go. She shook her hands, flinging his effluvium away, then opened her purse to pull out a small bag of wipes. She cleaned herself as Carter sat there, a dazed look on his face.

“Well,” she said, putting the wipes and her bottle back into her purse. “Clearly, we have more work to do. Maybe tomorrow you’ll get a chance to see and fuck my titties.” She pushed herself up, knees just a touch red, and Carter watched as she slid her feet back into the flip flops. “Control,” she added, “is very important.” She bent over and kissed Carter, a long and sensuous kiss that spoke of many pleasures to come. Then she pulled away and with a smile, turned.

“Wait!” He gasped. She stopped and looked back over her shoulder at him, curious. “I don’t… I don’t even know your name.”

She smiled again. “I don’t think you need a name to be memorable,” said Jenni. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning,” she added. “Hopefully you’ll be able to last longer.” She started down the steps.

Carter sprang up. “But… but… satisfaction! Don’t you want it?” He pleaded.

She stopped again. “Aren’t you satisfied?”

Carter blinked. “Me? Of course, I am! That was incredible. But I mean you! I want to satisfy you!”

Jenni laughed. “Satisfaction comes in many forms,” she said simply. “Right now, I’m satisfied with what I have.” She started to walk down the sidewalk.

“And what do you have?” Carter called out dumbly.

“Power,” she whirled, waving in a girlish fashion, her impish smile huge. “See you tomorrow.”


Emily Goes to Detention

Emily shuddered, closing her eyes as she exploded, fluids spurting out of her exposed slit to splatter upon the tile floor of the classroom. There was a murmur of excitement from her peers, all of them still a little shocked that it had been Emily that had been caught without panties. Not that they weren’t appreciative. Her beautiful nubile body, which was at that very moment on complete display at the front of the classroom, was a sight to see. Every boy had dreamed of this moment and they were not disappointed. Her sweet slit was freshly shaved and smooth, the full petals darkly pink, especially after Mr. Mason had just paddled her pussy. Her breasts, large and full, especially for her age, still bore the rose-colored flush from the flogger, the nipples raised and huge. And the fact that she’d exploded, leaving a wet mess on the floor only meant that she’d soon be suffering further indignities.

The orgasm left her trembling as she leaned backward, palms on the teacher’s desk, her legs spread wide and Mr. Mason shook his head in disgust. “Really?” He asked, lowering the paddle which was held in one hand, only to bring up the battery-operated massager in the other. He pressed it to Emily’s clit again, rubbing it in circles despite her climax and subsequent disobedience.

“You were instructed not to cum, young lady. And that means after these last five strokes, you’ll be heading to detention.”

Emily, panting hard, nodded. “Yes… yes sir,” she managed to splutter through the utter pleasure streaming up from her sex. It was almost enough to bring her right back to the edge, another orgasm building behind the first. She groaned, lewdly pumping her hips, not even caring that her deepest, most precious secrets were on display. Mr. Mason left the massager there even longer than the previous times and only when she began whimpering, pushing back against the bulb, mashing her well stimulated clit against it, did he finally pull the bulb away and bring the leather paddle back up between her legs with an underhanded blow.

The sting bit into Emily and the quick switch between ecstasy and agony elicited a cry of passion from her lips. She threw her head back, arching her back, thrusting both tits and pussy forward. There was a sort of cheer from the other students, one even encouraging her to cum again, as she endured the harsh beat of the paddle smacking her pussy. Five strokes landed in rapid succession and then, just as she was about to cum a second time, Mr. Mason pulled the paddle away.

“No!” She blurted out, eyes snapping open. “Please? Please? More?” She begged, twisting madly.

Mason frowned. “You definitely need to go to detention,” he muttered. Then he shook his head. “No. No more strokes. You took all that you’ve earned for your failure to wear panties or a bra.” He shook his head. “Really, Emily. I never expected you to be one of those. Why?”

Emily, still shaking, still desperate, want burning through her loins, looked up at him. She licked her lips, her body only barely realizing it wasn’t going to get what it needed. “I’m sorry, sir.” It was all she whispered.

Mason shook his head. “Fine. I hope you’re happy with the consequences.” He pressed a button on the intercom. “I need an office aide at Room 124. I’ve a student who failed a panty check and then had the audacity to cum on my floor. She needs to go to detention. Oh, and I need a janitor for a cleanup too.”

There was an affirmation from the office attendant as Emily started to push herself upright, except Mr. Mason moved the massager back into place between her legs. She gasped, stiffening back into the braced position, palms on his desk, legs obscenely spread.

“No. You stay like that, your pussy and tits showing, until the office aide gets here.”

Emily didn’t care. As long as the massager was touching her clit. She groaned, thrusting and working her pussy against the buzzing bulb. At least until Mr. Mason pulled it away again. She mewled with need, whimpering at the denial. Finally the room door opened and a senior girl stepped in. She looked at Emily with disgust, then nodded at Mr. Mason.

“I’m here to take her to detention.”

Mason pulled the massager away from Emily’s pussy, only to hear her groan and protest. He grabbed her arm, pulled her upright, and then pushed her toward the aide. Emily’s cheeks were bright red and the aide grimaced.

“Get your bag,” she ordered.

Emily, forced to cope with something other than her immediate sexual needs, turned crimson. Her skirt had fallen back over her bared buttocks, hiding even her dripping slit, but her shirt was still wide open. Her hands came up, trying to get at least a few of the buttons fastened as she went back to her desk, but her large breasts seemed to get in the way.

“Just leave it open,” the aide ordered. “You’ll be stripped anyway at detention.”

Emily, still humiliated, dropped her hands, snagged her bag, and with both breasts fully exposed, headed toward the door. The aide took the bag and then pointed.

“Out in the hall. Hands behind your back. Push those tits out,” she snarled.

Emily followed orders and found herself out in the empty hall, her breasts out where anyone passing could see. She closed her eyes. She knew that each classroom door had a window and that she’d be immediately seen as she was forced to walk to the Detention Room. The aide pointed again and Emily headed in the appropriate direction, trying not to think about the gossip that would soon be going around the school.

Emily had been going commando ever since she started shaving her pussy, but only on the day after. One day, out of every three, and until that afternoon, she’d managed to avoid being caught. Of course, she had no explanation for why she wasn’t wearing a bra either. Perhaps she knew that playing the odds would eventually result in exactly what had happened. Publicly humiliated in front of her class, tormented and punished, followed by an orgasmic episode so strong she’d never experienced anything like it. Now she was going to suffer the consequences.

She grinned, knowing the aide wouldn’t see it. She hoped Mr. Mason liked cleaning up her cum.

They made it to detention without encountering anyone and the aide knocked on the door. It opened and Emily’s smile melted as she saw Ms. Temis, the strictest and cruelest of all the teachers at the school, standing in the doorway. The stick-like woman’s eyebrow went up and she looked at Emily in both shock and delight.

“Who would have thought that you would be standing here, tits out, like a wanton little whore?” Temis sneered. “Well, come in. I’ll have you regretting your decision in no time at all.” She glanced down at her watch. “It looks like we have a period and a half before the end of school, plus an additional hour. I promise to make sure it hurts.”

Emily suddenly regretted her decisions, but it was too late. She felt the aide push her from behind and she stumbled into Detention, only to realize that things could get much, much worse.

There was another girl there already.

Emily had seen her before. She was gorgeous, with a petite body and huge breasts. Emily knew that Jenni worked mostly as a library aide. But what shocked Emily was the fact that the girl’s lithe and nubile form was bound to a restraint chair, hands secured above her head, while her legs had been drawn outward in an uncomfortable looking set of splits. Her pumps and socks were gone, bare feet exposed, a thick blue rubber band encircling each foot, right across the arches. The girl’s exposed breasts were just as large as Emily’s, but sported tight clamps pinching the nipples, as well as black and red wires going to what looked like a Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulator, or a TENS machine. But even that wasn’t what made Emily stare in astonishment. Between Jenni’s legs hummed a machine.

A bulbed massager, similar to the one Mr. Mason had used on Emily’s cunt, was mashed against Jenni’s clitoris, and it was vibrating at full power. It was mounted on a circular attachment and as Ms. Temis grabbed hold of Emily’s shirt and began tugging it off the girl, the massager stopped and pulled away from Jenni’s pussy. Emily’s eyes widened as she saw the bright red, inflamed, and engorged state of Jenni’s sex, and as the massager rotated a thin leather paddle moved into position. The paddle snapped down, smashing Jenni’s clit in exactly the same spot the massager had been rubbing, and the girl screamed into her gag, thrashing on the chair, even though she couldn’t move her loins out of the way thanks to the leather straps holding her in place.

“Now Emily, hands out while I buckle on the fetters,” declared Ms. Temis. Emily lifted her hands mindlessly, still watching in fascinated horror as the automated machine left thirty brutal strokes, one each second, on Jenni’s pulsing pussy. Ms. Temis finished buckling one of the cuffs as the paddle stopped, moving away from the now freshly beaten sex, and Emily watched as the circular platform rotated once more, a new “torment” moving into position. This one appeared to be made of glass and glowed violet. It moved up and down Jenni’s slit, from her clit to her anus and from the way she twitched, Emily knew she had to be feeling something, even if Emily didn’t know what.

But then something shocking happened. Jenni, twitching madly, screeched into her gag. Her body rippled and to Emily’s astonished delight, began cumming; fluids squirting out of her cunt, splattering the machine and falling to the floor. Jenni’s toes curled and spasms shot out along her limbs. Her crooning cries were filled with need and desperation and agonized ecstasy.

Ms. Temis dragged Emily right in front of Jenni, where a hook in the ceiling dangled. “Lift your hands,” she ordered. Emily did so and found herself secured to the ceiling. Temis hit a button on the wall and then Emily was stretched out, standing on tiptoe. Temis came back around with a piece of rope, bent down, and tied it to Emily’s right ankle.

A mechanical sound drew Emily’s eyes back to the machine torturing Jenni and she watched as the violet wand withdrew from the girl’s freshly soaked slit. Then the circular platform rotated again and to Emily’s horror, the massager moved right back into place and turned on.

Full power.

Jenni let out another scream, her hips churning as she was unable to pull her pussy away from the stimulation.

Emily suddenly understood. “How long…” she stammered, as Temis stood up, pulling Emily’s leg out from under her. “How long has she been there?”

Then Emily’s thigh rippled as Temis brought her leg up perpendicular to her hips. “That little cunt?” Temis asked curiously, glancing over at Jenni. “Since this morning. Her only break was at lunch where we gave her an hour off it.” She tied the rope to the hook, leaving Emily precariously on one leg. Then Temis grabbed a very special clamp from off the nearby desk. A pendant vibrator hung from it and she knelt down, flipping aside Emily’s skirt. The clamp went on Emily’s clit and the girl groaned, especially when Ms. Temis turned on the vibrations.

“I hear you like to cum,” Temis crooned as she went to the desk and opened a drawer. She pulled out a vicious looking crop and came back over to Emily. She lifted the stick with the leather end and began stroking Emily’s nipples with it. Emily pulled her eyes away from the writhing, panting, tortured Jenni, her own body reacting to the new stimulation. She gulped, staring at Ms. Temis in fear.

“So let’s play a little game. I’ll stop hitting when you cum.”

Emily braced herself for the first blow, but then blinked when Temis pulled the crop away, moving to Jenni. “Wait,” she gasped. “What?” Temis pulled off the clamp attached to Jenni’s left nipple, then Temis flicked her wrist. The end of the crop slapped down viciously into the exposed teat and the pain made Jenni cry out.

“Wait! Please! No! Not her! Me!” Emily mewled. The vibrations creeping up the clamp attached to her clit were intense, and she could feel the renewed pressure, the desire to cum. But watching Ms. Temis torture the other girl was just… horrible! It should have been Emily getting her breasts cropped!

The massager disengaged from between Jenni’s legs and then the paddle came back up. Jenni screeched as the black leather began smashing down on the perfectly positioned pussy. She bucked, thrashed, then went still, accepting the vicious torment. Emily felt herself closing in on orgasm and she struggled with her position, trying to get there even quicker. She had to cum! And quickly! The crop slashed down again and again and then Temis pulled the other clamp off Jenni, only to move the end of her crop to the other breast.

The machine finished the thirty strokes to Jenni’s pussy and changed attachments again. The violet wand reappeared, glowing with energy as it crept closer and closer to Jenni’s over-sensitized and dripping slit. It barely touched her, causing muscles to buck and tighten and a keening wail to seep through the gag in the girl’s mouth. Through it all, Temis punctuated the sexual torment with the crop, beating Jenni’s breasts over and over until blotches started to appear.

“I’m cumming!” Screamed Emily. “I’m cumming!” A fresh squirt of pussy juice shot out of Emily’s pussy and fell to the floor, almost touching Jenni’s own puddle.

Ms. Temis looked up, then carefully put the electric clamps back on Jenni. As Emily panted, hanging from the hook in the ceiling, Ms. Temis came over, bent down, and sucked Emily’s nipple into her mouth. It felt amazing, at least until Ms. Temis bit it. Emily squealed, shaking as the violet wand moved out from between Jenni’s legs, only to be replaced by the massager.

Ms. Temis let go and took a step back, lifting the crop. “Now, I’ll stop hitting your tits when she cums.”

Emily blinked. “Wait. What?” She gasped. The crop came up, the leather end touching her nipple.

“When she cums, I’ll stop hitting you,” Temis said simply.

Emily stared, glancing over at Jenni. “But… but she’s been there all day!”

Temis nodded, flicked her wrist, and the crop cut into Emily’s tit. The girl cried out.

“You are absolutely right. And by my count, she’s already had fourteen forced orgasms.” She moved the crop to the other breast and flicked it hard against Emily’s nipple.

“Aaaah!” Emily cried out. “But… she won’t cum again for a while!”

Temis swung around and this time, brought the crop up between Emily’s legs. She stroked Emily’s clamped clitoris and her petals. The sensation felt amazing, but Emily was still too scared of the coming blow to do more than twist. “Precisely,” Temis said, flicking the crop upward.

The burn made Emily scream and as Ms. Temis moved the crop back up to Emily’s breasts, Jenni squirmed. At least until the massager was replaced by the paddle.

Then both girls’ screams matched.

***

Emily buttoned up her shirt and smoothed down her skirt. Ms. Temis stood nearby, arms crossed, the crop on the desk. Emily was exhausted and sore, but the three additional orgasms she’d been forced to have at the hands of Ms. Temis were so fresh in her mind, that even the marks left on her thighs, breasts, and pussy weren’t really all that important. With a soft sigh, she finished getting her uniform back in place.

“I hope you’ve learned a valuable lesson,” Ms. Temis said, giving Emily a strict glare. “That was just a taste of the kinds of punishments that could be inflicted upon you.” She glanced over at Jenni, who was still cruelly mounted and spread on the restraint chair. The machine was in violet wand mode, rubbing the charged glass tube up and down through Jenni’s crotch.

Emily licked her lips. “Yes ma’am,” she whispered.

“Go on. Leave,” Ms. Temis ordered, turning back toward Jenni, crop in hand.

“But... what about her? Are you going to let her up??

Ms Temis glared at Emily. “She has more time to serve.” Temis grinned, tugging on one of the blue rubber bands still around Jenni’s foot, snapping it painfully. The girl jerked, shuddering, eyes glazed and unable to focus. “Now, leave us.”

Emily put her hand on the doorknob, but then turned back, only to see Ms. Temis getting ready to beat the bottom of one of Jenni’s feet with a cane. “Ms. Temis?” Emily blurted out.

“What?” Temis asked in exasperation.

Emily swallowed. “What… exactly… did she do?” Emily asked. “You know… to deserve… this?” She gestured at Jenni.

Temis straightened. “You mean being bound open, a thick vibrating plug in her ass, vibrating balls stuffed in her cunt while her clit was constantly being tortured with electricity, vibrations, or being hit, forced to cum repeatedly without relent, her nipples constantly being shocked when they weren’t being whipped with a crop? The bottoms of her feet snapped with a rubber band or beaten?”

Emily’s eyes widened as she realized she didn’t even know the full extent of Jenni’s punishment. But then she nodded. Temis smiled viciously.

“She behaved like a wanton slut,” Temis hissed. “I’m handling Detention all day tomorrow. I have little doubt that, as a repeat offender, she’ll do something to deserve another day under my gentle hand.” She flicked the crop, smashing the end down on Jenni’s bare arch.

“A… a repeat offender?” Emily asked, gulping. “So, if… if I… don’t wear panties, or a bra tomorrow…”

Temis grinned. “Do you really think you can handle all day, bound just like her, your pussy stuffed and tormented, forced to cum over and over? Think carefully young lady, because I can assure you that there will be a panty check on you tomorrow.”

Emily blushed and turned away. She pushed through the door, even as Jenni let out another cry, this one of pleasure as the violet wand pulled away and the massager moved back into place. As the door shut, the sounds of wet, delicate, agonizing need disappeared and Emily stumbled away, her brain a mixed-up fuddle of confusion.

Except for one thing.

She knew she was going to shave again that night. And tomorrow… no panties.


In School Suspension - Don’t Cum

“Right this way, sir.”

David Jenkins glanced at the principal and gave the man a quick smile. As far as leadership went, Jenkins had to admit that the man ran a tight ship. Grades had skyrocketed, incidents of misbehavior and truancy had plummeted, and except for a few parents making noises about “mistreatment,” there was little to complain about. Jenkins nodded smartly to himself as he followed the principal down the hall toward their intended destination.

“So, you moved Temis?” Jenkins asked, his eyes flickering at the various doors they passed. School was in session so he was able to catch occasional glimpses of attentive students absorbing knowledge, each rigidly and carefully paying attention, undoubtedly wanting to avoid the punishment he, as school superintendent, was about to inspect.

“She asked for the transfer,” said the principal carefully. “She was handling Detention for awhile, but when the school board finalized the In School Suspension program she was so eager that I felt like I had to try her. She seems to have an affinity for correcting recalcitrant students who are consistent troublemakers. Detention is sufficient for our normal recalcitrant students, but ISS is a promising alternative for more difficult cases. As you know, the new rules concerning corporal punishment have been especially challenging, since many of the female students seem to have control problems.”

Jenkins nodded. “We anticipated that,” he replied. “Which is why we approved additional corrective action for students who violated the corporal punishment policy.”

The principal smiled. “Indeed. It is exactly that control that we are trying to improve. Ah, here we are.” He stopped in front of a solid wooden door and lifted an access badge clipped to his belt. He ran it down over the card reader and there was a tiny beep, followed by the sound of the latch snapping open. The principal opened the door, stepping aside to allow the Superintendent to step into ISS.

The flavor of the room was antiseptic. The walls were painted white, while the linoleum floor was slate gray. There was a scent to the room, cleaner with a hint of lemon, which was understandable considering the various fluids that were frequently splattered on the floor. But there was another scent as well, a musky, organic one that seemed to underlie the janitorial staff’s attempts at sterilizing. Undoubtedly the cleaning crew hated this particular room.

It wasn’t small either. It stretched a good twenty feet from one side to the other, while going fifteen feet deep. Rather than a typical school blackboard, a set of large, floor to ceiling cabinets lined the front of the room. A set of baskets on an open shelf stood near the door, three of which were filled with the deep blue plaid of uniform skirts, white linen blouses, and in two of the three cases, the white utilitarian shape of a set of panties and bra. Around the walls of the room were various stations, each with a number. A sticklike woman wearing a long pencil skirt and an ivory colored blouse, sat at a desk, clearly monitoring the room’s activities.

But Jenkins' eyes were on the three young ladies, each immobilized and suffering beautifully.

The first had her long reddish brown hair pulled back into a ponytail. Her face was a mask of frustration and despite flicking her eyes up to see the principal and superintendent, she turned her attention back to the incessant torment being inflicted upon her absolutely stunning, and quite naked, body. She was bound to a sturdy wooden frame, shaped like the letter X, straps ensuring that any movement, other than a shake of the head or curling of her toes, was impossible. A machine, quietly humming, had been placed between her legs, which were drawn out, not uncomfortably, but with sufficient space to allow a small moving wand to gyrate up and down vertically across her loins. Jenkins looked down, leaning close to her. He could smell the lavender perfume she wore and breathed in. The wand itself was capped with what looked like a soft brush and it was rhythmically being moved over the girl’s exposed labia and clit. Her clitoris glistened and Jenkins couldn’t help wondering if it were her own lubrication, or if Ms. Temis had oiled her. From the desperate look on her face, to the way her hips gyrated, trying to escape the constant stimulation, Jenkins knew the sensation must have been maddening.

The second girl wasn’t much better off than the first. Blonde rather than brunette, her body writhed desperately against the straps holding her against an adjustable metal frame. She was tilted forward, arms forced outward, while her knees were bent and thighs spread quite uncomfortably. Another machine, making a similar sound as the device tormenting the first student, was positioned between her legs, except this one sported an extended shaft that rotated steadily. At the end was a silicon massager with soft protruding protuberances, each the width of a pencil. The attachment swirled steadily around the exact spot where the girl’s clitorus was positioned. She could barely roll her hips and couldn’t thrust, but her movements caused the two vibrating weights clamped to her nipples to sway and shake delightfully.

And lastly, the third girl was petite, but with unusually large curves at hip and bust. The torment being inflicted upon her was dramatically different than those endured by the upperclasswomen. Jenkins recognized her immediately. Jenni. She was the school’s resident slut. The only reason she hadn’t been expelled for her conduct was the fact that the principal kept arguing that her behavior could be modified. Jenkins wondered if that were true, or if the man just liked having her laid flat, staring up at the ceiling, while her legs had been forced open and spread, to a point where it looked like she was doing the splits. Straps held her loins, thighs, calves, and even ankles in place, while similar restraints held her torso and wrists. A dildo of surprising size was being thrust into her sex in a steady, repeating pattern, fucking her solidly. Above her sex was a massager, the bulb pressed firmly against her clitoris. A pair of plastic clothespins had been placed upon her nipples and Jenkins watched in curiosity as the gagged girl jerked, her back arching as she screeched into the red rubber ball gag that was wedged between her teeth and buckled around her head. Then a fresh flow of orgasmic fluids seemed to burst out from around the dildo, dripping to the floor in a growing puddle.

“I thought the idea was to teach them how not to cum,” commented Jenkins, pointing down at Jenni’s crotch.

Ms. Temis stood immediately. “It is,” she said haughtily. “Though that particular student is a special case on any day. And I suspect she is even why you are here, Superintendent Jenkins.” She held out her hand and Jenkins took it. “I’m Agnus Temis.”

The principal didn’t say anything as the superintendent shook Ms. Temis’ hand.

“I’ve heard much about you,” Jenkins said with obvious appreciation. “You have quite the reputation.”

Ms. Temis smiled. “I get results,” she assured the superintendent.

“Indeed. I’ve had several parents come to my office, assuring me that their daughters would be applying themselves to their schoolwork with as much dedication as you do to the whip.”

Ms. Temis seemed to take that as a compliment. She practically beamed. “Well, most girls seem to be receptive to this kind of correction.” She waved her hand at the line of girls. At least until she glanced at Jenni. “Unfortunately, there are some exceptions.” She gestured at at the end of the line. The bound and naked waif struggled, her body clearly working itself back toward another orgasm.

