
        
            
                
            
        

    
Discipline for Jenni

Semester 2  at C.P Elrod Senior High

Michael Alexander


Books by Michael Alexander

Breanne’s Three – Chicago BDSM

Gabrielle and the Leviathan

The Silver Locke

Sigma Epsilon Chi

Sigma Epsilon Chi: The Intern

In the Dark (A BDSM Anthology)

In the Dark II (A BDSM Anthology)

Deep Waters

Challenge of Heart

Challenge of Love

The Goblin’s Lair: A Bob the Mage Story

Castle Haggard and the Lich King: A Bob the Mage Story

The Eye of Assurance and the Dark Elves: A Bob the Mage Story

The Malfunctioning Magic Cannon and the Mage’s Harem

Discipline For Jenni - Semester 1 at C.P. Elrod Senior High

[image: rosecuffsbwlogo]

Michael Alexander Productions 

In Constant Trouble

Published by Michael Alexander Productions

Copyright © 2025 by Michael Alexander Productions

Cover Art: AI produced.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning or otherwise, except as permitted under Sections 107 or 108 of the 1976 United States Copyright Act, without the prior written permission of the Publisher.

Limit of Liability/Disclaimer:  The Publisher, Editor, and the Author make no representations or warranties with respect to the accuracy or completeness of the contents of this work and cannot be held responsible for attempts to duplicate the activities or circumstances described within.  The activities described within this work are adult in nature, consensual, and completely fictitious. Any accidental references or similarities to real people and places are purely coincidental.  

New Year’s Resolutions

Art Class

Joining the Cheerleaders

Party Slut

Party Slut: Part Two

The Football Game

The Back Door

The Field Trip

The Field Trip - Part Two

The Field Trip - Part Three

The Parent Conference

Mother and Daughter in ISS

Mother and Daughter - Part Two

Preferences

A Private Dinner

Prom Night

Finals Review

Jenni’s Graduation

This book is the sequel to Discipline for Jenni - Semester 1 at C.P. Elrod Senior High School. While not technically required reading from a plot perspective, character development occurs over the course of the narrative, and reading the stories in order can be beneficial.


New Year’s Resolutions

The afternoon sun had warmed Jenni enough that she no longer needed the blanket wrapped around her shoulders. The rising temperature was a good thing, since a number of vehicles had slowed down considerably as they passed, the drivers staring openly at her as she moved briskly down the sidewalk. Part of her couldn’t help but wonder if they had some bizarre expectation that she would throw open the blanket to reveal a beautiful and extremely naked body. She smiled to herself, toying with the idea, but discarded it after thinking it through. No matter how arousing the concept, there could be unintended consequences.

She folded up the blanket and tucked it up under an arm. Once exposed however, the ultra tight blue-colored shorts and crop top made for few changes in speed from passing motorists. If anything, the skimpy outfit made it worse. Now they slowed down to stare at the barely dressed girl, undoubtedly concerned about the fact that she was somewhat undressed for a quite cool New Year’s Day, or more likely, marveling at the exquisite curves wishing they could see more of her. Her chest was unusually well rounded for someone of her petite size and the shape of her hips and ass were almost as exquisite. Some drivers didn’t even pick up speed after passing her, undoubtedly staring in the rearview mirror at her bottom, half of each delicate cheek exposed by the lack of covering.

She had slept in late and then Ms.Temis had kept her past lunch. It had been a difficult night trying to sleep with the vibrating egg buzzing around inside her, but she’d managed to nod off, her dreams filled with the memories of New Years Eve. The things Ms. Temis and Mr. Styne had done to her, inflicting a panoply of torment on her bound body, only to express dismay as  practically everything they did to her, no matter how painful, only pushed her right back toward another orgasm had been amazing. She’d slept restlessly, her hips twitching constantly, her sex tightening with incessant longing as she relived the experience in her dreams, waking up so desperate that when Ms. Temis, holding her leather paddle, had ordered her to lie on the kitchen table, legs spread, she’d eagerly accepted. 

Jenni had cum quickly before their late breakfast, crying out in ecstasy. But then, instead of the expected flurry of excruciating strokes, Ms. Temis had pulled her blows, leaving a series of half-hearted love taps on Jenni’s pussy and breasts. Jenni didn't understand why Ms. Temis hadn’t given her the searing spanks Jenni was used to. The kind she wanted. It had left her feeling churlish, and despite trying very hard to hint that she needed more severe correction, Ms. Temis had ignored her. After letting her up and feeding her, Ms.Temis had offered to drive her home, but Jenni had adamantly refused, slipping into her clothes and heading out the door, only to look back at Ms.Temis’ concerned face.

“Go straight home!” Ms.Temis had ordered, face pinched with concern. “You can deliver the blanket some other day.”

Jenni took a deep breath. She could feel herself shaking. She wasn't scared though. Far from it. The shaking she felt stemmed from an entirely different source. She turned at the familiar driveway and walked up to the single story bungalow and rang the doorbell, just as she had done the day before. A moment later Mr.Styne opened the door. He looked a little ragged, wearing just a tee shirt, shorts, and a blue bathrobe. He paused, reflecting on the sudden appearance of one of his naughtiest students, and ran his hand through his thinning hair.

“You know,” he said conversationally, leaning against the door frame with a wry smile. “I didn't expect to see you until the first day of school. After the punishment inflicted upon you last night, I figured you'd need a week to recuperate. Hell, I'm surprised you are walking.”

“Thank you for your concern, sir.” She slung the blanket around and held it out. “I needed to return your blanket.” Styne took the cloth and tossed it inside the residence.

“I appreciate that,” he said politely. “You do realize that by coming here, again, you've just committed another violation of the district's policy against students visiting instructors at their private residences? It means that I'm within my rights to pull you in here, strip you naked, and give you another twenty strokes.” His eyes narrowed. “In any spot I want.”

She nodded in total agreement, her innocent face only revealing her thoughts about that idea with an alarmingly eager sparkle in her eyes. “Yes sir. I realize that my actions have consequences.” She gave him a sheepish look. “Which is why I'm also here to return your vibrating egg toy.”

Styne blinked. “You have it?” He exclaimed. He let out a snort. “I've been searching everywhere for that damn thing.” He held out his hand. “Well, give it to me.”

Jenni’s hand swung around to her rump and she produced a pink box tugging it out of her elastic waistband. The connecting wire led down the front of her shorts, making it rather obvious where the rest of the device could be found. She held the control box out and Styne took it, checking the setting.

“Medium?” He scoffed. “That seems a little tame for you.”

Jenni blushed and looked down with embarrassment. “I started the vibrations on high, but I accidentally had an orgasm on my way over here. I wasn't sure if that one would count against me as unauthorized, so I figured I should turn it down and let the pressure build back up.”

Styne lifted an eyebrow and looked down. It wasn’t terribly obvious, but now that he knew to look for it, he could see where her shorts had darkened slightly at the crotch. He sighed with a shake of his head. “Why would an orgasm experienced while walking in public, dressed like a tart, using a stolen sex toy, not count?” He asked wryly.

She lifted an eye and batted her lashes. “Exactly, sir. That’s what I thought too.”

Styne stared at her for a moment, then his thumb slid against the controls. Jenni’s eyes widened and she gasped, even as her denim clad hips twitched at the increase. The stronger vibrations made her entire sex tighten up. “Well?” Styne demanded. “Are you going to return it?”

Jenni hesitated. “Here, sir?”

Styne glanced around and snickered. “I doubt anyone will notice, but even if they do…”

Before he even finished the directive, her fingers had slipped into the waistband of her shorts and shoved it down, revealing her panti-less state. Styne watched as the shorts dropped to her knees, and then with a cute little ass wiggle, all the way to her ankles. Then she stepped out of them and her flip flops at the same time. She didn’t even look around, afraid someone might see. Public nudity was not something that bothered Jenni.

Jenni took hold of the wire. “Sir? Before you take the vibrating egg back sir, there is just one more thing. Last night's final punishment...” To his surprise, she took a step, spreading her cute little bare feet ridiculously wide. She still didn’t bother to look around, as if her blatant nudity on his doorstep was totally acceptable.

Styne looked down at the apex of her slit and noted that her sex looked relatively undamaged. Sure, her clit was still swollen, and there was that fetching little bruise along her left labia, but for the most part she appeared healthy. Of course he could see the wetness coating her petals. She must have been seriously aroused, but then what did he expect? She’d admitted to cumming once on the walk over from Agnus’ place. And she’d even left the vibrations on.

“What about last night’s punishment?” He asked, his thumb playing with the level of the vibrating egg, switching the intensity of the vibrations from high to medium, then down to low, only to push them up to high again. Her eyes widened and she let out a soft gasp, her hips thrusting forward in response to the surges of sexual stimulation. She stood there on his stoop, trying not to react as the now varying buzz of the vibrating egg, combined with the thrill of exposure, made her tremble. She licked her lips, her mind already starting to short-circuit from the pleasure and anticipation racing through her. Finally she managed to put a coherent thought together and articulate it.

“I was only given nine of the twenty strokes I earned,” she said, already trembling with lust. “That doesn't feel right.”

Styne’s eyebrow went up again, his thumb still playing with the controls. “You feel gypped that you didn't get a full twenty strokes of a dragontail whip to your pussy?”

She nodded. “What's right is right, sir.”

Styne crossed his arms, staring at the half naked, sexually voracious, gorgeous girl, standing with her legs wide apart on his doorstep, a pink wire running from the control box in his hand to the massive vibrating egg stuffed in her pussy. “Let me get this straight. You show up at my door barely dressed, earning a punishment of twenty strokes, only to confess you are stuffed with property belonging to me and taken without my consent, thus earning a second, similar punishment, while confessing that said property operated by you caused an unauthorized orgasm on the way over here, earning a third punishment. And finally, you want me to finish the eleven strokes you earned but didn't receive last night?”

She nodded, smiling steadily. “Yes sir,” she said eagerly. “I'm so close to popping now sir, I'd appreciate it if you used the dragontail on my pussy as soon as possible, before I accidentally cum.”

“Jenni, if I let you in, that’s seventy-one strokes! Every single one on your pussy!”

She nodded, then bit her lip, giving him a sly look. “Technically, I’m also not wearing a bra or panties, sir. And since receiving my earned punishment from last night makes this a school function, I should be punished for those violations as well.” She paused and licked her lips. “That would be another twenty to my…” she paused, blushing crimson again, only to point at her vibrating, soaked crotch and thrust it forward. “And twenty for my breasts.”

Styne blinked. “Take off your shirt,” he ordered. She pushed her shirt up, exposing her bare breasts, again not caring that she was still standing on his doorstep, in complete view of anyone passing by. Styne looked at her impressive chest, her boobs firm and full and the size of freaking grapefruit. The flogging he'd delivered to her tits the night before had left her chest a rosy pink color, some which still remained.

“You,” he added, “are incorrigible.” He declared as she peeled the material off over her head, her long brown hair falling free. Now she really was completely naked, legs spread wide, her hips already rolling from the sexual stimulation she was enduring. She dropped the shirt on the ground next to her shorts and flip flops.

“Yes sir,” she agreed immediately. “That's why I deserve to be punished.”

Styne tugged on the wire leading to the vibrating egg and she gasped, then allowed herself to be pulled across the threshold, leaving her clothing and shoes on the stoop. He let the door swing shut behind her.

“You know,” he said roughly, “The rules also state that before I deliver any corporal punishment, I’m required to thoroughly sensitize each target zone.”

She nodded, the excitement running through her. “I understand, sir. And I’ll try my best not to accidentally cum while you sensitize me.”

Styne shook his head. “Cumming while being sensitized is also a violation.”

“Yes sir,” she replied immediately, following him willingly as he continued to pull her forward by the wire going to her sex. The mattress upon which she’d been bound the night before was still laying on the floor, the white fitted sheet showing the stains of the numerous unauthorized explosions she’d failed to control. The tray full of objects she’d been fucked with was sitting on the nearby coffee table, and both Mr. Styne’s leather paddle and the dragontail whip lay on the floor, discarded after they’d been used. Mr Styne maneuvered her onto the mattress.

“Turn around, get on your hands and knees, and stick your ass high up in the air,” he said. She gulped eagerly, turned and then dropped down. He held the control box that went to the vibrating egg in her pussy as she got in the required position and he marveled at the exquisite beauty of her body. He squatted down for a moment, getting closer to her sex. With the better angle he could see the rippling pattern from the previous night’s punishments, marks where she had been struck between the legs. He turned the vibrating egg up to full power, noting the way her sex tightened as he straightened back up.

“Spread your legs,” he told her, setting the control box down. She moved her knees a few inches further apart. “More,” he added.

She licked her lips and her bottom dropped a bit, but the total exposure of her pussy was well worth it.

“Now put your right hand between your legs, underneath your cunt.”

“Sir,” she said, her voice somewhat strained. “If you don’t punish me soon I’m going to explode.”

Styne nodded, picking up the battery operated massager. “I have no doubt,” he said with a grin. “But we both know that such an action is because of your inability to control yourself, and constitutes another violation of the school disciplinary code. Now, get your hand down between your knees like I told you.”

She closed her eyes. “Yes sir.” She could feel the tension in her thighs, her legs spread, knees bent, and the incessant vibration of the giant egg shaped sex toy in her pussy was driving her crazy. She moved her right arm outward and then down, under her hip until it rested on the mattress, just beneath her pussy. She tried to focus on her breathing. She wanted to touch herself, but didn’t dare, not with him standing right there.

He pushed something into her hand and her fingers curled around it. It took only a moment for her to realize what she was holding.

“You will press the massager to your clitoris, holding it there, counting down audibly from thirty. When you get to the end, you will pull the massager away from your cunt and I will deliver the first stroke. You will then immediately press the massager back to your stinging pussy. Do you understand?” He reached over and picked up the dragon tail whip.

Jenni sucked in a breath, excitement streaming through her. “Yes sir!” She exclaimed. Her thumb quickly turned on the massager, the bulbed head rumbling to life. She lifted her hand, pressing the tip to her pussy, and gasped as the double set of oscillations surged through her sex. She began counting backward from thirty as waves of ecstasy rushed through her, though it wasn’t easy. For some reason her brain was having trouble with something as simple as counting. Her ass moved in a circle as she continued to stimulate herself, pushing the sexual pressure to an intensity that threatened release. She was almost grateful when she finished counting. It was so intense she didn’t even notice Mr. Styne moving around her until his feet were straddling her shoulders, whip raised in expectation.

“One,” she panted, her pussy trembling violently, lust surging through her. She pulled the massager away even as he flicked the dragon tail whip downward, perfectly lining it up with the crack of her ass.

The long leather whip landed exactly where Mr. Styne had wanted it. The flat, flexible end that extended a foot past the braid curled around Jenni’s quivering ass, digging into her bottom and then pulling up to snap against her pulsing, creaming cunt. He hadn’t even swung hard, but the squeal that came from her mouth as the whip bit into her pussy, made it clear that even the smallest force had big consequences. Pain shot through her sex and her knees buckled. She began closing up, but Mr. Styne quickly bent down and smacked her bottom.

“No! The massager. Put it on your cunt! Now!”

Panting, Jenni jammed the massager back into place.

“Get your legs open again,” Styne insisted. She wriggled, moaning as her buttocks tightened even more. “Good. Now count down from thirty.”

Jenni once more began counting out loud, her pussy a riot of sensation. Already the pain of the stroke had disappeared into a wash of heat and pleasure, so strong that her pussy was quivering. The vibrating egg still in her pussy was still wobbling, and the combined palpitations of the massager only overloaded her sensitive nerves, pushing her closer to the edge. She got to zero once more, pulled the massager away and tensed.

She knew it was coming and it did. The dragontail whip snapped down, hitting her bottom at the same time that it curled up through her groin, licking viciously at her petals. She let out a shriek, once more dealing with the involuntary response of her body trying to protect itself from harm, closing up her legs and almost falling over to the side as the burning torment seemed to slice through her. Still, she remembered and mashed the massager back up against her sex and groaned loudly as her brain began to short-circuit.

“Don’t forget to count,” Styne warned her again. “Or the next stroke won’t either.”

Jenni shuddered. “Thirty…” she gasped, her pussy contracting and pulsing. She felt a fresh surge of wetness. “Twenty-nine…”

Styne watched her young body twitch as her brain was forced to process two very different sensations at the same time, all while counting backward. There was the mind-numbing pleasure, threatening to swamp her at every second, and then the acute brutality of the whip stroke, biting in exactly the same spot, leaving a terrible stinging burn that should have left her screaming in anguish. As she had the previous night, the dichotomy of the two sensations merged and mixed in her fucked up, little brain, turning them both into something she could handle.

Insane arousal.

“ONE!” She screamed, pulling away the massager.

He hit her again, the third of eleven strokes, and her response was almost exactly the same. She buckled, legs slipping from their required position, her knees coming together, only to stop as her hand, clutching the massager, was jammed against her smarting folds, relieving the immediate pain and changing it into acute pleasure.

“S-s-sir!” She hissed, quivering. “I’m… I’m c-c-close! I’m going to c-c-cum!”

“Don’t you dare,” Styne snarled. “Count faster!”

She mewled. “Thirty! Twenty-nine! Twenty-eight! Twenty-seven!” He stood there, ready to swing as she plowed through the numbers. Her ass swung, twisting as the pleasure became the torment.

“Faster!” Styne urged. “Don’t you dare cum or what I do to your pussy next will leave you sore for days!”

He felt her touch his foot and looked down. Her left hand, the one not holding the massager, had slipped outward, stopping against his ankle. To his surprise, it was shaking about as intensely as the vibrator inside her. He listened to her continue to count downward, then lifted the whip as she hit her final count.

“Aaaggggghhh!” She wailed as the leather strand curled through her groin. It opened her pussy, caustically digging into the soft, pink, hot valley, only to impact on the swollen, sensitive tip of her sex. This time she lost position, falling over to the side, eyes shut as her body rippled with spasms, her nervous system overloading. Styne watched her fall over and he dropped the whip with a snarl, grabbed the massager from her limp fingers, and jammed it up against her sex.

Jenni screamed again, her hand going to her groin, trying to cover herself, but Styne wouldn’t move. He ground the bulbed tip over and around her clit, making sure to pinch it between the shaking tool and her own body and in the process he flipped her over, legs flying by his ears. She tried to close up but he managed to pin one knee down as both her hands shot down to her groin. Her body curled, then convulsed and suddenly she brought her hands up to her huge breasts, thumbs and fingers grabbing hold of her nipples, pinching them wildly.

“I’m cumming!” She shouted. “I’m cumming! Oh God! I’m cumming!”

Fluids shot out of her pussy, splattering Styne’s hand as he continued to hold the massager against her flesh. Her toes curled as her hips thrust up against him, her back arching as she continued to pinch, twist and tug on her own breasts. For almost a full minute she quivered beneath his body, lost in the ecstasy of her combined stimulation and punishment. Slowly she calmed down, letting go of her poor nipples, hips rocking against the teacher as he continued to press the massager to her clit.

“Mister… Mister Styne!” She mewled, eyes opening to look down at him. “Please… just… can I have… a moment?” She begged.

He looked up and pulled the massager away, much to her relief. “Why? Do you think you deserve to be spared?” He lifted up and got on his knees. “Spread your legs this instant. Arms out and above your head.

Jenni blinked, still dazed by the euphoria of orgasm, but her natural inclination for obedience, for submission, was so powerful that she began to comply before actually thinking about it. She moved fully onto her back, spreading her legs to either side of him and lifted her arms above her head. Her chest heaved as she continued to experience the after effects of her orgasm.

Styne looked down at her. How freaking incredible! He shook his head. “Four. You made it through just four strokes before cumming.” He looked down at her sex. He could see where the dragontail had struck her petals, but her flower was still so sweetly beautiful he licked his lips hungrily.

“I’m… I’m sorry, sir.” She breathed.

“Spread your legs wider,” he ordered. She moved her feet even further away from his knees and he lifted the massager again. The pink wire leading to her exposed sex, powering the vibrating egg, shifted along her thigh. “Do you know what’s going to happen next?” He asked.

Jenni took a deep breath. The vibe in her pussy, still rumbling at full power, was highly distracting. “I’m going to be punished for cumming sir?”

Styne laughed. “That’s right. You are. Right on the pussy. Again. But do you know what we need to do before I can give you the required strokes?”

Jenni lifted her head, looking down over her spread and vulnerable body. Their eyes met. “I have to be sensitized,” she said simply. Her bottom clenched, pushing her pussy up toward him.

“So what should I do to sensitize you a second time?” Styne asked. His free hand went out to her right foot, his fingers stroking the soft curve of her arch. She let out a soft groan. “Huh? What will properly bring you to the correct state of mind for correction?”

She didn’t hesitate even a second, her eyes sparkling. “You should spank my pussy, sir. With the leather paddle.”

Styne blinked. “I said sensitize. Paddling your pussy is a punishment.”

Jenni smiled wickedly and laid her head back on the mattress. To his astonishment, she spread her legs even more. It took her right foot out of his reach, but the way her petals opened up in front of him spoke volumes. Styne’s eyes flicked downward to the wet, pink slit, just begging for attention.