Jenkins nodded “I would love to hear about that. It’s not often the school board is asked to allow an exception to a medical restriction.” He glanced around. “Indeed, I’m going to need a full explanation of your request.”

“Request?” The principal asked curiously. “What request?”

Ms. Temis’ lips pressed together. “Well, as you undoubtedly know, In-School-Suspension was originally started so that there was a consistent application of corporal punishment, thus reducing the faculty’s dependence on Detention. However we quickly discovered that some of the students appeared to like Detention, going so far as to deliberately break school rules so that they could be stimulated and then punished. Since then, ISS has morphed to deal with this problem; students who are unable to control themselves during corporal punishment.”

“You mean, during the stimulation phase of corporal punishment,” interrupted Mr. Jenkins. He was quite aware that school policy encouraged the faculty to stimulate the target locations of corporal punishment prior to the actual corrective action. And since there were a number of physical locations a student could be punished, some of the “stimulation” had, unfortunately, sexual overtones.

“Not always,” Ms. Temis said, looking back over her shoulder at Jenni. “While it is true that most girls violate the no-climax rule during the initial stages of stimulation, there are some examples, or at least one that I can think of, that can’t maintain control, even during the application of the paddle.”

“Really?” Mr. Jenkins replied in surprise. “I find that difficult to believe.”

Ms. Temis smiled wickedly. “Well, perhaps a demonstration will help.”

The principal gestured at the redheaded girl and addressed the superintendent directly. “That said, students who can’t control themselves during stimulation and punishment are sent to ISS for a day. Here, their uniform is inspected, to ensure compliance with school rules…”

Jenkins burst out into a laugh, interrupting the principal. “Surely, no student in their right mind would elect not to follow the uniform code when coming to ISS?”

Ms. Temis whirled, grabbed one of the baskets from the shelf against the wall, and held it out. “If you look sir, there is a clear lack of underthings in this basket. Not only that, but the skirt is hemmed four inches shorter than regulation, and the shirt, while cut the same as the official uniform, is made of a thinner, slightly see-through material.”

Jenkins reached in with a hand and moved the skirt and blouse around. “I see. Well, that’s certainly… daring. Which of these young ladies so brazenly broke the rules?” He asked, already suspecting he knew the answer.

Temis pointed at Jenni at the end, who was stiffening again as the dildo slid deeply into her sex.

“Of course,” Mr. Jenkins observed wryly. “Jenni. And has she been appropriately punished for this infraction?” He asked curiously.

“Infractions, sir. Plural,” added the principal. “The length of the skirt, the see-through blouse, failure to wear a bar, and failure to wear panties.”

Jenkins nodded, his mouth curling up at the end. “Infractions. Of course.”

Ms. Temis smiled. “She did receive a whipping this morning. Twenty strokes to her breasts and her sex, but…”

“Wait. That seems a touch short of the required number. Just Twenty spread out among all three target zones?” Jenkins asked with concern.

Ms. Temis shook her head. “Of course not, sir!” She declared. “Twenty strokes to her right breast, another twenty to her left, and then twenty spanks to her bottom, followed by twenty blows with my leather sap to her wanton little cunt!”

“Why not twenty to each buttock too?” The principal muttered, almost inaudibly.

“Quite impressive,” Mr. Jenkins said. “I’m sorry for interrupting you, Ms. Temis. Please, continue.”

Ms. Temis nodded. “But as I was saying, the punishment delivered this morning was for being late, as well as for having visible sexual residue on her face.”

Jenkins blinked. “Visible sexual residue?”

Ms. Temis snorted. “Cum, Mr. Superintendent. Her face was covered in cum.”

“So she must have been giving oral sex before coming to class,” Mr. Jenkins observed. He turned and looked at the principal. “If I recall, that is a school violation. Why so many strokes?.”

The principal held up two fingers. “Three violations, altogether. One for engaging in unauthorized sexual activity at school, one for failure to maintain cleanliness, and a third for being tardy.”

“Which explains why her cute little cunt was targeted,” Jenkins finished. “I see.” He looked at Ms. Temis. “But what about the uniform violations?”

Ms. Temis smiled. “That punishment has yet to be delivered.”

“Oh,” Mr. Jenkins said with understanding. Then he smiled. “Oh!”

Just then, Ms. Temis’ phone beeped annoyingly. She lifted it, silenced the alarm, and then set the phone down on the desk. “Gentlemen, it’s time to swap the stimulators. If you’ll excuse me for just a moment.” Then she paused. “Or better yet, you can assist me, Superintendent Jenkins.”

Mr. Jenkins stepped forward. “Oh, of course.” He watched as Temis moved to the redheaded senior. Her cleverly long fingers turned off the machine swinging the small wand and pulled it back, the base rolling on a set of hidden wheels. Mr. Jenkins leaned forward, his eyes focused directly on the older girl’s sex.

“My goodness! She’s quite pink there, isn’t she?” He declared. He reached forward and stuck his fingers directly into the girl’s pussy, pushing the slightly swollen labia aside. Her petals were hot and slick and she gasped as Mr. Jenkin’s finger touched her clit, inspecting the small, but quite sensitive nub.

The principal nodded. “Originally we were using massagers, but we discovered that none of the girls could handle the intensity of the direct stimulation. We had to find alternative means to torment them.”

“Well, from the way her clit is all swollen and red like this, Ms. Temis is clearly doing a good job at stimulating her.”

Ms. Temis pulled the machine away. “You should check Tiffany’s wetness, sir. It will give you a better indication as to just how aroused she is.”

He looked up at the girl’s face, then slid his finger deep into her body. The girl gasped and he felt her thrust her hips, impaling herself even deeper.

Mr. Jenkins grinned. “Tiffany. What a cute name!” he said eagerly, pressing his palm tightly against her groin. “She’s soaked.” He wriggled his finger deeper, curling it around inside her. The older girl groaned, shaking in desperate need.

“Do you like that, Tiffany?” Mr. Jenkins asked the girl writhing on his finger. “Does that feel good?”

“The girls are not permitted to speak while assigned to ISS,” the principal explained. “It’s an automatic extra day.”

Jenkins began thrusting his hand rhythmically against Tiffany’s sex, slapping her pussy with his palm, even as his finger jacked in and out of her slick depths. “And moaning is okay?” He asked.

Ms. Temis nodded. “Encouraged even,” she said, watching with bright eyes.”

Tiffany’s eyes locked on Mr. Jenkins, her lips pressed tightly together. Her mouth trembled as the superintendent continued to finger fuck her relentlessly. Ms. Temis watched with cruel vindication as the senior girl suddenly cried out in satisfaction, a surge of wetness filling Jenkin’s cupped hand. Then she sighed, slumping in her bonds, ripples of adrenaline still shooting through her body.

“Oh dear,” Jenkins said, the clear tone of false disappointment in his voice. “And school rules make it clear that orgasm as part of the stimulation process prior to punishment is a violation.” He pulled his finger out of the girl’s depths and wiped the excess moisture on Tiffany’s side, leaving a slick mark from her breast to her hip as she slumped in her bonds, clearly lost in the sexual euphoria he had inflicted upon her. He grinned and looked over at Ms. Temis.

“Now what?”

Ms. Temis grinned. “It’s our policy that once a student climaxes in ISS, she is immediately subjected to non-stop stimulation, with the goal of forcing additional orgasms.” Ms. Temis moved behind the girl and began manipulating the frame to which the girl was bound. A moment later Tiffany was tilted almost onto her back, staring up at the ceiling, her legs spreading to give the faculty more access. It also gave the superintendent an even better look at her soft, pink, wet pussy and he grinned. Ms. Temis went to one of the cabinets lining the wall, opened it, and extracted another device on a wheeled stand. Like the machine fucking Jenni against the far wall, this one had an unusually large phallus, along with a rubber bulbed massager on an adjustable arm. Ms. Temis wheeled it into place, then grabbed the silicone cock and rubbed the tip through the senior girl’s slickness. Tiffany moaned, then gasped as Ms. Temis pushed the massive probe in deep. Jenkins watched with a sort of sick fascination as the thick rubber cock penetrated, opening the girl up. Her toes curled as she pulled against the leg bindings and the look of consternation on her face was like sweet pudding to the superintendent.

“That is a very thick phallus,” Jenkins said cheerfully.

Ms. Temis grinned. “It is indeed. Quite thick. Only one in twenty males are recorded as having a girth and length of this size.” She flipped a switch on the device and the phallus moved deeper into the girl, then began retreating. The silicone cock was easily nine inches long and almost a full eight of those inches became exposed before the motor once more pushed the full length back into her. Tiffany gasped, eyes widening as Ms. Temis adjusted the speed.

“Oh God!” The senior girl blurted out. Then a look of terror crossed her face and she looked at Ms. Temis. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean it! Please!”

But Ms. Temis had already shook her head. “Sorry Tiffany. You know the consequences,” she replied sternly. “Another day, which means that not only will you spend tomorrow here with me, but Monday as well.”

Mr. Jenkins grinned. “A suitable punishment.”

Ms. Temis moved the massager arm into position and made sure the bulb was pressed tight against Tiffany’s clitoris. Then she turned it on and the girl cried out again, shaking. The principal stepped up, holding out his hand. Ms. Temis looked down, then nodded in appreciation, taking the two wooden clothespins from the principal.

“An excellent addition,” she smirked. She held the clothespins out to the superintendent. “Mr. Jenkins? Would you like to do the honors?”

Jenkins blinked and looked down at the offering. “Where would these go?” He asked, already intrigued.

“Right on the tips of her breasts,” Ms. Temis laughed. “And sticking straight out so that the weight of them pulls on her nipples.”

Mr. Jenkins took the clothespins, pinched one open, and with obvious enthusiasm, let it close down on the tip of Tiffany’s left breast. She whimpered as he flicked her other nipple, then set the clothespin on it. Tiffany let out a ragged cry and he smiled and stepped back.

“Quite appropriate,” Mr. Jenkins said soundly.

Tiffany lay there, suffering, the sound of the thick phallus sliding in and out of her already well sauced pussy only competing with the moans coming from her lips. Jenkins noticed the way the girl was twitching and nodded.

“I think she’ll be cumming soon.”

“Which is the point,” the principal said. “Constant, non-stop, forced orgasms.”

Jenkins whirled and pointed to the blonde girl on the middle restraint, the one who was tipped forward, mounted on the spinning phallus. She too was clamped at the bosom, two vibrating, weighted pincers jiggling from her tits. “What about that one? How long has she been here?”

Ms. Temis turned and then walked over to the junior girl. “This is Maddie. Today is her second day, but she’s been handling the stimulation quite well.” Temis put a hand on Maddie’s left buttock and gave her a playful squeeze. “Still, we need to change out the stimulation device.”

Mr. Jenkins nodded. “To prevent her from becoming accustomed to it.”

Ms. Temis smiled. “Exactly. Or getting over-sensitized by it. Since her clit has spent the last hour being twisted gently back and forth while under suction, I think we’ll put her on the noodler.” She turned off the machine between Maddie’s legs and began moving it away from the girl’s soaked, and quite pink, sex.

Mr. Jenkins blinked. “The noodler?” He asked, his eyes already going to Maddie’s dripping slit.

The principal smiled. “It’s a silicone sheath with a series of large beads inside. Once firmly pressed into the crotch, the beads begin vibrating, then moving back and forth. My understanding is it becomes maddening after an hour.”

Ms. Temis grinned as she put the other machine away. “Or less,” she added.

Mr. Jenkins nodded and stepped up to the junior girl. He reached up, grabbing her left tit, squeezing and shaking it. Maddie groaned, closing her eyes. “So day two,” he said, touching the girl’s body. His hands moved to her back, then slid downward to her bottom. “How many days can you actually handle?” He asked teasingly, repositioning his hand. Because her legs were spread a few feet apart, he was able to get his fingers into her crack. He felt the small, tight button of her bottom, then the tip of his digit delved right into her vagina, the wetness flowing.

“My goodness!” Mr. Jenkins cooed. “She is so wet!” Maddie’s eyes widened and she stiffened as Mr. Jenkins pressed deeper.

“Eight,” Ms. Temis said suddenly, watching intently as Maddie shook, the clamps on her breasts swinging as the superintendent finger fucked her. “The maximum number of days a girl can spend in ISS is eight. That’s the problem.”

“Eight?” Mr. Jenkins asked, just a bit distracted. “I thought the limit was four.” He slipped his finger out of Maddie’s twat and then drove in his thumb, smearing her personal lubrication all over his hand. Maddie whimpered at the thicker impalement and began rocking her hips desperately.

“Eight is the maximum,” explained the principal. “Per policy. Four days in succession.”

Jenkins pulled his thumb out of Maddie’s cunt and then moved it upward slightly, toward the small of her back. “Four days, that sounds right. Medical reasons, if I remember?” He pushed with his thumb and her bottom opened up. Maddie tried to tighten around him, but he was too slick and he drove his hand deep. Then he jammed his middle finger into her pussy, double penetrating her. Maddie cried out, thrashing a bit as Jenkins began stimulating her viciously.

“That’s correct,” the principal confirmed. “Medically, students should not participate in this kind of corrective process for longer than four days. At least, that was what the school board decided.”

Jenkins, still thrusting his digits deep into Maddie’s ass and pussy, looked over at the principal. “It was recommended by a doctor the district hired.”

“The perfect scenario is for the recalcitrant student to arrive on a Tuesday,” Ms. Temis explained. “Then if she has repeated issues with control, she can spend four full days here with me, learning how her body functions. Then she’ll have a two-day break, and I can put her right back into one of these restriction frames for another four days.”

Suddenly, Maddie’s eyes widened and her jaw dropped. A full-throated groan came out of her throat, followed by a high-pitched squeal. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head and a ripple of spasms rocked her entire body. The sound of Mr. Jenkin’s palm slapping her pussy became louder and wet. She screamed, just once, tightening like a bowstring, before slumping in utter bliss. Jenkin slowed his ministrations, just wiggling his thumb and finger around inside her as she whimpered in mindless bliss.

“Oh dear,” Ms. Temis said with false disappointment as Mr. Jenkins pulled his hand out from between Maddie’s legs. “Another day for poor little Maddie.” She went back to the cabinet and pulled out another dildo machine, similar to the one being used on Tiffany. Mr. Jenkins wiped his hand off on the girl’s rump, even as the principal maneuvered the frame, tilting the junior girl the other way. A moment later she was looking up at the ceiling. Ms. Temis wheeled the second fucking machine into position and slid the thick, silicone probe deep into Maddie’s hot and slippery slit. The girl groaned a bit, her hips shifting as the huge phallus settled, but as Ms. Temis positioned the adjoining arm, pressing the massager bulb against her clitoris, the girl’s eyelids fluttered and she lifted her head looking down. She blinked, realization finally sinking in.

“Please!” Maddie gasped. “It wasn’t my fault! It was him! He made me cum!”

Ms. Temis snorted as she flipped the switch on the motor, causing the phallus to begin pumping. “Balderdash,” she replied, even as Maddie let out another groan. “It was stimulation, completely in line with school policy. It was your fault for allowing yourself to cum. Now, for the rest of the day, you’ll endure a series of forced orgasms and maybe that will teach you control.” She reached up to the massager and turned it on as well.

Maddie cried out, grimacing as the new set of vibrations rushed into her groin and Mr. Jenkins grinned as she suddenly struggled on the restraint frame. The girl looked at him desperately.

“Please? Please sir? I didn’t mean to do it! I’m sorry! Please!”

Temis rolled her eyes and produced a ball gag. “Really?” She said in displeasure, thrusting the red rubber ball into Maddie’s open mouth, stifling the girl’s protests. The teacher buckled the gag around the student’s head and left the girl laying there, chest heaving, clearly on the path to another climax.

“She’ll be here tomorrow,” the principal added softly, “for another attempt at learning control.”

Mr. Jenkins nodded. “A fitting consequence.” He sighed happily, then looked at the last girl in line. The fact that there was already a fucking machine thrusting a massive dildo in and out of her pussy, with the accompanying massager against her clitoris, making it clear that she was already in the process of forced orgasm. “And what about Jenni?” He asked.

Ms. Temis walked over to the tiny waif. “This young lady is the reason I asked you here today and more specifically, the cause of my request. As I mentioned earlier, she has earned herself additional punishments this morning. I’d very much appreciate your assistance, Mr. Jenkins, in administering it.”

Jenkins grinned. “I’d be delighted,” he said. “What would you like me to do?”

Ms. Temis reached up to the massager, turned it off, and pulled it away from the girl’s sopping wet petals, then turned off the pumping machine. The phallus slowed, then stopped halfway inside the girl’s cunt. She quivered, her jaw chewing on the red rubber gag. Ms. Temis pulled the machine away and fluids dripped from Jenni’s pussy.

“I’d like you to handle the twenty strokes to her sex,” Ms. Temis said simply. She went to another one of the cabinets and pulled out a set of small floggers, and a flexible leather sap. She held out the paddle to Mr. Jenkins with a smile. The superintendent took the weapon, then Ms. Temis gave the principal the other flogger.

“I take it we are giving her all the strokes at once?” The principal asked curiously.

Temis nodded. “Indeed. Twenty to each breast as well as that naughty little hole between her legs. That should teach her a lesson.” She glanced at Mr. Jenkins. “And it will aptly demonstrate an issue I think the Superintendent will be quite interested in bringing to the attention of the school board.”

The three adults moved over to Jenni and Ms. Temis plucked the two clamps off the girl’s bosom. She shuddered a bit, closing her eyes with a groan as Ms. Temis, the principal, and Mr. Jenkins all moved into place. Jenkins lifted the leather sap and with a delicate stroke, gently drew it down Jenni’s petals, caressing her. She mewled into the gag, thrusting her hips upward as much as the strap across her waist would allow.

“Now?” The superintendent asked eagerly.

Ms. Temis nodded. “Yes sir. Now.” And with that pronouncement, she flicked the flogger in her right hand, slashing downward so that the dozen or so leather straps whirled in a circle, impacting hard on the girl’s left breast.

Mr. Jenkins didn’t need any further encouragement and the first snap of his wrist smashed the four-inch-wide paddle of the sap firmly down onto the wet and swollen perfection of Jenni’s sex. The impact spread her petals, even as the kinetic energy transferred from Jenkins’ wrist to the weapon, and straight into her clitoris. Her eyes widened as the pain shot up through her body and her back arched. Even the ball gag wasn’t quite enough to mute the shriek and Jenkins didn’t even bother to watch as the principal left a similar stroke on Jenni’s right boob. The superintendent merely lifted the paddle in his hand again, and brought it back down.

The sound of the sap striking Jenni’s sodden slit filled the room, the underlying squeals and whimpers punctuated with the sharp snapping of the floggers. Jenkins spanked Jenni’s pussy viciously, hitting her hard and deliberately, loving the way her body tensed, right down to her perfect little toes which curled. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as her body quivered under the sadistic violence of the punishment and Jenkins counted past ten, working his way upward toward his intended goal of twenty strokes. He loved the way her sex looked after each stroke, pulsing and wet and grasping! Jenkins continued to bring the sap down, the paddle wet with the juices of Jenni, when suddenly the student went rigid, every muscle in her body stiffening. The superintendent paused midway between the fourteenth and fifteenth blows, glancing up at Temis.

“No!” The teacher barked. “Keep hitting her! Harder! Quick!” The words were said with such force, such command, that Mr. Jenkins found himself slamming the sap down even harder between Jenni’s legs. He beat out a rapid tempo, almost finishing off the required twenty strokes.

But before he could deliver the last and final blow, there was an explosion of fluid from Jenni’s pussy. It splashed out violently as she rippled with a series of spasms that made the restraint frame creak. Her scream of ecstasy filled the room, even through the gag and Mr. Jenkins took a step back, in both shock and awe, as the girl orgasmed from the punishment. Ms. Temis grinned manically and slashed downward one final time with her flogger, this time striking the same spot Mr. Jenkins had been beating. Jenni jerked once more as the leather thongs settled in the open folds of her quivering slit.

“There,” Ms. Temis declared, pulling the wet strands of the flogger up from Jenni’s sex. “See?” She was almost panting. Temis licked her lips. “She exploded… from the punishment.”

Jenkins, still a little taken aback, nodded. “Yes. I.. uh… wow.”

Slowly, Jenni started to calm down, crooning into the gag. Splatters of cum still dripped from her pussy and Mr. Jenkins stared, finally shaking his head.

“I’m not sure where to go with this,” the superintendent finally admitted.

The principal put a calming hand on Jenni’s breast, his thumb gently rubbing her nipple as Ms. Temis collected the floggers and took the sap from the superintendent.

“Well,” she said quite perfunctorily. “I certainly do. I would like to request, with the principal’s authorization, the right to keep any student for a fifth consecutive day, here at In-School-Suspension. I think giving her the necessary treatment to try and correct this kind of obscene and completely unacceptable behavior is a necessity.”

Jenkins blinked. “A fifth day? You mean, five days in a row?”

Temis nodded, already moving the fucking machine back into place between Jenni’s legs. The huge cock slid in so easily that the girl barely groaned. “Exactly,” Ms. Temis said, repositioning the massager against the girl’s clit.

Jenkins considered that. “It would mean that you could, at least with the principal’s approval, keep her in ISS in perpetuity. As long as she had the weekends to recuperate, she could spend each week here, bound open and tormented, until she learned the appropriate control,” he mused.

Ms. Temis grinned. “Precisely.” Then she turned on the massager. It hummed against Jenni’s clit and the soft whimper was muted by the ball gag. Jenni’s hips began jerking in time with the thrusts of the thick phallus and Mr. Jenkins put a hand on her taut thigh, softly rubbing Jenni’s skin.

“Well, I’ll need to discuss it with the board, but to be honest, I don’t see a problem with adjusting the regulations to account for this kind of behavior. It’s a little disturbing actually.” He looked up at the principal. “Isn’t cumming during punishment a school violation?”

The principal shook his head. “No. Only during stimulation.”

Jenkins frowned. “We might want to change that,” he added.

Ms. Temis smirked. “A wise decision,” she agreed.

Mr. Jenkins took his hand off Jenni. “Well,” he said firmly. “I’ve seen enough. I think this entire process is working, though it does need a bit of tweaking.” He looked at Ms. Temis. “You’ve done a phenomenal job.” He held out his hand to the stick-like woman.

As Ms. Temis took the superintendent’s hand, the principal leaned over Jenni. “You can pick up your bra and panties in my office after school,” he whispered, giving Jenni’s nipple a delicious little pinch. She let out a tiny mewl and nodded, closing her eyes. Then the principal straightened, taking his hand off the girl.

“Are you ready?” Asked Mr. Jenkins a moment later.

The principal nodded. “Of course, sir.”

The superintendent nodded and then smiled at Ms. Temis. “Keep up the good work, Ms. Temis.” Then the two men left the room as the three students moaned, quivered, and suffered another round of orgasms.

***

Agnus Temis sat in her car, tapping her fingers impatiently. It was already thirty minutes after the last bell had rung. All of the buses had left and even most of the teachers were leaving. She let out a frustrated huff and was about to get back out when she spotted Jenni hurrying out of the school exit. The freshman scurried across the lot, her backpack slung over her shoulder and she headed straight for Ms. Temis’ vehicle, opening the passenger side door to slide in.

Temis looked over at the girl with a frown. “You have cum in your hair,” she said nastily. “And it’s fresh. Don’t you know how to swallow?”

Jenni nodded timidly. “Yes, Ms. Temis, but the principal pulled out before I had a chance! And I had to pick up my panties and bra.” She folded her hands together in her lap, smoothing the pleated folds of her plaid skirt.

“I hope, for your sake,” Ms. Temis spat. “You aren’t wearing them.”

Jenni shook head. “No Miss. They’re in my bag.”

“Then you know what to do,” Ms. Temis replied, putting the car in gear. Next to her Jenni drew up the hem of her skirt, exposing her soft and flushed pussy. It glistened wetly and her clit was swollen and huge. Jenni pulled a vibrator out of her bag and twisted the end. A soft hum filled the car, at least until she pressed it against her clitoris, spreading her knees wide. She gasped, quivered and sucked in a breath.

“P-p-please drive fast today, Ms. Temis?” The girl panted. “I’m too close.”

Agnus shook her head. “I’ll drive as I please. And you know the rules. If you cum before we get to the house, you’ll spend this afternoon’s tutorials with your legs tied open, a vibrating egg inside you, and double strokes for each wrong answer.”

Jenni bit her lip and pressed the vibrator just a little harder against her tender, sensitive little nub and moaned.

“Y-yes… Ms. Temis,” she whispered, hips already churning.

Agnus Temis smiled… and the car slowed even more.


Weekend Troubles

“That’s it,” Agnus Temis purred gently, her eyes half closed as she pressed the small, vibrating tip of the tool in exactly the right spot. “Resist. Stay focused. You know what will happen if you lose control again.” Beneath Agnus’ hand, Jenni writhed with tension, her arms and legs taut against the bindings holding her down to the table. The methodical hum of the larger motor, which was pumping the massive silicone phallus in and out of Jenni’s sex, competed with both the smaller vibrator, and the muted mewling that only barely managed to escape from around the red rubber ball gag.

Agnus picked up the bottle of coconut oil and squirted a bit more of the oleaginous fluid onto Jenni’s clitoris. The tenderized little nub was already swollen and a darker pink than normal. Agnus knew that if the nerve endings weren’t already frayed, they soon would be. But… that was the goal, wasn’t it?

“Don’t cum!” Agnus hissed, reaching up with her free hand to tweak the erect and pink tip of Jenni’s breast. The pinch was harsh, and it certainly provoked a reaction. Jenni’s eyes flashed open wide, her back arched, and only the velcro straps around her ankles and wrists, along with the bungee cords, kept her from flopping off the table. Her hips rolled, thrusting against the dildo being forced, fast and hard, into her cunt, and Temis couldn’t help smiling.

“You really are a glutton for punishment, aren’t you?” The woman cooed, moving her fingers over to Jenni’s other breast. She rolled the tight nipple around, rubbing it firmly, then squeezed enough to elicit another sexualized whimper from the girl. As if that hadn't been enough, Agnus began twisting the pink nub just a few degrees back and forth. “You know what I’ll do to you if you cum again,” she warned.

Jenni nodded, eyes focusing on Ms. Temis. She tried to say something, but the gag made it unintelligible. Still, Agnus knew what Jenni wanted, despite the consequences. And Agnus would give it to her. At a cost. She rubbed the pinpoint vibrator around Jenni’s clit again, overloading the bundle of nerves just beneath the skin, driving the suffering girl closer and closer to the approaching orgasm. A wave of spasms caused Jenni to shudder and Agnus tightened her grip on Jenni’s breast, sending shards of acute pain deep into the exposed bosom.

Which is when the doorbell rang.

Agnus looked up and let out an exasperated sigh. She let go of the offending nipple and set down the vibrator, leaving Jenni to twitch under just the steady pounding of the fucking machine positioned between her outstretched legs. Agnus stepped back and ran her hand through her hair. The frustrated teacher stepped out of the kitchen and headed toward the front door.

Agnus’ house was rather utilitarian. A serviceable couch sat in front of a small television, but most of the living room was set up as an office. It wasn’t a very inviting space, at least not for entertaining. She hauled open the front door, an irritable expression on her face.

“Good morning, Agnus,”

“Oh!” She exclaimed, surprised to see the school principal standing on the stoop. He was dressed in khaki slacks and a blue polo shirt, rather than his usual suit, but the softer look didn’t make him look any less austere. “Good morning, sir. Can I help you?” She replied. She didn’t open the door wider, much less invite him in. She leaned against the edge, hoping he wouldn’t hear the mechanical thumping sound coming from the rear of the house, or worse, the sound of a student in the throes of sexual agitation.

The principal smiled softly. Agnus Temis was not a terribly attractive woman, at least to his taste. She was incredibly thin, almost anorexic and even the smallest sized clothes tended to hang on her body as if she were a scarecrow. She was wearing a pair of blue jean shorts that were meant to be tight, but only emphasized her lack of musculature. A tee shirt with the school’s logo covered her top and the principal knew that the woman didn’t need to wear a bra, even though she was. She was barefoot, which emphasized the fact that she was practically a skeleton.

“I apologize for bothering you on a Sunday morning, much less coming to your house,” he said sheepishly. “But I received an email from Superintendent Jenkins yesterday concerning the application of Monday’s application of the new school rule for In School Suspension and he asked for my opinion on the issue and I felt that discussing it with you first would be the best option.” He frowned. “I felt that the nature of the issue might not be appropriate for an email.”

Agnus softened just a bit. She respected the man, and him seeking her advice made her like him even more, even if he was overly attached to the school librarian, Ms. Becca. Agnus’ expression became more charitable and she bit her lip, weighing her options.

“Can I come in?” He asked, giving her a questioning look.

Agnus sighed, then nodded. It was inevitable. Stepping back, she held open the door. The principal smiled and stepped into the living room. It was his first time inside Agnus Temis’ home and he nodded in appreciation at the conversion to a functional work space. His eyes flickered to the art on the walls, noticing that it reflected a heavily modern taste, with very little color. It seemed to match Agnus Temis’ personality. Even her physicality. She was a stick-like woman, with hard edges and very little softness. Then he heard the hum of the motor, accompanied by a sound that was unmistakable.

A girl in extreme sexual distress.

“Agnus,” he said, his voice dipping toward disapproval.

Agnus squared her shoulders. “I am at home, not at school. School regulations do not apply.”

“Some still do,” he retorted with a frown and with firm steps, followed the whimpering moans straight toward the kitchen.

The room was about as austere as Agnus’ office. White painted walls and gray counters and flooring set an almost hospital like feeling to the room. The principal spotted an assortment of tools lined up along the counter with precision, including a leather flogger, a thin piece of rigid wire, a candle and lighter, an electric toothbrush, some wintermint toothpaste, an orange zapper, and a TENS unit. But as he stepped fully into the room, his eyes moved toward the table, a rectangular wooden platform that had the most intriguing centerpiece he’d ever seen.

Naked, Jenni was bound with her arms raised above her head, legs spread obscenely wide, ankles wrapped in leather bondage cuffs. She was held in place with bungee cords and extra thigh straps to hold her lower half still. The principal gazed down at the girl’s glistening skin, noting the thin welts liberally criss-crossing Jenni’s breasts, almost invisible thanks to the rose colored hue and purpling that could only have come from a solid paddling. Her sex was a wet, sloppy mess, colored scarlet and showing the beginning signs of bruising. But the intriguing thing was the silicone dildo hammering deep into Jenni’s pussy at an almost frenzied pace, pounding in rhythmic thrusts.

“Is that…” he said, eyes narrowing.

“The prototype to my orgasm inducer?” Angus supplied. “Yes.”

The principal frowned. “I thought that model was… destroyed.”

Agnus shrugged. “I asked Mr. Copeland if I could have it. He agreed.”

“Agnus,” the principal said softly. “It was decided not to use it…”

“At school,” she snapped.

“... because it was too intense. There was no way for the girls to actually handle this level of stimulation.”

Agnus rolled her eyes. “She’s not in school right now. This isn’t In School Suspension!”

“Isn’t it?” Asked the principal. He sighed and put his hands in his pockets, staring down at the twitching girl. The fucking machine continued to hum, jamming the huge dildo in and out of her dripping slit.

“We just changed the rules to keep her in ISS for five days at a time, allowing her just a two day rest. I didn’t even mention to Superintendent Jenkins that this little strumpet was scheduled for Saturday School and was essentially being subjected to an unsanctioned day six of non-stop sexual torment due to a loophole. And here we are on Sunday, and I come here and find her tied to your kitchen table, legs spread wide, getting fucked by a machine that we banned at the school for overstimulating the girls it was used on?”

Agnus didn’t reply, but just gave him a bored look.

He shook his head. “How many orgasms?”

“My goal? Or completed?” Agnus asked with disdain.

He blinked, but then let out a snort. “Completed. I’m sure your goal is as many as possible in the given timeframe.”

Agnus grinned. “She’s had three since she arrived at eight this morning. And you’re quite right.” Agnus reached out and began rubbing her fingers up and down the arch of Jenni’s bare foot, tickling the girl enough to make her twitch, which undoubtedly added to the sensory overload. “I intend on milking as many explosions out of this wonton little cunt as I can. And she’s only here until noon.”

The principal looked down at Jenni. “Noon? I’m surprised she didn’t want to stay longer.”

Agnus shrugged. “She said she had things to do this afternoon.”

The principal frowned again. “I’m sure,” he said somewhat ruefully. He bit his lip.  “When she orgasmed, did you punish her?”

Agnus looked shocked. “Of course I did!” She exclaimed, with just a touch of irritation. She whirled around toward the counter and snatched the metal wire off the granite. “I started off with giving each of her feet twenty strokes, right on the soles.” She grabbed one of Jenni’s toes, tugging upward and the principal leaned over. Indeed, the arch was marred with a similar pattern to the one that had been left on the girl’s breasts. Agnus used her thumbnail to trace a line and the girl squealed into the gag again, her toes curling, though whether from discomfort, or because the touch tickled her, the principal was unsure.

“That was the punishment for the first orgasm?” He asked, just a little concerned.

Agnus snorted. “Hardly. That was just for showing up at a faculty member’s house. You know that is against school regulations. For cumming I whipped her breasts. Twenty blows to each one, though I did administer a few simultaneously.”

The principal nodded. “Of course. Was that it?”

Agnus shook her head. “I also used the back of a wooden spoon on her pussy,” she declared. “It caused an appropriate amount of pain and sensitized her clitoris quite well.”

The principal smiled and put a hand on Jenni’s breast, running his thumb back and forth across the turgid tip. It felt slick. “I’ve no doubt,” he agreed. “Did you use the spoon on her tits as well?”

Agnus grinned. “Yes, but not until her second orgasm. That’s when I spanked each of those globes hard with the spoon.”

“And the second orgasm,” the principal asked, his fingers tightening around the pink nub. “Any other punishments?”

Agnus put the wire rod down and crossed her arms. “Of course,” she spat. “While the dildo was still going in and out of her, I clamped her clit. Then I used that motorized toothbrush,” she added, pointing to a small device lying on the counter, “and some toothpaste, to over-sensitize her nub.”

The principal’s eyebrows went up. “I see,” he said, actually impressed. “That must have been borderline excruciating.” He tightened his fingers, pinching Jenni’s nipple between them. The bound girl gasped, even gagged, and groaned with discomfort. Little jerks and quivers made her entire glistening body shake.

Agnus shrugged. “She screeched like a banshee, but that didn’t stop her from working herself right back into a frenzy.”

“Orgasm number three?” The principal asked.

The nod of satisfaction on Agnus’ face spoke volumes. “Indeed. For that one, I oiled her completely, then poured hot wax on her tits, clit, and toes, letting the melts trickle down her arches.”

The principal blinked. “Really? I don’t see any wax…” he said, looking down at Jenni’s skin.

“Well, of course I whipped it off thoroughly with the flogger afterward,” Agnus declared. “Then I cleaned up the wax.”

The principal looked around the kitchen. Indeed, he couldn’t see any bits or pieces, and frankly, he didn’t expect any. Angus Temis was a bit obsessive when it came to being orderly. And neat. He took a deep breath.

“So, caning, paddling, whipping, and hot wax, all while being brutally fucked. Sounds like you’ve pretty much run the gauntlet,” he said, his eyes flickering back over to the counter where the transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator sat waiting. “I presume the orgasm she’s about to have will have shocking repercussions?” He slid his hand downward over Jenni’s belly, until his fingers rested right on the swollen nub of her clitoris.

Angus let out a laugh at the obvious pun. “Indeed,” she said. “I have a set of clamps to put on her tits while I use this,” she added, plucking the orange zapper off the counter, “on her clit. And when she’s been nicely fried down there, I’ll swap the location of one of the clamps and zap her nipples.”

The principal nodded. “Make sure you do the areola and get around her breast too. Sometimes we tend to focus a bit too much and the punishment should be spread out.” His fingers began rubbing back and forth and Jenni squealed, the sound high pitched and shrill, even through the gag. Her hips thrust upward. He wondered if the idea of being tortured for cumming was making her more aroused.

Angus grinned and began flickering her fingers up and down from toe to heel. “Hell, I’ll do the bottoms of her feet too!” Jenni jerked, quivering at the way she was being tickled.

The principal smiled, his hand swirling, fingers slipping over and around Jenni’s clit, teasing and tormenting her beyond the limit. “Excellent. Now she just needs to cum.”

Almost as if on cue, Jenni shuddered, sucking in a breath as her back arched. Her toes curled as she closed her eyes, a long, but agonizing shriek coming from her stuffed mouth. The surge of adrenaline made her shake and the principal felt her spasm, his fingers still playing with her swollen clit. Her sex tightened so hard around the still rapidly pumping dildo that the motor changed pitch as it fought to force its way deeper into her slit. A gush of fluids exploded out from around her stuffed sex, splattering her outstretched thighs and leaving the table surface soaked.

“Number four,” observed Angus.

The principal lifted his hand away from Jenni’s pussy. It dripped with girl goo and he wiped it on the panting schoolgirl’s oil slick belly. “When, exactly, did you start this morning again?”

Angus was already grabbing the TENS unit. “She arrived just before eight and had her first orgasm in less than fifteen minutes.”

The principal looked at his watch. “Meaning that she’s averaging one almost every forty minutes.”

Angus nodded, pulling the two clamps off the end of the mobile controller and battery pack. “Accurate,” she agreed. “Though the time between each explosion has gotten longer.” She pinched open the first clamp and with almost heartless efficiency, let it bite down on Jenni’s right nipple. Still lost in the sexual euphoria of orgasm, the pain cut through the bliss and Jenni jerked, eyes focusing as Ms. Temis prepared the second clamp. It’s application elicited another pained cry from the bound and helpless girl as her nipples throbbed from the crushing pressure. Red and black wires led back to the TENS Unit and Agnus turned it on, the screen glowing a soft blue. Then she set the machine to pulse and thumbed the dials, increasing the power until Jenni convulsed, mewling as the pain of electricity managed to overwhelm the hurt of the clamps. Power surged through Jenni’s helpless bosom, almost in time with the pumping dildo sawing through her sopping wet cunt.

“Are you going to turn down your prototype fucking machine?” The principal asked, his voice tinged with concern. The device was clearly set to maximum depth and speed and almost the entirety of the nine inch long phallus was being driven into Jenni’s lower half with each thrust. He estimated she was getting two or perhaps even three full penetrations a second. He wondered if Agnus had started her off at that rate, or slowly built up to it through the first few orgasms. Then he realized he was better off not knowing.

“Turn it down? Hardly,” Agnus retorted, picking up the orange zapper. “I’d turn it up if I could, but it’s already at the fastest speed. She tapped the tapered end of the zapper against Jenni’s clitoris and a fresh cry tried to escape from around the red ball gag, even as her legs jerked. Angus touched the girl’s clit again, then moved the electrifying tip downward, around the stretched out petal of the girl’s labia. The principal watched with fascination as Agnus tortured the poor girl, timing the painful shocks to the pulsing surge of electricity flowing through Jenni’s nipples, along with the thrust of the fucking machine.

“Well, it certainly seems that you have things well in hand,” the principal said at last. “I can show myself the door.”

Agnus looked up, zapper in hand. “Wait. Didn’t you need to ask me my opinion on something?”

The principal shook his head. “Not any more. I know your feelings on the subject.” He gestured at Jenni. “It’s quite obvious.”

Agnus eyebrow went up curiously, but then she shrugged. The principal started to turn away, but then stopped. “I am curious about one thing though,” he suddenly said.

Agnus Temis looked up. “Yes, sir?”

“She’ll be here for another hour and a half, minimum. Possibly thirty minutes longer. If she keeps to the forty minutes per orgasm time frame, she’ll have at least one, possibly two more climaxes. What punishments do you have in mind for the next time she loses control, or the time afterward?”

Agnus laughed. “I’ll beat her cunt raw with a leather sap, and then do the same to her breasts. Then I’ll flip her over, lay her on a spiked mat so her sore tits feel the sharp little points while I spank the bottoms of her feet, and then her ass.”

The principal stood there, just a little shocked. Jenni squirmed under the electricity flowing into her breasts and Agnus took the principal's loss of words as another opportunity to deliver three more zaps to the girl’s labia.

“And should she cum a second time, I have suction clamps sitting in my freezer.”

“Will the fucking machine still be going?” He asked, just a little flabbergasted at the woman’s utter viciousness, not to mention his own deep-seated approval.

Agnus raised the zapper and looked the principal right in the eye. “Every last minute.” Then she touched Jenni’s clit with the tip.

“Well then,” the principal said with a nod. “Good luck making her cum.”

***

“It was just… surreal,” the principal said to Ms. Becca, the school librarian. He was sitting in Becca’s living room, a much more inviting space than Agnus Temis’ utilitarian den. Tall bookshelves lined the walls and the place had an old world, almost antique feel. A soft leather couch sat against one wall, while the center of the room was occupied by a very uniquely decorated coffee table. He glanced over at Becca, giving her an appreciative smile. Unlike Agnus Temis, Becca was curvaceous in a way that appealed to the principal and the fact that she was wearing a chemise that did nothing to cover up her amazing legs, and that emphasized the intriguing rondure of her breasts, made the difference even more obvious to the man.

Becca took a sip from a glass of wine, the corners of her mouth curling upward. “I don’t always see eye to eye with Agnus, but the woman certainly knows how to extract every ounce of sexual energy from a girl.” The librarian grinned at the principal. “Admit it. You enjoyed the entire scene. That little schoolgirl, all tied up and helpless, forced to orgasm over and over and then punished for it,” she teased.

The principal sighed and nodded. “I did. It was erotic as hell, but a part of me, the administrator in me, feels like we are violating the rules, if only in spirit.”

Ms. Becca set her glass on the side table and shifted herself closer. “The one that prevents school faculty from tormenting a student for more than five days straight?”

The principal nodded, frowning. “Yes. That one. Jenni spent the entire week at In School Suspension, where she was unable to control herself each day and was subjected to multiple rounds of corporal punishment, followed by God only knows how many orgasms.” He took a breath. “Then yesterday, when I stopped by to check on our Saturday School class, I found her there again! And you know what was being done to her?”

Becca licked her lips. “She was tied up, naked, her tits clamped, covered in welts from being whipped and was in the process of being forced to cum? And then punished for it?”

The principal nodded. “Exactly. She’d already had four orgasms by the way. By noon. I mean, does she ever get a break?”

Becca let out a laugh. “Does she even need one, you mean? Well, you know the answer to that,” she teased. Her hand came down, fingers curling, and she touched him gently, stroking the oil slick flesh. “Getting firm already,” she teased. “Are you ready for another round?”

The principal gave Becca a questioning glance. “Are you making fun of my concerns?” He asked, even as she began stroking him more solidly.

“On the contrary,” she said passionately, “I’m answering your question.” Her fingers swirled around the tip of his cock and pleasure surged through the principal’s loins. “You’ve already cum twice and yet, here you are, stiff as a board, ready for round three. Despite knowing the consequences of your arousal.”

The principal closed his eyes for a moment, then nodded. “I feel I should remind you that I am not sixteen. I may not have the stamina for another explosion.”

Becca rolled her eyes, rubbing his stiffening cock. “Given sufficient time, even men of your advanced age are able to orgasm multiple times,” she said with twinkling eyes, though the sarcasm was there. “Besides, men are visual. And just like this morning, there is plenty here to see. Right?”

The principal glanced down at Becca’s chest again. The cleavage she was displaying was quite intriguing. He wanted to reach over and pull on the chemise. “True,” he agreed, trying to resist the urge to look over at the coffee table. He felt her hand tighten around his cock, stroking like magic. “Good gods, woman. That feels amazing.” He closed his eyes and tilted his head back as she worked him.

“Agnus,” Becca continued, still rubbing the principal, “may be good at torturing the physical body of a girl, but she limits herself.”

“What?” The principal gasped, just a tad bit distracted by the up and down movements of Becca’s hand. “Limits herself?” he repeated, not sure if he was understanding Becca correctly.

“This morning it was all about physical torments,” Becca said, her oiled fingers sliding around the principal’s shaft. “The wire cane, the paddle, the TENS unit, the wooden spoon. It was all physical. Sensory overload if you will. She took that little cumslut to a point where pain and pleasure were the same thing.”

The principal gulped, trying to concentrate on what Becca was saying, instead of what she was doing. “Agnus tends to see things in black and white,” he agreed.

Becca took her hand off the principal long enough to pull at her chemise. Suddenly both breasts were exposed and she swung a leg over the principal’s lap. He blinked, his view suddenly restricted to just the huge breasts of the amazing woman straddling him. He felt wetness against the tip of his cock and thrust upward, but she moved with him, teasing him instead of letting him inside her.

“See?” She grinned, moving her hips, rubbing her slit back and forth along his shaft. “You want in, right? But I’m sensitizing your mind just as much as I am providing sensory stimulation to your body.” She cupped her breasts and suddenly the principal couldn’t respond as she fed him first one, then the other. He licked at her nipples, back and forth, focused on those succulent points, only to suddenly gasp as he felt his cock surrounded, slipping up into her body.

“Oops,” she said with chagrin. Then she leaned back and began rocking. He groaned, his hands coming up to her breasts. “Maybe I need to stop? I mean, if you’re so worried about the consequences of cumming?”

“No!” He blurted out. “I mean… I can hold off. For a little while longer.” He gulped, even as she continued to grind.

“Are you sure?” She asked teasingly. “Like I said, there are consequences for cumming.”

He groaned, his hips thrusting upward. “Not for me,” he said raggedly.

“See? And you say you’re worried about how much she’s being forced to take. Mental games can turn the torment up even more,” she whispered, leaning back toward him.

The principal nodded, his breathing just a touch more ragged. “Are you playing me just as much as you’re playing her?”

Becca laughed. “Of course. Though Jenni’s torment might be a bit more masochistic than what I’m inflicting on you.” She leaned back again, once more giving the principal the perfect view of the girl lying strapped to the coffee table, twitching uncontrollably. Her petite little body was wrapped in a red leather harness that left most of her body exposed. A gag had been forced into Jenni’s mouth and buckled in place, while a set of video goggles covered her eyes. A set of noise canceling headphones kept her from hearing anything but the movie’s soundtrack.