“Unless she likes it,” Jenni added softly. “I’m a very, very, bad girl,” she added, just a touch more urgently. She slid one hand down her body as Styne’s eyebrow went up. Her fingers found her slit, opening it up, displaying her clitoris. “This is the spot that needs to be spanked.” She began rubbing the sensitive nub in a circle. “Right here.”

Styne’s voice was thick when he spoke. “Do you have any idea what we are going to do to you this last semester?” He rose up, moving closer to her outstretched legs, his eyes going down to her pussy.

Jenni moaned softly, her fingers continuing to rub. “Punish me, sir?”

“Damn right, we are,” he whispered, his fingers fumbling with his shorts. “And we are going to fuck you. Over and over.” He grabbed the wire for the vibrating egg and pulled the tumbling, shaking toy out of Jenni’s pussy. She let out a gasp, lifting her head in confusion.

“Oh,” she said softly as he moved into position. Styne gritted his teeth and thrust, his rock hard shaft finding its way into her hot and slippery depths, delving fully. He groaned, thrusting, only to move on top of her. Suddenly his face was even with hers and she looked up at him, eyes locked on his.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Fuck me, hard. I deserve it. I want it.” Her hips began thrusting up against him. “Cum in me, Mr. Styne? Fill my pussy up before you spank it?”

His hips churned, his cock sliding through her softness rapidly. “I’m going to punish you in front of the class. I’m going to whip your tits and your ass. I’m going to strip you in front of your peers and humiliate you,” he groaned. “I’m going torture your sweet little cunt for the entire period, watching you bounce up and down, clothespins on your tits, whimpering and crying until you cum. And then? Then I’m going to make you come back after school, for detention, where I will stretch you out and…” his voice faltered.

“And?” She gasped, closing her legs, hooking her feet behind his pumping ass. “And what? Whip me between the legs? Clamp my clitoris? Cane my tits? Fuck me in front of the other students? Send me to In School Suspension? Please! Please? What are you going to do to me?”

But Styne’s trembled as the pressures within him broke and burst and he pulled out even as the ribbons of jism exploded from his cock to shoot across her loins, splattering upward over her belly. Jenni let out a groan of frustration as Styne sat back against the couch, looking a bit dazed, his shaft quickly going flaccid.

“Sir? Mr. Styne?” She whimpered. Finally she sat up and looked at her Economics Teacher. A smile crept across her face and she ran a hand through a smear of his cum on her tummy. She lifted it to her mouth and licked at it, humming softly. Then she put both hands down, scooped up the remnants, and began rubbing his jism into her breasts and belly. “Feel better, sir?” She asked, her skin glistening

Styne let out a light laugh. “I wasn’t planning on that,” he admitted ruefully, watching her hands. “I was a little overcome.”

Jenni nodded and glanced around. Her eyes spotted the dragontail whip and she grabbed hold of it, pulling it over. Then she leaned over the tray and picked up the vibrating butt plug. Styne’s eyebrow went up.

“Well sir, what I recommend is putting this in my bottom,” she said, holding up the anal probe and then running it through the wetness on her skin. It began glistening. “Then you can use the dragontail whip to give my rear a nice punishment.” She settled down on her knees again, adopting a submissive pose, mouth parted, eyes bright. “While I suck your cock back to full hardness. If you want, sir.”

Styne blinked and after a moment, took the whip. And the plug. “Turn around, all fours.” She grinned and whirled, presenting her ass and pussy to him. He lifted the plug and thrust it up against the small, tight button of her bottom. She gasped, but pushed back against him, almost seating it completely herself. Styne pressed and the full thing disappeared into her ass. She began to move, clearly wanting to get in position for him to use the dragontail, but he grabbed her hip.

“Hold there for just a moment,” he ordered.

She turned her head and looked back at him. “Yes, sir.”

Styne grabbed the vibrating egg, pulling it toward him, along with one other item from the tray of toys. He lifted the oblong toy, ran it through her petals, and felt her shudder.

“You want it, don’t you,” he asked, teasing her. He pulled the control box over by the wire and turned it on low, feeling it shake in his fingers, as well as against her pussy. Her head dropped, her breasts dangling beneath her like ripe fruit.

“Yes sir,” she whispered. “But I need to be punished.” He pushed the egg vibrator into her cunt and her folds locked around it, tightening.

“Punishment,” he replied. “We can do that. Brace yourself.” Then he let the clothespin he was holding bite down right on her clitoris. Jenni yelped, but then groaned, her rump shaking. Styne lifted himself up off the floor and onto the couch. “Now, turn around.”

Jenni, her bottom half rippling from the renewed torments being inflicted upon her bottom, pussy, and clit, rotated around on her knees. She moved completely off the mattress, half crawling over to where Styne sat. She put her hands on his legs, pushing his thighs apart. Their eyes met for only a moment before she opened her mouth and engulfed his flaccid cock, sucking hungrily, bobbing her head.

It felt incredible. Styne closed his eyes, revelling in the softness of her mouth, the wet swirl of her tongue, the way her left hand came up and began stroking his scrotum softly. Then her head came up, a daring look in her eyes as her mouth curled up into a wicked smile.

“Don’t forget,” she teased, her ass swinging back and forth. She gave his cock a quick lick. “You’re supposed to be punishing me.”

Styne lifted the whip. “Indeed I am,” he said. And with that he swung the dragontail, the leather end snapping against her bottom, curling downward between her buttocks. It delved deeper, the final eight or so inches swinging upward, catching her pussy and then flicking against the clothespin on her clit.

Jenni yelped, eyes widening as the sting burned through her. She hissed, eyes flickering with the pain. Styne looked down at her, already raising the dragontail whip back up. Then she smiled.

“That,” she said mischievously, “was perfect, except for one thing.” And she bent back down and once more sucked his cock into her mouth.

And Styne swung the whip.


Art Class

The soft hum of the air conditioner filled the room, gently making the various paper-mache sculptures that hung from the ceiling sway. Beneath the rafters sat a bevy of students, each studiously and quietly dabbing paint onto individual canvases. A still life presentation had been set up in the center of the room, a simple mix of objects ranging from a blue vase filled with dried flowers to a large red candle. These sat upon a pedestal, serving as both focus and centerpiece for the students.

Ms. Self, the art teacher, walked around the room, gazing down at each student’s work with a critical eye. She was a good teacher, who provided ample opportunity for her class to work subjectively. But occasionally, when she was trying to teach a very specific style, or technique, she became almost draconian, tolerating no deviations. During these assignments, the idea wasn’t to produce artistic expression. It was to learn something valuable that could, possibly, help the students during one of their more expressive moments.

“Good lord,” Ms. Self suddenly blurted out, looking down at Jenni’s canvas. “What are you doing?”

Jenni looked up, a hesitant look on her face. She held a paintbrush in her right hand and it quivered, just a little bit. She was cute, almost adorable, and her curly brown hair fell down to her shoulders. Her white blouse and blue tie shifted as Ms. Self got closer, bending down, and Jenni’s knees pressed together, just below the hem of the blue and white plaid skirt she wore.

“Um… the assignment?” Jenni said hesitantly.

Ms. Self rolled her eyes. “No, you are not,” the teacher declared with irritation. “You’ve deliberately changed the required perspective. You might as well not even bother looking at the model.” Ms. Self shook her head. “And you’ve changed the vase! It’s not that shape at all!” She glared at Jenni. “Are you trying to get in trouble?”

Jenni blinked and then shook her head, but a wicked little smile played across her lips. “No, Ms. Self. I’m sorry. I’ll try to do better.” She looked back at the canvas.

But Ms. Self put her hands on her hips. “I find that difficult to believe. At least, if left to your own devices.” She frowned. “No. You’ll finish the assignment at the punishment easel. And I’ll get you a new canvas.”

Jenni’s eyes widened, as if she hadn’t anticipated that specific outcome. “But… but… please? Please? I’ll do better!”

MS. Self nodded. “Damn right you will. Now, get over there and take your paints.” She pointed toward the tall stool and lifted easel that sat empty on the other side of the room. “Go on. You know the drill. It’s not the first time you’ve had to sit there. I doubt it will be the last either.” Jenni gulped and slowly stood up, smoothing down her skirt. Slowly she gathered her materials as Ms. Self looked around the room. “Now, who seems to have a good grasp…” She pointed. “Edward. You’re doing well. Please get one of the oil brushes and the bottle of mineral spirits.”

Edward, a young man with sandy blonde hair looked shocked, but then grinned with excitement. Quickly he stood up and nodded. “Yes Ms. Self.” He rushed over to a nearby shelf and pulled out a soft bristle brush that was about an inch wide. Next to it was a wide lipped jar with a clear fluid inside. He grabbed that too.

At the punishment easel, Jenni set her pallet of paint down on the side table. The stool was wooden and the seat was raised up almost a full four feet up from the floor. It would position her significantly higher than everyone else in the class. Plus it would give her a very good view of the focus display. The seat itself was shallow, wooden, and there were two holes drilled into the seat at the front corners. She stood there for a moment, only to hear Ms. Self clear her throat expectantly.

“Well?” Ms. Self demanded. “You know the drill. Remove your panties and have a seat.”

Jenni grimaced. It wasn’t just the idea of having her private parts exposed to her classmates. There was more to her hesitation than just that. She closed her eyes, reaching down to her skirt, and with resignation, drew the blue and white plaid material upward to reveal a perfectly shaved, glistening, and quite pink slit.

Ms. Self sighed with exasperation. “No panties,” she said disgustingly. “I should have known.” She shook her head. “Well, remove the skirt completely then,” she told Jenni. And you might as well unbutton the blouse too. If you’re going to disregard the school rules regarding panties, I find it highly unlikely that you’re wearing a bra either.”

Jenni loosened the clip on the skirt and it dropped to the floor, exposing her entire posterior to the class. She bent down after stepping out of it, picked the skirt up and folded it. Then she turned, facing Ms. Self, and began unfastening the buttons along the front of her body. Creamy white skin was revealed and she opened the front of the blouse to reveal the pink tips of both breasts. Jenni shrugged out of the blouse until she was standing there in nothing but the blue tie and her stockings.

“And I was right. No bra. Go on. Have a seat,” Ms. Self ordered, gesturing at the stool. Jenni climbed up into the chair and sat down. There wasn’t much for her to perch on and Ms. Self picked up two dowels from her desk. They were thick and worn and she approached Jenni with a smirk and eyed the girl's thighs. “Spread them. Or I’ll have Edward do it.”

Jenni gulped and closed her eyes. But even as she mentally cringed, she slowly opened her knees, spreading her legs wide to either side of the stool. It meant that her slick and perfect slit was now fully exposed to her classmates. Ms. Self pushed a bit on Jenni’s knees, eliciting a small groan from the girl, setting the dowels into the pre-drilled holes of the seat. The added wooden pins would prevent Jenni from closing her legs and even made it almost impossible to get out of the chair without being assisted, since her shoes now hung mid-air to either side of the stool. Jenni’s sex was now perched right on the edge of the chair, her clit large and visible, the petals pink and glistening.

Edward appeared right next to Ms. Self, holding the brush and bottle. Ms. Self nodded. “You may begin, Edward. Ten points to everyone in class on this assignment if you do it properly.”

“Yes Ma’am!” Edward exclaimed, pulling a small stool over. He seated himself right next to Jenni’s left knee and opened the bottle. He dipped the brush into the fluid, swirled it around, and then with his tongue caught thoughtfully between his teeth, lifted the brush. The intensely soft bristles glimmered with the oil and he began dabbing it on Jenni’s clit. She let out a soft gasp, her hips rolling and despite her position, she seemed to arch, thrusting herself even more toward Edward’s brush. He ran it downward, over her petals, opening her up, brushing the edges of her flower. He got more oil, started back up at her clitoris, and once more teased, stroked, and stimulated the sensitive nub.

Ms. Self put a fresh canvas on the easel in front of Jenni. “As punishment for not wearing a bra, you get to use the nipple brush,” she said darkly. Jenni blinked as the art teacher lifted a pair of clover clamps connected on a chain. In the center dangled a metal ring, to which a lighter, finer chain was attached. This went to the haft of a wooden paint brush.

“Arms up,” Ms. Self declared. Jenni obeyed, though the soft, incessant stroking of the brush on her clit was driving her mad. She quivered as Ms. Self attached the clamps, the heavy bite making her gasp as shards of pain shot up through both nipples. This sensation combined with the torment being inflicted by Edward’s brush and she felt the sexual pressure within her double, then quadruple. Her sex tightened and she was thankful that Ms. Self hadn’t made things even worse by requiring her to insert vibroballs or a vibrator.

“Well?” Ms. Self demanded. “Pick up the brush. Paint. And this time, follow instructions. Because not only will I paddle that wanton little cunt of yours if you cum, but I’ll also do it if you don’t at least try to do the assignment.”

Jenni’s eyes widened. A punishment for cumming, as well as not doing the required technical task? She nodded and lifted the brush hanging from her breasts. Ms. Self had not put the easel close and even after dabbing the end in the paint, Jenni had to stretch, pulling on the chains connecting her instrument to her breasts, to apply the pigment. Between her legs, the brush wielded by Edward began swirling in circles around her clit, making it even harder to focus. It just felt too good!

Pleasure streamed up from between her legs and she couldn’t help tensing her muscles, or kicking her feet as Edward focused on her clit. Just when she thought she was going to lose control, the oil coated brush wielded by the young man would slide downward, caressing her petals, all the way to her perineum, which was exposed thanks to the tilted position required by the chair itself. It also didn’t help that her own painting, dabbing the brush back and forth across the canvas positioned in front of her, tugged on her nipples, sending shards of exquisite pain down through her throbbing breasts, mixing with the pure sweetness of Edward’s brushing. In the end, it was this duality that caused her to orgasm, keening out her pleasure and pain from the intense stimulation, alerting the entire class, and Ms. Self, to the release.

“Ten points,” Ms. Self said smugly, looking at Edward. “Well done. If your arm is tired, you may choose someone to replace you. Otherwise, please continue.”

Edward looked up, his face flushed. “If it's alright, Ms. Self, I’d like to continue.”

Ms. Self nodded. “Of course.” Then she looked at the panting, dazed little schoolgirl. “And you, I told you that you’d be punished for cumming. That will be twenty strokes to your cunt with my paddle at the end of class.”

Jenni, eyes slightly unfocused, nodded. The fact that Edward was still brushing oil around and over her clit, then teasing the opening of her sex, not to mention the sensitive little spot between her slit and bottom, sent waves of fresh pleasure up into her loins. Slowly Jenni lifted her brush again, and began painting.

It became a cycle. A hurting tug on her nipples, a tightening of her body, the sweet blissful circular caress of the soft bristles on her clitoris. It only took another ten minutes for Edward to push her right back to the same spot, perched upon the edge of climax. Even as the rest of the class finished up their project, presenting their completed assignments to Ms. Self, Jenni cried out, her entire body tensing and trembling as the second explosion shot through her naked little body.

Ms. Self turned, one eyebrow raised incredulously. “Really?” She demanded, stalking over. Jenni was slumped in the chair, hips twitching because Edward had not only not stopped with his brush, but was now flicking it back and forth over Jenni’s clit, clearly trying to get her to cum a third time. Ms. Self shook her head ruefully, then grabbed Jenni’s canvas. “Let’s see if you managed to get at least one thing right.”

The canvas turned and Ms. Self’s eyes widened. Not only was the assignment barely done, Jenni had deliberately not used the technique necessary for the task. Ms. Self pressed her lips firmly together. “A glutton for punishment it seems.” She set the canvas back down and stalked over to her desk. A small, black leather sap came out from the drawer. Along side of it came two plastic spheres, connected with a wire leading to a small battery pack and control box. Ms. Self stalked back over to Jenni and held out the small balls.

“Edward, please insert both vibrator spheres into her sex,” Ms. Self instructed.

The young man set down the brush and bottle and took hold of the vibroballs. Carefully he began rubbing the first one against Jenni’s oiled slit of, then pushed it deep into her sex. The girl let out a soft groan, quivering. The second sphere went in and Ms. Self turned the small dial on the control. A barely audible hum filled the room and Jenni, still somewhat dazed from the two orgasms she’d already had, groaned and twisted in the chair.

Ms. Self nodded at Edward. “Thank you. I will take it from here.”

Edward frowned but nodded, moving out from under the easel. He stood and returned to his seat, even as Ms. Self leaned over Jenni’s outstretched leg.

“Pick up the brush,” the art teacher insisted.

Slowly, woodenly, Jenni did.

“Touch the end to the canvas,” Ms. Self ordered.

The paint brush rose, then stretched forward. Jenni leaned a bit, struggling to keep the chains from becoming taut and pulling on her nipples. But then Ms. Self put her free hand on Jenni’s shoulder, tugging her back. “No. Stretch,” she hissed.

The way Jenni’s nipples were tugged as she struggled to comply made it clear to the watching students that both breasts had to be hurting. Indeed, pain shot down through both jugs, straight to Jenni’s quivering, shaking, vibrating pussy. Ms.Self’s hand slid downward, the one holding the sap, and she began stroking Jenni’s oiled slit. With her legs forced open and unable to close, Jenni whimpered as the intensity increased.

“Twenty for cumming the first time. An additional twenty for the second orgasm. And what about the assignment? Twenty strokes to your bottom after I finish beating your wanton little cunt? Or would you prefer me to remove the clamps and give your tits a nice warm spanking?” As she asked, her wrist flicked and the leather sap began slapping hard between Jenni’s legs. Each impact cracked with a wet smack and the instantaneous cries of agonized ecstasy coming from Jenni left no one with any doubt that she was being punished.

“Paint!” Ms. Self hissed as she continued to beat the paddle against Jenni’s slit. “Do it the way I told you!”

Jenni jammed the brush forward, the chain pulling the clover clamps hard, forcing the pincers to tighten even more on her crushed, throbbing nipples. Heat and pain shot up through Jenni’s pussy, combining with the agony coming from her breasts, overwhelming her. Except, under the hurt there was acute pleasure, and need, and want. She kicked her feet, thrusting her hips as the vibroballs churned inside her sex and the paddle slapped wetly against her folds. Her hand jerked the brush, her eyes barely open, overwhelmed with sensory overload as her nipples and clit and pussy burned and stung and pulsed with stimulation.

“Twenty,” Ms. Self declared, pulling the paddle away. “You still haven’t answered my question, but you have another twenty coming for cumming!” Then the paddle between Jenni’s legs flashed again, a terrible tempest of blows that left Jenni screeching. Her feet kicked so hard that both shoes fell off. Still, Jenni’s hand flashed, her breasts jerked back and forth by the clamps and chains and brush. It took only a minute for the additional twenty strokes to land, turning Jenni’s slit bright red, the apex swollen and burning.

The class stared in shock and awe as Ms. Self pulled the paddle away. Jenni sat twitching violently, eyes glazed, her right hand still trying to paint. Fluids dripped from the girl’s pussy and a wet spot had appeared on the floor beneath the stool. Suddenly, the bell rang and slowly everyone got up.

Except Jenni. Ms. Self sighed and glared down. Then her eyes tracked to the canvas. To Ms. Self’s astonishment, it was there. The vase, the red candle, the pedestal. Crude, rough strokes, but done with the required technique. Ms. Self looked over at Jenni as the last of the other students filed out.

“You little minx,” Ms. Self breathed quietly. She shook her head. “What am I going to do with you?”

Jenni panted softly, though the corners of her mouth curled up in a wicked smile. She felt amazing, the fluids dripping from her pussy. She swallowed nervously, but her words were firm.  “Um… twenty strokes to each breast for disobeying you?” She suggested. “Then twenty to my bottom for being bad?” Then Jenni licked her lips. “And… another twenty,” she paused, letting out a soft groan as she tensed her stretched open thighs. “To my pussy, because I just had a third orgasm.”

Ms. Self let out a laugh and her fingers tightened on the leather sap. She slid it back down between Jenni’s legs.

“Oh, absolutely,” Ms. Self whispered with delight. “But first, let me get you a fresh canvas,” she added. “There will be much more painting… to cum.”


Joining the Cheerleaders

“You want her to what?” Coach Hampton asked into the phone, a tone of disbelief rippling through his voice as he glanced over at Jenni. “You realize that joining the team requires a tryout and dozens of hopeful girls don’t make it, and you’re going to undermine that by just putting her on the team?”

Jenni gulped and looked down, shuffling her feet. She was standing in Coach Hampton’s office, still dressed in her school uniform of short, blue plaid skirt and white blouse, despite the last class of the day having ended fifteen minutes before. She wasn’t quite sure why the principal had ordered her to report to Coach Hampton for “cheerleader” training, especially since Jenni wasn’t even on the team.

Coach Hampton listened to the principal’s response and Jenni saw his expression change from anger to mild irritation, then to acceptance. “Ohhhh,” he said with understanding. “Well that actually makes sense. And she’s absolutely right for the role.” He paused and nodded. “No, we can handle that. If it spares one of the regulars,” he added. “Yeah. We can handle it.” He let out a laugh. “Hardly. They don’t need to know. Well, except the captain and maybe the lieutenants. Alright. Thanks.” He hung up the phone and looked over at Jenni with a sigh. “Well, it looks like you’re joining the cheerleader team, at least for a few weeks.” He stood up. “Come with me.”