But what was truly astonishing was the way the girl was bound. Secured to the coffee table on her back, arms and legs spread wide, her body was covered with over two dozen small, pink vibrating bullets. The shaking devices had been taped in various places up and down her body. Her palms, the insides of both elbows, beneath each arm, the tips of her breasts, one on each side of her breasts, two dedicated to the indents just beneath each hip along her bikini line, the upper inner thighs, and the bottoms of each little bare foot. Hell, there were a pair taped to both the hollow of the girl’s throat and one in her navel. Two final vibrating inserts were embedded in Jenni’s pussy and ass, undoubtedly uncomfortable due to their size, if not the stimulation. Wires ran under the table to a complex and obviously custom control board with a series of LED lights flickered from green to red in a confusing patchwork of ripples, indicating which of the various vibrating bullets were active. A large red button was positioned at one end of the control panel, as if waiting to be pushed.

The principal watched as Jenni twitched, the vibrations never on long enough in the right place to push her over the edge physically. She whimpered softly as her head rolled back and forth, as if she were struggling to escape the visions being shown her.

“Mr. Hackler outdid himself,” the principal groaned, closing his eyes. Hackler was the school's technology instructor and the Arduino control board he had created to run the various vibrators was impressive. “What exactly is she watching?” The principal asked, though it took him a moment, as Becca was still grinding herself up and down upon his granite like pillar.

“Herself,” Becca responded simply, her hips rolling steadily. “I videotaped every punishment she’s had in the media room and spliced them together. With audio. She’s watching herself get tortured and cum over and over.”

The principal let out another groan. “How long is the video?”

Becca laughed. “Six hours,” she said. “There was a lot of source material.”

Suddenly the principal’s face contorted. “Becca, I’m… I’m close.”

She purred. “I know. Do you want me to stop?” She leaned closer and even began bouncing. “For her sake?”

The principal trembled.

She leaned in close. “You know what will happen to her the second you cum,” she whispered. “She’ll pay the price for your lack of control.” She teased, tightening herself around him.

“Yes! Stop!” The principal gasped, but they both knew it was too late. He grabbed hold of Becca and jammed her down on his cock, her clenching pussy fluttering around his throbbing, pulsing, spurting member. She laughed delightedly as the principal shuddered, emptying himself into Becca’s depths for the third time. Slowly his grip loosened and she lifted herself off him as his shaft began to soften.

“See?” She said softly. “Mental torment.”

The principal leaned back, exhausted. “Mixed with Agnus’ physical.”

Becca stood up and grabbed hold of the small, black leather paddle. “She doesn’t know when she’s going to get punished,” she said simply. Viciously. She turned toward the coffee table, bending over the girl, who couldn’t see what was coming. Then Becca lifted one foot and even as she raised the sap, she touched the red button on the control panel. Suddenly, all of the lights turned green and the sudden sound of so many motors humming filled the room. Jenni went rigid, a frantic squeal escaping through the gag and Becca brought the leather paddle down fast and hard on Jenni’s exposed clitoris. The girl screamed even through the gag, jerking on the table as Ms. Becca left over a dozen burning strokes right on the girl’s already sensitive, well beaten, over-sensitized little nub.

The principal sighed as Becca paddled the bound and quivering girl until Jenni’s back arched, her toes curling. Fluids squirted out from around the vibrating phallus in her pussy and only then did Becca straighten, pulling away. She smiled wickedly and then with her toe, once more pressed the red button on the control panel. The row of green lights flickered to red and Jenni slumped, breathing hard. A soft moan came even through the gag and the principal watched a series of spasms caused Jenni’s body to twitch as the overload of adrenaline petered out. Becca smiled as, on the control board, one red LED light turned green. Then another. And another. A moment later the pattern began again, switching some of the little vibrating bullets on, leaving others off. Becca set down the paddle in satisfaction, then she sat back down on the couch, and Becca looked up, eyes sparkling at the naked man next to her.

“Actions have consequences,” she said with a mischievous grin. “Are you ready for me to start again? Or do you want to leave her to stew, her sweet little body getting tickled and over-stimulated, while her brain continues to swirl through the memories of her own punishment?”

The principal gulped. “How long do you plan on keeping her like that?”

Becca laughed. “It’s only been three hours. She agreed to suffer for me, all the way until dinner time.” She pushed a lock of her hair back behind an ear. “So if she is to get relief, another orgasm, then you know what you have to let me do.” And with that, Becca bent over. Her mouth surrounded the principal’s flaccid cock and he groaned.

“Oh God,” he whispered as he watched Jenni spasm and twitch and suffer on the coffee table, watching herself get punished, hearing her own cries of need, of pain, of longing. The red and green lights flickered and the varying hum of motors filled the principal’s ears. “Yes,” he said quietly, leaning back, pleasure surging through him. It would take Becca awhile to rouse him to stiffness again, but he knew that she could do it. And watching poor Jenni shudder just in front of him would only make it easier.

Mind games, he thought, shaking his head.

“Make me cum, Becca.”


School Board Punishment

Jenni sat nervously in the small room, shifting her weight uncomfortably back and forth on the seat of the plastic chair. It was a tad bit too small for her, as if it had been taken from an elementary school room, rather than one of the classes at her highschool. She licked her lips as she glanced around at the spartan walls. There was a lightswitch by the plain, unornamented door, but no posters, windows, or even graffiti hastily penciled in by some recalcitrant juvenile delinquent. Surely she wasn’t the only student to have gotten herself in this much trouble?

She hung her head and looked down, her eyes tracing the blue and white plaid pattern on her skirt. That had been her undoing of course. The hemline was about five inches shorter than school policy allowed. In fact, her skirt was so short that the plastic chair she was sitting on was pressing against her bare skin. She’d hemmed it herself, knowing that the length was going to be a problem. She smoothed the material downward, toward her knees, knowing that short of unbuttoning it at the waist and pulling it down until it hung just off her hips, there was no way it would meet standards. And perhaps not even then.

What had surprised her was that instead of being taken to the principal’s office, she’d been loaded in a van and driven to the Administrative Building. There, the vice principal had walked her in, several employees giving her very dark looks. Then he’d opened the door to the small room, gestured her to go inside, and told her to wait. He hadn’t even conducted a panty check.

For that, at least, she was grateful. She would have been in even worse trouble.

Boredom began to etch its way across her mind and her hand slipped down without her even thinking about it. Slowly, through the material of the skirt, her fingers began pressing, then moving in soft, slow circles. With a groan, she felt herself tighten, her body ripening instantly as the self-pleasure overwhelmed her nervousness. She hadn’t even realized her knees had spread, or that the hem of the skirt, already too short, had lifted to a point where her fingers weren’t touching material. She felt a soft wetness and with a shudder, closed her eyes, fingering herself deeply. She gasped and then groaned as pussy quivered with delight at the penetration.

Which is when the door opposite her opened.

The principal looked down at her, one eyebrow raised as her knees snapped back together and she jerked her hand out from between her legs. Her soaked fingers grabbed hold of the skirt, tugging it down desperately. There was still an unseemly amount of bare thigh, and the glistening moisture streaking the soft, creamy white flesh left little doubt about what she’d been doing. Her cheeks turned a dark pink and the man in front of her coughed with a touch of embarrassment.

“We’re ready for you now,” he said simply.

She nodded and stood, her hands once more smoothing the skirt. Nothing helped. It might as well have been part of a costume, or a hooker’s working outfit. As she walked past the principal and back out into the hall, she knew he was probably looking at her bottom, glimpses of which were undoubtedly showing. Had she looked back, she might have noticed him glancing at the chair, where a distinct wet mark showed on the dark blue plastic seat.

She hesitated in the hall and he let the door close. “This way,” the principal said, gesturing to his right. He started walking and she fell into step right behind him.

“Um, how much trouble am I in?” She asked carefully.

The principal glanced back at her. “Seriously?”

Jenni gulped and nodded. “Yes sir.”

He took a deep breath. “It’s been everything I could do to keep you from being expelled, Jenni. That’s why we’re here. The school board wants to understand the problem.” He glanced down at her school uniform. “I can’t believe you hemmed your skirt shorter.” He muttered. “With luck, I’ll be able to convince them that it would be a mistake to discharge you.”

They passed several offices, then slowed in front of a larger door. The words “Board Room” was etched into a plate on the wall. He grabbed the knob, twisted, and opened it up, gesturing for her to enter.

The room was spacious, almost huge, and Jenni hesitated. Most of the lights were off, with only a single spotlight shining down on an empty space between a raised row of desks and what looked like spectator seating. She realized that they had entered at the side of the room, rather than the back, and that the seven seats behind the massive desks were each occupied. Stern faces glared down at her and she gulped in surprise, suddenly unsure of herself. One of those haughty looking individuals she recognized. Superintendent Jenkins. The man had taken vicious delight in spanking her right on the clit during one of her sessions at In School Suspension, just two weeks before. Now, he looked like he was ready to have her stripped naked and whipped top to bottom.

The pressure of the principal’s hand on the small of her back, which then slid down to her bottom, pushed her forward and she realized that there was only one logical place for her to go. Her steps were quiet and as she walked she realized that there were other people in the room. Spectators. There were not many of them, perhaps a dozen, but they sat in the shadows near the back of the boardroom, watching. A table sat awkwardly nearby, next to a lectern that had clearly been pulled out of the way. Two sets of leather bondage cuffs, along with a black leather flogger, lay on the wooden surface, fully illuminated in the light. She stopped and faced the school board. The principal stepped in front of her, blocking her view.

“Hands,” he said simply, picking up the first set of manacles.

She lifted her arms, holding out her palms. She felt a familiar tightness in her belly, and maybe even lower, as he produced the leather manacles. This was familiar. It was normal. He buckled them on quickly, expertly even, and a small electric hum filled the air. She looked up even as he did, spotting the small hook dangling from a steel cable. There was nothing more to do as he clipped her left wrist to her right, then pulled her arms upward. Tension was all that was needed and as the hook rose once more, Jenni felt her body being drawn upward, taut and firm, until her heels came up off the ground and she was forced to point her toes to maintain contact with the floor.

“Do not speak,” the principal warned her softly. She nodded, biting her lower lip. Her shirt tails had come loose from her waistband, revealing her taut stomach. He turned around, stepping away from her enough so that she could see clearly the tribunal who looked down upon her.

“Good Morning, Superintendent Jenkins and members of the Board. I’ve brought the example student before this body to demonstrate the reasons behind the recent request to amend School Rule #47. This morning, my vice-principal detained this student as she was exiting the bus and brought her straight here. As you can see, she is clearly in violation of School Rule #4, mandating that all skirts be, at minimum, seven inches long.” He leaned down, peering at the skirt. “This one appears to be about four inches.” He gave her a wry look. “Turn around,” he ordered.

Jenni, still on tiptoe, slowly turned as she hung from the hook. There were a few gasps as her derriere came into view and she had to resist the urge to jerk her hips and twerk. By the time she made it back around to face the school board, she knew that they’d seen a lot more than just the skirt. Jenkins was actually leering.

“For this violation, we will administer the required punishment of twenty strokes,” announced the principal. Jenni didn’t even flinch. She’d expected that. That had actually been the point of wearing the short skirt. Granted, she’d thought she’d be getting them in the privacy of the principal’s office, along with several inches of the principal’s cock, but she’d been spanked before in front of others. She could handle it. Of course, she wondered what the school board would make of her other violations.

“Per policy, corporal punishment is to be done on bare skin, so I will be unbuttoning the student’s skirt and lowering her panties,” announced the principal.

She held still, a wicked looking smirk on her face as his fingers found the button of the skirt. He had to know, didn’t he? She felt the material loosening, then slipping. The skirt fell down around her ankles and she stepped out of it, even as the school board members gasped, shocked at her blazon and wilful deviance.

“No panties,” the principal said with an exaggerated sigh. “What a surprise.”

“Outrageous!” One of the board members spluttered.

The principal nodded. “It is, indeed, outrageous. But in my experience, it is quite consistent with this student’s normal behavior. Of course, this is a second infraction and again, per policy, she will receive the punishment of an additional twenty strokes, but to the genital area.”

Jenni watched the series of nods from the board members and she felt a thrill of excitement rush through her. She wondered just how the principal would administer that punishment. Usually he did it by having her lay on his desk, legs spread wide, her pussy warm and wet and open from having just been thoroughly fucked.

“Her bra,” one of the board members suddenly said roughly. “If she isn’t wearing panties, you need to check for a bra.”

The principal bowed his head momentarily. “Of course.” He turned and began unbuttoning her shirt, standing in front of her. She looked up at him, eyes bright, breathing with excitement as he slowly bared her chest. They both knew she had gone without, her soft but perfect breasts only held in place by the white cotton of her uniform blouse. He pulled the material closed after unbuttoning, then stepped around her. With a flourish, he tugged on the material from behind, exposing her beautiful young curves to the board. The pink tips were already taut and raised and the heaving of her chest only emphasized her phenomenal bust.

“Another twenty strokes,” another board member muttered.

The principal nodded, tying off the tails of her open shirt behind her so that her breasts would remain both bare and presented. “Of course,” he replied. He moved beside her and tugged an object out of the pocket of his suit coat. “Per school policy, it is important to sensitize each area of a student’s body prior to corporal punishment. For this purpose, I’ve selected an insertable vibration egg, which will stimulate her both before and during punishment.”

He slipped the item downward, positioning it between her legs and she lifted one foot to provide easier access. If he was surprised to find her soaked, he didn’t let on and with only one swirl against her tender clitoris, he pushed the egg-shaped toy into her sex, thrusting it deep. Jenni gasped as it entered and settled inside her sex with a very solid presence. The principal pulled his hand away, wiping it on a portion of her uniform blouse, before once more reaching into his pocket. A small remote appeared in his hand and a moment later she mewled loudly as the resulting vibrations caused the elliptical ovoid to dance inside her.

“I hope that thing is set to maximum,” one board member said harshly.

The principal nodded as he put the remote back into his coat pocket. “Of course,” he replied. “Now for her breasts. To stimulate her bosom, I’ve opted for a set of specialized clamps.” He produced the two metal devices, holding them up. Jenni gulped, another thrill of excitement, this one mixed with a touch of trepidation, caused her loins to tighten. She’d worn these clamps before. Yes, they would stimulate her nipples, thanks to the vibrating pendants dangling down from the pincers. But the weight of those pendants would also tug viciously at her breasts, causing a throbbing pain to shoot up through her body. She knew exactly what that sensation would do to her arousal.

The principal pinched the first clamp open and set it in place. She knew he liked to hear her discomfort, so she squealed loudly as it went on, wincing and clenching her teeth. She twisted as he let go, shaking the dangling pendant. She wasn’t technically acting, though she might have been exaggerating somewhat. Clearly the board liked it, the manic grins of several members making it clear that watching her suffer was quite entertaining. The principal set the other clamp in place, then turned on both motors, stepping back as the oscillations caused the weights to jiggle and dance. Jenni sucked in a harsh breath and stood there, stretched out, practically naked in front of the board. Tremors moved up the connecting chains into the pincers of each clamp, then into the delicate tips of her breasts.

She shuddered, closing her eyes as the sensations swirled through her. First and foremost was the shooting pains that came from the tips of her breasts, throbbing shards that started in her crushed nipples. The vibrations that combined with them created a confusing panoply of sensation that her brain was unable to truly process. At least until the vibrations of the egg in her pussy were added. Then she lurched toward sexual climax, the pain enhancing the pleasure. The shaking inside her pussy quickly became an incessant need that only seemed to stoke the fires of lust bubbling up inside her. But worse, or in her mind better than those physical sensations, was the utter humiliation of being on display, both to the school board and those watching from the spectator seats. And she knew what was going to happen next.

“I will begin the punishment,” the principal said simply. He stepped out of Jenni’s view for a moment, leaving her to dangle, quivering in the limelight. Already her thighs glistened, wetness coating her skin, as girl goo dripped from her trembling slit. Her tie dangled down between her clamped breasts, the dark blue a stark contrast to the alabaster flesh between the crushed pink tips.

The principal swung the flogger with a firm hand and the dozen or so leather strands snapped viciously across Jenni’s rump with an audible crack. She gasped, jerking forward, dancing on tiptoe as the stinging burn seemed to explode across her bum. She blinked, trying to absorb the heat, but then he swung again, once more lashing the flogger against her buttocks. This time she cried out, an involuntary noise, shocked at the pain. She blinked wildly, turning to look at him, this time accusatory. He’d never hit her this hard in his office! A third stroke made her squeal, dancing as she struggled to cope with the intensity of the punishment.

Blow after blow fell and soon she was spinning, her body trying to unconsciously find a way to avoid the next stroke. The weights on her breasts swung wildly, jerking and sending fresh shards of agony up through her already throbbing nipples. She didn’t realize that this was exactly what the principal wanted, showing off the developing stripes or reddened flesh marking her excoriated ass. Tears appeared in her eyes and she struggled not to cry as the stinging turned into a sharp burn that seemed to engulf her bottom in fire. She lost count of how many times the flogger bit into her soft and rounded derriere, but by the time the principal hit her on the twentieth stroke, she dangled limply from the hook, her body’s weight fully on her arms.

“Now for her breasts,” the principal said simply. He reached out and with one hand, pulled the clamp off her left tit, except he didn’t pinch it open. He just tugged. Jenni yelped with pain as it snapped off her flesh and she grimaced as a fresh surge of hurt seemed to envelop her. If the board objected to the extra cruelty, they didn’t say a word and the principal removed the other clamp with the same level of viciousness. Jenni let out a cry of anguish, her body dangling from the steel cable that kept her upright.

He positioned himself to her right and using his dominant hand, shook out the flogger. Then without another word, he swung the weapon across her chest, the multiple leather thongs snapping ruthlessly against her already sensitized nipples. Jenni threw her head backward, teeth clenched, silently enduring the bitter strokes that came every few seconds. Her chest heaved, her breasts rising and falling, even while they were being excoriated and beaten. Hot burning lines seemed to race from one side of her body to the other and the principal’s skill at wielding his weapon made sure that every inch of her bosom felt the biting impact of the flogger.

Half-way through she couldn’t maintain her composure. The vibrating egg in her pussy seemed to get even more intense as her breasts became hot and heavy, the bitter prickling of her skin reacting to the repeated strokes. She let out a wail, which became a high-pitched mewling sound as the principal continued swinging the flogger. Over and over he struck her tits, turning the soft white curves into flushed pink globes. By the time he approached the twentieth stroke she was twisting, struggling to escape him, spinning with the pain, or was it the incessant buzzing pleasure between her legs? She danced inescapably, suffering and struggling. Then it stopped.

He placed the flogger on the nearby table and she sagged from the hook and cable, head down, panting heavily. Her breasts throbbed with pain, each breath a ragged draw that only emphasized her suffering. Her knees had buckled to the point where she was only upright due to her bonds and she closed her eyes as a series of spasms caused her to twitch.

“Now punish her cunt!” Someone from the spectator stands called out.

There was a quiet murmur from the school board, but no one disagreed or challenged the statement. The principal nodded and moved over to the table. He pushed it toward her, so that the surface was more fully illuminated, and once it was only an inch from her hip, he set the flogger down and stepped up to her.

The cable and hook began lowering, as if he’d commanded it and he reached up to unhook her hands. She let out a soft whimper as her nipples brushed up against his suit coat, the chaffed tips of her breasts sensitive to the slightest touch. He released her hands and she fell against him. He expected it, catching her in his arms and lifting her. He twisted and she felt herself set down on the wooden table.

She started to curl up into a fetal position, but as she drew one knee up, the principal grabbed hold of Jenni’s left foot and drew her leg outward. He pulled off her shoe, the black pump dropped to the ground and then removed her sock. Jenni looked down at him as he began securing the first of the second set of bondage cuffs around her ankle. She blinked, trying to make sense of what was happening, at least until he reached for the still lowered hook, dangling from the nearby cable.

The principal tugged on her leg, lifting it easily and she let out a gasp as she was scissored open. The hook was clipped to the cuff by her foot and before she could really understand her predicament, she felt her leg drawn upward toward the ceiling. As she slid slightly on the table, she realized that her stuffed and vibrated pussy was now in full view of the board, and much of the spectator seats. She blushed crimson, pushing a hand down between her thighs, attempting to cover herself.

But the principal moved quickly. He came around the table and grabbed hold of her hands, pulling them up toward her head. A strap appeared, evidently secured to the underside of the table’s surface, and suddenly her wrist cuffs were bound as well, her movement restricted to swinging between the two connection points. The principal nodded and then went to her one free limb, her right leg. He put the last cuff on and another strap secured it to the horizontal surface upon which she lay.

“Now I will administer the punishment for her failure to wear panties,” he announced, picking up the flogger.

For a moment their eyes met. His, implacable, firm, and resolute. Her’s burning with shame, hunger, and arousal. The entire room was so quiet that only Jenni’s ragged breathing was audible above the swish of the leather strands as he shook out the whip. She closed her eyes, stretching out in preparation as he pulled back. Then the flogger struck her solidly between the legs, the strands widening so that both of her outstretched thighs, as well as the petals of her pink flower, absorbed the kinetic energy of the blow. She yelped, her body jerking as the flogger bit into her sex, her pussy tightening around the egg-shaped vibrator inside her.

It hurt. She accepted that. It was punishment after all. As the principal pulled back for another stroke, she thrust her loins forward, stretching her body so that more of her delicate sweetness was exposed, available to him. The leather bit into her folds, opening her sex, tearing at the tender pink flesh and curling deeper, into her bottom. She screeched, the pain slicing through her, deep into the well of her sex. She clenched down, encapsulating the vibrator, making it even easier for the oscillations of the internalized motor to affect her. When the third stroke fell, in exactly the same place, she suddenly understood what was going to happen.

And she needed it.

As the principal pulled the whip back again, her hips began to churn. Not with avoidance, but in a prurient, lewd and deviant roll. Soon her entire body was following through, even as the flogger once more struck at her sex. It almost looked as if she were fucking each stroke of the whip. He picked up the pace as her chest started to heave, heavy moans replacing the earlier cries with each burning slash to her cunt. The board stared in astonishment as it became abundantly clear what was happening. This was no longer a punishment. It was something else.

It was on the seventeenth stroke that she screamed, body shaking with more than just agony. Ecstasy itself rippled through the masochistic girl, spasms of rippling energy flowing from the tips of her breasts to her burning pussy to her clenching buttocks. A burst of orgasmic fluid exploded from between her petals, squirting out in a drenching flow as the school board looked on in shock and horror.

And maybe, just a little bit of voyeuristic delight.

The principal delivered the last two blows, but lightly compared to the other strokes, causing her to yelp as her body began to calm down. He turned off the vibrating egg in her pussy, but didn’t extract it. Finally he set the flogger down on the table, ignoring the wet spot on the tile floor, and turned to face the seven men and women seated at the desks.

“Members of the board,” the principal said simply. “As you can see, it is possible for a student to experience an orgasm during corporal punishment.