“Sir?” Jenni asked as she followed the man out of his office and down the hall toward the gym. “Why am I joining the cheerleader squad?”

Coach Hampton looked down at her. “He didn’t tell you?” He asked in surprise.

Jenni shook her head.

“Not up to me to explain it to you. And you’re not actually joining the team. You’re going to get a uniform, and learn one routine. That’s it. You won’t be performing with the squad until the game on the 8th. And even then, you’ll only do one cheer with us before handling…” he paused, realizing he was about to say a little too much. “Other things.” He pushed open the gym door and Jenni gulped as she realized the cheer team was inside, practicing. Over a dozen girls were in the middle of a routine, shouting out their cheers as they hopped, jumped, and twirled.

“Tiffany! Clara! Barbara!” Hampton shouted. The team captain and two of her lieutenants quickly disengaged and hurried over. Tiffany was a gorgeous blonde with huge tits and the sort of shape that made men drool. Clara and Barbara were almost as pretty, with Clara’s dark black hair tied back in a ponytail, and Barbara’s red locks curling down to her shoulders freely. All three wore cheerleading uniforms.

“Yes Coach?” Tiffany asked, eyeing Jenni suspiciously.

“This is complicated, but I need it done, no questions asked.” Hampton began. “I want Clara and Barbara to get this girl fitted with a temporary uniform, then take her over to the racquetball court and teach her the ‘Spirit Cheer.’ We’ve got two weeks to get her good enough to fake it.”

Tiffany’s eyebrow went up. “Good enough… to fake it?”

Hampton sighed. “Like I said, complicated. But Jenni will be handling a very special assignment for the school, and she needs to be a cheerleader for it. Otherwise you’ll be doing the special assignment, Tiffany.” He gave her a very explicit look. “I think Jenni is much better suited for this specific task.”

The cheerleading captain blinked. “Ohhh,” she said simply. She eyed Clara and Barbara. “Oookay.” She turned and headed back to the group, leaving her lieutenants standing there with a very embarrassed Jenni.

“Christine! Elizabeth! Up front! Let’s see how well you can handle leading Clara and Barbara’s teams! On three! One, two, three!”

Jenni’s mouth fell as the cheerleading squad rearranged themselves in seconds and hurled themselves into another cheer almost as quickly. Coach Hampton gave Clara and Barbara a look and they both turned toward Jenni.

“Come on,” Clara said, slightly disgusted. She grabbed Jenni’s arm and hauled her back to the hallway door. Barbara followed behind, putting a hand on Jenni’s back, pushing. The gym shut behind them and the sounds of the chanting cries of the squad faded.

“Have you ever done a cheer in your life?” Clara asked, still pulling Jenni toward the girl’s locker room.

“Um… no?” Jenni replied. “But I’ve watched you do them.”

Clara looked back at Barbara. “She’s watched us do them.”

Barbara smiled. “Well, that’s just great. Isn’t it? She’s all ready then!”

Jenni winced at the sarcasm. Clara pushed open the door to the locker room and they went in. It smelled like vanilla and soap inside and Clara hauled Jenni forward and shoved her toward a wooden bench while Barbara went to a small closet, opened the door, and began rooting around inside.

“Strip, bitch. I’ve seen you in class. It’s what you do best,” Clara said.

Jenni frowned, but brought her hands up to her blouse. “You don’t have to be mean. I didn’t want to do this,” she said softly as she started to unbutton the shirt. “I’ll try my hardest. I really will.”

Clara rolled her eyes. “Oh, I know you will. Because I plan on punishing you every time you fuck up.” Her eyes flickered down to Jenni’s chest. “And we all know how much you love that.”

Barbara emerged from the closet, holding a cheerleading skirt and blouse. “Fucking? Or getting punished?” She asked sarcastically, only for her eyes to flicker over at Jenni, who pulled the front of her shirt open. “Damn girl,” Barbara said. “No bra?” She grinned. “Looks like one of the teachers gave those titties a nice whipping today. Did you like that?”

Indeed, as Jenni shrugged out of the white blouse, both of her breasts came into full view. Several light, rose colored welts criss-crossed Jenni’s chest, intersecting the full, pink tips. Jenni’s face turned a similar shade and she brought one arm up, covering her nudity.

“Well, training might be a bit uncomfortable for you,” Clara said as Barbara held out the uniform top. “Since you don’t have a bra. Your tits aren’t oversized, technically. Though on your petite frame they’re big. Expect them to flop around today.”

Jenni gulped and took the cheerleading top. “Won’t this hold them in place?” She asked.

Barbara snorted.

Jenni pulled the top on over her head, tugging it down into place. Except, as she tried to bring it down, she realized that the material was cut differently than what Clara and Barbara were wearing. Their uniform shirts came down all the way to their skirts and were tucked in. Jenni’s was cut in half and barely covered her nipples.

“Um…” Jenni said, struggling with the material.

Clara laughed and gave Barbara a grin. “Nice,” she said in approval.

Barbara looked at Jenni mischievously. “I know how much you love showing off those big honkers.”

Jenni bit her lip, looking down at the state of her mostly exposed chest. “I can’t… I can’t do cheers in this!” She blurted out.

Clara didn’t hesitate. Her hands came up, fingers sliding so fast under the front of Jenni’s cheerleading top, that Jenni gasped. Clara’s thumb and forefinger latched down on the girl’s nipples, pinching both tips viciously and yanking Jenni forward. Pain shot up through Jenni’s chest and she squealed, bringing her hands up to encircle Clara’s wrists.

“You,” Clara hissed. “Do not get to object. You will wear what we give you and you will do what we tell you. Understand?” She snarled, twisting Jenni’s nubs. Jenni nodded frantically, her teeth clenched. Clara let go, shoving Jenni back. “Now ditch the blues.”

Jenni, her nipples throbbing, quickly pushed her blue and white plaid skirt to the floor. She stepped out of it, bending over to pick it up and yelped as Barbara smacked her bottom.

“No panties,” Barbara said. “I’m pretty sure that’s also a violation that deserves punishment.”

“Just like not wearing a bra,” Clara confirmed. She tapped a finger on her chin dramatically. “I’ve heard she’s a glutton for that kind of thing.”

“Please,” Jenni said, her hands covering the shaved slit between her legs. “It’s after school hours!”

Clara shrugged. “And yet, still a school function. At least that’s the way Coach Hampton would see it, if I were to go get him and tell him you weren’t wearing a bra or panties.”

Clara and Barbara glanced at each other as Jenni looked stricken.

“Please? I’ve… I’ve already been punished for those violation. Please don’t tell him?” Jenni begged.

Clara frowned. “Then that means we get to punish you.”

Barbara nodded and went back to the closet, while Clara pushed the cheerleading skirt at Jenni. “We’ll deal with that in a moment. For right now, get that skirt on.”

Jenni’s trembling fingers clutched the material and she hurriedly stepped into it, drawing it up her legs. It wasn’t until she got it around her waist that she realized it was in similar shape to the top. She glanced down and realized that it didn’t even cover her pink slit, much less her ass.

“That looks just darling on you,” Clara said with a smirk. Jenni tried pushing the waistband down, but Clara shook her head. “Any more and it will fall off in practice.” Her eyes narrowed and she grinned. “And you won’t want that to happen.”

Barbara emerged from the closet clutching a white sack. “Found them!” She declared, heading over to Jenni. “Well, don’t you look like the little fuck slut!” She declared.

“Please,” Jenni begged. “Can I get a regular uniform, like yours?”

Clara snorted as Barbara opened the bag and reached in. “To wear this uniform you have to go through tryouts. And win them. Now, since you don’t want Coach Hampton to come in here and paddle your ass or whip that pussy of yours, we are going to inflict a little punishment on you. So bend over and brace yourself on the bench.”

Jenni hesitated and Clara immediately swung around the girl, lifted her hand, and slapped Jenni’s ass hard. Jenni yelped, jerked and looked at Clara in shock.

“Oh yes, I have no qualms about spanking your tush. In fact, I intend to spank you every time you fuck up the routine we have to teach you. But right now, Barbara is going to give you something unpleasant to think about. Now bend the fuck over!” She shoved Jenni’s shoulder.

Jenni shuddered and bent over the bench, bracing herself with her hands. She closed her eyes, feeling the back of her skirt raise up, her bared bottom fully exposed. Clara kicked her ankle. “Get those legs spread, you slut.”

“Here, hold this,” Barbara said with amusement. Jenni couldn’t see what the two girls were doing behind her, but there was a squirting, spluttering sound and a laugh. “I can’t imagine this will feel comfortable,” Clara replied. Suddenly she tossed something onto the bench in front of Jenni. The bent over girl blinked as she read the label on the tube. Ginger Cream.

“Wait,” Jenni blurted out. “What is that for?”

But then something cold and wet pressed into the crack of Jenni’s bottom, fingers pushing as her cheeks were spread. Jenni squealed as she was pushed forward, the tapered end of a plug plunging into her ass.

“Relax,” Clara urged. “It won’t hurt as much going in.”

Jenni gasped, trying to follow Clara’s suggestion. To a point, it worked, but mostly because the ginger cream lubed the plug so thoroughly that the tightness of Jenni’s sphincter did nothing to keep Barbara from pushing it in. Jenni whimpered as it settled, filling her backdoor completely. She tightened around it, already starting to feel a tingle from the ginger cream. Barbara swiped a hand across Jenni’s rump, wiping a bit of excess lube off.

“That went in way too easy,” Barbara said in surprise. “How often do you take it up the ass?” She asked.

Jenni mewled, the sound morphing into a moan as a tingling sensation began spreading through her bottom. 

“Now for that sweet little slit,” Barbara said cheerfully.

“Stay in position,” Clara ordered, putting a hand on the back of Jenni’s neck, forcing her downward.

“Do you think she’s wet enough to just take this thing?” Barbara asked, holding something up that Jenni couldn’t see.

“From what I’ve heard, you could drive a school bus into her cunt. But let me check.” Clara let go of Jenni and moved her hand lower. Jenni gasped as Clara’s fingers found her slit.

“Good fucking Lord. She’s soaked,” Clara declared, thrusting a finger deep into Jenni. Jenni whimpered and Clara added a second finger, then began pumping vigorously. “I doubt she’ll have any trouble,” Clara assured Barbara, curling her fingers.

But Barbara gave Clara a wink. “But it’s so big!” She declared with a bit of snark. “How can we be sure?”

Clara grinned and folded her thumb into her palm. She drew her two fingers out of Jenni’s pussy until just the long fingernails were still in the new cheerleading recruit and folded her hand narrowly. “Well, we’ll just have to make sure there is enough room, right?” And then she pushed her entire hand into Jenni’s pussy.

Jenni squealed as the walls of her sex were stretched, but Clara’s hand was small enough that it went in with only moderate difficulty. Jenni’s arousal was patently obvious, which certainly made the fisting easier and Clara wriggled her fingers inside of Jenni for a moment before withdrawing her hand and then thrusting it in again. Jenni mewled, her ass shaking, only for Clara to curl her fingers, then yank her hand out.

“Now,” Clara said, shaking her hand, girl goo splattering down onto the floor.

Barbara stepped up and Jenni gasped as she felt the tip of the probe slide into her. It was curved and the bulbed head filled her, leaving a small tail hanging out of her pussy. She felt herself tighten, but inwardly wished Clara’s fist was still embedded in her sex. Then Barbara pulled away, leaving the vibrating toy inside Jenni.

“Stand up straight,” Clara declared.

Jenni pushed herself up off the bench and stood up, turning around to face the girls. Barbara held the white bag, which was apparently still not empty.

“Hands behind your head,” Clara demanded.

Jenni licked her lips and interlocked her fingers behind her head. As she did, the front of her new cheerleading shirt lifted more than enough to expose both of her breasts completely. Clara grinned and Barbara reached into the bag.

“You won’t have to do any tumbling, but these clamps were chosen with that in mind, so sorry if this hurts,” Clara said, completely unapologetically.

“Hurts?” Jenni whimpered, her pussy convulsing around the sex toy.

Barbara pulled out a set of clamps, each one sporting dulled metal teeth and a dangling plastic pendant. She positioned one over Jenni’s right nipple and let it close with a grin. The maw bit down on the soft, tender, tightened tip and Jenni cried out, one hand loosening and going to her breast. Clara caught it, holding her and preventing her from touching the clamp.

“Oh no you don’t!” Clara declared. She swiveled behind Jenni, grabbing her other arm too, before the new cheerleader could touch her crushed nipple. Clara pulled, thrusting Jenni’s chest forward and Barbara held up the other clamp.

“Now this one!” She declared, putting it over Jenni’s left breast and letting it bite down.

Jenni let out another shriek, thrashing a little as Clara held her in a tight grip. Pain shot through her tits, only to streak down to her sex. Barbara reached forward and snagged both pendants, only to flip the tiny little black switches. Suddenly both clamps began oscillating as the vibrations surged up through the tiny chains. The different sensation surged through Jenni and she mewled again, closing her eyes as pleasure was added to the pain. She tugged against Clara, who tightened her grip painfully.

“I’m going to let you go, but if you touch your tits, or take those clamps off, not only are we going to put them back on you, but I’m going to personally whip your breasts until they are so swollen and red and sore that dragging my fingernail across your nipples will make you scream. Understand?”

Jenni let out a sob and nodded frantically. “Yes!”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Clara clarified.

“Yes, Ma’am!” Jenni repeated obediently.

Clara looked at Barbara. “Don’t you have one more clamp?”

Barbara grinned. “Sure do.” She pulled a third clamp out of the bag, tossing the now empty container away. “Spread your legs wide.”

Jenni whimpered and Clara tightened her grip and lifted her up. Jenni gasped as her feet left the floor.

“Do it!” Clara demanded, her arms still entrapping Jenni’s elbows. Jenni spread her legs as Clara lowered her back down and Barbara knelt. Jenni closed her eyes and then felt the delicious pinch as the toothed clamp bit down on her clitoris. It hurt, but as insanely aroused as she felt, the pain only intensified her sexual need and she struggled to keep from lewdly thrusting her hips, reinforcing Clara and Barbara’s perception of her. Then the tiny switch was flipped and slight tremor translated up from the pendant directly into Jenni’s sensitive nub.

“Remember, touch those clamps and I’ll punish you,” Clara warned, then released Jenni’s arms.

Jenni tipped forward, but then caught herself. Her nipples were already throbbing, the vibrations surging up into her bosom. But it was the clamp on her clit that was already pushing her toward what would soon be an embarrassing release in front of the two girls. She felt the waves rippling through her, the silent and unmoving toys stuffed in her ass and pussy only minor distractions. Jenni wanted to reach up to her clamped nipples, despite Clara’s warning, not to remove them, but to tug on them, sending even sharp pains through her breasts. But she knew Clara would think she was trying to remove the clamps.

“Did you bring any sneakers?” Barbara asked, glancing downward at Jenni’s feet. She was still wearing the school regulation black pumps and knee socks.

“Um… no,” Jenni said, her voice strained. “I didn’t know I was coming this afternoon.”

Clara snorted. “Well, then you get to go barefoot. Take off your shoes and socks.”

Jenni nodded and lifted one foot, putting it on the bench. The soft hum of the vibrating pendants dangling from her clamped nipples and clit got louder as she removed the leather pumps, then unrolled each sock, stuffing it down into her shoes.

“I’ll take those,” Barbara announced, tugging the shoes out of Jenni’s fingers and placing them next to her discarded school uniform.

“Let's go. Time to learn your first routine,” Clara said. She pushed Jenni toward the door of the locker room. Jenni stumbled forward, a surge of humiliation rushing through her. She tried to pull down the front of the shirt, but with the clamps on her nipples, it didn’t even want to cover them. Hopefully, no one would be out in the hall when they emerged. Barbara led the way and a moment later Jenni stepped out of the locker room, relieved that no one was there to see her in the cheerleader costume she was wearing. The tile was cold on her feet and for the moment, she focused more on the tight throbbing at the tips of her breasts and clit, and the way the vibrations moved upward through her sensitive parts. But a few steps later the mild tingling sensation coming from her bottom intensified to something almost caustic. By the time they reached the racquetball court it was like someone had spread her ass wide and poured scalding water down inside her. It caused her butt to clench hard and only complicated the overwhelming barrage of sensations being inflicted upon her.

Barbara pushed open the court door and held it open, gesturing for Jenni to enter, while Clara peeled off.

“Stretches,” Clara said as Barbara nodded. “I’ll get some pom poms. Including the special ones.” She gave Barbara a wink.

Barbara nodded and let the door shut. She looked at Jenni, who stood there shaking, arms pulled tight across her front. “Alright, slut. Time for stretches.”

Jenni gulped. She was right on the edge and the thought of orgasming in front of Barbara, or Clara, was horrific. What would the girls say? She licked her lips and struggled to hold back. Barbara seemed oblivious to the obvious arousal and she moved in front of Jenni.

“Alright, first, let’s get you warmed up,” Barbara said wryly. “Presuming your ass isn’t burning already.” She clapped her hands. “We’ll start with a prance.” She kept her hands straight down by her sides and began jumping up and down, kicking out her feet in a prancing like motion. “Just point your toe with each kick.” Her movements were brisk but fluid and Jenni’s eyes widened in alarm.

“But… but… the clamps!” She stammered.

Barbara didn’t stop. “You’ve just earned your first punishment when Clara gets back. I’m going to double it if you don’t start prancing.” Her eyes narrowed.

Jenni sucked in a trembling breath, dropped her hands so that her barely covered breasts were visible to Barbara and with a hesitant hop, she tried to emulate the cheerleader. Instantly, a number of things happened. The toy in Jenni’s vagina shifted dramatically, as if it were plunging deeper into her sex. The thick plug that was burning in her bottom seemed to move left and right, and all three pendants, hanging from the clamps on her nipples and clit, bobbed vigorously as she leapt and kicked out one bare little foot. The resultant tugging on her sensitive bits immediately caused another surge of overwhelming arousal to rush through her and Jenni gasped in alarm, face flushed as she felt herself tighten, heading frantically toward climax. It was almost as if the movement was designed to send her spinning heedlessly toward orgasm. Jenni did almost a dozen, face flushed as her pussy tightened rhythmically and incessantly around the toy filling her.

“Now, let’s practice our motions,” Barbara said effortlessly, still prancing. “High V”. She lifted both arms up in the classic cheerleading pose. Across from Barbara, Jenni was already struggling and lifted her arms. Her top went with it, both of her breasts completely popping out from under the material, tips clamped and vibrating.

“Low V!” Barbara sang out, evidently unfazed at the sudden appearance of Jenni’s tits. She swung her hands downward, extended out from her hips. Jenni dropped her hands, bobbing up and down, her breasts jiggling with beautiful but agonizing perfection. “Tabletop!” Barbara said next, bring her forearms up so that her fists were on either side of her chin. Jenni followed suit, pressing her elbows in to help reduce the way her exposed breasts were swinging.

“T!” Barbara yelled, extending her arms straight out to either side. Jenni, still prancing along with Barbara, followed suit, only for Barbara to switch positions again. “Punch!” the girl yelled, thrusting her right arm up while her left arm went to her hip. Before Jenni could even complete the move, Barbara switched and punched with her left arm. “High touchdown!” Barbara called, lifting both arms. Jenni gasped, her breasts swinging back and forth, bobbing as the clamps jiggled wildly. Barbara dropped her arms suddenly, slapping her legs.

Jenni managed, barely.

Barbara grinned evilly. “Now, high knees,” she declared. She began running in place, but with exaggerated movements, bringing her knees all the way up to her waist. “Do it!” She shouted as Jenni stood there, panting and shaking violently.

Behind Jenni, the racquetball court door opened and Clara walked in carrying several sets of pom poms and a straight backed chair. Jenni turned to look, but Barbara yelled at her again. “Jenni! High Knees! Now!”

Jenni clenched her teeth and began running in place, struggling to replicate the stretching exercise. The clamps twisted and jerked. She made it maybe ten strides, jumping in the same spot in front of Barbara, when her body gave out. She folded, hands going to her groin, and she cried out as fluids spurted from her pussy onto the floor.

“Holy fuck,” Barbara blurted out, jumping backward, her eyes wide. “She’s cumming!”

Clara moved directly behind Jenni and set the chair and pom poms down. Clara settled into the seat, crossing her long, athletic legs and watched with a smirk as Jenni shook through her release. Slowly, Jenni began breathing easier and slowly straightened. Clara began clapping slowly, dramatically.

“What a performance!” She sneered. “I’m sure the crowd would love to see that at a game.”

Jenni, breathing deeply, the clamps still chewing on her nipples, glanced behind her. “I’m… I’m sorry.”

“You should be,” Clara retorted. “It’s disgusting. You exploded from being punished.” She smiled. “Which, I’m pretty sure, is a violation in and of itself. So you can come right over here and lay across my lap for a spanking. I think ten swats will be appropriate.”

“Twenty,” Barbara said cheerfully. “She already earned a punishment for not being cooperative.”

Clara’s eyebrow went up. “Oh dear,” she said sarcastically. “Twenty spanks then.” She pointed at her lap. “Here. Now.”

Jenni shuffled over. She reached up to pull the top of the cheerleader uniform down to cover her clamped nipples, but Clara grabbed her wrist. “No. Those tits of yours stay exposed during spankings. You know that.” She tugged hard and Jenni yelped as she was suddenly dragged across Clara’s lap. Jenni felt Clara’s hand and suddenly her still burning butt was being kneaded, Clara’s fingers digging in hard, squeezing Jenni’s buttocks.

Jenni whimpered and groaned. The pendant clamp on her clit was jammed into her slit, which despite the orgasm she had just experienced, only made it more challenging to endure. The pendants swinging from her breasts dangled downward and Jenni braced herself as Clara’s hand came up.

The swat was much, much harder than Jenni expected and she let out a squeal of surprise, kicking her bare little feet up and down briefly. Clara didn’t give her an opportunity to reset and swung again, this time impacting the other cheek. This time Jenni was better prepared and hissed, clenching her teeth, but she wasn’t quite prepared for the way the clamp on her clit twisted.

More swats followed and Jenni kept count silently, though she certainly mewled as Clara did her valiant best to redden Jenni’s ass. Ten strokes were delivered to each jiggling, clenching buttock, twenty in total, and Jenni was blinking tears from her eyes by the time Clara pushed her upright.

“Now get your reddened and smarting ass over here,” Barbara said, pointing to the court floor in front of her. Jenni reached back, clutching at her bottom, and shuffled over. “Butt kicks.”

Jenni didn’t even know what those were and she stared as Barbara began kicking her heels backward, almost touching her own bottom with her foot. “Step high and make sure you get a good arm swing,” she said, demonstrating. Jenni managed to replicate the movement, but it caused the pendants on her nipples and clit to swing sideways, twisting her nipples with maddening motions. Barbara nodded, evidently satisfied. “Arm circles,” she announced suddenly, waving her hands in tight circles, arms extended out to her sides. “Go forward first.”

Jenni bit her lip, groaning as she complied. It wasn’t that it hurt too much. No, the twisting of her nipples and clit were reigniting her arousal. The little sparks of pain that shot up through her tender nubs only made her sexual predicament more clear.

“Now back,” Barbara added, changing direction. Jenni had barely done four rotations when Barbara began hopping. “Bunny hops! Front to back!”

Jenni’s eyes widened in horror and she stood there as Barbara did five or six. Then Barbara stopped and rolled her eyes. “Ooookayy. Another punishment.”

Clara’s hand snagged Jenni’s arm and the new cheerleading recruit found herself once more being dragged over to the chair.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Jenni protested, but it was too late. Clara sat down and hauled Jenni over her lap a second time. The flurry of spanks fell quickly, alternating butt cheeks, as Jenni began howling. She kicked and squirmed until the ten swats had been delivered, only to get pushed upward again.

“Bunny hops,” Barbara said harshly. Jenni let out a sob and stood in front of Barbara and began hopping, but only barely.

“Let’s move to squats, Barbara,” Clara said.

Barbara stopped bouncing up and down and glared at Jenni. “Fine. Spread your legs.”

Jenni spread her feet, a hopeless look on her face. “Wider,” demanded Barbara. “There. That’s good. Now, squat down, like this.” She dropped, keeping her upper body centered over her pelvis. Her cheerleader skirt was pulled up and Jenni saw Barbara’s undershorts. Jenni bit her lip and dropped, copying the move except she knew that when she did it, Barbara and Clara were seeing her stuffed and clamped pussy.

“Do it again,” Barbara ordered. “Five of them.”

Clara snorted. “I can see the base of the butt plug when she goes down like that.”

Barbara laughed. “If you think that’s impressive, you should see her cunt. She’s dripping like a leaky faucet. I think this is turning her on. She might even cum again.”

Jenni finished the last squat and stood, panting slightly.

“Are you going to cum again, slut?” Barbara asked.

Jenni bit her lip and looked down. Barbara closed the distance and to Jenni’s shock, slapped her across the face. “I asked you, are you going to cum again?”

Jenni held a hand up to her cheek. “You hit me!”

“I’m about to hit you again,” Barbara snarled.

Jenni’s eyes narrowed and a sliver of steel ran through her. “Do not hit my face again.”

“Or what?” Barbara demanded.

“Or I tell Coach Hampton. That’s not allowed.”

Barbara rolled her eyes. “So, I can spank your ass, slap your tits, and whip your hot little cunt, but not slap your stupid bitch face?”

For a second, Jenni blushed. But then she nodded. “That’s right.”

Barbara raised her hand, but Clara caught her wrist. “Barbara, no. She’s right. Don’t hit her face.”

Barbara looked at Clara, then nodded. “Butterfly pose, slut.” She stepped back and dropped down, bending her knees and bringing her feet right in front of her. Jenni licked her lips and gingerly dropped down. She winced as sitting pushed the anal plug deeper into her bottom and she brought her feet forward, the soles touching. “Bring your feet as close to your body as possible,” Barbara added. “Now chest to toes. Bend forward.”

Clara let out a whistle. “Wow,” she said, watching as Jenni did exactly what was asked of her. “She’s more flexible than I thought she’d be.”

Barbara looked up. “Comes from spreading her legs for the entire male half of the student body.”

Clara laughed. “I know some girls who have been just as interested in her. But I think its more from being tied open so that she can be whipped right on the clit.” She glanced down at Jenni. “Isn’t that right slut? You like to be whipped on your sweet little cunny?”

Jenni looked up. Slowly she nodded. Clara’s eyes narrowed. “Straddle.”

“What?” Jenni asked, confused.

Barbara sighed. “Like this, dummy.” She spread her legs wide apart. Jenni sucked in a breath, glanced at Clara, and then spread her legs wide open, matching Barbara. The position put almost all of her weight right on the anal plug, driving it deeper into her ass. Jenni moaned, rocking her hips, but her legs stayed to her sides. The pendant hanging from her clit lay on the floor right in front of her exposed pussy, jiggling.

“Toes back,” Barbara said, her own bare thighs rippling, though unlike Jenni, Barbara’s shorts covered her crotch completely.

“She’s going to leave another wet spot on the floor,” Clara muttered. She glanced at Barbara. “I think that’s enough stretching. We need to start teaching her the cheer.”

Barbara nodded and climbed to her feet. “Get up,” she said, looking down at Jenni.

Jenni climbed to her feet. The burning in her bottom had faded, though her buttocks were still smarting and warm from the spanking she’d been given. The thick fullness of the plug made her ache and she kept tightening around it, mostly because her pussy was dealing with the unmoving sex toy nestled in her warm depths. Of course, the clamps were Jenni’s biggest problem. All three were shaking from the pendant vibrators. Not very much, but enough, and the metal jaws made her nipples and clit throb, pulsing with each beat of her heart. The state of her uniform, with her tits bared and her pussy and ass on display, only added fuel to the fire, all of which seemed to roil inside her loins as the pressure continued to build. She gulped and faced Barbara and Clara.

Barbara adopted a very dynamic pose. “Now watch carefully. I expect you to be able to repeat this back to me.” Then she raised her hands up into the air. “We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!” She chanted. As she called out the words she moved through a series of poses, some of them similar to the stretches Jenni had been forced to emulate earlier, but with some additional unfamiliar moves.

Except… it came too fast. Jenni blinked, her sex soaked brain struggling to encapsulate the words and movements and under the onslaught of distraction, managed none of it well. She stood there flabbergasted, staring at Barbara.

“Now you do it,” Barbara said with a sneer.

Jenni’s mind shorted out and she stammered. “Um… we have spirit… and uh… we can hear it? S-P-I-R-T. We are second to none?” As she butchered the cheer, she tried to adopt some of the poses Barbara had completed. The vibrating pendants dangling from her nipples and clit jiggled as she moved, making it even harder for Jenni to focus.

“Oh,” Clara said with a shake of her head and a look of faux disappointment. “That was horrible.”

Barbara put her fists on her hips. “She’s not even trying.”

Jenni bit her lip. Her pussy had tightened up again and she was struggling not to thrust her hips. “Please! I want to! It’s just… the clamps! They’re distracting!”

Barbara snorted. “You mean, they’re making you want to cum again.”

Clara held up a hand. “Wait Barbara, she has a point.”

“She does?” Barbara asked in disbelief.

Clara nodded. “In all fairness, we wouldn’t even ask a new recruit to memorize a cheer this way. We should be fair.”

“We should?” Barbara asked, still discombobulated with the idea.

Clara grinned and stepped up to Jenni. “Repeat after me,” she said simply. “We got that spirit.”

Jenni gulped. “We got that spirit.”

Clara smiled. “So come on, let’s hear it”

“So come on, let’s hear it.”

“S-P-I-R-I-T” Clara spelled out, emphasizing the second I.

“S-P-I-R-I-T” Jenni said, spelling the word correctly this time.

“We’re number one, second to none!”

Jenni nodded. “We’re number one, second to none.”

Clara smiled and reached up to Jenni’s bosom. Her fingers snagged the vibrator pendant on Jenni’s left breast and lifted it. “If you say it right, I’ll take this off.” She gave it a tiny tug.

“Off?” Barbara said incredulously. “It’s punishment!”

Clara shook her head, but didn’t reply to Barbara’s declaration. “Go on, Jenni. Get it right, because if you don’t, I’m going to hurt you.” She twisted the clamp slightly, just enough to make it even harder for Jenni.

Jenni gulped. “We got that spirit… um…so come on, let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re… uh… I can’t remember!”

“We’re number one, second to none, you dumb bitch,” Barbara muttered.

Clara let the vibrating pendant drop again and shook her head. “Try again,” she ordered, walking back behind Jenni to where the three sets of pom poms were laying. She bent down and picked up one of the pom poms of the darker, black set and grabbed the straight backed chair.

“Um… We got that spirit - so let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!”

Clara set the chair down in front of Jenni. “Wrong. Bend over and put your hands on the chair. It’s ‘so come on let’s hear it.’ Now try again.”

Jenni moved to the chair and bent over at the waist, putting her hands on the seat of the chair. It lifted her bottom and exposed it to Clara who moved behind Jenni. She stared down at the seat, struggling to remember the wording, a sliver of trepidation about what was about to happen to her bottom if she got it wrong growing into a definite worry.

“We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-T - We’re number one, second to none!” Jenny blurted out.

Barbara rolled her eyes. “You misspelled spirit again.”

Clara raised the pom pom and without a beat, slashed it horizontally. The ends struck Jenni’s bottom and a bright sting exploded across her ass. Her back arched and she gasped, tightening as the flash of heat shot across both buttocks. Clara struck again and Jenni suddenly realized that what she thought was a pom pom was actually a leather flogger. Three more strokes across her buttocks left her clenching and mewling as the searing heat warmed her.

“Again!” Clara snarled. “Say it!”

“We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!” Jenni squealed.

Barbara sighed. “Finally.”

Clara leaned around Jenni, her left hand coming up to Jenni’s breast. She pinched open the clamp chewing on Jenni’s nipple and freed it. Jenni let out a fresh cry as the blood surged back into the crushed tip. “Again. Say it.”

Jenni, shaking from the pain, shuddered. “We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!”

Clara nodded. Her hand came around to the other side, questing for the clamp. She freed Jenni’s other nipple, shutting off the vibrator pendants and tossing them aside. “Again. Say it loud!”

“We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!”

Barbara crossed her arms. “Whatever,” she snorted.

Clara grinned. “Stand up straight. Turn around!”

Jenni pushed herself up off the chair. Her bottom felt like she’d sat on a hot stove and she blinked tears out of her eyes. She looked right at Clara who still held the flogger.

“Hands behind your head,” Clara ordered.

Jenni lifted her hands, gulping. The cheerleading top rose even higher, her breasts fully exposed. “Want to know why I removed the clamps?” Clara asked wickedly.

“Because… because I got the cheer right?” Jenni guessed timidly.

Clara shook her head. “Because the clamps weren’t punishment. They were meant to sensitize you.” She shook the flogger. “This… this is punishment.” And with that, she began whipping Jenni’s breasts.

Jenni grimaced as the leather thongs bit into her bosom, hot stinging strokes that made her close her eyes and wince. She stood there, accepting the beating of her boobs, her still sore nipples taut and erect, her flesh excoriated by the repeated lashing. Clara didn’t strike particularly hard, but her strokes were more than sufficient to leave Jenni’s chest feeling as hot and heavy as her ass. And after ten full swings Clara backed off, lowering the flogger.

“Now, say the cheer again.”

Jenni trembled, but she managed to blurt it out. “We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!”

Clara turned and looked at Barbara. “I think we’re ready for the moves.”

Barbara rolled her eyes, but adopted the first pose. “Copy me. I’ll go slow.”

As Barbara said the cheer, she moved through the series of poses, breaking so that Jenni could get into each one.

“Again.” Barbara said after they finished. This time they went faster and Jenni seemed to remember half the poses. By the third run through, she wasn’t quite copying Barbara so much as going along with her.

“Actually,” Barbara grumped. “That’s not bad.” She looked over at Clara. “For a slut.”

Clara looked impressed. “Time for a reward?”

Barbara looked skeptical. “Only if she can do it.”

Clara nodded. “Do the cheer and I’ll remove the clamp on your clit.”

Jenni blinked. “What… what if I mess up?”

“Then you get punished again. Duh.”

Jenni closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!” As she sang out the chant, she moved through the motions. Except the last one. Jenni knew she was supposed to end with a K pose. Instead, she thrust both hands upward. Deliberately.

Clara shook her head. “You fucked up, bitch. Lie down on the floor. On your belly.”

Jenni dropped to her knees, then lay flat, her breasts flattening on the racquetball court floor. She felt a wetness under her chest and realized she had accidentally laid down in the splatter of her original orgasm.

“Barbara?” Clara said simply.

Barbara stepped forward, straddled Jenni’s hips and sank down, literally sitting on Jenni’s freshly whipped ass. She reached forward, snagged Jenni’s feet, and hauled her legs upward, holding the girl by the ankles.

“Go for it,” Barbara said.

With the clit clamp and pendant vibe between her legs, digging into her slit thanks to Barbara’s weight, Jenni was more than a little unprepared for what came next. Clara moved up, raised the flogger over her head, and brought it down on the upturned soles of Jenni’s feet.

“Aggghh!” Jenni squealed, kicking almost enough to break Barbara’s grip. But the girl’s iron-like fingers held on. Clara struck again and Jenni’s toes curled, pain shooting up along her arches and heels. She twisted beneath Barbara, but the other girl’s weight kept Jenni’s hips in place. More blows landed, turning the bottoms of Jenni’s feet into swaths of hot, stinging agony.

After the tenth stroke, Barbara let go and stood up. Jenni’s feet dropped and she let out a sob. Her head was buried in her crossed arms, her dark brunette hair spilling around her head.

“Get up,” Clara ordered.

“My feet hurt!” Jenni mewled.

“Your ass is about to hurt.” But that threat didn’t move Jenni. So Clara slashed down on Jenni’s bare bottom with the leather flogger, eliciting a fresh squeal from the cheerleading recruit. Three more blows landed before Jenni started to roll, but Clara got in another swat before Jenni managed to get to her knees. That still didn’t save Jenni from a fifth stinging impact as Clara continued to target Jenni’s behind, but the girl climbed to her feet, trembling and dancing, hands cupping her bottom to protect it.

“Now do the fucking cheer!” Clara said furiously.

“We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!” Jenni shouted, doing the movements Barbara had taught her. Both of the regular cheerleaders watched critically, but as Jenni finished, bringing her hands up in the victory pose, Clara nodded.

“Finally,” she said. “Spread your legs.”

Jenni glanced at her with a worried expression, but slowly widened her stance. Clara reached down and unclipped Jenni’s clit. Jenni gasped, one hand almost going to her groin, only to pull back as Clara turned off the vibrator pendant and tossed it over with the others.

“Give her pom poms,” Barbara said. Clara nodded, retrieved two pom poms, regular ones, and handed them to Jenni.

“Do it again,” Clara snapped.

Jenni took the silver, fluttery ribbons. “We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!” Each part of the chant was accompanied by the appropriate move.

Clara slipped her phone out of her pocket and glanced at the screen. “Again, slut.” But even as she said it, Jenni’s mouth dropped as the sex toy in her pussy suddenly surged to life, rumbling dramatically. She gasped and her hands went to her sex.

“Hey!” Clara shouted. “I said do the fucking routine!” She flicked her flogger at Jenni, catching her across the chest again. Jenni squealed, bringing her hand up to her boobs.

“DO IT!” Barbara shouted.

Jenni yelped and jumped into the first pose, not even realizing her hips were thrusting lewdly in response to the new stimulation. “We got that spirit!” She yelled, her pussy tightening hard around the rumbling vibrator. She moved to the next position, spreading her legs wide. “So come on! Let’s hear it!” She managed to splutter the words, but from the way she could barely hold the position, neither Clara nor Barbara questioned what was happening. Jenni hopped, kicking her foot high. “S-P-I-R-I-T!” Jenni gasped, her flushed, welted, and exposed bosom heaving beneath the rolled up material of the cheerleader uniform. “We’re… we’re number…one!” Jenni panted, barely able to get in the right form. “Second… second…” then she crooned, folded in on herself, and jammed her hands between her legs as the second orgasm blasted through her.

Jenni fell down to her knees, shuddering. Both the anal vibe and the pussy toy continued to vibrate and shake inside her. Clara stared down at the trembling girl, glanced over at Barbara, and then handed over her flogger. Barbara took it with half closed eyes. Then Clara grabbed her own skirt at the waist and exposed the shorts beneath. She pulled them, and her panties down to the floor of the racquetball court. Then she pushed Jenni over. As Jenni quivered, Clara stepped over the girl, her sneakers on either side of Jenni’s shoulders, facing Jenni’s toes. Clara dropped down, kneeling, only to shove Jenni even more firmly onto her back.

“I told you,” Clara said to the orgasming girl. “Fuck it up and we’re going to punish you.” And with that, she lowered her own pussy straight onto Jenni’s upturned and gasping face. Jenni’s gurgling surprise was suddenly muffled as Clara began rocking her hips, closing her eyes. But even as the pleasure of rubbing her slit against Jenni’s nose and mouth surged through the half naked cheerleader, she leaned forward and began pulling at Jenni’s knees. With her tongue already half buried in Clara’s slit, Jenni allowed her legs to be lifted, drawn upward, until Clara was holding her ankles. Suddenly Clara spread Jenni open, folding her arms around the backs of Jenni’s knees.

“Perfect,” Barbara hissed. She lifted the flogger and without another world hurled it downward to strike on Jenni’s stuffed, shaking, and soaked slit.

The viciousness of the strike caused Jenni to jerk and the muffled sound of her screech managed to escape the confines of Clara’s thighs. The young cheerleader had to hold Jenni’s legs, tightening her grip as Jenni kicked. But Clara had been expecting exactly that sort of response and was ready for it. She wriggled her ass back and forth and looked up at Barbara with an excited, breathless expression and nodded.

A second biting stroke in exactly the same spot had a similar effect and Clara’s eyes were focused on the way the leather flogger snapped against Jenni’s pussy. The leather strands didn’t just sting, but opened her flower, spreading the petals and even exposing the still vibrating sex toy. Clara grinned, holding Jenni’s legs open, and Barbara stuck her tongue out with concentration, and lashed down again.

With each successive stroke, Jenni mewled, but never once stopped swirling her tongue through Clara’s pussy. Girl goo leaked down onto her chin and cheeks and she wrapped her arms around Clara’s thighs, helping to position her for maximum tongue-age. It took another two or three swings of Barbara’s bicep before Clara realized that she wasn’t actually holding Jenni’s legs open.

“Barbara,” Clara gasped, the sexual pressure starting to crest. “She’s… she’s…”

“She’s what?” Demanded Barbara, looking down, the flogger poised to once more slash through Jenni’s outstretched legs.

Clara gasped, eyes fluttering closed and she let go of Jenni’s legs. Barbara’s eyes widened as Jenni’s feet, instead of quickly coming together, her thighs pressing closed to protect her soft nether bits, spread even wider.

“What da ferk?” Barbara said in confusion.

Clara let out a mewl of pleasure so strong that Barbara glanced at the other cheerleading lieutenant. “Clara?”

“Whip her clit! HIT HER!” Clara cried out, clearly on the verge of orgasm.

Jenni’s grip on Clara’s thighs tightened and Barbara snarled something and swung her arm downward. The leather thongs slashed into Jenni’s pussy and Barbara noticed the girl’s hips pivoting, angling her sex upward to meet the stroke. Clara reached up to her bodice, yanking the cheerleader uniform upward, exposing her breasts, grinding almost violently on Jenni’s face.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh…” Clara cried out, closing her eyes as she began to shudder. Her fingers pinched her own nipples.

Jenni’s toes curled and as Barbara continued to whip the now flushed and reddened gash between Jenni’s legs, Clara screamed out in orgasm. Barbara shook her head in disgust, taking it out on Jenni’s poor, swollen clit, only to jerk back as Jenni’s toes curled and a spray of cum exploded out of the girl’s pussy.

“Fuck! She’s cumming again! She’s squirting everywhere!” Barbara squealed, jumping back.

Clara swayed, eyes unfocused. Slowly she gulped and blinked, trying to focus. She saw Barbara standing several feet back, the whip in hand, a frustrated look on her face. Then Clara swallowed and took a deep breath, looking down. Jenni, despite matching Clara’s orgasm, was still in position, her legs spread obscenely wide, her raw and punished pussy dripping.