Superintendent Jenkins nodded. “Sir, I appreciate the cogent argument you have made and I think, along with my fellow board members, that a revisement to the discipline code is certainly warranted.” He looked up and down the row and there were multiple rounds. Jenkins cleared his throat. “Then I make a motion that we amend Rule #47 to include ‘or punishment’ in regards to students having an unauthorized sexual climax. In addition, after witnessing this gross violation in front of us, I also recommend that the punishment for this specific violation be increased to include both stimulation and appropriate flagellation on all authorized target spots.

One of the other board members blinked, but then nodded. Superintendent Jenkins smiled wickedly as his eyes flickered over Jenni’s naked body.

“Lastly, I also move that this rule should be retroactive to nine this morning.” He glanced at his watch. “Which was forty-seven minutes ago.” 

One of the board members cleared his throat. “I think, with this clear demonstration, we can move to voting.”

Superintendent Jenkins looked up and down the line of seated members. “I’ll call for a simple yea or nay. All in favor of making it a violation to orgasm during punishment, with full corporal punishment on all authorized areas, retroactive to this morning at nine?”

It was like a bell sounding. All seven members of the board voted yes. The chairman nodded. “Passed by unanimous vote.” He looked at the principal. “Sir,” he advised, “as of nine am this morning, rule forty-seven specifically prohibited a student from having an orgasm during corporal punishment. We were all witnesses and if necessary, can sign written statements confirming that the young lady currently lying on that table, climaxed just ten minutes ago.”

Jenni’s eyes widened and she glanced at the principal, already seeing where this was going.

“As such, I hereby direct you to immediately reattach those wonderful nipple clamps, tighter if at all possible, with as much vibrational effect as can be had. I also would like the vibrating egg still buried in that wonton little slut’s cunt to be reactivated, again at full power to properly sensitize her. Then, with a leather sap, I would like you to deliver the now required strokes to all the authorized targets for corporal punishment, including the bottoms of her feet, her inner thighs, her ass, breasts, and finally, her pussy.” 

Jenni gasped and she glanced at the principal. The man stood there stoically, then slipped a hand into his jacket pocket. She knew a second later what he was doing, because the vibrator inside her suddenly roared to life. She let out a loud, passionate groan as her loins tightened in aroused response.

“With pleasure, Mr. Superintendent,” said the principal. He drew his hand out of his pocket, fingers clutching the two pendant clamps. He walked over to Jenni. The way she was bound made it impossible for her to stop him, not that she wanted to. Instead she leaned toward him, giving him the best possible access to her bare, still rose colored breasts. The principal bent over her head and reached up to her left breast, pausing for a moment before putting on the clamp.

“Are you ready for this?” He asked softly enough that only she heard him. “It’s going to hurt.”

“Make sure you go slowly,” she whispered, feeling the vibrations still swirling between her legs. She was already sensitive to them and knew that it wasn’t going to be long before she had another orgasm. “But not too slowly,” she added, licking her lips. “I like exploding when you’re spanking my pussy.”

“You,” he said firmly, “are a naughty girl,” while putting the first clamp on her nipple. She let out a high-pitched yip as it tightened and he turned on the vibrator pendant. It rattled and tingled and she closed her eyes, chest already rising and falling with greater speed. He put the second clamp on as well, making her wince with the pain. Finally, he pulled a small leather sap from his back pocket. “The longer this takes, the more likely it is that you’ll break Rule #47 again.”

Jenni looked at him with bright, excited eyes. Then she smiled. “Oh, sir…” she gushed. “I intend to.”

The principal smiled as the school board looked on. He walked around to the other end of the table, where her bound and outstretched leg still hung from the hook. His hand came up and grabbed Jenni’s ankle, turning it so that the soft, curved arch was perfectly positioned. He raised the sap high and then ran the leather softly down her sole, making her twitch with anticipation. And desire.

“Then let us begin.”


Mr. Matthew’s Classroom

The halls of the high school were quiet as Jonathan Matthews headed back to his classroom. It was getting late and the sun had set early, leaving the windows dark and cold. The faculty meeting had run a little longer than he’d originally expected, with a number of the teachers wanting to discuss changes to the school’s corporal punishment policy. Jonathan hadn’t really cared all that much. He wasn’t quite as sadistic as In School Suspension Facilitator, Ms. Temis, or as perverted as the History Teacher, Paul Mason. Hell, even Coach Hampton was a bit more vicious than Jonathan Matthews.

Jonathan whistled to himself, his dinner swinging in a paper bag, clutched in one hand, while the oversized cup of diet soda was held in the other. After the meeting he’d left just long enough to hit up a fast food sandwich shop and grab something to go. His intentions were simple. Relax in the quietness of an empty classroom, eat his dinner, and grade papers. His students were gone for the day and this was his opportunity to grind through some of the more mundane tasks educators were often burdened with. He had to transfer the cup to the crook of his other arm as he pushed on the door handle that opened his classroom, and he heard the sound even before the automatic lights flickered on.

There was a motor running. High pitched, but strangely muted.

After being a teacher for 5 years, Jonathan Matthews had been exposed to some rather wild things. The inventiveness of students rarely caught him off guard. And honestly, he couldn’t say he was surprised to find Jenni in his classroom. She had something of a reputation, though Jonathan had only seen her on rare occasions since she wasn’t in any of his classes. Still, finding her in his classroom, well after hours, in the dark, was… different.

Someone had pushed four of the student desks together near the back window and she was laying on the table tops, twitching. Her pale white skin seemed to glow under the bright fluorescent lights and she blinked as her eyes struggled to adjust now that the room was lit. Brown nylon rope had been used to tie her down at the shoulders and her legs had been spread all the way out to the sides of the desks. Her knees dangled down, as did her hands, and a rather haphazard series of knots had been used to keep her in place. Her uniform was folded neatly in a pile a few feet away, shoes, stockings, skirt, and blouse. But the most interesting thing to Jonathan was the fact that the floor beneath her exposed and nicely quivering slit, was spotted with moisture, as if she had spent the last hour or two having repeated and constant orgasms. Hell, there were still fluids dripping down both legs to her bare little toes!

Jonathan let out a sigh and set his drink and dinner down. The humming motor sounds were easy to identify. He spotted the control fob laying on his desk and with a roll of his eyes, he picked it up. It was set to maximum and he turned back to Jenni as he slowed the incessant vibrations of the motor. But he didn’t turn it off.

“Well, hello there,” Jonathan said politely, smiling as her wide blue eyes finally focused on him. She let out a groan, her face a mask of exhaustion, satisfaction, and even need. “I’m Jonathan Matthews. You’re in my classroom. Might I inquire how you got here?”

Jenni licked her lips. “Please?” She moaned softly. “Please untie me?”

Jonathan nodded agreeably. “I will. I assure you. But you need to answer my question first. Why are you in my classroom, naked, tied to these desks?”

The blush on the girl’s face was delightful and Jonathan knew that she wasn’t here unwillingly, or at least, she hadn’t entered the room unwillingly. In fact, she wasn’t gagged, which meant she could have cried out, or even screamed. Someone would have heard her. He glanced around, then went back over to the door. The classroom’s metal trash receptacle was there and sure enough, three spent and filled condoms were lying on top of the day’s detritus. Obviously she had entertained three of her fellow students, who had then rewarded her for being a willing fuckslut by leaving her tied up, stuffed solidly with a vibrator, and left for whomever found her.

Jonathan frowned. Housekeeping would have eventually come in and released her, but she would have been left bound to the desk for three or four full hours, instead of the two she’d already endured. He took a deep breath, then walked over to the pile of clothing sitting on a nearby desk, finding a blue and white plaid skirt and a ivory colored blouse. He thumbed through it for a moment, then realized what was missing.

“Were you wearing a bra and panties when you came in here?” Jonathan asked curiously.

“Wh-what?” She breathed, still twitching. Clearly the vibrator in her pussy was affecting her cognitive processes. Jonathan snagged the fob controlling the toy inside her and got close again.

“Panties. And a bra. They aren’t with your clothes. Did the boys take them?” He asked, articulating his words more clearly.

She blinked and shook her head, eyes fogged with pleasure. “Bra? Panties?” She closed her eyes. “No.”

Jonathan let out a deep breath. “Of course. I’ve heard about your penchant for violating school rules.” He shook his head, then went back to his desk. He opened the top drawer and pulled out a small packet. Then he went back over to the bound little schoolgirl, standing between her outstretched thighs. He lifted the fob and the humming motor went completely quiet.

Jenni let out a groan of relief and Jonathan set the packet down on her tummy, only to run his fingers downward, right into her slit. She was soaked and jerked as his touch bumped over her clitoris. Then she moaned desperately as he dug inward, his fingers curling to clutch the egg shaped plastic toy buried in her cunt. He pulled it out of her, the entire thing dripping with slut slurry, and he set it down on the desk near her right hip. Then he wiped her own effluvium on her thigh, leaving a glistening trail of wetness to shine on her soft, cream colored skin. Jonathan picked up the packet and tore one side of it open.

“Before I release you, we have to address these apparent violations. You are aware that panties and a bra are required when you are here at school, right?”

Her eyes focused more clearly on him and she nodded, gulping. “Yes, sir,” she whispered, lifting her head.

Jonathan’s hand went to his trousers and he tugged the zipper of his pants downward. “And can you tell me what the punishment is for not wearing a bra?”

She let her head fall backward and she closed her eyes. “Twenty strokes, sir. To my breasts.”

Jonathan pulled his cock out of his pants. The rubber slipped from the opened packet and he began sliding it over the full length of his very firm and large shaft. “That’s correct. Though I feel I should warn you that at tonight’s faculty meeting, I believe it was confirmed to be twenty strokes to each breast. It can be delivered with single strokes across the full chest, or double strikes against individual tits.” He gripped the base of his cock and aimed it, right for the gaping open slit of Jenni’s pussy. “And what’s the punishment for not wearing panties?” Jonathan asked, even as he moved forward. The tip of his member grazed the petal of her sex and she gasped.

“Twenty spanks!” She blurted out. Jonathan slid into her fully, in one solid, strong thrust.

“Precisely. Twenty strokes. I have one of the school issued leather saps in my desk,” he said, starting to pump his cock in and out of her. His hips pressed against her soft open thighs and her body rocked as he began fucking her vigorously. He grabbed her hips, pulling her toward him and the creaking of the desks beneath them emphasized the levels of force and energy being used. “And don’t worry, I intend on punishing you in a moment,” he said as he banged her. “But before I get the sap, we need to discuss the other decision made at tonight’s faculty meeting about sensitization.”

Jenni lay there, eyes closed, clearly loving the sensation of Mr. Matthews’ prick sliding in and out of her sopping wet and over sensitized pussy. She’d endured multiple orgasms that afternoon, two with the boys and then another set left tied on the desk, the huge vibrator buzzing along inside her. But honestly, Mr. Matthews’ cock was exactly what she wanted. Thick and long and adult. It burrowed through her loins and delved into the aching crevasse, satisfying her needs. The pleasure made it difficult to focus. Her toes curled as she groaned in satisfaction.

“What? Sensitization?” She managed to mumble.

Jonathan nodded, still pumping. He loved the way she tightened around him, clutching and squeezing his throbbing prick. “Exactly. The list of potential stimulation techniques was enlarged tonight. I hadn’t really thought about it, but under the circumstances, I’m kind of glad.” He slowed his thrusts and let out a soft groan. “Damn, you feel incredible,” he muttered. “I’m personally fond of the TENS unit. I have one of the portable versions and frankly, the idea of sending little jolts of electricity through your nipples while I fuck you stupid sounds absolutely amazing.”

Jenni let out a mewl, shuddering.

“But Ms. Temis managed to get binder clips approved tonight, and the idea of one of those metal clamps crushing each nipple, wiggling back and forth, sounds pretty darn good too.” He jammed himself deep and hard, holding himself inside her. “Do you have a preference?” Jonathan asked.

Jenni looked up at him, mouth partially open, clearly on the cusp of orgasm. “Whatever you want to do to me, sir!” She breathed.

Jonathan smiled and pulled out again, but only until just the tip was still inside her. Then he began pumping once more. Gentle, steady thrusts. They must have been driving her banana crackers.

“I like that attitude,” he admitted. “And while the binder clamps certainly are appealing, I think I’ll go get my TENS Unit instead.” He pulled his cock out of her dripping slit and turned away as she whined in sudden frustration, her pussy convulsing as it was left empty. With his shaft bobbing wetly in the air, Jonathan walked over to his desk, opened a drawer, and pulled out a box. He brought it back over to the table, setting it down on Jenni’s tummy. Then, without a word, he slid his rubber covered shaft back into her grasping, clutching cunt.

A spasm rippled through her as he penetrated a second time and her eyes closed again. Jonathan opened the box even as he began another round of steady thrusts, and he extracted a device the size of a television remote. It was white, with an LED screen, multiple buttons, and two dials. Jenni didn’t seem to care as he set the box aside, laying the device on her tummy just above her belly button. Then he leaned over and pulled two sets of white wires out of the box.

“So I used to have a pair of those sticky stim tabs,” Jonathan said simply while he pumped his hips. “But someone from the office replaced them with these school sanctioned clamps. Simpler to use, even if it does restrict where you can put them.” He leaned forward, driving his cock deep into Jenni’s depths, even as he pinched both of the clamps open. He rubbed the plastic and metal pincers back and forth across her nipples and in just seconds they stiffened into taut little points. Jonathan smiled and then let the clamps close on each tip. Jenni let out a gasp, eyes snapping open, only to groan in delight.

Jonathan laughed. “Yes, I’ve heard you seem to like the sensation of being clamped. I’m shocked I didn’t find you with clothespins jiggling from those amazing tits.” He pulled back a bit and plugged the wires into the device on Jenni’s stomach. “Let’s see. Pulse I think, and for frequency, let’s do two pulses per second.” He pressed a few buttons. “And now for intensity. I think level three is a good place to start sensitizing you. It’s right on the borderline between a firm pinch and someone sucking on your nipple.” He turned both dials and Jenni stiffened, her pussy tightening up around his shaft. Her back arched a bit and she let out a little croon, though whether it was discomfort or pleasure, Jonathan couldn’t tell.

“Here’s the thing,” he added, his hands once more going to her hips. “There is no way you could have been tied like this without a ruckus. Which means you were totally complicit. You wanted to be tied up and fucked. The question I have is whether this was just some random room, or whether you meant to be here.”

Jenni looked up and for the first time, a very different look crossed her face. It wasn’t one of sexual delight, or confusion. Her eyes sparkled and she smiled in a way that made Jonathan’s cock quiver. “Which will get me more punishment, sir?”

“Oh, you naughty little vixen!” Jonathan cooed. He grabbed the TENS Unit and turned the dials up another notch to level four. Jenni yelped, clenching her teeth and shuddering as the electricity now zipped across the tips of her breasts. “What does that feel like?” He asked curiously.

“P-p-pliers,” she hissed. “T-t-twisting.”

Jonathan blinked. “Pliers? Someone has used pliers on your tits?”

She nodded quickly and Jonathan found himself getting even more aroused. “Wow. Now there’s something for the imagination.” He swung his hips, thrusting hard into her body and he found her panting, squirming form. Suddenly he felt the pressure building, his lust solidifying into a full formed object. He grunted as he began hammering himself into her, her fluids splattering his loins and wetting his balls. He gritted his teeth, much the same way she was doing, and the tightening of her pussy around his cock sent waves of pleasure streaming through him. He reached his climax and thrust himself deep, holding himself inside her as streams of cum shot up through his shaft, filling the small reservoir at the end of his prophylactic.

With a groan, Jonathan pulled out, sighing in relief and Jenni let out a squeal. He ignored her quivering, jerking hips and the way her loins jumped around, pussy convulsing as her unmet needs overwhelmed her. He pulled off the condom and as he passed his desk, he reached into the bag with his now cold dinner, and grabbed a napkin. He wiped himself off, the excess fluids staining the paper dark and he tossed all of it into the waste bin. He zipped himself up as he turned back to the quivering girl, stopping at his desk for only one more item.

The leather sap felt very solid in his hand and he walked up to Jenni, his eyes focused on the wet, pink slit his cock had just been in. He paused, trying to decide whether to punish her breasts or pussy first. She twisted on the desks, her arms and legs pulling the cordage that held her open, her face contorted into a grimace. Jonathan put the sap down and picked up the silent sex toy he’d found her stuffed with in the first place.

“I don’t want your cunt getting ignored while I beat your tits,” Jonathan said simply, pushing the egg-shaped vibrator into her sex. She groaned as it went back in, tightening around it desperately. He picked up the fob and turned it on, but only to its lowest setting, not wanting to push her any closer to the edge than she already was. Then he picked up the TENS Unit, shutting off the electrical jolts going to her nipples. She mewled as the pain subsided, then whimpered as he removed the clamps. With a wicked grin, Jonathan set one of the pincers on her clitoris. She gasped, thrusting up, her buttocks tightening and he turned the TENS unit back on, sending pulses of lightning through the tenderest nub of her body. Jonathan turned the dial upward, from level three to level four, and when the only response was her sudden intake of breath, all the way up to level five.

“Ahhhhhhhhh!” Jenni cried out, jerking her loins as the bursts of energy fried her clit. Jonathan set down the TENS Unit and picked up the sap. Jenni whimpered, teeth clenched, her bottom half twitching madly. Jonathan wondered if the jolts still felt like someone pinching her with a pair of pliers, or whether it was something worse, like someone shoving a red hot needle through her clitoris. Then he turned his attention to her left breast. With his left hand he grabbed her tit, bunching it up as she whimpered and quivered. Then with the sap, he began slapping the leather down on her turgid, raised nipple.

The blows were not viciously hard, nor were they teasingly soft. Jonathan knew that the stinging heat had to be affecting her and when her mouth opened, head tilted back, and a heart wrenching shriek came from her lips, he knew that the pain was exactly right. He counted silently, steadily spanking the large, dark pink target until the entire top of her breast was pink and flushed and hot.

Jenni mewled passionately, only to see Mr. Matthews move from one side of her body to the other. He grabbed her right breast this time, first releasing the electric stim clamp, setting it right on the nipple he’d just turned a nice shade of dark pink. Then he plumped and squeezed the fresh breast, his thumb going back and forth across the tip, only to raise his leather sap and bring it down with a flurry of blows that left her screeching. Her entire body, including her pussy, tightened down, unable to cope with the overwhelming sensory overload. Her heart pounded, almost in time with the shocks being delivered to her clitoris, and when the heat and hurt of the final stroke of the paddle against her chest seemed to fade, she shuddered in relief.

Jonathan moved back down to Jenni’s sex and he turned off the TENS unit. He removed the clamp from between her legs, putting it back on her poor breast, but left the vibrator inside her. Even before lifting the leather sap, he used the fob to turn up the vibrations to maximum, and the corresponding blubber of acute pleasure that came from her mouth was like music to his ears.

“I hope I don’t have to remind you that having an orgasm during punishment is now prohibited, and will result in further discipline,” he warned her teasingly. She didn’t respond, or at least she didn’t respond with anything other than the desperate thrusting of her hips. Fluids dripped from her slit and Jonathan had the distinct feeling that were he to rub his fingers over her clitoris, just for a few seconds, she would pop like a water balloon tossed in a cactus garden. He raised the sap and with eyes locked on her swollen, perfect little nub, brought the leather paddle down with a sharp flick of his wrist.

That was all it took. A single blow. Jenni’s back arched and her toes curled as she yanked hard on the ropes holding her down. Her thighs rippled with energy as the climax surged through her little body. Cum squirted out of her pussy, splattering the front of Jonathan’s pants, as well as the paddle as it swung back down to strike her clit a second time, then a third. She screamed, eyes closed, fingers clenched into fists as wave after wave of orgasmic energy rushed through her tormented and bound body. Jonathan noticed, but didn’t let it stop him from swinging again. And again. She screeched, thrashing on the desk as the sap continued to snap down in steady beats, sending shock waves through her shuddering, rippling body.

Jonathan hesitated, the leather paddle in midair, just inches from her now well spanked pussy. She lay panting on the table, a veritable river of cum dripping from her slit, soaking the edge of the desk, falling to the floor and running down her outstretched legs to her toes. Her eyes were glazed and she lay there, mouth open, a line of saliva falling from the corner of her mouth. She had another fourteen strokes coming to complete the full twenty, but for some reason Jonathan Matthews took pity on her. With a sigh he set the paddle down and began untying her. Finally he turned off the vibrator and removed it from her sodden slit.

It took her a moment to collect herself, to slide from the euphoric bliss of sexual climax to something resembling coherency, but when she finally sat up, blinking in confusion, Jonathan was already sitting at his desk unpacking his dinner and laying it beside a stack of papers.

“Umm… sir?” She asked softly, not bothering to close her legs or cover up her still pink breasts, her flesh still slightly inflamed from the spanking.

“Yes?” Jonathan asked.

“Um…” she said uncomfortably, wincing a little. “I don’t think you gave me all my spanks.”

Jonathan looked at her directly. He was somewhat surprised that she’d had the mental wherewithal to even count. But he kept his face blank. “Is that so?”

She nodded, even more sure of herself. “Yes sir.”

Jonathan took a bite of his sandwich and chewed, leaving her to stew. “How many do you think I missed?”

This time she didn’t hesitate at all. “Seventeen sir,” she replied.

Jonathan gave her an amused look. “So, you’re saying I can’t count?”

Her eyes widened and she gasped. “What? No sir! That’s not… I mean… I don’t want to imply…”

Jonathan waved his hand. “I appreciate your willingness to accept the full punishment, but I think you’ve had enough for the day.” She blinked and then looked like she was about to protest, but Jonathan cut her off. “Are you aware, however, of the consequences of having an orgasm when you’re supposed to be suffering punishment?”

She licked her lips and slid down from the desk. She stood in front of him, totally oblivious to her nudity, one foot cocked at an angle. It was an incredibly provocative pose and Jonathan, to his surprise, felt himself hardening again. She nodded, almost eagerly. “Yes sir. My feet, thighs, bottom, breasts, and pussy all have to be paddled. And I’m to be assigned to In-School-Suspension. To be tortured. Stimulated, I mean. Sexually. But not allowed to cum. And if I accidentally cum, then I’m to be subjected to forced orgasms until it's time to go home and I have to stay in ISS a second day getting stimulated, presuming I don’t cum again.”

Jonathan smiled. “Well, you might as well report there tomorrow morning, because I will be letting them know you are coming.”

She grinned at him, then bit her lip. “I’ve already cum sir. And probably will again.” At that Jonathan laughed. She moved to the very front of his desk, her sweet hips practically dancing in front of him. “But what about the other spanks sir? The seventeen strokes? For not wearing panties?”

Jonathan hesitated. Her pussy was clearly well used and God only knew how many cocks she’d taken that day. Could she handle any more?

She licked her lips. “If you feel like I need a break sir, I could… I could use my mouth to pleasure you, until you can sensitize me again.”

He felt his shaft suddenly shift as the blood rushed into it and let out a groan. “Or I could just stuff you with the vibrator again and watch you squirm.”

Jenni’s eyes widened, but then she blushed. “Yes sir. You could do that. Or we could do both.”

Jonathan smiled. “Get the vibrator from the desk and put it in.”