“What a slut,” Clara groaned. She shifted, realizing that the girl was still licking her pussy, Jenni’s tongue stabbing at her clit. Clara grimaced as the sensation became overwhelming.

“Uhh,” Clara grunted, glancing down. “Stop, Jenni.”

But Jenni’s arms were still tightly drawn around Clara’s legs, her tongue still wriggling through Clara’s cunt.

“Jenni. Enough. Stop!” Clara said more urgently. Clara let out a gasp. “Jenni! Please! No more! I’m sensitive!” Clara tried pulling away, but couldn’t. “Jenni! PLEASE!”

Barbara rushed in, dropping the whip and physically yanked Jenni’s arm out from around Clara’s leg, pulling her friend away from Jenni’s face. Clara gasped and then groaned as she fell backward into Barbara’s arms, her thighs streaked with fluid. They looked over at Jenni. Her mouth was open, her face a gooey mess, with streaks of Clara’s cum in her hair. Even her neck and shoulders were soaked.

With Clara off her, Jenni’s hands went to her breasts and began pinching her own nipples. Her hips began thrusting and she moaned with need, her legs still spread obscenely wide, as if begging for another whipping.

“But… she just exploded!” Barbara whispered in astonishment, watching as Jenni’s body rippled.

“Look at her legs!” Clara added. “She’s practically doing the splits!”

Jenni slid one hand down to her pussy, her long fingers spreading her petals, finding her clitoris. She began frantically rubbing the swollen nub in tight circles.

It was more than Barbara could take. She reached down to her own cheerleading skirt and undershorts and shoved them down so quickly that Clara gasped. Barbara rolled onto her knees and even as she kicked off the lower parts of her uniform and the panties beneath, she crawled across Jenni’s quivering form to almost the exact same position Clara had been in. Jenni responded predictably. Her hands came up and she grabbed hold of Barbara in the same way she had held Clara.

Barbara gasped, shifted her hips, and then to Clara’s surprise, bent down onto all fours. Barbara’s head dipped, her tongue coming out, licking the spot she’d been beating with the whip just a minute before. Jenni’s clitoris bent as Barbara licked, then sucked the sensitive little nub.

Clara sat there in shock as Barbara’s bare ass seemed to tremble. She bit her lip, wondering which of the two girls was going to cum first. She had to believe it would be Barbara. How could Jenni have a fourth orgasm in less than ninety minutes? She sat there, her own pussy still dripping wet, legs spread as she watched the tangle of arms and legs and tongues frantically licking at each other.

It was Barbara who screeched in climax first and the cheerleader stiffened, shaking. She pushed away from Jenni, rolling off to the side, her pussy leaking cream as the three girls, two of them naked from the waist down and one of them with her tiny skirt and top pulled up to expose every bit of her body, lay in the center of the cum soaked floor of the racquetball court.

Which is when the door to the hall opened and the cheerleading captain and Coach Hampton walked in.

“What. The. Hell,” Tiffany said in absolute shock. Coach Hampton let out a sigh and shook his head.

Clara and Barbara’s eyes widened and the crimson coloration on their faces made it clear they were mortified. Both jumped to their feet, though Clara tugged down her uniform top to cover her breasts. Jenni, however, stayed on the floor, in exactly the same position.

“Well, we dropped by to see how well Jenni was learning to cheer,” Coach Hampton said wryly. “I expected better of you two.” He gave Clara and Barbara a disappointed look.

“Um… she’s learned it,” Barbara said weakly.

Clara nodded. “Yeah. She’s got it.”

Tiffany crossed her arms skeptically. “Really? Because the only thing it looks like Jenni got was a good fucking.” Her eyes flickered to the flogger. “And a whipping.”

Clara bit her lip.

Coach Hampton shrugged. “Well, I think we can just put it to the test. Jenni? Get up.”

Jenni slowly brought her bare little feet back together, rolled over, and got to her feet.

“Is that a vibrator in your pussy?”

Jenni nodded, still tense and aroused from Barbara’s licking.

“Is it on?”

“Yes sir,” Jenni moaned.

“And I couldn’t help noticing that your ass is stuffed. Is that vibrating as well?”

Jenni shook her head. She realized her bottom wasn’t even burning anymore, at least not from the cream.

Coach Hampton frowned. “Jenni, do you know the cheer?”

Jenni bit her lip. “I… I think I do, sir.”

Coach Hampton nodded. Then he bent down, picked up the flogger, and held it in his hand. “Well, for Clara’s and Barbara’s sake, I hope you do.” He pulled the wet strands of leather through his hand, then blinked, and shook the moisture off his fingers, shaking his head. “Because for every mistake you make, Clara and Barbara are both going to get ten strokes across the ass.”

Clara’s eyes widened. Barbara looked upset.

Jenni bit her lip. “Coach? Will I… will I get any?”

“For messing up the cheer?” Coach Hampton said. “No. But once you’re done, and right after I’m finished whipping Barbara’s and Clara’s bottoms for your mistakes, I’m going to have these girls lift your legs and spread you open, so that I can give you the proper punishment for not wearing panties.” He held up the flogger.

Clara glanced at Jenni. “She… um… wasn’t wearing a bra either, sir.”

Jenni looked over at Clara with a shocked look, but then her cheeks colored. She looked down and nodded.

Tiffany’s eyes narrowed. “Wait.” She bent over and picked up the clamps laying on the floor. She walked over to Jenni and with a vicious look, reattached the metal toothed maws to Jenni’s nipples and clit. Then she turned on the vibrating pendants. Jenni trembled, her bottom lip shaking, as waves of agonizing ecstasy flooded through her body.

“Well?” Tiffany demanded. “Let’s hear it. Because under the circumstances, I’m pretty sure Clara and Barbara are about to have their asses beat.”

Jenni took a deep breath. The vibrators in her pussy and ass continued to rumble. Girl goo streaked her thighs, her slick sex, her neck and even her face. She knew that messing up would get Clara and Barbara punished. And then regardless of how well she did, it was going to be her turn. She moved into the first pose, her uniform blouse rolled up above her clamped and bared breasts, her skirt a mere ribbon around her waist, legs spread, vibrating pendant dangling, stuffed in both holes and on the edge of orgasm.

“We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!”

***

“I cannot fucking believe that she managed the cheer,” Barbara said, looking across the sidewalk at Clara. The black haired girl was quiet and she glanced at Tiffany who was walking between her and Barbara.

“You were lucky. You were supposed to be teaching her, not fucking her,” Tiffany said ruefully. “Still, you pulled it off. I think Coach Hampton was a little disappointed that he didn’t get to whip your butts.”

Clara nodded. “We’re lucky she didn’t screw it up on purpose to get us back for what we did to her.”

Tiffany’s eyebrow went up. “Was it worse than what Coach Hampton did to her?”

Barbara flinched. “Uh… well… um…”

Clara sighed. “No, not really. We whipped her just like that too. And just like when Coach Hampton did it, she exploded” she said simply. Then her shoulders hunched. “Still, we weren’t nice. We actually set her up to fail,” she admitted. “I was mad that she was being let on the team.”

Tiffany rolled her eyes. “You’re an idiot.”

Clara frowned. “Sometimes. I’m still just a little dismayed by her.”

Tiffany looked curious. “Because she’s a masochist who can cum when her pussy is getting hit?”

Clara snorted. “Well, that too. But really, I’m just surprised that despite the torments we were inflicting upon her, she managed to learn the cheer. And she’s flexible. If she had a bit of gymnastics, she actually could be a cheerleader. A good one.”

Tiffany looked at Clara and shook her head. “Here is the reality. She’s going to be joining us every day after school for the rest of this week. And you two are going to drill her over and over, making sure she doesn’t forget that cheer. I want her to be able to do it in her sleep.”

Barbara let out a little laugh. “If she can do it clamped, with multiple vibrators driving her nuts,” she said wryly. “I’m pretty sure she can do it asleep.”

Tiffany didn’t reply.

“Um… Captain?” Clara said.

“What?” Tiffany responded curtly.

“Um… about Jenni,” Clara said carefully. “She’s really limber. And flexible. And I was thinking… maybe… we could… invite her to the party this Friday?”

Barbara’s mouth dropped and Tiffany stopped in her tracks. “Our cheerleading party? You want to invite Jenni to our party?” Barbara asked.

Clara nodded. “Yes,” she said simply.

Tiffany’s eyes narrowed. “I presume you have something in mind for a girl known throughout the school for being a fuckslut? Who enjoys being spanked, whipped, clamped, and tied in uncomfortable positions, all so she can scream her little head off while she’s cumming, and you’re not just wanting to be nice to her for sparing your ass a whipping? Which you probably deserved?”

Clara blushed. She had something definite in mind for Jenni. And Tiffany was right. It would most definitely involve all of those things, but Clara knew that Jenni would enjoy it, considering what had made her explode that afternoon. She gave Tiffany a wicked grin. “Yes Captain, I do indeed…”


Party Slut

Clara, one of the school’s cheerleading lieutenants, sat on the bench in the girls’ locker room, one leg extended, her foot propped up next to her. She was leaning back, eyes closed, face just a little flushed, which made sense considering that there was a brunette beauty kneeling on the floor in front of her. Jenni’s soft fingers were pressed to Clara’s thighs, not that the cheerleader needed any help in holding the pose, but it made for a more stable position as Jenni’s tongue danced and circled Clara’s exposed clitoris.

“Yes,” hissed Clara passionately, flicking the flogger downward. The long leather strands snapped against the bare bottom of the kneeling girl, curling just enough to strike against Jenni’s sex, making the girl mewl, but also work her tongue even faster. “Almost there!” Clara gasped as Jenni’s ass twitched back and forth, clearly begging for another stroke.

Jenni’s bright eyes glanced up, though she didn’t say anything. Her mouth was too busy. But she slid her right hand higher along Clara’s leg, off the delicate inner thigh and Jenni pushed two fingers into the cheerleader’s slit. Clara gasped, stiffening, as the unexpected penetration sent her swirling even higher into the heights of pleasure. Her toes curled and she put a hand on Jenni’s head, pulling it against her sex even tighter.

“Ohh! Ohh fuck yes!” Clara moaned, flicking the flogger again. Jenni raised her bottom up, spreading her knees wider, clearly trying to get her pussy in a more accessible position, but as Clara stiffened she let the flogger drop, grabbing hold of Jenni’s head with both hands. Jenni sensed the girl was close and began pumping her hand, curling her fingers, even as her tongue stabbed and darted against Clara’s cunt.

“FUCK!” Clara cried out, throwing her head back. “I’m cumming! Oh fuck!” She quivered and tried to push Jenni away, only to find the girl clinging to her, sucking on her clit as if it were the straw of a milkshake that needed to be slurped down. For a moment, the two girls seemed to wrestle until finally Clara shoved Jenni out from between her legs, slamming her knees together as the adrenaline of the orgasm rippled through her. Jenni fell backward onto her butt and sat there, face wet, a look of delighted mischief in her eyes. Slowly, Jenni spread her legs, presenting her own, quite wet slit.

The cheerleading outfit that Jenni was wearing didn’t fit her very well. The top was too short and barely covered her nipples, leaving the bottom half of each breast overtly and disturbingly exposed. A pair of plastic pendants dangled from the somewhat concealed tips of Jenni’s breasts, clearly attached to her sensitive nubs with a pair of clamps, quite obvious under the strained material. The skirt was even worse, a mere ripple of cotton that was more costume than practical. It had ridden upward to form a thin band around her waist. With her legs splayed open, Clara could look right down and see Jenni’s pussy. It was a flushed red color, mostly from the repeated spankings and whippings she’d received during practice, though the non-stop vibrations of the pink vibrator, the tip of which was visible sticking out of the tight and wet slit, might have had something to do with it. Another clamp, similar to the ones chewing on Jenni’s nipples was attached to her clitoris, a plastic pendant dangling from the little jaws, filled with an offset motor and sending waves of tremors up through the poor girl’s loins. It rattled against the vibrator sticking out of Jenni’s dripping pussy.

“Made you cum,” Jenni said wickedly, licking her lips.

Clara took a deep breath and swung her leg downward, bringing her knees together. “Yes. Yes you did,” she said. “You’ve still had more than me, though.”

Jenni grinned and Clara watched with alarm as the girl spread her legs even further apart, arching her back and thrusting her breasts forward. The top she was wearing couldn’t handle the change of position and the material slid up, exposing Jenni’s clamped nipples. The crushed tips looked painful and had to be throbbing. Clara shook her head. How the hell could the girl stand it?

“Are you going to punish me now?” Jenni teased. “Because I think I deserve another.”

“A spanking? Or an orgasm?” Clara sneered.

Jenni grinned wickedly. “Either,” she replied and Clara sighed.

“I should give you another whipping,” she muttered, standing up. She grabbed her panties, turning away from the voracious sex kitten sitting on the floor. “But I’ve already punished you. Several times.” She pulled on the blue and white striped bottoms. “And I know you’re fucking up the cheer deliberately.”

Jenni bit her lip. “Maybe you should punish me for getting it right?”

“That’s called a reward, dumbass.”

Jenni twisted and got onto her knees, presenting her bottom. “Are you sure you don’t want to spank me?” She begged. “Or give me an extra hard flogging, if you want?” She straightened and cupped her breasts, offering them up.

Clara grabbed her cheerleading skirt and glanced at Jenni’s boobs. Both of them already sported more than a few thin lines of rosy pink, where Clara had whipped Jenni earlier. Similar marks had been etched across Jenni’s bottom and even the girl’s sensitive petals were marred, the result of twenty or so strokes right between the legs. It had become a daily marathon, especially when Jenni deliberately screwed up the cheer routine so Clara would punish her.

And this was on top of any punishments the girl was getting during the regular school day. Clara wasn’t naive. She knew that Jenni frequently disobeyed the rules in front of teachers for the express purpose of ending up bound with her legs spread, just so she could get her pussy pounded. Everything from wearing an obscenely short skirt, to failing to wear underwear, were consistent behavioral challenges for the girl.

The problem, if one wanted to think of it that way, Clara conceded silently, was that Jenni was a masochist. A fucked up one at that. She actually would experience multiple orgasms from having her pussy whipped, spanked, beaten or fucked. Of course, she also liked being caned, clamped, and otherwise abused. Hitting her practically anywhere except the face would generate similar responses. A quirt across the tits, or a paddle over the ass, made the cumslut quiver and scream, squirting girl goo everywhere. Hell, even having the soles of her feet smacked could induce a sexual response from the voracious little slut. Clara shook her head. There was something not right in the girl’s head.

“Get dressed, Jenni. School uniform,” Clara ordered, seeing Jenni’s look of disappointment. She undoubtedly was hoping for another orgasm before they ended their session, despite the three she’d already had in the racquetball court. Jenni sighed, then climbed to her feet. She pulled off the cheerleading top, then slipped out of the skirt. Clara expected her to remove the clamps, but instead, Jenni pulled on her blue and white plaid skirt, which was not quite as short as the cheerleading version, but certainly a violation of the school rules. It concealed her pussy and ass, but only barely. In fact, Clara could still see the vibrator beneath the hem, sticking out from between Jenni’s petals.

Clara finished pulling on her own uniform and turned as Jenni began pulling on her white school blouse, clearly intending to button it up over the vibrating clamps on her tits.

“Jenni,” Clara admonished, reaching up before the girl could button her breasts away. “You can’t take those home.” Jenni frowned, but then groaned as Clara released both clamps and the look of pain that shot across Jenni’s face changed into sexual ecstasy almost instantly.

“Please? Please can I cum?” Jenni begged, almost panting.

Clara turned off the pendant vibrators and set them on the bench. “No,” she admonished. “Spread your legs.”

“So you can punish me because I’m naughty?” Jenni breathed.

Clara brought a hand up, pushing up Jenni’s skirt. She grabbed the tail of the vibrator, still buried in Jenni’s slit, and pulled. It popped out, Jenni’s groan of disappointment was so loud that had anyone been out in the hall, they’d have heard it.

Clara turned everything off and set the toys down on the bench. “Jenni,” she began, looking back at the girl. “I… um… want to offer an invitation to you.”

Jenni, still shuddering from the loss of sexual stimulation, blinked. “An invitation? To what?”

Clara smiled somewhat ruefully. “To a party.”

“You want me to come to a party?” The surprise on Jenni’s face was obvious.

Clara nodded. “A cheerleader party.”

Jenni froze and she looked directly at Clara. “But I’m not a cheerleader. You and Barbara have made that clear.”

“Well, that’s true. You are not a cheerleader. But think of it more like… you being… uh… an honorary one.”

“What does that mean?” Jenni asked suspiciously.

Clara got frustrated. “It means we want you to cum at the party tomorrow evening. No drills after school. You know the cheer. We’ll do a couple more rounds before the game on the 8th, but let’s be honest. You were deliberately messing up today so I’d punish you.”

The corners of Jenni’s mouth curled upward, though if she caught the awkward wording of Clara’s invitation, she didn’t mention it. “Maybe…” she teased. She tilted her hips, showing off the delightful pink slit that Clara had already thoroughly flogged twice that afternoon. “Want to do it again?”

Clara ignored her. The girl was incorrigible. “Meet me here right after school tomorrow. We’ll walk over together.”

“The party starts right after school?” Jenni asked curiously.

Clara bit her lip. “No. At five, but… um… you’re going to help with the set up.”

Jenni nodded. “Okay. That sounds fun.”

Clara relaxed. “Great. Fantastic. And it certainly will be.” She watched as Jenni finished getting back into her school uniform. Clara watched, thinking about Jenni’s curves, her huge brown eyes, the cute, slightly upturned nose, only for her thoughts to turn, imagining Jenni writhing on a mattress, bound open, screaming with ecstasy… and maybe a little agony. Or a lot of it. Jenni smiled and waved at Clara as she headed toward the door.

“See you tomorrow! I can’t wait for the party!” Jenni declared.

Clara nodded and smiled back. As soon as the locker room door shut behind the honorary cheerleader, Clara swallowed. “I know you can’t,” she whispered. “And you’re going to make an absolutely incredible party slut.”

***

“Hi Clara!” Jenni said cheerfully, giving Clara a wave. Clara stood leaning against the wall of the hallway, in front of the locker room, her long black hair free instead of in its usual ponytail. Like Jenni, Clara was wearing the school uniform, her blue and white plaid skirt immaculate and the button up white blouse crisp and clean. Of course, Jenni’s outfit violated multiple regulations. Clara could see that the skirt was hemmed about four inches shorter than it should have been, making the likelihood of getting a glimpse of Jenni’s honeypot rather likely. Jenni’s blouse was also practically see through. The pink circles of Jenni’s nipples were visible, taut and prominent, pressed against the material, which meant she wasn’t wearing a bra. That was also rather common for Jenni and if she wasn’t wearing a bra, Clara rather doubted that Jenni was wearing panties either.

Clara licked her lips, wishing she could feel Jenni’s talented tongue on her slit before having to go to Tiffany’s party. She’d undoubtedly have an opportunity to sit on Jenni’s face at some point, but there was something to be said for a little privacy. Unfortunately, there wasn’t time.

“Hi Jenni,” Clara responded. “Ready?”

“Totally!” Jenni gushed. She had a small backpack slung over her shoulder. “Is Tiffany’s house far? I’ve seen her drive to school.”

Clara shook her head. “No. It’s about a ten minute walk. Tiffany just drives because her dad gave her that car. Are you ready to go?”

Jenny blinked. “Um… like right now?”

Clara’s eyebrow went up. “Of course, like right now.”

The surprise on Jenni’s face was evident. She glanced at the locker room door. “Uh… don’t you want me to get dressed?” She licked her lips. “And you know…” she paused, her eyes bright and hopeful. “Prep me? I thought that was why we were meeting at the locker room.”

It took Clara just a second to process what Jenni was asking and she realized that the girl wanted to go to the party in the cheerleading outfit Clara and the other cheerleading lieutenant, Barbara, had given her on the first day. The problem was that the skirt and top were indecent. And it had the school logo on it. It was one thing to parade Jenni around in it after school, in the athletic building. There was no way they could walk all the way to Tiffany’s place with Jenni’s ass, pussy, and tits hanging out.

“Um… no,” Clara said ruefully. She saw the disappointment in Jenni’s eyes. “No prep needed. Sorry.”

Jenni nodded and shrugged. “It’s okay. My misunderstanding,” she replied with acceptance. “It’s just… I didn’t bring another outfit,” she added, sounding embarrassed. “I… I thought I’d be wearing my cheerleading uniform.”

Clara let out a little laugh and she put a hand on Jenni’s shoulder. “Don’t worry, you look great. And I’ll make sure you’re absolutely comfortable, whatever you end up wearing.”

Jenni grinned. “Thanks,” she said with total honesty and maybe even a little adoration.

Clara held out her hand and Jenni took it. Then Clara led her away.

They talked cheerleading on the walk to Tiffany’s house and the questions asked by Jenni actually started to make Clara feel uncomfortable. Jenni was being wholesome and genuine and she had clearly been paying attention during their lessons. She asked about how many years of gymnastics Clara had taken, why she decided to go in for cheerleading, and even expressed admiration for the more intricate and impressive cheers that required backflips, somersaults, and cartwheels.