She whirled, the grin on her face infectious, and she grabbed the plastic egg-shaped vibrator. Spreading herself wide for him, she rubbed it along her petals with a groan. Jonathan took another bite of his sandwich as he watched her push it in, and once it was inside her, she plucked the control fob off the desk and handed it to him. He turned it to the lowest setting and a fresh spasm rippled through her as she brought her thighs together. She licked her lips as he gestured for her to come around and she obediently moved between his legs. Then she knelt down and crawled under the desk.

He felt her fingers on his bulge, tugging at the zipper. Then she pulled on his pants and boxers. He lifted up, letting her remove his clothing, freeing his now bobbing shaft. Then she grabbed hold of it, her tongue swirling. Jonathan let out a soft groan as she teased him, licking and sucking the tip. Then, without warning, she took his entirety into her mouth, deepthroating his cock. It was an intensely powerful sensation and his cock jerked. He moaned, leaning back, realizing that his dinner was going to have to wait. He was just to horney, and she was just too perfect. His fingers grasped the control fob to the vibrator and he twisted the knob, hearing the motor spin up inside her, all the way to full power.

She gasped, but continued to suck and slurp and swallow his cock. It only took a minute or two more and Jonathan scooted back, his hands reaching for her. He pulled her up off his shaft and pushed her up on his desk, spreading her legs. Her eyes widened as he produced the paddle once more and she leaned back, arching her spine. He raised it up and held it above her grasping, wanting, trembling little cunt.

“What happens if you cum again?” He asked. “While I’m spanking you?”

She sat there, her bare feet on the edges of his desk, knees bobbing in the air, wide open and vulnerable. Her hips rolled and she kept thrusting, desperate and wanton. She licked her lips, chest heaving, nipples taut and raised.

“Well sir, I suppose you would have to punish me a second time.” Then she smiled. “I could come for afternoon detention sometime, for another punishment?”

Jonathan laughed and brought the paddle down hard on her sweet, perfect little slit. A flurry of sharp, hard spanks landed as she squirmed and squealed on the desk, fluids splattering over his dinner, the papers that needed grades, and his bare loins. He counted out the fourteen strokes he truly owed her, then another half dozen. She screamed, knees bobbing as she lost control on the last stroke and he tossed the paddle away, his fingers digging into her pussy, plucking the vibrator out of her smoking hot cunt. The shaking, rumbling toy fell from his hand to go rattling across the floor and without another word he jammed his rock hard cock into her wet hole, pounding her with fury as he wrapped his arms around her, lifting her from the desk and settling back down into the chair, the panting, luscious limbs of Jenni clutching him tightly.

He felt her cry out, her surge of wetness, and then he came inside her.

***

Jenni planted a kiss on Jonathan Matthew’s cheek and turned away. She was wearing the school required uniform blue plaid skirt, which covered the impressively reddened bottom and the quite rosy petals of her freshly beaten pussy. The white blouse concealed her breasts, which had handled the second spanking he’d given her bosom with impressive resilience. Her cute little feet had been tucked into the knee high socks and flat trainers, which undoubtedly cushioned her sore soles, though they did nothing to hide the fresh marks he’d laid upon her outstretched and sensitive inner thighs. It was a wonder that she could walk. She gave him a little grin as she stopped by the door.

“Don’t forget,” she said simply. “In-school-suspension. They won’t let me in tomorrow unless you complete the disciplinary form.”

Jonathan laughed. “I won’t forget. I promise.”

She held up two fingers. “And it’s for three days. Not just one or two. So, I have to not cum on day one, and then not cum again on day two or three.” She gave him a wry smile. “Though I suspect I’ll be in there for a week. Or more.”

He rolled his eyes. “Alright! Alright. Go on. It’s almost seven o’clock.”

She paused. “And tomorrow, after I get out of ISS, I’ll come here for that second punishment.”

“Jenni,” he said, “go home!”

She bit her lip. “But, do you think we need to schedule the third punishment?”

He sat there. How she had managed a third orgasm while being punished for the second, still baffled him. Was the girl a masochist?

“Jenni, we will discuss it later. Now go.” He shooed her out and as she walked away, her hands dipped down and lifted the back of her skirt, flashing him her amazing ass. Jonathan shook his head. He hadn’t even spanked her bottom! With a sigh he looked down at the remnants of his dinner as the door shut and with a chuckle, he reached for the ungraded, girl goo splattered papers.

Two hours later he stood up and stretched. He felt amazing, but then realized he had one more thing to do. He completed the disciplinary request form on his computer and sent it in. Three days in ISS, struggling to reach climax and not being allowed, unless of course she managed it, would certainly serve Jenni right. And maybe, just maybe, she’d learned her lesson about wearing panties and a bra. He stood up, grabbed his dinner trash, and headed down the hall. He saw one of the janitors pulling a bag out of one of the hall bins.

“Evening Mr. Li,” Jonathan said cheerfully. But then he froze. The bag, which was translucent, contained a shape. Jonathan froze and then pointed. “What is that?”

The janitor opened the bag and reached in with his gloved hand. A bright pink bra came out, exactly the size and shape of Jenni. He held it out and a familiar vanilla scent came from it. “There’s a pair of matching panties in here too,” said Mr. Li. “Do you want them as well?” He teased.

Jonathan let the bra fall back into the bin, his mind reeling. “No. Take them to the school’s lost and found. Whomever had these taken from her, won’t really need them again. I’m almost certain.”

As he headed toward the exit, he smiled again. “No,” he whispered to himself. “I’m totally certain she won’t be needing those again.”


New Year’s Eve

Agnus Temis shut the door of her car and looked up at the cheap, bungalow style home. The yard was a weed infested mess and clearly hadn’t been cut since the Autumn and what little landscaping wasn’t overgrown had died from lack of water. Even the house itself felt run down and worn, as if the owner just didn’t care. Heavy white blinds were closed on both front windows and if there were interior lights on, she couldn’t see them. In fact, the only inviting aspect to the entire property was the porch light, which was on, though the glass cover was missing and only a solitary bulb burned in the exposed socket.

She glanced up and down the street, wondering if she’d made a mistake. There were a few strings of Christmas lights still burning, a vestige of the religious holiday a week before. Now it was New Year’s Eve and she supposed most of the people on the block were already getting ready to pop a cork, or considering the economic level of the area, maybe pull the tab on another beer. She shook her head, trying to justify her presence once more, but then, before she could even approach the house and the front door, it opened and Jonathan Styne stuck his head out.

“Agnus! You decided to come!” He grinned, bobbing his head. “Come on in!”

Agnus Temis hesitated. Still some fifteen feet away from the stoop, she raised an eyebrow. “Mr. Styne, I’ll have you know that three different people know I’m here,” she said sternly. “And since it is even more clear after the rather sudden invitation that you are not hosting a party, I want to assure you that I have absolutely no interest in you. Whatsoever.”

Styne stepped out, ignoring the chill air. He was wearing a pair of sweatpants and a gray tee shirt, neither of which hid his beer belly or lack of musculature. He crossed his arms, his slimy smile making him look somewhat snakelike.

“Is that what you think I invited you over for?” He asked with a sneer of disdain. Then he rolled his eyes. “First of all, I certainly don’t admire you for your physique,” he assured her. “I prefer females with a bit more curvature to their frames. Which you should know,” he said darkly, almost suggestively.

Ms. Temis didn’t react in the slightest. She was well aware of her weight, or lack thereof. And to be honest, she’d never before gotten the slightest indication that Styne might be interested in her sexually.

He let out a grunt. “The only things I find attractive about you in the slightest is your sadistic nature and your creative brilliance. Furthermore, I can assure you that your presence tonight has absolutely nothing to do with building any relationships other than the one we currently have,” he said politely.

Agnus’ eyebrow went up again. “We have no relationship,” she retorted.

Styne laughed. “On the contrary, we are colleagues. We both work hard to educate our district’s young to have disciplined, productive, and satisfactory lives. Beyond that, we also share one common interest.”

Agnus pursed her lips. “A common interest?” She asked curiously. “I’m aware of no such commonality,” she responded.

“Indeed?” Styne asked. He jerked a thumb behind him. “I suspect you will disagree when you see tonight’s entertainment.”

“Entertainment?” Agnus asked, now skeptical.

Styne nodded. “Come in. If you aren’t interested, then I’ve seriously misjudged you and I’ll bid you a good evening. You can go home and ring in the new year on your own.”

“That was the original plan,” Agnus replied saucily. “But alright. Still, if you try anything…”

“Good gods woman!” Styne declared, somewhat angrily. “I’d rather fuck a goat than your bony ass!” He glowered at her. “Either come in and see what I’ve got or turn around and go the fuck home.”

Temis straightened, then with a stern look of disapproval, she marched straight up to Styne. He stepped aside as she turned and went through the open doorway into his house. The foyer was a stark, barely illuminated hall that went maybe twelve feet into the depths of the house before opening up. She spotted an unlit fireplace in the back corner and then, as she moved into the living room, a television set on the wall. Time Square was already showing on the screen as thousands of New Yorkers stood in the icy cold, jumping up and down, drinking and carrying on as midnight, still two hours away, slowly approached.

But Agnus Stemis stopped in frozen shock at what she saw next. In the center of the room, between the sofa and the television, was a simple twin sized mattress. Covered with a simple white fitted sheet, it also happened to be occupied by the same schoolgirl Agnus had been tormenting the week before, without a stitch of clothing on her body.

Jenni was lying on her back, which definitely left her breasts and sex well exposed, especially since someone, likely Styne, had bent the girl’s arms and legs at knee and elbow and then wrapped them with kitchen plastic. It left Jenni in a sort of butterfly pose, her legs spread open wide, the soles of her bare feet pressed together, just beneath her dripping wet slit. Some sort of cordage had been wrapped around her thumbs and tied to a pair of clothespins, both of which were firmly secured to her distended nipples. Agnus could also see that the girl’s pelvis was already rolling, twitching back and forth as if she were being stimulated. The wire extruding from her soaked slit, leading to a thick control box made it clear what was happening.

“Hello Ms. Temis,” Jenni gasped, giving the teacher a warm smile. “Happy New Year.”

Agnus’ eyebrow went and she looked down at the bound and supine little schoolgirl. “Not yet. What are you doing here?”

Jenni let out a soft little groan and closed her eyes for a moment, as if trying to cope with the stimulation coming from between her legs. She gulped, then looked back up at Agnus. “I’m… I’m tonight’s entertainment.”

Agnus sighed. “Of course you are,” she said with resignation. “How long has she been here?” Agnus asked Styne.

“Oh, about an hour and a half,” Styne said with a shrug. “She arrived right before I called you with the invitation to come over.”

Agnus pursed her lips, looking back down at Jenni twitching on the mattress. “Well, this certainly explains why you tendered the invitation. But if she arrived around eight, what have you been doing with her since then?”

Styne chuckled. Agnus bent down a bit and noticed that the girl’s pussy was quite wet, but lacked the usual rosy hue that came from the kinds of stimulation given at the school. “Have you punished her?” She asked, even more curious. “You know that her even coming to a faculty member’s residence is a school violation.”

Styne crossed his arms and leaned back against the wall. “Honestly? No. I figured once you got here we could handle that part together.” He grinned evilly. “I took care of the sensitization though. Multiple times.”

Agnus wrinkled her nose as she mentally pictured Styne fucking the girl. “I hope you wore a condom,” she muttered. Still, it explained the happy look on Jenni’s face. “How many orgasms?”

“Me?” Styne asked. “Or her?”

Agnus let out a frustrated sigh. She lifted one booted foot and placed the tip right between Jenni’s legs. The leather met flesh and Jenni gasped as Agnus applied a bit of pressure. “How many orgasms, dear?” She asked softly.

“Just two, Ms. Temis!” Jenni squealed. Her knees flapped, the plastic wrap around her limbs crackling. Agnus nodded and removed her foot.

“You do realize that each of those orgasms were an additional violation. Even here.”

Jenni nodded, her eyes bright and sparkling. “Yes, Ms. Temis. I know I have to be punished now.”

Agnus put her hands on her hips and looked back over at Styne. “I suppose you have something planned?”

He clapped his hands together eagerly, rubbing them with excitement. “Well, it’s almost ten o’clock. This means we have just over two hours to finish this little whore’s year with a bang and give her the punishment she so richly deserves. I’ve assembled an assortment of items that I would very much like to see inserted into that little cunt’s grasping fuck hole, while wringing every possible orgasm out of her body at the same time.”

Agnus gave Styne an intrigued look. “Thus adding even more opportunities to punish her. You said objects?”

He nodded with an evil grin. “Oh yes.”

“Does that include your cock? Again?” She asked with a touch of disdain.

Styne chuckled. “It's not impossible. I have a feeling that I’ll find tonight’s torments to be sufficiently arousing to get me stiff a time or two more. Still, I’ll expect to find satisfaction with our little strumpet and will have no need for your assistance, other than for you to continue any especially agonizing punishments you are inflicting on her at that particular moment. In fact, I’d like to switch off.”

“Switch off?”

Styne nodded. “I’ll pick an object to fuck her with, then you’ll pick one.”

Agnus thought about that for a moment. “I suppose that’s acceptable,” she acceded. “What if she cums? Again?”

Styne grinned. “I have a number of suitable whips, paddles, and even a crop.”

“She still needs to be punished for the orgasms she’s already had. And for coming here in the first place.”

Styne shrugged. “I’m sure you’ll handle that with your usual efficiency.”

Agnus pursed her lips thoughtfully. “Between objects then. Presuming she doesn’t cum from one of them.”

Styne agreed amiably. “Well, then. If you’ll please start getting appropriately lubed,” he said, grabbing hold of a bottle of coconut oil that was conveniently on the television stand and holding it out.”

“Lubed?” Agnus said in confusion, taking the bottle. “She looks wet already.”

Styne laughed. “Not her. You. What I want first is for you to coat your narrow, bony, skeleton hand with that oil, and then jam it into her cunt hard. Then, pull it out forcefully and do it again. Over and over. I basically want you to punch her pussy until she’s sore and stretched out, wide enough that I can drive a semi-truck up between her legs.”

Agnus’ eyebrow went up. “Do you have a semi-truck?” She asked sarcastically, uncapping the bottle and pouring a liberal amount into her right hand.

Styne laughed and patted his groin. “Absolutely. Plus a few items of similar size. Just wait until you see what I’ve got!” He turned and disappeared into the kitchen.

“Some drinks would be nice too!” Agnus shouted after him. There was no response so she looked down at Jenni. The wry, accepting, eager smile on the waif’s face made it clear that she was completely ready for whatever Agnus wanted to do. Slowly, Agnus dropped down, kneeling on the mattress as she uncapped the bottle. The soft scent of coconut came from the oil and she poured a liberal amount over her hand, holding it aloft over Jenni’s slit. Droplets fell, splattering the girl’s mons, then slipping down through her open folds. Agnus rolled her fingers, spreading the oil, then put the bottle to the side.

For a second, Agnus hesitated. She’d never done anything like this to Jenni. It was one thing to hold a vibrator against her clit, or paddle her sex with a sap. But to stick her entire hand up inside her?

“Are you ready?” Agnus asked.

Jenni nodded eagerly and she opened her legs even farther. “I’m always ready,” she said firmly. The plastic around her knees rustled, but it kept both her feet together, just below the sweet petals of her sex. Agnus reached down, touching the pink gash, eliciting a slight gasp from Jenni. She could also feel the vibrations.

“What toy did he put inside you?” Agnus asked, already sliding a finger into Jenni’s body.

The little waif let out a soft moan of pleasure, moving her arms a bit. Agnus watched as the girl’s thumbs quivered, tugging on the cordage going to the clothespins on her nipples. “A vibrating egg, Ms. Temis. Mr. Styne put it in me right after he got done sensitizing me.”

Agnus suddenly felt the plastic toy. It was shaking, quite violently, clearly set to the highest vibrational level. She swirled her finger around it, snagging the trailing wire and pulling. There was a louder gasp and Jenni’s eyes widened as Agnus began removing the toy.

The buzzing got louder and Agnus looked down to see the large end of the egg shaped sex object. It stretched Jenni’s pussy, then popped out of her sex as if she’d laid it like a chicken. It landed on the mattress and Agnus scooped it up. But instead of setting it aside and turning it off, she cupped it in her hand and then pressed it right to Jenni’s clitoris.

“Aahhhh!” The bound waif exclaimed, excitement surging through her. “Oh Ms. Temis! Oh yes!” She whimpered in utter pleasure, her lower half squirming as her hips began to buck. Agnus held the vibrator in place, watching as Jenni began twitching even more strongly. Then, just as it looked like she was closing in on another orgasm, Agnus pulled the toy away, her deft hands snatching up the control box and turning it off.

The groan of utter devastation from Jenni was tough to ignore.

“Desperate?” Agnus asked, her hand already going right back to Jenni’s cunt.

“Yes Ms. Temis! Please? Please can I cum?”

Agnus snorted as she folded her fingers together into a spear point and began sliding them down through Jenni’s folds. “Of course not. You are not to orgasm again. I dare say, for the rest of the year.” Then Agnus pushed.

Jenni jerked, gasping, her head coming up so that she could look Agnus right in the eyes. “The… the whole year?” She asked, grinning, but as Agnus’ hand slid deeper, the girl’s eyes rolled slightly, overwhelmed at the sensation. Agnus bent her thumb downward, deliberately using the nail to scratch lightly at the girl’s clit, before sliding the thicker digit into the tight, wet hole. Jenni could barely keep still, her pussy quivering with electric need. Agnus pushed in further, feeling the flesh encapsulate her knuckles and there was one difficult moment, when the width of the schoolteacher’s hand seemed almost too big to fit, only to pop in. Agnus and Jenni both gasped as all five fingers delved deep into the girl’s warm, wet, grasping cunt.

“She makes an admirable puppet, doesn’t she?” Styne said, coming back into the room with a tray between his hands. Agnus looked up as Styne set his burden down on the chair off to the side and her eyes widened, even as she uncurled her fingers inside Jenni.

The tray was filled with over a dozen different phallic objects. Some were more typical rubber dildos, though all of those were either obnoxiously large, long, strangely shaped, or even all of the above. But Mr. Styne had also included some rather unconventional items as well. Some were clearly meant to be inserted into Jenni’s honeypot, or meant to deliver stinging blows to her body, but a few - like the large wooden prism, stymied Agnus.

“What I suggest,” Styne said, settling down, his knees on the mattress next to Jenni’s plastic wrapped and bent arm, “is that we use our selected items on her cunt for ten minutes each. Should she endure the interaction without orgasm, we move onto the next item. But if she cums, she earns herself a nice, thorough whipping.”

Agnus’ raised an eyebrow. Jenni was panting now, undoubtedly due to the way Agnus was opening and closing her fist inside her. “She’s already earned herself a whipping.”

Styne laughed. “Three in fact. One for showing up at a faculty member’s residence, and two for her unauthorized orgasms during sensitization. But I have no doubt that she’ll continue to earn sufficient punishments for us to give her the full treatment. Tits, tail, toes, thighs, and twat.”

“Precisely,” Agnus declared and then pulled her hand completely out of Jenni.

There was a splatter of fluids and Jenni cried out. But not in pain. She jerked almost upright, eyes reflecting the utter desperation in her face. Agnus glanced down at her hand. The oil still coated it, but it was now mixed with the copious amounts of girl goo leaking from Jenni’s pussy. Agnus put her fingers right back into the gaping slit and pushed. Jenni gasped, falling backward and arching her back as she thrust upward. There was another tight moment but then Agnus’s hand was back inside the warm well.

Styne shook his head. “Too slow. You need to pump it. In and out. Thrusting hard.”

Agnus glared at the man. “Do not tell me how to fist fuck a girl.” She drew her hand out again and the resulting whimper echoed between the two teachers.

Styne rolled his eyes. “Except, you aren’t just fist fucking her. You’re supposed to be fist force fucking.”

“Force fucking,” Agnus repeated coldly.

Styne gave her a very stern look. “Yes. It’s not supposed to be an easy, pleasant thing.” He leaned forward. “You’re supposed to jam it in. Punch her. It should be…” he paused dramatically, “somewhat traumatic.”

Agnus frowned, but Styne could see the look of respect on her face. “Very well,” she said more firmly. She licked her lips and then turned back toward Jenni. For a moment, the girl looked straight at Agnus, then laid her head back, closing her eyes.

This time, the penetration took just a mere second as Agnus forced her hand into Jenni’s body. The shuddering waif yelped, her body jerking, and she grimaced as a sliver of discomfort penetrated through the pleasure. Agnus pulled her hand free, feeling another splatter of fluids.

“Bet you’ve never done this to her in Detention,” Styne observed wryly as Agnus drove her hand back into Jenni. The waif jerked, once more crying out. Agnus looked up, her right hand still inside Jenni’s body, fingers wiggling wildly for a moment.

“No,” Agnus replied, pulling out. “Nor during our sessions at In School Suspension.” She jabbed her fingers right back in, not even giving Jenni time to adjust. There was another yell, the sound morphing into an impressive groan, as Agnus’ hand filled her insides.

“Ever wanted to?” He asked.

Agnus paused, curling her fingers and then opening them. It felt… odd… her hand stretching around inside of the girl. Then she pulled her hand back out, stroked the petals once, and then punched her way back in. This time there was a tiny shriek as the girl’s body jerked from the impact.

“I hadn’t really considered it,” Agnus said, tugging her hand free, then punching it back in. Jenni shuddered, pulling hard on the plastic bindings that held her legs and arms folded, her bare feet just an inch away from where Agnus was forcing her hand into Jenni’s slit.  Agnus felt the girl’s pussy tightening, fluttering around her hand and she yanked it out, then stabbed it back in. Agnus looked up.

“How exactly,” she asked Styne, “did you want to handle the punishment for cumming?” She swirled her hand in a circle, still inside the now madly twitching girl, and then pulled it out again. She gave Jenni’s clit a pinch, eliciting a sharp cry, only to shove her hand back into the gaping slit. The force of the thrust, of all of Agnus’ forced entries, undoubtedly bruised the walls of Jenni’s sex, and Agnus felt her squeeze down, her face contorting into an agonized grimace.

“Well, I figured one of us would give her tits a nice hard flogging. Then we’d give her bottom a decent warming, followed by us turning the bottoms of her feet into little slippers of lava,” Styne said with a shrug.

Agnus drew her hand out again, then propelled it right back in. This time, the cry was definitely a mix of pain and pleasure. Though it wasn’t quite clear which sensation Jenni was focusing on.

“Slippers of lava?” Agnus asked with disdain. She shook her head. “And don’t forget her inner thighs.” But then Jenni went nuts, arching her back. Agnus quickly brought her other hand up, fingers landing on the swollen, oiled clit. She began frantically rubbing Jenni’s sex, sending paroxysms of pleasure and pain through Jenni’s body. Styne blinked in shock, seeing the way the bound waif shuddered and thrashed, only for fluids to squirt out around Agnus’ buried hand, soaking the science teacher up to the elbow.

“Damn,” Styne said with sincere appreciation. “She exploded! From just being fisted! And she didn’t even make it through the full ten minutes!”

Agnus slowly pulled her hand out of Jenni and the amount of fluids that dripped out onto the mattress was quite impressive. She shook her soaked and oiled hand and looked over at Styne.

“Is there somewhere I can wash up?”