“I can do cartwheels,” Jenni admitted, “but not a backflip.”

Clara smiled. “It just takes training, and some practice. Six months and you’d be doing it. You’re flexible enough.” She looked up. “Oh. We’re here.”

They stopped in front of a huge house with a large circle drive. Clara always felt a little overwhelmed going to Tiffany’s. Her family was affluent and quite rich and it showed. She glanced at Jenni in surprise because the girl didn’t seem phased by the show of apparent wealth. Clara frowned. She didn’t know anything about Jenni’s family life. She’d just always presumed that a fuckslut like Jenni had to come from a poor household.

Tiffany’s red Fiat was sitting in the driveway, immaculate and sparkling. A dozen pink and white balloons had been tied to the side view mirror. Clara led Jenni up the driveway and to the front door.

Clara rang the bell. “It can be a little daunting,” she warned Jenni, thinking about the house.

Jenni gulped. “I admit, the Captain scares me a little,” she replied.

“What? Tiffany?” Clara replied in confusion, but then the door opened. It wasn’t Tiffany. Barbara answered the door.

“Well slut, glad to see you made it,” Barbara said cheerfully, stepping back to allow Clara and Jenni to enter. Jenni found herself standing in a large foyer painted white. To the left was a massive sitting room with a fireplace, two sofas, an easy chair, and a wooden coffee table. The walls were painted a pastel blue and well lit, it seemed a very feminine space.The only thing that seemed out of place was a brown cardboard box resting on the sofa. To the right was a study, or library, or office. Jenni wasn’t quite sure which, since the room incorporated aspects of all three. Unlike the sitting room, the study was dark and rich and felt very masculine. Jenni glanced forward and saw a huge living room with a large sectional sofa, another fireplace, a huge television set, a piano, and a staircase leading to the second story. A glimpse of the open kitchen off to the right made Jenni suddenly conscious of a host of scents, from cinnamon to barbecue.

“Wow,” Jenni said. “That smells amazing!”

Barbara glanced at Clara. “Tiffany says you need to get her dressed appropriately. Her outfit is in the box.” She pointed toward the sitting room. “Then bring her into the kitchen.” Clara bit her lip and nodded.

“Come on, Jenni.”

They turned and went into the sitting room as Barbara whirled and headed back to the kitchen. Jenni glanced down at the box, an excited look on her face.

“Tiffany got me an outfit?” She exclaimed. “She didn’t have to do that!”

Clara took a deep breath, wondering how the next few seconds were going to turn out. She picked up the box and lifted the cover holding it out to Jenni. The brunette looked in, only for her eyes to widen in understanding. She looked up at Clara and then took a deep breath.

“Oh,” Jenni said softly. She didn’t quite sound as if she were disappointed, but the realization was very solid.

Clara’s eyes met hers. “Are you staying?” She asked softly.

Jenni didn’t hesitate for even a second. “Of course I am,” she replied. She held out her wrists. “I’m ready.”

Clara dropped the box back on the sofa. Inside were two sets of black leather bondage cuffs, a black leather collar, and a set of black, open-toed high heeled sandals. “You can’t wear the school uniform either, Jenni. You need to take it off.”

Jenni nodded. She loosened the tie at her throat and began unbuttoning the shirt. “Is this party considered a school function?” She asked simply. “Because I’m not wearing a bra, or panties.” White skin flashed between her breasts as the shirt opened. “I understand if I have to be punished for not wearing them.” The way she said it made it clear that she expected to be paddled.

Clara chuckled as Jenni shrugged out of the shirt, exposing her incredible decolletage. “Technically, no. This is just us girls getting together.” She paused. “And some boyfriends,” she added.

Jenni froze for a second as the shirt began to drop. “Boys?” She whispered, a little shocked. Clara nodded. Jenni gulped, but then nodded. “Okay.” She finished taking off the shirt and folded it. It got placed on the coffee table and Jenni kicked off her shoes. She put one stockinged foot up on the table and then pulled off the sock, leaving her pink painted toe nails exposed. She removed the other sock and then her fingers freed the clasp on the side of her skirt and it slid down her smooth legs, revealing a perfectly pink, glistening moist, and wonderfully shaved slit. She set everything aside in a single pile and then turned to Clara, holding out her wrists again.

Clara pulled the first set of bondage cuffs from the box and began securing them around Jenni’s wrists. She buckled them tight and the metal clips attached to the embedded steel rings tinkled as Clara finished.

“Now your ankles,” Clara said.

“Should I put the shoes on first?” Jenni asked. Clara frowned.

“Those are six inch heels,” she warned.

Jenni frowned. “I’ve worn shoes like that before, but not everyday. I usually wear pumps or flip flops.”

Clara shrugged. “Okay. Shoes first.” She grabbed the first heel and drew it out of the box. Jenni lifted her leg and pointed her toes, setting her foot just barely down on the coffee table. Clara slid the shoe onto Jenni’s foot. “Here you go, Cinderella.”

Jenni laughed. “I sort of feel like that. Are you my fairy godmother?”

Clara buckled the shoe on and looked up at Jenni. “I’m pretty sure that Cinderella’s fairy godmother never rode her goddaughter’s face while whipping her pussy.” She grabbed the other shoe as Jenni brought her newly clad foot downward. She put her weight on it and rose six inches higher. Jenni wasn’t a tall girl and while it finally put her slightly above Clara, it wasn’t by much. Of course, Clara was still wearing her school pumps.

“Pity,” Jenni said, lifting her other foot. “Sounds like I have a much better fairy godmother.”

Clara snorted and quickly put the other shoe on Jenni’s tiny foot. “Stay there,” she ordered, grabbing the second set of bondage cuffs. She wrapped the leather around Jenni’s ankle, buckling it in place. “Now the other foot please.” A moment later, Jenni stood there naked, in only black high heels and bondage cuffs.

“Last bit,” Clara said, reaching into the box. “The collar.”

Jenni tilted her head and moved her hair out of the way to make it easier for Clara to put the black band in place. It wasn’t terribly thick or wide and except for a circle band which Clara positioned in the hollow of Jenni’s throat, wasn’t uncomfortable. Still, that metal ring pressed in just a bit and Jenni gulped.

“How do I… how do I look?” She asked.

“Like a party slut,” Clara replied with satisfaction.

Just then, Barbara came back into the room. She was carrying a plastic bin and she stopped, taking in the sight of Jenni’s naked body.

“Damn,” Barbara said. “Those heels add inches. Makes me want to lay you down on the coffee table and see how many spanks on your pussy it takes to make you cum.”

Jenni blinked. “Okay,” she said both immediately and obediently. She sat down on the coffee table and laid back, spreading her legs wide. Barbara’s mouth dropped and Clara rolled her eyes.

“Barbara, don’t give her ideas,” Clara said tiredly. She tapped Jenni’s thigh. “Get up. We need to go see Tiffany.”

Jenni looked disappointed, but she nodded, brought her legs back together, and sat up. Clara pulled her to her feet and Barbara snorted.

“Too eager. But don’t worry. You’ll be screaming soon enough,” she assured Jenni. “Tiffany says to push the coffee table right up to the fireplace and for Jenni to set out all the items in this box. There’s some cards with numbers on them and she’s to put a number with each item.”

Clara nodded and glanced at Jenni. “You got that?”

Jenni smiled. “Well, it’s not a complicated cheer,” she said with a smile. She held out her hands and Barbara passed over the box. Clara grinned. “I’m going to go to the kitchen and get us a snack while you lay things out.” She bent down, pushed on the coffee table, and slid it toward the fireplace. Jenni moved to help, but Barbara jumped in the way and assisted Clara getting the coffee table out of the center of the room. It left an awkwardly large and empty space on the floor. Barbara smiled at Clara and then the two girls left the room, leaving Jenni alone.

She set the box down on one end of the coffee table and opened it, only to gasp, eyes widening. There were almost two dozen items in the box and for a moment, she didn’t know what to grab first. She felt her pulse quicken and a tightness form between her legs, which quickly became a sodden mess as arousal surged through her. Jenni licked her lips and grabbed the enormous, thick, silicone dildo and set it down on the table. It was shaped like a tentacle and the button on the bottom made it clear that it was motorized. It was hard for her to resist trying it, but she managed. She began pulling other objects from the case. A painted jar, closed up tight, that rattled. A pair of suction clamps. A bag full of what looked like vibrating bullets with a roll of adhesive medical tape. Two sets of chopsticks, the ends wrapped with rubberbands. A medical pinwheel, the sharp spikes pointed and dangerous. A massive butt plug. A rather flexible, but stiff plastic ruler. A set of ostrich feathers. And more.

Once she had everything laid out on the table, she grabbed the white cards. Handwritten on each was a number. Clara and Barbara hadn’t said anything specific about the order, which meant that it probably didn’t matter, so Jenni just slapped the cards down randomly in front of each item, until all twenty numbers were used. Everything matched and she pulled the box away and stepped back, gulping a little. While some of the items on the table were designed to inflict maximum pleasure, some of the items could be more than a little intense. Painful even. She picked up the clover clamps, intrigued to find small rubber spikes sticking out of the pads.

“All done?” Clara asked, entering the room. She held three lengths of black rope in one hand, and had a plate in the other. The plate was filled with crackers and cheese. Jenni smiled and nodded.

“I think so. Do the numbers go with specific items?” Jenni asked.

Clara shook her head and offered up the plate. “I don’t think so. Here. Eat something. I’m pretty sure anything else that gets put in your mouth once the party starts is not going to be especially nutritious.”

Jenni laughed and grabbed the plate. “What are the ropes for?” She asked. Clara looked down at her hand.

“Oh. You know. To tie things up.”

“Things? Or honorary cheerleaders?” Jenny picked up one of the snacks and popped it in her mouth.

Clara smiled lazily and began laying out the three ropes in the middle of the floor. She didn’t answer. Suddenly, Barbara appeared in the doorway gripping a thin, twin sized mattress, manhandling it into the sitting room.

“Help, please?” Barbara begged.

Jenni began moving, but the high heels delayed her long enough for Clara to get there first. The two cheerleaders moved the mattress into the center of the room and laid it down right on top of the three ropes.

“Perfect,” Barbara observed. Two of the ropes were positioned at either end, while the third was about a quarter of the way up from the bottom end of the mattress, with the head near the coffee table. A white fitted sheet covered the soft pad and Jenni licked her lips, wondering just how long it would be before she was laying on that very spot. She could feel the wetness coating her petals and bit her lip. She hoped it was sooner, rather than later.

“I think we’re good,” Clara said, glancing at the coffee table. “We’ll just need the dice and the timer.”

Barbara nodded. “They’re in the kitchen, on the counter. I’ll get them.” She turned and left, then came back thirty seconds later. She put two more objects on the coffee table and Jenni glanced down with interest. One of the dice was twenty-sided, with a number corresponding to each of the items. The other die was a standard six-sided cube, little spots indicating value.

“What are these for?” Jenni asked curiously, though she already had her suspicions.

“This one selects the item. This one indicates how long it is to be used.” She gave Jenni a wicked look. “Or how many strokes.” She pointed down at the plastic ruler, which was sitting in front of the number eleven, written on the card. “So if I roll an eleven, and a six, you’re getting six strokes of the ruler on any part of you I want.”

Jenni grinned. Exactly as she had thought.

Barbara touched Clara’s elbow. “Tiffany wants to see her.”

Clara nodded. “Come on, let’s go see the Captain.”

The three girls exited the sitting room, Barbara leading with Jenni in the rear. If she felt awkward at being the only naked person in the house, she didn’t say a word. She followed the cheerleaders into the living room and spotted Tiffany in the kitchen.

The blonde goddess was prepping another snack tray, this time with fruit, and set it down next to a tray of bread wrapped sausages sitting around a bowl of barbecue sauce. She glanced over at Jenni, eyeing the girl’s nudity, and nodded.

“The rest of the team should start arriving in about thirty minutes. Pizza should be here in about fifteen.” Tiffany said, glancing at both Barbara and Clara. “Once Jenni helps get the pizza inside you two can get her in place.”

Jenni gulped, an excited rush going straight down to her exposed slit. She was going to be answering the door, or at least going to it. Naked.

“Can I… um… go to the restroom please?” She asked.

Everyone glanced at Tiffany who nodded. “Barbara, please show her where it is.”

Barbara immediately nodded and led Jenny off. Tiffany looked at Clara. “Any objections?”

Clara shrugged. “She seems enthusiastic. Didn’t even complain about any of the items she had to set out.”

Tiffany shrugged. “From what I hear, she’s a glutton for that kind of thing. Ms. Temis supposedly does worse.”

Clara wrinkled her nose. “That hag,” she muttered. “Better Jenni than me,”

Tiffany grinned. “I have to agree with you on that. Which is why I’m glad that Jenni will be handling those extra duties on the eighth.” She glanced at the clock. “Help me fill the cooler with the drinks. They’ve been in the fridge.”

Jenni reappeared about five minutes later, walking carefully on her high heels back to the kitchen. Clara and Barbara were pouring ice into a large cooler filled with soda, along with a number of bottles that clearly indicated there was some expected underage drinking. Barbara pulled a brown bottle out of the ice and offered it to Jenni. Jenni frowned and shook her head.

“No thank you,” she said softly. “I’m not a drinker.”

Barbara frowned. “You might want to start. If you thought cheerleading practice was hard, just wait until you see what we’re going to do to you tonight.”

Jenni blushed but looked away. Barbara shrugged. The girls puttered around with minor tasks, directed by Tiffany. A few decorations were hung, but except for Barbara bending Jenni over and giving her a few light spanks for fun, nothing serious happened. Much to Jenni's disappointment. She longed to have something inside her, or better yet, to be tied down and smacked in a certain place until she quivered with delight and exploded. It wasn’t until the doorbell rang that she felt the surge of wetness that meant she might just get to cum soon.

Clara opened the door, not realizing that Jenni was standing right beside her and the young man who stood on the stoop with three huge pizza box bags looked up, eyes widening.

“Oh,” Clara said ruefully. “Brad.”

Brad’s mouth dropped as he caught sight of Jenni. A lazy smile crossed her face. Brad was a known entity, after the vice principal had arranged for Brad to be part of her torment in the school kitchen the previous semester. And despite her preference for his friend Toby, she’d allowed him several opportunities to sate his desires.

“Well,” Brad said. “This looks like this is going to be a great party. Wish I was invited.”

“In your dreams,” Clara sneered. He shook his head and began handing over pizzas. Clara took the first four and turned toward Jenni.

“Here,” she said. “Take these to the kitchen.”

Jenni grinned, grabbed the boxes and then turned, showing off her ass. Brad sighed.

“What’s wrong?” Clara asked.

“Well, I already got a pre-paid tip on this delivery, which means that I don’t think you were going to offer to have her blow me.”

Clara’s eyebrow went up as she took the next batch of pizzas.

“And to be honest, I don’t really have time for it anyway,” he admitted.

Clara let out a laugh. She stood there in the doorway and Jenni returned, only to take the pizzas she was holding. “Well, at least you got to see her naked.”

Brad rolled his eyes as he handed over the last stack of boxes. “Are you kidding? She’s stripped naked most days in school, just by the teachers.” He shook his head. “No, the fun part of Jenni is fucking her brains out.” He licked his lips. “Or… you know…” he said, winking.

Clara took the last four pizzas. “No. I don’t know. What do you mean?” She asked darkly.

Brad rolled his eyes. “Well, you know… like how she’s always ending up in detention, or In School Suspension?”

Clara stood there. “Really?”

Brad leaned around her and looked into the house to make sure Jenni hadn’t come back yet. “You know! She likes it… rough. Like whips and chains kind of stuff.” His eyebrow went up and he looked at Clara speculatively. “Wait. Are you girls having a BDSM party or something? Is that why she was wearing the bondage cuffs and collar?”

“Goodbye, Brad.” Clara started to shut the door.

“Wait! Take video? Please?” The door shut in his face just as Jenni returned, a disappointed look on her face.

“Wasn’t I supposed to give him a tip?” She asked worriedly as Clara handed her the last four pizzas.

Clara frowned. “He doesn’t deserve one. Besides, from what I’ve heard, you’ve already blown him.”

Jenni blushed. “A couple of times,” she admitted. “And we’ve fucked too.”

Clara’s eyes narrowed. “Are there any boys at school you haven’t fucked?”

Jenni looked away. “I’m not sure,” she said softly.

The exasperated sigh from Clara was dramatic. “Go eat a slice of pizza. People are about to start arriving and I want you ready.”

Jenni nodded and went back to the kitchen. She devoured two slices before Clara and Barbara came and got her. Then she was led back to the sitting room where the mattress, torture toys, and ropes were waiting. Jenni didn’t even have to be told. She laid down immediately, shifted a bit left and right, and then spread her arms and legs to the corners of the pad. Clara and Barbara knelt and began securing her wrists and ankles and Jenni made a cooing noise as she was stretched out. Then Baraba rose, retrieved two thick straps, which were then placed around her thighs, just above each knee. A grommet on each end of the strap allowed the girls to not just tie the straps to the third rope, but to shorten the length, forcing Jenni’s legs apart and exposing her pussy even more thoroughly.

“Lift your ass up, Jenni,” Clara said, holding up a firm pillow. Jenni pushed her hips upward and Clara jammed the support under her back. Now there was no way for Jenni to really move, or close her legs.

“Now that’s a perfect target,” Barbara declared, looking down at Jenni’s exposed flower. “And I fully intend to whip it this evening.”

Jenni nodded, her face flushed with excitement. “Okay!” She agreed instantly. Clara let out a little chuckle and then produced a red ball gag. “You won’t be conversing with anyone tonight,” she informed Jenni. “If you need something, look directly at me or Barbra and blink fast. We’ll help.”

Jenni blinked in surprise, but her mouth opened obediently as Clara pushed the ball down between her teeth. She buckled it on and Barbara grinned.

“I suspect that Jenni will be getting lots of attention,” she said. Then the doorbell rang. Clara and Barbara looked at each other, then the door.

“Show time,” Barbara declared. “Let’s formally introduce our newest recruit to the squad.”

Clara grinned and nodded. “Hell yes.”

And both girls went into the foyer and opened the door.


Party Slut: Part Two

“Hi Clara!”

It was a new voice for Jenni and she lifted her head up, realizing that she could see directly into the foyer from where she was bound. A lithe blonde girl stepped into the house, followed immediately by a tall, lanky boy. The girl was wearing a short black skirt and a colored blouse, along with four inch heels. All very fashionable. Her boyfriend was just in jeans, sneakers, and a polo shirt. For a second, Jenni’s throat tightened as the nature of her predicament made her feel a rush of embarrassment. The second this new girl turned her head, she would see Jenni bound open, completely naked except for the bondage cuffs, collar, and high heels. Every nook and cranny of Jenni’s body was on display and there was absolutely nothing Jenni could do about it.

“Hello Catherine, Brock. Come on in,” Clara said politely. She stepped back and Catherine, who was holding the hand of the boy beside her, came in even further. She turned her head even before her boyfriend looked around and her sudden intake of breath made it clear she had seen Jenni.

“Damn,” she said wistfully. She strode purposefully into the sitting room and looked down at Jenni. “Ahh. Of course. This is the little fuck slut who thinks she can be a cheerleader.” She glanced over at Barbara. “At least she’s limber.”

“And cute,” the boy next to Catherine said, only to give Catherine a chagrined look. “I mean, not as cute as you,” he amended.

Catherine rolled her eyes. “She’s a party favor, Brock. Not a date. And if you do fuck her tonight, wear a condom.” She gave Jenny a somewhat disgusted look. “God only knows what's been in her cunt recently.”

“Just a vibrator,” Clara replied with a chuckle. “Drinks and food are in the kitchen. Once a couple more people show up, we’ll start our little game.”

“Game?” Inquired Brock, still staring down at Jenni’s amazingly naked and bound body.

Clara grinned. “Torment Jenni to Orgasm. There’s a jar on the kitchen counter and some paper and pens there. Write your name on one of the slips of paper, along with the number of orgasms that you think we can force out of her, and we’ve got prizes for anyone who is right, or at least close.”

Catherine looked intrigued. “If it were up to me, she wouldn’t have any.”

Brock laughed. “I’ve seen her in Mr. Mason’s class though. She breaks the rules all the time. Constantly getting punished. And usually she cums too. She’s voracious, and little fucked up if you ask me. What kind of girl cums from having her pussy whipped?”

Both Catherine and Clara just looked at the boy, not willing to admit that a little BDSM play was a turn on. Of course, neither of them took it to the same extremes that Jenni did.

He crossed his arms and nodded. “Wouldn’t surprise me if she cums multiple times tonight. “I’m going to say three times.”

“Well go write your guesses down,” Clara directed. Catherine and Brock nodded and the girl tugged her boyfriend out of the sitting room and disappeared down the hall. But even as they left Jenni, who lay frustrated on the mattress, wishing that someone had whipped her right between the legs, the doorbell rang again. Jenni once more lifted her head to see not one couple, but two enter.

“That’s what she gets for trying to force her way onto the team,” said one girl a minute later, standing over Jenni. “I hope I get to paddle her awful little cunt.” She led her boyfriend away, unaware that the young man was ogling the naked bound beauty laying on the floor. Another boy grinned down. “Is she ticklish? I’d love to see her squirming like crazy!”

As more of the cheerleading squad arrived Jenni began to feel more and more awkward. None of the other cheerleaders had anything nice to say about her. Jenni felt a rush of frustration since she wanted to explain that she hadn’t wanted to join in. That she was told she had to by the principal, who clearly had some sort of specific task or purpose for her in mind. She wished Clara or Barbara would defend her, but the two girls seemed to be oblivious to the hurtful things being said.

Finally Catherine and Brock came back into the sitting room with drinks and pizza and they sat down on one end of the sofa. Another one of the couples joined them and Clara stood nearby.

“Are you guys ready to play?”

Catherine nodded. “Hell yeah. Give me those dice!” She declared, handing her plate over to Brock. Clara handed over the two plastic dice and Catherine rolled them on the seat cushion next to her.

“Eighteen and three,” She announced, looking up.

Everyone’s eyes, except Jenny, who couldn’t see the top of the coffee table anymore, went to the line of items there. Catherine grinned and stood up. “Item eighteen,” she said, stooping slightly to pick up the crop. Jenni’s eyes widened as Catherine turned and looked down at her. “Three strokes,” she mused. “Now where on your cute little body do you think I should hit?”

The question was moot as Jenni’s gag prevented her from answering. Catherine began stroking the end of the crop, a smooth leather flap, over Jenni’s nipples, and then her clitoris. It felt amazing and as aroused as Jenni was, her body tensed with excitement.

“I suggest all three on her pussy,” said one girl. “Make her clit hurt.”

Her boyfriend agreed, but another cheerleader disagreed. “Her nipples. Get her breasts. I’m sure they’re sensitive.”

Catherine smiled and with a flick of her wrist left one deliciously vicious spank on Jenni’s right breast. Pain shot through her chest and she winced, mewling into the gag. But even as her back arched a little, Jenni’s pussy tightened and Catherine couldn’t help noticing Jenni’s hips.

“Oh, is the poor little fuck slut wanting her pussy touched?” Catherine cooed. She moved the crop down between Jenni’s tied open legs again and stroked the little nub a bit more vigorously. Jenni groaned, closing her eyes and no one could help noticing the transfer of moisture from Jenni’s pussy to the head of the crop. Then, with narrowed eyes, Catherine smacked the leather flap hard against Jenni’s clit. Jenni screeched, her bottom coming up off the pillow and Catherine moved the crop up to her other breast, only to leave her last stroke on the raised nipple. Jenni quivered as Catherine put the crop down and returned to her seat.

“Your turn,” she told Brock, handing him the dice. He stood up, rolled the dice on the coffee table and smiled. “Twenty and three.” He reached down and picked up the brand new electric toothbrush and held it up. “Three spots?”

Clara snorted. “Three minutes. Pick a spot.”

Brock laughed. “Oh. That’s easy.” He moved down to right by Jenni’s knee and without another word, turned on the toothbrush, and pressed the bristles to Jenni’s still smarting clit.

Jenni’s gasp was muffled by the ballgag, but her eyes widened and then she was rolling her hips, chest heaving. Surges of pleasure shot through her as Brock stimulated her clitoris. Between the soft brush and the vibrations, Jenni could barely hold back and she felt herself ripening quickly. But not fast enough. Barbara called the time right before Jenni was about to cum and Brock pulled the brush away and set it back down on the table.

“If I get that brush, I’m going to rim her with it,” said one girl. In the foyer, Clara answered the door again and more cheerleaders and their dates came into the house. Jenni didn’t get a chance to really see them. She was too absorbed in the overwhelming need streaming up from between her legs. 

“Your turn then, Jessica.”

Jessica stood up and cast the two dice onto the table. “Six and eight,” she announced. Her hand went down the line and she picked up the massive anal plug. “How fortuitous. It looks like I’m going to jam something in her butt anyway.” She moved down to the opposite end of the mattress as Clara passed over a tube of lubricant. Jessica uncapped the tube and squirted an entire glob of the clear gel right onto Jenni’s pussy, then gave Clara a curious look. “Eight thrusts? Or inside her for eight minutes?”

Clara laughed. “Either.”

Jessica grinned and without another word, jammed the thick anal plug into Jenni’s cunt.

“Uh… wrong hole, Jessica,” Catherine muttered.

Jessica sneered. “I’m lubricating it properly. Not fucking her with it,” she declared, though she pumped it several time enthusiastically, causing Jenny to quiver, clearly enthralled with the penetration. Jessica ran the tip up and down through Jenni’s petals, then worked it downward, to the girl’s exposed bottom, and began pushing. Jenni groaned, struggling to relax as the massive plug was worked into her bottom. Finally it went in, Jessica pushing hard, and she patted it firmly, then looked up.

“I changed my mind. Leave it in her for eight minutes.” She straightened up and looked at the next girl sitting on the couch. “You can go ahead Erica.”

Erica stood up, went to the coffee table, and rolled the dice. “Eleven and two,” she announced. Her finger slid downward along the line of items until she picked up the plastic ruler. There was a soft murmur and the girl smiled, holding the weapon aloft. “She’s lucky I rolled a two,” Erica said. She knelt down on the mattress, right by Jenni’s hip and without another word left two searing spanks right on Jenni’s clit.

Jenni squealed as the pain shot through her and she tightened around the plug buried in her ass. Panting, she mewled around the gag as Erica sat back down and a boy stepped up. He rolled the dice quickly. “Thirteen and three.” He picked up the tube of cold/hot cream and looked at Clara.

“It means you can put it in three different spots,” Clara clarified.

The boy looked down at Jenni, then dropped to his knees. He uncapped the tube and squirted out a pretty large dollop right onto his finger. Then he began applying it to Jenni’s right nipple.

The cold seeped into her taut nub first and her areola tightened dramatically. Jenni whimpered, chewing on the ball gag as he smeared the cream around the pink circle, then moved over to her other breast. He repeated the actions, teasing the raised tip, covering it with the chemical lotion. Jenni closed her eyes, the cold bitter and biting and he moved his hand down between her legs.

“Clit only,” Clara warned him. “Don’t stick it inside her.”

The boy nodded. “I won’t.” He said, dabbing his finger onto Jenni’s clitoris. He rubbed the lotion around and over the little nodule, then continued long past the point where the cream had been properly spread. The teasing, combined with the way her nipples, and now clit, were freezing, made Jenni shudder and she thrust upward, mewling into her gag desperately.

“One six sided die isn’t enough,” one of the girls observed.

Clara’s eyebrow went up. “What do you mean?”

The girl shrugged. “We should double it. Or roll an extra die.”

Clara glanced at Barbara and the redhead turned and walked out of the room. Clara looked down at Jenni who was clearly on the cusp of orgasm, thanks to the way the boy was rubbing her clit with his finger.

“I think that’s good, Jeff.” She said wryly. The young man wiped his finger on Jenni’s leg, then stood up and returned to his seat.

“My turn!” Declared a young woman. She went up to the coffee table and quickly rolled the dice. “Four and one,” she said, slightly disappointed. She picked up the pinwheel. “Does that mean one spot, or any spot for one minute.”

Clara laughed. “Any spot for one minute.”

The girl looked down at Jenni, who had clearly made the transition from cold to hot, the chemical lotion now burning her nipples and clit. Little shudders rocked her form.

“Well, I think everyone wants to focus on her pussy, but I want all of her to hurt.” She grabbed Jenni’s breast with her free hand and then set the pinwheel down right on top of the nipple. With deliberate cruelty, she pushed down, then rolled the thing back and forth. The sharp little spikes dug into Jenni’s burning and delicate flesh, forcing her nipple downward. Another boy stood up while the pinwheel rolled back and forth. He walked up to the table, picked up the dice, and tossed them.

“Four and eight,” he said, then looked disappointed. “But the anal plug is already in her.”

Clara nodded. “We can add the extra four minutes. She was almost done.”

The young man frowned. “But that’s all I get?”

Clara laughed. “Fine. Roll again,” she declared.

“David, wait!” Barbara said, hurrying up. She held out another six sided die. “Here.”

David took the die, grinned, and rolled. This time the six sided dice came up with double sixes, and the number ten showed on the twenty-sided die. “Ooh…”

Clara straightened, eyes wide as David’s hand hovered over the leather paddle and that got everyone’s attention. He picked it up and glanced down at Jenni. “Um… so… twelve strokes. Is that anywhere? Do I break them up?” He asked carefully.

For a moment no one answered and the feeling of the room changed as everyone went quiet. From somewhere deeper in the house, there was music playing. Jenni lifted her head, looking up, only to see the cheerleader captain herself standing in the foyer, looking over at the bound girl.

“You will deliver all twelve strokes directly to her pussy,” Tiffany declared solidly, coming purposefully into the room. But not only that. Jenni realized the room was packed. She hadn’t realized it, but all of the guests had arrived and her torment was definitely the highlight of the party. Cheerleaders and their dates were crowded on the two couches, leaning against the walls, and filling every available space. Most of them held drinks, or food. Or both. Watching eagerly.

“Alright,” David said. He moved down next to Jenni, put one knee on the side of the mattress, and lifted the leather sap over Jenni’s glistening slit.

“And David,” Tiffany added. “I expect you to hit with sufficient force to make that little cunt squeal properly. If you don’t, we’ll remove her gag and your cock will be in her mouth when I fix your mistake.”

David’s eyes widened and Jenni thought his hand shook, just a little. But then without another word he snapped his arm downward and the smooth face of the paddle smacked hard on Jenni’s clit and petals, leaving a vicious sting.

“Mmmgmpphhh!” Jenni squealed, the gag muffling a good portion of her vocal response. But while she might not have been terribly loud, no one missed the way her entire body went rigid, her back arching upward as the heat shot up through her loins. Clara bit her lip, watching Jenni’s response. Everyone was expecting this to be some sort of punishment for Jenni’s status as an upstart interloper, but Clara knew differently. After a week of training, Clara knew that Jenni craved exactly the kind of stimulation that David was providing. Jenni wasn’t going to interpret those spanks as something bad. Indeed, it was going to be quite the opposite.

“Satisfactory, but only barely,” Tiffany judged. “Again.”

David raised the sap and slapped it down again, smashing the smooth leather against Jenni’s pussy a second time. As before, she cried out, the gag preventing the volume from becoming terrible, but her body trembled and her cute little feet, still sporting the high heels, kicked as the sting and heat rushed through her. David didn’t wait for Tiffany to say anything, he smacked Jenni’s slit a third time, relishing the sound of her distress and the way her butt lifted off the mattress and small pillow beneath her.

Six more strokes, each hard, each vicious, each slowly turning Jenni’s slit into a rosy, swollen opening, fell before it became obvious to those watching that Jenni wasn’t suffering the way they expected. It slowly dawned on David that Jenni was turned on by the paddling she was receiving. Barbara cleared her throat.

“Um, technically, the extra four minutes on the butt plug has expired,” she said. “Pull it out David.”

He casually reached down, tugged on the base of the big, black anal probe, and pulled it free of Jenni’s ass. Barbara reached down, took it, and quickly cleaned it off with a paper towel, only to set it back down on the coffee table with the others.

“Someone roll the dice,” Tiffany declared. “Before David takes another swat.”

Jenni, quivering, blinked as another one of the cheerleading girls jumped up eagerly. “One, four, and eleven,” she said a second later. “Five strokes, with the plastic ruler!” She picked up the weapon and hovered over Jenni. David glanced up at Tiffany.

“Do I continue?” He asked. “I think I have four left?”

“Oh, absolutely,” Tiffany declared. “And Elizabeth can start now.” She pointed at Jenni’s top half. “Leave four of your five strokes on one of Jenni’s tits.”

Elizabeth looked a little disappointed, but shrugged and dropped down. She grabbed Jenni’s right breast, plumped it up, her fingers wrapping and squeezing it so that the nipple was pointed directly upward. “We should hit at the same time,” she told David.

“One, two, three…” the boy responded, raising his paddle and bringing it down.

Jenni’s wail was twice as loud as before and it was clear that the pain was rushing through her. David and Elizabeth only gave her two or three seconds before wielding their respective tools again, once more counting down for simultaneous strokes. But it was their third combined hit that elicited a response that no one but Clara was expecting.

Jenni exploded.

She screamed and even through the gag, everyone jumped at the way she shook violently beneath the paddle and plastic ruler. Her back arched and her toes curled, even in the high heels. Her hips thrust upward, as if begging for another stroke. David hesitated, but Clara leaned forward.

“No! Don’t stop! Quick! The last strokes!” She insisted.

David flung the paddle down, even as Jenni’s cum began squirting from her slit and the paddle caught half the moisture, splattering it back downward onto Jenni’s loins as he hit her. She was already lost in the explosive release, her right nipple burning from the searing strokes of the ruler, eyes closed and crooning her delight. David hit her again, the last of the twelve strokes and Elizabeth hesitated, looking confused as Jenni slowly relaxed.

“She exploded!” One girl said, clearly aghast. “From being pussy spanked!” 

“What a pain slut!” Someone else muttered.

Tiffany frowned and glanced over at Clara, who grinned and shrugged.

“Well, that’s one orgasm,” Barbara said, lifting a small notepad and marking it down. “I hope no one thought she wasn’t going to cum at all.”

“Um… what do I do?” Elizabeth asked.

Tiffany glanced down at Jenni. The bound girl clearly was lost in the sexual euphoria of her orgasm and the dazed look in her eyes made it clear that she was enjoying the sensation. Tiffany frowned. “Leave the last stroke right on her clit. And someone else roll the dice.” She pointed at the coffee table and turned, walking away.

That was almost a sign. Half the girls and their boyfriends got up and left the room, though there were still almost a dozen people still hovering, watching as Elizabeth took David’s place. She looked down at Jenni’s exposed clit and lifted the flat plastic rod.

“You are so lucky,” she whispered. “Because I was going to smack your clit with all my hits. Not just this one.” She licked her lips. “Guess I just need to make this one count.” She flicked her wrist and brought the ruler down so that the flat side smacked Jenni’s clit with a hard, wet slap.

Jenni shrieked into the gag, but one of the boys jumped up, grabbed the dice and rolled.

“Six, four, and fifteen,” he said. “So ten…oh. It’s the massager. Minutes?” He asked, looking over at Barbara. She nodded. “Can I put this anywhere on her?” He asked.

Barbara shrugged. “I suppose.”

The boy replaced Elizabeth and without hesitation, turned on the rubber tipped toy and jammed it directly onto Jenni’s pussy.

Clara watched as one after another, the party guests rolled the dice, each selecting one of the various items to inflict upon Jenni. One girl opened the jar of clothespins and spent eight minutes putting a full dozen of them all over Jenni’s body, concentrating on her breasts and pussy, only to have them left in place for six additional minutes. Later, one boy slipped the high heels off of Jenni’s feet to expose her delicate arches, only to stretch the two large rubber bands over her toes. Six snaps to each foot followed, leaving Jenni panting hard. Another girl named Michelle left Jenni squealing with laughter as she spent a full twelve minutes tickling Jenni with the ostrich feather, while another girl taped all twelve of the vibrating bullets to Jenni’s body and turned them on.

And Jenni exploded.

And exploded again.

Suction clamps on one nipple and then her clit. The violet wand shocking her. And that was just the different items. Over and over the paddle, the plastic ruler, and the massager were picked up at random intervals and applied to Jenni’s quivering, suffering body. Barbara and Clara took turns marking down each orgasm. Four orgasms became seven, then eight.

“Need a break?” Barbara asked, coming into the sitting room, her eyes glancing down at Jenni. She was squealing as a girl named Amy twisted the two chopstick clamps back and forth, turning the crushed tips of Jenni’s breasts a full ninety degrees each way. The fact that there was a vibrating bullet still taped to Jenni’s clitoris only meant that it was likely she was going to pop again, and soon.

Clara took a deep breath and handed the notebook over. “Yeah.” Barbara glanced down and her eyes widened.

“Seriously?” She demanded.

Clara frowned and nodded. “I know. I’m a little… disturbed.”

Barbara shook her head. “Or jealous.” She glanced up. “I mean the number of orgasms. Not being tied open and tortured.” She gulped. “Though…”

Clara nodded. There was something about what was being done to Jenni that felt… right. And incredible. What would it be like to be helpless like that? A living fuck toy? Though Clara still thought it crazy that Jenni could cum from having her pussy paddled. She left Barbara staring down thoughtfully as Jenni shuddered and squealed, clearly on the cusp of another climax.

Clara stopped in the kitchen and got a drink. The party was clearly winding down. Around the living room several couples were engaged in various stages of romantic liaisons. Michelle and her boyfriend were laying horizontal on one couch, his hand thrust up between her legs under her skirt, and from the flushed look on her face, she was close to copying one of Jenni’s explosions. Becky was straddling her boyfriend Oscar and since his pants were down around his ankles, Clara had little doubt that Oscar’s cock was buried in Becky’s sweet slit, especially since the easy chair they were in rocked back and forth as they ground and thrust.

But not all the couples were boy and girl. Two of Clara’s teammates were cuddled on the bean back chair, completely naked, their clothes strewn across the living room floor, curled into a sixty-nine position, their heads buried between each others’ thighs. Clara licked her lips and pressed a hand down against her own sex. She was so horny and seeing all the sex was driving her crazy.

“How is our wannabe cheerleader doing?” Tiffany suddenly asked, appearing by Clara’s side.

Clara jumped, pulling her hand away from her groin. “She’s fine. I mean… she hasn’t asked to be let up or anything. She’s suffered for hours.”

Tiffany gave Clara a hard look. “I meant with the cheer.” She snorted and glanced toward the foyer. “My expectations of her performance tonight were rather low. This is what she likes, and does well.”

Clara bit her lip. “She knows the cheer. We can slip her into the team for it, then I’ll take her over to...” She let her voice trail off. Both girls knew exactly what Jenni was going to be used for at the game. And afterward. Tiffany nodded, then pursed her lips.

“Hopefully we win, of course.”

Clara smiled ruefully. “Of course. But if we don’t…” she left it hanging.

Tiffany sighed. “Then it will be Jenni who endures the consequences, rather than one of our crew.” A sudden cry of acute, but agonized pleasure, came undulating from the foyer. Tiffany shook her head wryly. “And from what I’ve heard and seen tonight, she would probably enjoy it. How many has she had?”

“Orgasms?” Clara asked. She shrugged. “If she just had another, she’s at eleven.”

“Good lord,” Tiffany snorted. She headed toward the foyer and Clara followed. The two cheerleaders turned and looked into the sitting room.

Four girls and three boys gathered around the bound body of Jenni. Her hair was lank and damp and her skin glistened wetly, a mixture of perspiration, cum, and baby oil. A dark wet spot had soaked the mattress between her legs and Jenni’s pussy looked red and flushed. Her clit was swollen and extended upward, making an inviting target, especially since one boy was holding the massager to it as Jenni quivered, mewling mindlessly in ecstasy. It was clear she wasn’t being given a break. The bottoms of her feet had been etched with multiple red lines, as had her breasts. Her flesh was beaten red in multiple places. Clothespins lay scattered around the mattress, though two of them were still attached to her nipples, sticking straight up, wiggling as Jenni shuddered, eyes closed, her jaw clenched down on the gag.

Tiffany crossed her arms and watched silently. Barbara, who held both the notebook and the timer, finally looked up. “Okay Bobby. Times up.”

He pulled the massager away from Jenni and her obvious disappointment and frustration became apparent. But Catherine had already stepped up to the table and rolled the dice.

“Twenty, and two fours,” declared Catherine, scooping up the electric toothbrush. She moved down between Jenni’s legs. But instead of pressing it to Jenni’s clitoris, she began teasing the rim of Jenni’s bottom, not quite pushing the vibrating brush in, but sweeping it in circles around the sensitive button. Barbara bent down, picked up one of the loose clothespins, and placed it on Jenni’s clit, eliciting another shriek.

Tiffany turned to Clara. “When Catherine is done, put all the clothespins on her tits. Stuff her ass with the anal plug, and put as many of the vibrating beads into her cunt as you can fit. Full power. Then remove her gag. Either you or Barbara will then give her pussy one stroke of the crop for each guest that leaves. And she needs to say ‘thank you for cumming’ after each stroke.” Tiffany turned and began to walk away, only for Clara to touch her arm in alarm.

“There are over twenty people here!” Tiffany smiled wickedly and Clara’s eyes widened. “What if she cums?”

Tiffany shrugged. “I could care less.”

“And when everyone is gone? Do I untie her?”

Tiffany let out a slight laugh. “Eventually. She can suffer while we clean up.” She glanced back at the girl, squirming on the mattress, bound open and trembling. “And after you, Barbara, and I all get our turn.”

Clara gulped, but the look of excitement on her face was clear. She smiled at Tiffany. “Is it alright if I have her use her tongue and…”

Tiffany nodded with a grin. “As long as you’re encouraging her properly. Maybe with that ruler?”

Clara nodded eagerly. “Of course.” Then she paused. “And… Captain? What are you going to do to her?”

“Me?” Tiffany said quietly. “I’m going to teach her that being a cheerleader requires courage, fortitude, dexterity, and endurance. It means accepting the physical and mental rigors that come with the uniform. Even if she’ll only be wearing it for a few hours.” She turned and left, heading out into the living room, stopping to quietly tell each person, or couple, that the party was closing down.