Styne nodded and pointed down the hall. Guest bathroom is the second door on the left.”

Agnus stood up, glancing down at the girl. She was panting, eyes closed, clearly in the euphoric bliss stage after a strong orgasm. Agnus snorted and quickly marched down the hall. She found the bathroom door partially opened and stepped in. The room was spartan, but she turned on the faucet and quickly rinsed the cum from her arm, finding that it had spread all the way to her elbow. She used a bit of soap and was in the middle of drying off when the first clipped scream filled the house.

Agnus hurried to dry her hand and quickly returned to the living room, only to find an entirely different scene than the one she left. Jenni was no longer lying on her back in a butterfly pose, but had been repositioned so that she was kneeling, legs and arms still wrapped together, straddling the strange wooden prism Styne had brought in on the tray. Immediately Agnus realized what it was meant for and she couldn’t help being impressed with the Economics Teacher’s creativity. He had, for all intents and purposes, created a wooden pony, forcing Jenni to sit upon the cruel and biting edge while he stood above her, swinging a flogger at her chest.

Agnus moved around to the front. With Jenni’s legs still bent and wrapped with plastic she only had one balance point. That meant she had no choice but to sit herself on the spine of Styne’s toy. The edge, which had been dulled down and sanded enough not to actually cause significant harm, was slick and shiny, though whether from the oiling of the craftsman or the girl’s natural lubricants, Agnus was unsure. The girl whimpered, squirming as she struggled to find a way to sit that didn’t cause the edge to dig right up into her pussy.

“That’s an impressive piece,” Agnus observed, pointing at the wooden prism. “Did you make it?”

Styne, who had the flogger raised for another stroke, paused. “Actually, one of the shop students gifted it to me. Said he had gotten the angles wrong.”

Agnus moved a bit more to the center and realized that Styne was right. It was barely perceptible, but what should have been a perfect isosceles triangle on the end was canted, ever so slightly, to the left. Agnus doubted the defect would make any noticeable difference to the girl whose nether lips were already spread to either side of the ridge, but it explained why Styne had it.

Styne swung the flogger again and Jenni yelped, pain flashing across her eyes as she wriggled. With her feet essentially secured near her buttocks, she had no way to lift herself off the wooden prism, or adjust her seat. In fact, she only had one way to alleviate the pain and Agnus quickly moved back behind her, just as Styne swung the flogger a third time, eliciting another cry and causing Jenni to involuntarily jerk, throwing herself sideways.

Except Agnus caught and held her.

“Owww! Please! Ohh it hurts!” Jenni whimpered, blinking tears from her eyes.

Agnus, her hands grasping the girl’s bound arms, held her in place and then knelt down behind her. “Good. It’s supposed to,” Agnus declared as she pulled backward, causing Jenni’s spine to arch, her breasts to jut forward. “Now Mr. Styne.”

“Ohhhh. That’s even better.” He licked his lips and swung the whip. The strands danced across the full breadth of Jenni’s chest, causing both breasts to jump. Red welts had already begun to appear and a rosy, flushed hue began spreading from sternum to ribs. Agnus felt the girl squirming even more and realized that the way she was holding Jenni undoubtedly was forcing her to sit more heavily on the prism.

“Are you ready for the next one?” Styne asked gently.

Jenni nodded. “Yes Mr. Styne! I’m ready. I know I am a naughty girl and I shouldn’t have cum. Please punish me!”

The flogger snapped repeatedly against Jenni’s heaving chest and Agnus could feel the girl’s heat against her torso. For the science teacher, holding the girl while she was beaten became all encompassing. Agnus felt each blow. She could feel Jenni shuddering, not just hear her whimpers, but feel them in her core. And as Styne swung the flogger faster and harder, Agnus was shocked, almost appalled, to feel Jenni… thrusting.

Thrusting against the wooden prism between her legs.

“Styne,” Agnus gasped. “The vibrator. The egg thingy…”

Styne halted his blows, glanced down at the floor and bent to retrieve the massive, egg shaped sex toy. Bewildered, but curious, he held it out and put it in Agnus' hand.

“Full, please,” the science teacher ordered. Styne shrugged, found the control box, and started it up. Agnus swung the vibrator down, even as it started rumbling, and brought it up between Jenni’s legs.

“Lean back against me. Thrust your tits out.”

Jenni moaned. “Hurrts…” she mewled.

“Yes? And now?” Agnus said, pulling the girl back and pressing the vibrating egg against her clit.

The change was electric. Jenni gasped, eyes widening. Her buttocks wriggled and Agnus nodded.

“Now, Mr. Styne.”

The economics teacher brought up the flogger and resumed the whipping.

With the wooden edge biting into her bottom, the vibrating egg pressed hard against her clit, and her breasts caught in the hot stinging punishment of the flogger, Jenni wailed, her body overloaded from the various stimuli. It clearly confused the girl and Agnus wondered how her brain was possibly handling the full spectrum of sensation. From acute agony to incessant pleasure, Jenni was taking it all. Agnus could feel her shaking, the pressure building. Soon the girl’s hips couldn’t stay still. She was thrusting madly, in time with the blows across her boobs, her panting, ragged breaths punctuated only by the shrill cries each time Styne struck her.

And then he stopped. Agnus and Jenni looked up at him, one struggling to understand why he’d halted, the other wishing he hadn’t.

“No! Please! Please!” Jenni cried out.

Agnus grimaced. “Styne,” she admonished.

He blinked. “But… that was twenty.”

“I’m so close!” Jenni shrieked, thrashing in Agnus arms.

“Styne!” Agnus roared.

And so the economics teacher shook out the flogger and began slashing. Six more strokes across the chest was all it took and Jenni jerked, eyes closed, mouth open, her body rigid as the orgasm blasted through her body. Agnus felt it, the sensations and tremors translated from their touch and as soon as Jenni reached her pinnacle, Agnus twisted, gently lowering her to the side, off the agony of the wooden prism and away from Styne’s flogger. She shut off the vibrator and set it aside.

“Good grief,” Styne muttered, throwing the flogger down. “What a cumslut!”

Jenni lay on the mattress quivering, cum streaking her thighs and Agnus looked down at the wooden edge she’d been riding. The center was so coated in girl goo that it had become slippery. She tugged it away, tossing it under the nearby chair. Agnus sat back and looked up at Styne with a grin.

“Well, that was certainly educational.”

Agnus nodded and pointed at the tray. “Can you hand me that big phallus there? The really large one.”

Styne raised one eyebrow, but obediently grabbed the dildo and handed it to Agnus.

“The key,” Agnus explained, “is not to allow them any recovery time.” She pushed on Jenni, getting her once more laid out on her back, her legs butterflied. Then Agnus set the tip of the huge phallus against the soaked, bruised, swollen slit of Jenni and pushed.

“Ohhh!” Jenni exclaimed, eyes widening in shock. Her head came up and she looked at Agnus with an inscrutable expression. Agnus wasn’t sure if it was acceptance, or pure, unadulterated want. Regardless, Agnus slid the entire thing in deep, filling Jenni’s pussy completely. But Agnus didn’t stop there. She drew the dildo most of the way out again, then shoved it back in. Styne watched with both astonishment and appreciation as Agnus vigorously pumped the thick silicone rod through Jenni’s sex with fast, almost brutal motions.

Agnus slowed down after a minute, mostly because she didn’t want to tire herself. Still, she maintained a steady pace and Styne sat back on his heels as Jenni mewled and shuddered under the sexual onslaught.

“Does it feel good?” Styne asked Jenni in an amiable tone.

The fucked waif nodded, gulping. “Yes Mr. Styne,” she replied, her voice warbling from the impacts driven by Agnus’ hand.

He smiled. “Well, that’s too bad, isn’t it?”

She closed her eyes for a second. “Yes sir.”

“Because it’s supposed to hurt.”

Agnus watched as Jenni nodded again. “Yes sir,” she whimpered.

“You exploded again. You know you aren’t supposed to do that.”

Jenni, her body still rocking from each of Agnus’ thrust, nodded. “Yes sir. I’m sorry sir. You should punish me.”

Styne laughed. “Well, of course we are going to punish you. That was orgasm number four.”

Agnus looked back at Styne. She’d reversed her grip on the phallus and was now just jamming it hard into Jenni’s sopping wet cunt at a high rate of speed. “I believe you already have a plan. What was it you said? Tits, tail, toes, thighs, and twat?”

Styne let out a laugh, sat back and watched the moaning, twitching girl as Agnus continued to fuck her with the massive silicone phallus. “Well, if we keep to the timeline, we’ve got three more minutes of fucking her with that dildo. Then I suggest seeing just how obedient she is.”

Agnus nodded, more than willing to continue tormenting Jenni. While she continued to pump, Styne reached out to the fallen bottle of coconut oil, uncapped it, and then began spreading the smooth fluid all over Jenni’s chest. She mewled, this time with pleasure, even as the deep thrusting impact of the dildo seemed to drive her onward. Styne began flicking his fingers at her sensitive nipples, then circling them in slick swirls, until she began panting, the combined torment clearly arousing her.

“Time,” Styne said with a somewhat disappointed tone. “I thought she was going to be foolish enough to cum again.”

Agnus pulled the huge silicone dildo out of the girl and set it aside. Jenni moaned desperately, knees swinging as she moved her legs like a butterfly ready to fly. “Now what?” Agnus asked.

Styne grinned. “Simple. We roll her over.” Without another word, he pushed on Jenni and forced her onto her stomach. She had to wriggle to keep from falling off the mattress, but a moment later she lay in the center, bent arms and legs forced out to her sides. Now her ass was perfectly exposed and Agnus licked her lips.

“I think a spanking is definitely in order,” she said.

Styne laughed. “Absolutely. But if you’re going to beat her bottom, then I also think it should be stuffed with these.” He reached over to the tray and pulled a black latex plug, formed of four beads and a base, from the collection. He held it out to Agnus. “Here. Shove this in her cunt to get it lubed, then put it in her ass. There’s a button on the bottom for vibrations. Now do you want a paddle, a sap, the crop, or a cane?”

Agnus paused, giving Jenni’s white, perfectly formed posterior a look. She bit her lip for a moment and then looked back at Styne. “Do you have a decent paddle? A wooden one?”

Styne nodded. “I do. Got to go get it.” He climbed to his feet and walked out of the room.

Agnus took the plug and studied it. Four beads formed the full length and even the first of them was uncomfortably thick. She knew there was no way that she herself could take even having half that anal probe stuck in her back door. Still, Jenni was somewhat more accepting of that kind of torment and she dropped the first bead down to the slick, gaping open depths and swirled the bead through the fluids coating Jenni’s slit. It took her only a moment and then she raised it up to the girl’s back door, pushing.

Jenni whimpered and wriggled her bottom, not quite trying to prevent Agnus from inserting the first bead of the anal probe, but not being helpful either. Agnus rewarded that behavior with a stinging slap of her hand, right on the girl’s buttock.

“Stop moving,” Agnus ordered.

“Yes Ma’am!” Jenni gasped, her ass tightening. Agnus frowned and spotted the bottle of oil and leaned over, grabbing it. She squirted a generous amount into Jenni’s crack and then began wiggling the first bead against the girl’s anus. Agnus increased the penetration depth steadily, until the first bead was being worked in and out of Jenni’s bottom in time with a series of whimpers. Then Agnus pushed the bead all the way in, grabbing the second and replicated the process. She was on the last of the beads when Styne returned, a wooden paddle in his hand.

“Sorry. This was a gift from a couple of years ago and it was in a back closet,” he said, setting it down. His eyebrow went up. “Isn’t that thing in yet?”

Agnus’ eyes narrowed and she drove the last anal bead deep into Jenni’s ass. It caused the trembling waif to squeal and quiver, but then Agnus turned on the vibrating function and the hum coming from the girl’s bottom was quite impressive.

“Hand me the egg vibe,” Agnus ordered.

Styne did as asked, but had a questioning look on his face. “Vibrators in both her pussy and ass?” He grinned. “Dastardly.”

Agnus nodded and began inserting the egg vibe back into Jenni, who lifted her bottom half to give Agnus better access. There was a gasp and then groan as Styne turned on the motors. Then Agnus pushed Jenni back down, kneading the pale, white buttocks with both oily hands.

“Now,” Agnus said simply. “I’ll need that paddle.”

Styne handed over the wooden implement. It wasn’t light and the heft of the thing was quite surprising to Agnus. She tightened her grip around the handle and gave it an experimental swing. It moved slowly, but she knew that the density and mass of the spanking tool would be more than sufficient to create the necessary pain in Jenni’s derriere. Agnus glanced down at the jiggling bottom before her, but she didn’t know if it was because the girl was being stimulated by the vibrators, and thus wriggling with sexual pleasure, or if it were the vibrators, the oscillations combining to set their encapsulating flesh shaking. In the end it didn’t matter. Agnus straightened up, lifted the paddle up to about shoulder height, and then brought it down firmly with a loud crack.

“Aaagghgh!” Jenni squealed. Her ass jumped and even with her arms and legs folded and bound with the plastic wrap, she managed to rise up, wriggling as the stinging heat exploded across her bottom. Styne leaned forward and put a hand on her back, forcing her back down in place as Agnus lifted the paddle up again.

“That’s one,” Agnus commented with a smug expression. “Just nineteen to go.” And with that, she brought the paddle back down.

The next five minutes were absolutely brutal for Jenni. Fire seemed to lace across her backside as Ms. Temis spanked her firmly, giving Jenni’s rump time for the burning sting to fade into a throbbing heat after each stroke. By the fifth spank both buttocks had turned from creamy white to a rosy shade, and by ten small blotches had appeared. Mewling between blows, Jenni couldn’t keep still and as Ms. Temis approached the twentieth, Jenni finally let out a sob.

“Owww! Owwwie!”

Agnus hesitated before delivering the last stroke. Jenni’s ass was now bright red and clearly inflamed. There were even a few little ridges where the edge of the paddle had seemingly scored a line along the soft globes. Agnus glanced at Styne who shrugged. Agnus set down the paddle, rather than strike again, and she grabbed the base of the beaded, vibrating anal probe, and pulled.

It came out of Jenni’s bottom rather easily, accompanied by a surprised squeal. Agnus tugged, but only until four of the five connected “beads” were exposed, the smallest and first still embedded in Jenni’s backdoor. Then Agnus reversed course, and with a disturbing amount of force, pushed the entire thing back in.

“AAAAAAGGHHHH!” Jenni cried out, totally discombobulated at the sudden impalation. Her hips jerked as all five vibrating beads were once more jammed into her butt. Then Agnus drew it out again. Jenni wailed, shaking as Agnus shoved the probe back in.

“I’m sorry!” Jenni suddenly blurted out. “I’m sorry!”

Agnus’ free hand slid under Jenni’s dripping pussy and Agnus pushed her thumb into the wet slit. She felt the huge vibrating egg and Agnus brought her fingers together, finding the girl’s clitoris. It was nothing to apply pressure, pinching it between her knuckles as she yanked the anal probe almost completely out again. This time Jenni shrieked as it was driven back in, except… both teachers saw the way Jenni’s buttocks moved. The rosy pink cheeks tightened and rotated, circling as Jenni fucked Agnus hand cupping her cunt.

“Now,” Agnus whispered to Styne. The economics professor nodded with perfect understanding and he picked up the discarded paddle and lifted it aloft. Even as Jenni groaned under the sexual onslaught, grinding her cunt into Agnus hand, fucking Agnus thumb, Styne brought the paddle down viciously, slapping it across both buttocks with a loud crack.

The scream was louder than either teacher expected, but only because the girl was gushing with orgasm at the same time, a fact that Agnus felt immediately as her palm was inundated with fluids. Jenni shuddered and gasped, slumping stupidly as spasms caused her body to tremble. Styne set the paddle aside, looking on as he too realized what had happened. Then Agnus tugged the anal probe out of Jenni’s ass, causing the bound waif to jerk. Lastly, Agnus pulled her thumb out of the sodden swamp and left her laying on her tummy, girl goo soaking the fitted sheet and into the mattress.

“That was,” observed Styne, “somewhat unexpected.”

Agnus looked down at her hand as she stood up. “On the contrary, I find her behavior to be quite consistent. Her extreme lack of control, the constant movement toward orgasm, even while being punished, is well documented. Her behavior tonight has been consistent with what we’ve observed at school.” She paused, “and elsewhere.”

Styne’s eyebrow went up and he looked down at the trembling girl. He checked his watch. “We’ve still got about thirty-five minutes before the new year.”

Agnus held up her hand. “I’m going to wash up again. We can resume her punishment when I return.”

Styne nodded with a smile and as Agnus walked away, he put his hands on Jenni. She blinked as he rolled her over, then she winced as her sore, excoriated butt came in contact with the mattress. He touched her then, stroking her breasts, teasing her nipples, then ran one hand down between her legs. To Jenni’s credit, she opened up to him, allowing him to slide his fingers into her depths, pulling the huge egg vibrator out. He turned it off and set it aside, then reached over to the tray.

“You aren’t seriously considering using that on her cunt, are you?” Agnus asked, coming back into the living room. Styne looked up and then smiled.

“Of course. Do you have an objection?”

Agnus frowned. “I’m just concerned,” she said, eyeing the stiff plastic bristles. “First, I’d like your assurance that this item is clean.”

“Brand spanking new,” Styne assured her. “It's never even been used.”

Agnus gave him a suspicious look. “You keep spare toilet brushes around the house?”

Styne frowned, then gave her a shrug. “Honestly? I bought it last weekend to replace one that had gotten a little nasty. I just hadn’t taken the wrapper off and made the replacement yet.”

Agnus thought about it and then nodded. “Very well, as long as we take things slow, I have no objections.” She looked down at Jenni. Eyes closed, mouth open, legs wide apart, she looked like a wet dream. Except for the fact that her pussy was a sodden mess, the petals slightly swollen and puffy, and the clit enlarged from constant stimulation, it looked like she was ready to fuck. Styne licked his lips and brought the head of the bristle studded shaft down between Jenni’s legs.

She yelped a bit as the first prickly touch made contact, but Styne twisted the brush as he pressed. Agnus watched as the schoolgirl had to force herself to stay open, to keep her legs from jerking together, knees pressed. Agnus knelt down, setting her knees on either side of Jenni’s head and their eyes met. Agnus smiled, reaching down, her thumbs and forefingers catching onto Jenni’s nipples. Agnus gently rolled and twisted the nubs while Styne slowly pushed the bristle brush into Jenni’s cunt.

“What does it feel like?” Agnus asked, still teasing the tips of Jenni’s breasts.

“It’s… it’s… uncomfortable,” the waif responded through ragged breaths. Agnus glanced down and saw that Styne was rubbing Jenni’s clit with his thumb, forcing her to tighten around the brush. He twisted the handle again and then slowly drew it most of the way out. Jenni whimpered, arching her back, then mewling as the prickly brush was driven back in.

For ten minutes Mr. Styne fucked Jenni with the brush, initiating almost fifty separate thrusts. Agnus watched, almost impressed at the way Styne tormented the girl. By the time he was done, she was panting heavily, her loins moving up to meet each new push, even as the petals of her sex had taken on the same sort of hue as her ass. Finally Styne pulled the brush completely out, its bristles coated with girl goo, and he began teasing her clitoris with the prickly brush, dragging it back and forth over her mons. Jenni squealed, but it wasn’t the sound of someone in pain.

“Styne,” Agnus warned.

“I know, I know!” He said, finally pulling the brush up. “Is there anything we can do to this girl that won’t make her cum?”

“Falaka?” Agnus suggested.

Styne looked up. “I’m… unfamiliar with the term,” he admitted.

Agnus smiled. “You said it yourself. Tits, tail…”

“Toes,” he finished. “And now is a good time to inflict the next punishment.” He glanced at the television. “Thirty-three minutes.”

Agnus reached down and flipped Jenni over, much to the young lady’s surprise. “We need to bind her ankles together.”

Styne nodded, rising. “I’ll get some rope.”

“And that leather sap,” Agnus said. Styne flashed her an acknowledging gesture. 

Agnus patted Jenni’s rump. It was still quite warm to the touch and Jenni jumped, a tiny hiss coming from her mouth.

“Get on all fours,” Agnus ordered. “Raise your ass high and put your feet together.” Jenni compiled, kneeling carefully, the soles of her bare feet just beneath her still reddened buttocks. Her elbows pressed into the mattress and she wiggled her toes expectantly as Styne came back into the living room. He had a small length of twine which he handed to Agnus. He also set down a cruel and vicious looking black leather paddle.

“School issue,” he assured Agnus.

Agnus ignored the comment and instead focused on tying Jenni’s toes together. It wasn’t difficult and a moment later she was not only still bound with both legs and arms bent, but she was unable to separate her feet. With her bottom raised in the air, supported on her knees, her bare little feet were in exactly the right position for what was coming next. Agnus didn’t hesitate. She picked up the sap and looked right down at Jenni’s perfect, soft, delicate arches.

“Wait!” Styne said suddenly. He bent down, snatched up the vibrating egg and with a wink at Angus, began pushing it back into Jenni’s waiting pussy. She moaned as it went in easily, her sex tightening around. Then Styne activated the toy, pushing the settings up to maximum. Jenni whimpered, but the sound of her voice made it clear that she was desperately horny and that it wouldn’t be long before she exploded. Again.

“Now,” Styne said simply, kneeling next to Jenni and reaching around her to hold her in place.

Agnus slashed downward with the sap, catching Jenni’s left foot perfectly. The flat of the leather paddle snapped first against the heel, then burned downward over the curved arch, finally biting into the ball and toes. Jenni cried out, her toes curling. She would have rolled her ankle, except one foot was tied to the other and all she could was shake her rump as the burning sting shot through her foot.

Styne scooted forward and reached under the girl, grabbing hold of her nipples. She mewled as he pinched her, but then Agnus swung a second time, targeting the other foot. Jenni let out a scream, shaking horribly as the heat seared her sole. Agnus realized the only reason she was still in position was because Styne was holding the girl by the tits. Agnus struck again, and then again, beating out a lovely tempo on the bottoms of the girl’s bare feet. Soon the arches sported the same color as Jenni’s lovingly punished ass, and whipped tits. Angus kept hitting until all twenty blows had been delivered.

Styne let go of Jenni’s tits and she collapsed, sobbing onto the mattress. Agnus set down the sap and looked up at Styne.

“Twenty-one minutes left,” he said. “Do you think we can do her thighs at the same time she’s getting hammered?”

Agnus looked over at the various dildos. She picked up one twelve inch long monstrosity, shaped like a rocket ship. “I don’t see why not.” She pushed on Jenni, rolling the girl onto her back once more. The plastic wrap around each leg and arm, forcing her limbs to remain bent, rustled as she flapped helplessly, finally having no choice but to expose her swollen and bruised sex. Agnus pushed her fingers in and drew out the vibrating egg, shutting it off as she set it aside.

“Slow and easy,” Agnus said, taking the dildo and sliding the first two inches into Jenni’s body. She gasped, tensing, but then groaned softly.

“Slow and easy?” Styne demanded, picking up the leather sap.

Agnus glared at the man. “Do you have any idea how much synthetic cock this girl has fucked in the last hour and forty minutes?”

Styne blinked. “In inches, pounds, or velocity?” He sneered. Then, without warning, he snapped his wrist forward and slapped the paddle against Jenni’s exposed thigh. The stroke was so close to Agnus’ hand however, that she gasped and pulled back. Jenni’s knees slammed together and she let out a hard shriek. Agnus frowned, but then both her hands shot out, taking hold of Jenni’s legs. Agnus pushed downward, forcing the girl open with her hands.

“Just don’t hit me,” Agnus declared and with that she leaned forward, swiveling her body until she was flat on the ground, and mashed her face into Jenni’s soaked cunt.

Styne blinked in astonishment as Agnus began frantically licking Jenni’s clit. “Okay,” he muttered. “Didn’t see that coming.” But he caught sight of Jenni’s soft, white thigh flashing just to the left or Agnus’ right ear. He bit his lip, concentrated, and delivered another slap. It wasn’t quite as hard, but it was more than enough to elicit another wail of pain and cause the girl to jerk upward. Agnus didn’t stop licking.

Styne delivered another stroke. And then another.

The wrestling match became more intense as the pain increased and Jenni bucked and thrust her hips as Agnus continued to munch on the girl’s petals and nub. The bony woman’s hands and arms pressed downward, holding Jenni’s legs open as Styne continued to spank the girl’s inner thighs, striking as high up and as close to Jenni’s pussy as possible. When he finally reached twenty, her flesh was the color of a rose and tears were pouring down her cheeks. Agnus came up, her chin wet, eyes flashing with satisfaction and she looked down at Jenni.

Just enough time for one last object fuck.” Styne said, putting down the sap. “We’re just a few minutes out.” He pointed at the television, cheering crowds from Times Square on the screen.

Agnus wiped her face. “Then the final punishment.”

Styne nodded. He looked over at the tray. “Do you have a preference?” He asked.

Agnus shook her head, her eyes flicking back and forth among the various objects. Agnus was tempted by some of the dildos. There was one cast in the shape of an unusually large ear of corn on the cob, and another that looked like it was the cut off tentacle of some sort of cephalopod. But as far as Agnus was concerned, those were too tame. She spotted a massive rubber monstrosity near the end, easily three inches wide and covered with short, nubby spikes. She reached out and picked it up, shocked to find it both unyieldingly firm and the pins prickly.

“What is this?” Agnus demanded.

Styne cringed a little. “Honestly?” He asked carefully, biting his lip. “It’s technically a foot massager. You put it on the floor and roll your feet along it.”

Agnus squeezed it. There was some give and while the spikes pricked her skin, they were somewhat flexible and did nothing more than leave minor indentations. She imagined it would feel quite good against the bottom of someone’s feet. She held it up and gave Styne an incredulous look. “And you intended to stick this inside her cunt?”

Styne shrugged. “I told you I needed her open enough to drive a semi-truck through her thighs.” He pointed. “That’s my semi-truck.”

Agnus pursed her lips. “I see.” Then, much to Styne’s surprise, Agnus brought it downward, placing the thick, spiked end against Jenni’s pussy. Jenni jerked at the touch, gasping as she felt the first few spikes press against her soft petals.

“I’m going to push this into you,” Agnus warned the girl. “You will need to keep your legs open as wide as possible and relax your pussy. Do you understand?”

Jenni hiccuped, but nodded. “Yes, Ms. Temis. I’ll try.”

Agnus shook her head. “No. Don’t try. Because if you do close your legs, Mr. Styne is going to put a clothespin on your breast.”

“I am?” Styne said in surprise, but then recovered. “Oh. Right. I am. Be right back,” he replied quickly, getting to his feet and hurrying to the kitchen.

“Ready?” Agnus asked.

Jenni nodded and closed her eyes. That was all Agnus needed. With gentle pressure and a twist, she began pushing the makeshift phallus into Jenni. The first inch was accompanied by a whimpering mewl and the twitching of Jenni’s hips.

“I can… I can feel the spikes inside me!”

Agnus nodded but didn’t let up on the pressure and another inch of the massive spiked roller slid in. “Good. You’re supposed to. Remember, this is punishment.”

Jenni’s knees flapped, but she didn’t close her legs. Agnus pushed a bit more in and this time the girl grimaced, wincing. “Owwww! Ohhhh!” She moaned.

“Did I miss anything?” Styne said, dropping back down with a metal bowl filled with clothespins.

Agnus shook her head, her hand still applying pressure. With a wicked smile, she pressed harder, sliding another two inches of the spiked foot massager into Jenni’s pussy. The girl gasped, crying out and this time her knees really did swing upward. It trapped Agnus' arm and Jenni whimpered in pain.

“Mr. Styne,” Agnus said, her free hand already pushing Jenni’s legs back down. Styne plucked a clothespin out of his bowl and without hesitation, set it right on Jenni’s left nipple. He didn’t press deep and the wooden maw locked down on just the tender tip. She let out a tiny shriek as the pain shot through her chest and she quivered, eyes flashing back and forth between the two teachers.

“Let's do those two inches over,” Agnus suggested. She pulled the massager out somewhat, eliciting another squeal from the girl, then pushed it right back in. The result was the same. Her teeth clenched, she twisted, knees coming together. Styne grabbed hold of her, forcing her back flat on the mattress, the second clothespin already in his hand. He attached it to her right nipple, sticking straight up like the first. Agnus knew the tips of Jenni’s breasts had to be throbbing.

“I think another inch,” Agnus added. She twisted the phallus, screwing Jenni with it, the spikes scratching at the girl’s insides, excoriating her sex. Still, Jenni’s knees came together again. Styne clucked his tongue and held up the next clothespin.

“Where should this one go?” He asked.

“Her clit, obviously,” Agnus snorted, pushing on the girl’s knee. Styne helped force Jenni’s legs back open and then placed the third clothespin just above the penetration point of the spiked foot massager.

“I’m not terribly sure going deeper is a good option,” Agnus said. “She’s got about five inches inside her already. I’ll pull it out in a moment, but I want to try something first.”

Neither Styne or Jenni commented and Agnus began rotating the spiked phallus. It began turning and Jenni groaned, whimpering. But this time she kept her legs opening. Agnus felt the resistance inside the girl ebb and to her surprise, she gained even more movement opportunities. Suddenly the sounds coming from the girl changed and as she began to pant, Agnus began moving the phallus not just clockwise, spinning it inside the girl’s cunt, but also back and forth.

Fucking her.

“Oh god!” Jenni cried out. Her head came up and she flailed around. “Oh yes!”

Agnus’ eyes widened in surprise and she pulled the dildo out by an inch. This caused Jenni to squeal, her body twitching and her knees once more closing. Styne pushed her legs back open and set another clothespin, this time pinching the underside of the girl’s left breast. She crooned as Agnus went back to the twisting and pumping movements and Styne looked over at the television.

“Three minutes,” he warned. He glanced back at Jenni. “Is she… is she going to cum from that thing?” He asked, still somewhat shocked. The girl moaned and whimpered, but the sounds were definitely not the kind someone in acute discomfort would make.

Agnus looked up at him. “Are you ready to inflict the last punishment on her?”

Styne gestured at the spiked massager still being jiggled around inside Jenni. “Isn’t that punishment?” He asked, still both awed and surprised.

Agnus scowled. “Tits, Tail, toes, thighs and twat. She’ll get the last strokes as we end the year.”

Styne licked his lips. “Right.” He bent down and put another clothespin on the girl’s breast. “I’ll um… I’ll get the whip. It’s more like a strap though. If you think…”

“Go!” Agnus practically yelled.

Styne jumped to his feet and scurried away. Agnus, still pumping and twisting, leaned over. “Don’t you dare cum!” She hissed, still fucking the girl passionately.

“I’m… I’m trying not to!” Jenni panted. “It’s just… it hurts but it feels so good! Please? Push more? In and out? The way it pricks me on the inside! I can’t… ohh… oh yes! Please! More! Harder!”

Agnus scowled, but her hand did exactly what Jenni begged for. “How dare you? How dare you pervert these punishments, which are designed to help you gain control over your own sexual perversions, into orgasmic delight?” She began pumping faster and Jenni let out a raucous cry of satisfaction. Agnus pulled the spiked foot massager almost all the way out and pushed it back in and Jenni bucked.

“Here,” Styne gasped, sliding to a halt and almost falling over the bucking, shaking, jerking girl and her tormentor. He glanced at the television. “Two minutes!” He declared. The sound of the crowd cheering, even at the low volume setting, had increased dramatically. He held out a whip unlike any that Agnus had ever seen. It was formed of a three foot long roll of leather, stitched at the end.

Agnus shook her head. “No. You’ll deliver the strokes,” she declared. She glanced around and spotted a throw pillow on the sofa. She leaned over, grabbed it, and then with a fingernail began slicing the plastic wrap holding Jenni’s heel to her thigh.

“What are you doing?” Styne asked in shock, holding the whip over the trembling little schoolgirl. The foot massager stuck out of her pulsing pussy, the clothespins jiggling from her clit and breasts, and Agnus quickly freed the girl’s other leg. Jenni cried out, kicking her legs free, groaning as she stretched her thighs and Styne was shocked to see the waif spread her legs, pushing her bare feet outward to the very edges of the mattress.

“No,” snapped Agnus. “Lift up. Lift your ass!” Jenni repositioned and arched her back, lifting her bottom upward and Agnus jammed the pillow underneath. Jenni squirmed and whimpered.

“Please! Please pump it! I need… I need… I need more!”

Agnus looked up at Styne, her hand still jerking the foot massager in and out of Jenni’s gushing slit. Jenni whimpered and groaned, but there was no mistaking the look on the girl’s face. She was close. “Are you ready?” Agnus asked, looking up at Styne. The tension was palpable.

Styne licked his lips and moved to the head of the mattress, standing over Jenni. He nodded.

“You’ll deliver the first ten strokes at the countdown,” she said, reaching over to the vibrating egg toy. She set it down next to Jenni’s outstretched foot and turned it on. It started buzzing. “The last ten strokes will start the new year.”

Styne nodded, his eyes wild with excitement. He shook out the dragontail whip and stood ready, eyes on the television set.

“Thirty seconds!” Styne said, even though Agnus could hear the countdown. She reached for the clothespin on Jenni’s clit and plucked it off. If it caused any pain, it was swallowed by the utter need flowing through Jenni’s veins.

“Twenty-five,” Styne announced.

“YES! PLEASE! HARDER!” Jenni hissed, arching her back and thrusting up toward Agnus.

Agnus, for her part, continued to pump the damn phallus, straightened, looming over Jenni. The teacher could feel the spikes rubbing through Jenni’s sex, a veritable cactus scratching and scraping at her insides. How the girl could possibly be aroused by the torment was beyond Agnus. Their eyes met, one set filled with overwhelming masochistic need, the other with sadistic determination. “You are about to be punished. I just want you to think about this. You are ending this year getting what you richly deserve, and starting the new year already on your back, legs spread wide, fucked hard, and getting your just desserts.”

“Fifteen seconds!” Styne blurted out.

Agnus tugged on the phallus, pulling the spiked monstrosity out of Jenni. She let out a cry, grimacing as her teeth clenched.

“Fourteen!” Styne yelled.

Agnus snatched up the already vibrating egg and pressed it up against the abraded, soaked, and vulnerable pussy in front of her.

“Thirteen!”

Agnus pushed hard and the huge vibrating sex toy disappeared into Jenny, with only the small, thin pink wire coming out. The girl’s eyes widened in sudden alarm and she squealed, but not with pain. Her arms, still bound in the plastic, flapped madly.

“Please! I’m so close!” Jenni shrieked.

“Twelve!”

The vibrating egg was already set to high and Jenni’s back arched. She lifted hips upward, questing, thrusting. Agnus yanked her hand out of the way and fell backward, eyes wide, panting almost as hard as the girl, excitement coursing through her.

“Eleven!” Came the announcer as Styne brought the whip up to his shoulder. His timing was perfect and the leather coil of the whip slashed downward. The last seven or so inches of the weapon struck Jenni’s pussy just as the crowd screamed out the number.

“Ten!”

Jenni screamed, her legs thrashing as Styne pulled the whip back up high.

“Stay open!” Yelled Agnus.

“Nine!” The whip fell again in time with the countdown, the coil snapping viciously against Jenni’s slit. It spread her folds, leaving a stinging burn down the length of her vibrating, quivering, grasping little cunt.

“Eight!” The whip slashed down and Jenni screamed. She rolled back and forth, but Agnus was already moving around her, holding the girl’s still bound arms in place.

“Seven!” Angus could see the already reddening strips as the dragontail beat its heavy price out on the girl’s sex.

“Six!” Fluids splattered on the girl’s thighs, on Agnus’ face and suddenly Jenni froze.

“Five!” Agnus felt the girl shudder beneath her. The girl’s feet, still outstretched to the sides of the bed, twisted, toes curling.

“Four!” The whip fell again, biting and cutting into Jenni’s softest parts.

“Three!” The schoolgirl shook her head violently. “I can’t!” She screamed. “I can’t!”

“Two!” Agnus held her. “Just hold on! One more! You can handle just one more!”

Jenni’s eyes locked onto Agnus. “I’m sorry. I can’t.” She whispered.

Jenni exploded with a cry that drowned out the cheering off the Times Square crowds and fluids squirted out of her stuffed cunt that shot all the way to the couch. Styne, the whip still raised, paused, hesitating as Jenni thrashed and quivered, clearly in the throes of exquisite but violent orgasm. Slowly he lowered the dragontail, then moved over to the sofa and sat down, watching as Agnus held her, stroking her head.

It took ten minutes for Jenni to come out of the orgasmic daze and Styne didn’t say a word as Agnus slit the plastic wrap on the girl’s arms, then helped her to her feet. She limped to the bathroom, supported by Agnus and disappeared. Styne sighed and suddenly feeling exhausted, began to clean up. The spiked foot massager, soaked with slut slurry, went back on the tray with the other dildos and he took them to the kitchen, dumping them into the sink where he started to wash them.

When he finally returned to the living room, they were standing there. Jenni was standing there, wrapped in a blanket while Agnus held the girl’s clothing.

“She isn’t going to get dressed?” He asked, his eyebrow going up.

Agnus gave the man a slightly disgusted look. “Her genitals are extremely sore and her shorts are…” she paused with a frown, “designed to ride quite high. It was quite uncomfortable.”

Styne nodded. “I see.”  He wondered just how bad her pussy had been affected by the dragontail whip, not to mention the collection of things Agnus had pushed into her over the last two and a half hours.

“Is she… okay?”

Agnus smiled. “While the punishment was certainly painful, it won’t leave any permanent marks, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

Jenni gave Mr. Styne a small smile. “Thank you, sir, for punishing me properly.”

Styne snorted. “Proper? You only got nine of the twenty strokes you were supposed to get.”

Jenni’s eyes widened and she looked down submissively. Before anyone could say anything else, she opened the blanket, exposing herself. Styne’s eyes widened as the girl started to let the blanket slip from her shoulders.

“No,” Agnus said firmly. “No more pussy whippings. Not tonight.” She glared at Styne who shrugged.

“I’m just saying,” Styne said, his eyes flickering to Jenni’s now exposed slit. It was quite red from the fresh beating, but he could still see the glistening wetness.

Agnus smiled. “It’s a new year,” she declared. “I’m sure there will be sufficient time to catch up on all deserved punishments.”

Styne considered that, then smiled. “Indeed.”

Agnus looked at the economics teacher. “It's cold outside and this is all she has to wear. Can she borrow the blanket?”

Styne chuckled. “As long as she returns it.”

Jenni’s eyes widened, but then she gave the man a wicked smile. “I promise, sir. Tomorrow.”

Styne let out a laugh. “Incorrigible.”

***

Agnus looked over at Jenni as they stepped out of the house, her eyes narrowing. It wasn’t that cold, even if it was the first of January, just an hour after midnight. It wasn’t really cold, but the air was cool and sending the girl home wearing nothing but a blanket and a pair of soft foam soled flip flops, which left her sweet little feet bare, didn’t seem proper.

“I realize that your home is only about a mile away, but I will feel more comfortable if you allow me to drive you there.”

Jenni hesitated for a moment, but then smiled with a shrug. “Alright,” she said amiably. She appeared cheerful, though the slight limp she exhibited while walking made it clear that parts of her were still definitely aching from the previous year’s punishment. Jenni followed Agnus over to the science teacher’s car and climbed in quietly.

“Any new year’s resolutions?” Agnus asked conversationally.

Jenni let out a soft laugh. “Do I need some?”

Agnus shrugged as she started the car. “Well, you seem to be in trouble an awful lot. Both in and out of school.”

“That depends on your definition of trouble,” Jenni amended. Then she turned and gave Ms. Temis a big smile. “But I think some people like that I seem prone to it.”

Agnus didn’t respond. Suddenly she looked over at the delicate waif beside her. “Is there someone at your house waiting on you?”

Jenni shook her head, once more looking out the side window. Agnus could see the reflection on her face. Indifference. “No, my mother, and step-father, are traveling right now.”

Agnus bit her lip and the car slowed. “This is not an order, but… if you would like, you could… spend the rest of the night… I mean morning… at my residence.”

Jenni’s head pivoted and she looked intrigued. “Spend the night with you?”

Agnus nodded.

Jenni cleared her throat a bit. “Would that… wouldn’t that mean that I’d be violating the school rule about visiting faculty at their home? Again?”

Agnus glanced at Jenni. This time her expression, even in the semi-lit darkness of the car, left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Interest. Curiosity. Excitement. Hopefulness.

Agnus tightened her grip and stiffened slightly. “Absolutely. And I assure you that in the morning, after sufficient recuperative time, I will punish you for that transaction.”

Jenni let out a little laugh and the blanket fell back from her body. Lithe, delicate arms and legs and white skin flashed in the darkness. “And, by chance, do you think I might accidentally cum during that punishment, Ms. Temis?”

Agnus couldn’t help smiling, but her voice was stern. “Young lady, considering your demonstrated lack of control, I can assure you that the probability of having an unauthorized orgasm during your punishment is quite high.”

Jenni pursed her lips. “And that would earn me another punishment. Right?”

“Indeed,” Agnus agreed.

Jenni smiled. “Alright. I’d love to spend the night at your house, Ms. Temis.”

Agnus turned the wheel, turning down another street, heading the other way. “There is, however, a stipulation,” the teacher added. She put her left hand down into the pocket of her coat and pulled out the object she’d hidden away earlier, while they’d been in the bathroom. “You will need to have this inside you, and on. Full power, right now. Low while you’re in bed.” She handed over the huge vibrating egg toy, the motors off. Jenni, surprised, took it before it landed in her lap.

“On?” Jenni said in surprise. “Like, the whole night?”

Agnus nodded. “The whole night.

“But… how will I sleep?” Jenni asked, just a little flummoxed. Agnus shrugged.

“If you are tired enough, you’ll sleep, even while stimulated.”

Jenni slipped her right foot out of her flip flop and she set her bare little foot up on the dash. As they passed a street light, Agnus could see the swollen, dark red petals of the girl’s sex. Then Jenni turned on the vibrating function and the sound of the powerful motor filled the little car.

“After what we did to you, especially that final whipping, I’ll understand if you need some time to get sufficiently wet to insert that monstrosity. It’s one of the biggest vibrators I’ve ever seen and…”

Jenni groaned passionately, her hips thrusting and Agnus glanced over to see the entire vibrating toy disappear into Jenni’s dark hued gash. The wet sucking sound made it totally clear how the girl was feeling as the egg was enveloped.

“Seriously?” Agnus demanded. “Six orgasms, multiple penetrations and punishments! And you’re wet?”

Jenni smiled mischievously. “Ms. Temis, I’m always wet.” She let out a soft moan. One hand grasped the controller, the setting pushed to maximum and the other slipped down between her outstretched legs and began rubbing her clit, though somewhat gently.

“Careful! You were whipped there!” Agnus said, somewhat aghast. “And having an orgasm here in my car, or at my house, is also forbidden. You’ll earn additional punishments,” Agnus warned.

Jenni panted. “Yes ma’am,” she replied, not stopping her fingers as they circled her swollen, wet, sensitive clit. “Ms. Temis?” She asked breathlessly.

“Yes, dear heart?”

“Doesn’t the vibrating egg belong to Mr. Styne?” The question came raggedly and Agnus wondered if they’d even make it back to the house before the girl had earned another punishment.

“It does,” she admitted. “I’ll return it in a few days.”

Jenni groaned, closing her eyes, toes curling and she set the controller down and began teasing her own nipples, pinching and twisting them delicately. Jenni moaned even more, her hips starting to thrust as she diddled herself closer and closer to the edge. Suddenly, Jenni opened her eyes.

“Ms. Temis,” she said, panting heavily, on the verge. “I’ll return the vibrating egg for you. I’ll take it back to Mr. Styne’s house tomorrow afternoon when I take him back his blanket.”

Agnus took a deep breath, trying to come to terms with the girl’s audaciousness. How could she just sit there, masturbating, knowing the punishment for it, after suffering so much that night, only to make an offer that would result in a third violation of going to a faculty member’s house. Styne would think she’d taken the vibrating egg, resulting in not one, but two violations, each deserving swift and harsh punishment. And Styne wouldn’t hesitate to deliver those final eleven strokes either. She’d be on that mattress, bound open, clamped and stuffed and Styne would get his leather dragontail whip and bring it swinging down on her…

Agnus smiled as she turned down her own street. “I think,” she said carefully, “that would be acceptable.”

And the toes on Jenni’s foot, still set against the dashboard, curled. She cried out in pleasure, wetness bursting around her fingers, soaking the passenger seat of Agnus’ car, as Jenni pinched her nipples hard. Agnus pulled into the driveway and stopped the car. She looked over at the dazed and stupidly smiling girl, cum leaking from her slit.

“You know what that just earned you, right?” Agnus demanded, but not unkindly. She reached over and took the controller from the girl, turning off the vibrations before setting the device back in the girl’s lap.

The girl turned slightly unfocused eyes and grinned. “Another punishment?”

Agnus shook her head and sighed. “Incorrigible. Styne had that right.” She got out of the car and came around to the passenger door, opening it up and pulling the naked girl out. Jenni didn’t bother bringing the blanket, standing naked beside the car. The vibrating egg’s pink wire came up from her still glistening slit, up to the controller in her hand.

“You know what Ms. Temis?” Asked Jenni, naked under the streetlight, one foot bare, the other still supported by a foam flip flop.

“What?” Agnus asked, gathering Jenni’s borrowed blanket and the discarded shoe from the car. She tucked them under her arm.

“I do have a new year’s resolution.”

Agnus paused and looked around. They were alone on the street, cool air swirling around them and Agnus could already see the goosebumps rising on Jenni’s bare, exposed skin. “And what is that?” She asked.

Jenni smiled. “I’m going to try to be even naughtier this year than I was last year.” And with that mischievous declaration, her thumb slid the controller’s knob up and Agnus heard the vibrating egg once more activate. The girl twirled and headed straight for the door. Agnus watched as Jenni’s bare rump swayed from side to side, the red marks from her spanking acutely visible in the pale light of the street lamps. Agnus shook her head and sighed.

“I don’t think,” the teacher said softly, unheard by Jenni, “that you’ll have any problem keeping to that resolution.”
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