Barbara stepped up next to Clara. “You know what she’s going to do to her, don’t you?”

Clara gulped and nodded. “She’s going to get her flogger and whip every inch of her body.” Clara took a deep breath. “Do you think she’ll cum again?”

Barbara snorted. “Who cares? She’s a fuckslut who deserves it.”

Clara glanced back at Catherine, who was still busy torturing Jenni, and wondered what exactly Jenni deserved. Would another whipping make her cum again? Clara closed her eyes. Of course it would. The girl was incorrigible. Given the opportunity, she’d spread her legs, up her breasts, offering up her body, and beg for it. Clara took a deep breath. “Yeah. She does.”

Barbara smiled. “Come on. Let’s get her prepped. We’ve got nine more clothespins to put on her, and we need to stuff her cunt with those vibrating beads.” She paused. “And then… then I’m going to give her little fucking cunt a proper beating. Just like the Captain said.”

***

Tiffany dropped the whip, staring down at the shuddering girl who lay bound on the mattress. Clara and Barbara were both sitting on opposite sides of the room, their clothes discarded, glazed looks of satisfaction on both their faces. Clara had done exactly what she’d promised, grinding her bare pussy on Jenni’s face while simultaneously smacking the girl’s clitoris with the plastic ruler. Barbara had produced a double ended dildo, freeing one of Jenni’s feet, only to use her toes to push, pull, and tug on the clothespins still attached to Jenni’s breasts. It had been agonizing for the girl. And satisfying. Tiffany looked at her watch. It was closer to midnight than she expected and she shook her head, somewhat dismayed. She ran her hand down her face, suddenly exhausted.

“That’s fourteen,” Clara said brightly. She looked at Jenni, who was still twitching madly, both from the overwhelming surge of orgasmic energy that flowed through her, as well as the vibrating beads that rattled in that sodden swamp of a cunt. Jenni’s legs had been released from the bottom of the mattress and pulled upward to her wrists, only to be rebound. Her loins were red and inflamed from the multiple beatings she had received, not to mention the vicious flogging she’d received from Tiffany. Her entire ass was red, the huge base of the buttplug a dark circle surrounded by excoriated flesh. The petals of her sex were splayed open, dripping fluids, several wires leading into her depths to power the still buzzing beads. Jenni’s clitoris was huge, having been the target of so many blows.

“Do you think she regrets becoming a cheerleader now?” Barbara asked, clearly tired, but also amused.

Before Tiffany or Clara could reply, the barely audible croak came from Jenni’s throat.

“No,” Jenni whispered. Slowly, she opened her eyes and lifted her head, looking up at Tiffany through her thighs. She ached everywhere. Her flesh was hot. But the vibrations… the thickness in her bottom. The way her nipples still throbbed from the clothespins, all of it. She rolled her hips, moaning.

Clara glanced at Tiffany. The Captain frowned and looked down at the girl.

“Perhaps,” Tiffany said softly. “But you still have a cheer, and a task to complete. But I’ll tell you this,” she said, squatting down. Jenni looked at her, mouth open, slightly panting, her dripping pussy between them.

“We’re certainly inviting you to every party we have. For the rest of the school year.” She stood up and looked at Clara. “Untie her and get her cleaned up.”


The Football Game

The final school bell had rung and the Friday afternoon rush of students headed for the doors of C.P. Elrod Senior High School had begun in earnest. Jenni took her time, first heading toward the restroom to take care of one small detail, then to her locker to put away her books. But afterward she headed toward the school’s athletic complex. She had recently become a frequent visitor, meeting up with Clara and Barbara, two of the school’s cheerleading lieutenants, ostensibly to learn a specific cheer, all so that she could be, temporarily, a cheerleader.

And she still didn’t know why.

The girl’s lockerroom was mostly empty, since the cheerleaders had all worn their uniforms to school that day. Jenni, dressed in her typical blue and white plaid skirt and white blouse, walked up to Clara, who stood waiting.

“Hi Jenni,” Clara said softly. Next to her, on the bench was a uniform. And not the slutty costume Clara usually made Jenni wear. It was a real cheerleading outfit. Well, mostly. Jenni noticed that unlike Clara’s outfit, the skirt and shorts were separate.

“Time for the real thing?” Jenni asked quietly.

Clara nodded. “Get dressed. We’ve got fifteen minutes. It’s a home game, thank God. But you’re going to join the rest of the squad for warm-up.”

Jenni began unbuttoning her blouse. To Clara’s surprise, the girl was wearing a bra. “I’m still confused about what I’m supposed to be doing.”

Clara nodded. “The principal will explain things,” she said reluctantly. “Take off your bra too. You won’t need it.”

Jenni nodded and unsnapped her brazier, freeing both of her magnificent breasts. The flogging, paddling, whipping and other abuses that had been inflicted upon her at the cheerleading party the previous week had all disappeared, leaving fresh, creamy globes that were actually a little more pristine than Clara had expected.

“Did you get punished today?” She asked as Jenni pushed her skirt down, revealing a set of panties.

“No,” Jenni said, sounding disgruntled. “I got told that breaking any school rules today would result in suspension, and not the in-school kind.”

Clara nodded. “He wants you fresh.”

Jenni slid her panties down. “It’s been a frustrating week,” she said.

“No orgasms?” Clara asked curiously.

Jenni shook her head. “No. I had them. It’s just… instead of the usual kinds of punishments, everything that got done to me was overstimulation. Not a single paddling or whipping.”

Clara rolled her eyes. “How horrible,” she muttered.

Jenni reached for the cheerleading uniform. “I know, right? I mean, sure I exploded. But the orgasms weren’t as strong as they are when I’m being flogged or whipped.” She pulled the shorts up her long legs and glanced up at Clara. “Is there going to be another cheerleader party soon?” She asked hopefully.

Clara let out a laugh. “Want to be the party slut again?”

Jenni nodded eagerly and grabbed the skirt. It fit perfectly over the shorts and looked almost exactly like Clara’s bottoms. “Oh yes. Except…”

“Except?” Clara asked.

“Well, except for the tentacle dildo, and when Barbara fucked me at the end with that double ended phallus, I really didn’t get… well… you know.”

Clara handed her the top. “No. I don’t know.”

Jenni blushed. “Fucked. Hard. There were so many boys there and yet, I didn’t get even one cock put inside me! I didn’t even get to suck on any.”

Clara’s eyebrow went up. “You wanted to get laid too? Not just beaten?”

Jenni struggled into the shirt, realizing that her breasts were just a tad bit too large for it. They bulged, but not terribly and she glanced at the mirror, twirling once. She really did look like a cheerleader! She looked back at Clara and smiled.

“I know. Funny right? That I want both?”

Clara frowned. “Well, I guess for the next party we can arrange something along those lines,” she said.

Jenni grinned. “Cool.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of athletic shoes and some socks. She slipped off her pumps and the white knee high stockings and sat down to put on her cheerleading shoes. But as she did, the locker room door opened and Tiffany, the cheerleading captain, walked in.

“Clara,” Tiffany said in greeting. “How’s our honorary cheerleader?”

Clara snorted. “Horny.”

Tiffany glanced down at Jenni. “Aren’t you always?”

Jenni blushed and finished tying her shoes. Tiffany waited patiently, then ordered Jenni to stand.

“Now,” the Captain said. “Push your shorts down to your knees.”

Jenni blinked, but lifted her skirt obediently. She slid the shorts down, exposing her beautifully shaved slit, just as Tiffany raised her hand, revealing a pink, wireless vibrator.

Jenni gulped. “Wouldn’t you like to whip me? Or spank me, first?”

“If our football team doesn’t get their act together for this game, you’ll get more of that than you could possibly want,” Tiffany retorted. “But until then, you are going to remain wet, horny, and on edge.”

Jenni bit her lip. “What if I cum?”

Tiffany shrugged. “If Clara was doing this, I’d be concerned. But it’s you. Last Friday you had fifteen orgasms at my house and we left you bruised, battered, and sore. And you were still asking us to fuck your brains out.” She brought her hand up between Jenni’s legs. “If you cum, you cum. Just try not to be obvious about it until after Clara takes you to the Administration Box.”

“The Administration Box?” Jenni asked, only to gasp as Tiffany began pushing in the thick end of the pear shaped toy. It slid into her surprisingly easy and Tiffany’s eyebrow went up.

“Christ, you’re wet,” she muttered, keeping the pressure steady. “Yes. The Administration Box. “The principal and his counterpart from the other school will be watching the game from there. It’s next to the press box and the donor box at the top of the Home Team Stands.”

Jenni let out a groan as the vibrator settled deeply, filling her very own box. Tiffany pulled her hand back and produced a cell phone. She swiped her finger and then tapped the screen. As she did, the sex toy in Jenni began shaking softly.

“Ohh!” Jenni gasped, eyes widening. Tiffany gave her a controlled look, then moved her finger across the phone’s screen a second time. The toy in Jenni’s slit went crazy, shaking violently. Jenni’s mouth fell open and her knees locked together as her bottom half reacted to the immediate stimulation. She mewled, hips already grinding. Clara crossed her arms, a naughty smirk on her face.

“Pull your shorts up,” Tiffany told Jenni, a tone of wry disgust in her voice.

Jenni nodded, but her fingers shook as she grabbed hold of the waistband and struggled to pull the material up. She managed, but it wasn’t easy, especially with the surge of pleasure streaming up from between her legs. But as the crotch of the shorts came into contact with her labia, Tiffany made another adjustment on her phone and the rumbling of the vibrator slowed and steadied to a bare trickle.

“Better?” Tiffany asked.

Jenni glanced up. “Um… no?”

“It’s not?” Clara asked in confusion. “You could barely think a second ago!”

Jenni blinked. “Oh. You mean I’m not supposed to cum?”

Tiffany let out an exasperated sigh and stuck her phone into the waistband of her skirt. “Okay. Whatever. Let’s go.” She turned and led the way. Clara gestured for Jenni to follow and the school’s newest cheerleader followed Tiffany out of the girl’s locker room. It didn’t take long for them to get to the gym where the rest of the squad was already gathered. The room got quiet as the other cheerleaders saw Jenni in the same uniform they were wearing for the first time.

Catherine stepped up with a sneer on her face. “I liked her better when she was naked, tied up, and gagged. With me smacking her disgusting little cunt with a plastic ruler.”

Jenni gulped and looked down. “I… liked that better too,” she said softly.

Catherine’s expression changed to confusion and her eyebrow went up. “Girl, there is something wrong with you.”

Clara intervened and took Jenni’s elbow. “Come on. Get in the back. We’re about to do warm-up. It’s just like what I taught you.” She paused. “Mostly. A little more intense. But you’re limber enough.”

Jenni nodded and moved away from Catherine, who just stared at Jenni with an inscrutable look on her face.

“I don’t think Catherine likes me,” Jenni whispered to Clara.

Clara glanced back at the other girl and shook her head. “She’s upset with you for becoming a cheerleader, and she wants to rip off your uniform and fuck you.”

“You mean whip me between the legs,” Jenni said softly.

Clara grinned. “And fuck you. And let’s be honest, Jenni. We all want that. Including you.”

Jenni licked her lips and nodded. Clara gave her rump a light smack and then laughed. “Now follow along.”

Clara stayed next to Jenni as Tiffany and Barbara moved to the front of the group. At the Captain’s direction, the entire squad worked their way through a series of stretches that were quite familiar to Jenni. Indeed, Clara and Barbara had taught them to her as part of their lessons on the single cheer she had been forced to learn.

Jenni reflected on the fact that she did the exercises with at least as much capability as the other girls, and she doubted that any of them happened to have a three inch wide vibrator buzzing in their pussies. At times, the various positions she was forced to adopt seemed to make those tremors more acute, affecting her libido and driving her toward orgasm, only for another change or movement to ease her body’s reaction to the stimuli. Still, by the time the girls had finished stretching, Jenni was more than ready to go up to Catherine, pull off her shorts, and let the girl have her way with her. Especially if it meant another round with the ruler smacking her right on the pussy.

“Alright everyone!” Tiffany said loudly. “Form up! Barbara, get three girls to help you with the banner.”

Barbara nodded. “Clara, Jenni… and Catherine,” she said, pointing to each girl in turn. Clara chuckled. Barbara must have seen or heard the earlier comment. Clara snagged Jenni’s arm and as the other cheerleaders followed Tiffany out, Clara and Jenni joined Catherine and moved behind Barbara.

“Banner?” Jenni asked curiously as they left the gym.

“Haven’t you ever been to a football game?” Catherine asked in dismay.

Jenni blushed. “Um… yes. But I was… not really watching.”

“Because she was on her knees, under the bleachers, giving someone a blowjob,” Barbara muttered.

Jenni looked away, embarrassed.

Clara laughed. “The football team runs through a paper banner when they first come on the field. We made it two days ago.”

“Oh,” Jenni said. She followed along, trying to ignore the continuing surges of oscillation that forced her pussy to quiver and tighten.

They entered an office in the athletic complex and the girls snagged a huge roll of paper. Jenni wasn’t sure what it said, but she took the middle to keep it from snagging and followed Catherine out the door. They made their way out to the field and Jenni was shocked to see the parking lot full.

“Is the game about to start?”

Clara nodded. “In about 30 minutes.”

“Where do I go?” Jenni asked.

“You are staying right by my side,” Clara said as they walked into the stadium. The place was huge and the stands were already mostly filled. The band was playing and the cheerleading squad surged forward. They handed off the banners to several of the other girls and Catherine moved off with them. Clara snagged Jenni’s hand and held her back, the two of them moving to a couple of folding chairs where they sat down, their backs to the crowd.

“I’m… nervous,” Jenni said to Clara. “I feel like everyone is watching me.”

“Of course people are watching you. You’re a cheerleader. Not only that, half the people in the stand behind us have seen you naked and squealing crazily as your pussy gets whipped.”

Jenni’s cheeks got redder and Clara ignored it.

“You know the cheer. After the team rushes in, but before the first play, we’ll join the squad and do it. We just need to make sure you are seen performing the cheer. Then I’ll take you up to the Admin Box.”

“I still don’t understand what’s going on,” Jenni said quietly.

Clara frowned as she watched her squad unrolling the banners at the end of the field. “You don’t need to understand it. Just do what you're told, okay?”

Jenni nodded.

A few minutes later Tiffany supervised the erection of the banner and Jenni watched as two pairs of cheerleaders got on each other’s shoulders and held up both sides of the huge paper sign. The front was emblazoned with the school logo, and “Go Team!” It lasted for only a few seconds before the school’s football team charged through it onto the field.

The crowd behind Jenni erupted into cheers and the Jenni watched as the other school’s football team arrived with much less fan fare. Players and coaches moved around. There was a brief moment where Jenni had to stand while the national anthem was played, but then Clara grabbed her, pulling her forward and into the squad.

Suddenly Jenni was facing the crowd. The vibrator in her pussy went silent and Tiffany moved to the front of the group. The Captain moved to the starting pose and the squad followed suit, Jenni with them. Her heart thumped in her chest as Tiffany called out “one, two, three!”

“We got that spirit - so come on let’s hear it - S-P-I-R-I-T - We’re number one, second to none!” Jenni yelled, perfectly in time with all the other girls. She moved through the routine perfectly and then everyone was jumping and clapping and cheering as the crowd roared its approval.

Then Clara had her elbow.

“Come on. Let’s go!”

She led Jenni away from centerfield and then pushed her through a gate into the stands. The two girls began climbing the stairway on the far end, heading to the top of the bleachers. Below them the game started and the crowd paid way more attention to that. They got to the top and Jenni realized that the glass was tinted. She couldn’t see anyone inside the various boxes. They rounded the corner to the back, where the doors were located and Clara pushed Jenni into a corner.

“Your shorts. Take them off.”

Jenni blinked. “What? Here?”

“Yes. Here. Now,” Clara insisted.

Jenni hesitated for only a moment. Then she pushed her hands up under her skirt and pulled hard. The shorts came down quickly and she stepped out of them, feeling the swirl of air around her sodden slit. She held out the shorts and Clara took them with a grin. “Are you ready?”

Jenni looked worried. “For what?” She begged. “I still don’t know what I’m supposed to be doing!”

Clara took a deep breath. “Exactly what you’re best suited for.” Suddenly she leaned forward and kissed Jenni right on the mouth. “Hopefully, for your sake, we win. But if we don’t, I’ll be waiting for you at the end.” She shrugged. Then she pulled Jenni to the door, opened it, and pulled her into the Administration Box.

The room Jenni found herself was about the size of her bedroom at home. Two leather easy chairs sat on opposite sides of a circular wooden center table, facing not each other, but the glass windows looking out over the field. At the back, next to the door, was a counter with drinks and snacks laid out. Jenni eyed the food, but then gasped when she saw the array of discipline tools set out in a row. There was a flogger, a whip, a leather paddle, and even a cane. A jar of clothespins stood above them, and there was a bowl of clover clamps with heavy chains. A small container of condoms sat waiting.

“Ah,” said a familiar voice. “And this is Jenni, one of our cheerleaders.”

Her head swiveled and she saw the principal standing up in front of one of the chairs. He was a tall man and was still wearing his suit, though he had loosened his tie. He glanced at Clara. “That will be all. Jenni is in good hands.”

Clara nodded and gave Jenni’s fingers a squeeze, then left. But as she did, a second man stood up. He was thicker around the waist than the principal, with a well groomed black beard and a full head of hair. His eyes looked kind and he smiled as he gazed down at Jenni’s body. “Quite the beauty. I approve. I noticed her during that first cheer. Back left, second from the right.”

The principal nodded. “Jenni? This is Mr. Setliff. He is the principal of Edmonson Senior High, our noble competitor in tonight’s game. You’ll be serving his needs until the end of the game.”

Jenni blinked, then nodded. “Yes sir.”

Mr. Setliff grinned. “Well then, I think the first order of business is a drink.” He pointed. “One of those beers would be a good start.”

Jenni hesitated, but then nodded. She turned to the counter, grabbed the cold can, and brought it around the chair, even as Mr. Setliff and the principal both sat down. She held it out to Setliff and he took it, popping the tab and taking a sip. “Excellent,” he said, looking up at her, eyes sparkling. “Please remove your socks and shoes. Then kneel at my feet. Hopefully we put some points on the board soon, though you may not approve.” He wiggled his eyebrows.

Jenni wasn’t sure how to take that, but she immediately knelt down and began untying first one shoe, then the other. She didn’t even realize that as she did, the skirt flashed up.

“Jenni,” said the principal with a stern voice. “Are you not wearing panties?”

She looked up, one shoe and sock already off. “Ummm…” She blurted out, glancing at Mr. Setliff.

“Stand up, young lady,” insisted the principal.

Mr. Setliff grinned.

Slowly Jenni stood, gulping. Behind her, the two football teams were busy pushing each other on the field, the ball tumbling beneath the crushing weight of the players.

“Spread your legs and lift the front of your skirt,” ordered the principal. She licked her lips and then with trembling fingers, pulled the skirt upward.

“Is that… a vibrator?” Mr. Setliff asked curiously, leaning over slightly.

“Oh dear,” said the principal with a shake of his head. “I do apologize, Michael. Of course, she’ll be punished for this lack of decorum.”

Mr. Setliff grinned. “I’ll be happy to help,” he said. Then he eyed Jenni’s large bosom. “I can’t help wondering though, if she’s wearing a bra.”

Jenni didn’t wait. Before the principal could even order her to lift up the cheerleader top, she tugged on the material and both huge breasts spilled out.

Just then, the door of the Administration Box opened and another girl entered the room. Her eyes widened the second she spotted Jenni standing there, tits and pussy in full view, and she let the door shut behind her.

Michael Setliff stood up, then grinned. “And this is my cheerleader. Jessica, please attend to our host.”

Jessica was a blonde girl with a physique that nearly matched Jenni’s. Large, full breasts and wide hips complimented the wide blue eyes and slightly upturned nose. Her uniform was almost exactly the same cut as Jenni’s, but a different color.

“Yes Mr. Setliff,” Jessica said obediently. She quickly moved next to the principal and looked up. “Can I get you a drink, sir?”

“Yes, a diet soda please.”

Setliff looked back at Jenni and gestured her closer. She closed the distance, her skirt still caught in her fingers, her breasts hanging like ripe fruit. Setliff took the skirt and tucked it into the waistband to prevent it from falling back down and covering Jenni’s slit. “You can leave your uniform just like that. And finish removing your other shoe.”

Jenni nodded and knelt back down in front of Setliff, even as Jessica brought a cold can of soda to the principal. She glanced at Jenni, and then knelt obediently.

“I just want you to know that I don’t think less of you, or C.P. Elrod, for having a cheerleader who breaks the rules like this,” Setliff said, gesturing at Jenni. “Of course, we don’t have this problem at Edmonson.”

The principal frowned. “Of course.”

Setliff laughed. “Need proof?” He pointed at Jessica. “Young lady, please show my friend your panties.”

Jessica’s eyes widened and she stiffened. Then, slowly she pulled up the flared cheerleading skirt.

And there was nothing beneath it.

The principal let out a laugh. “What were you saying, Michael?”

Setliff sputtered. “You little minx!” He said accusingly. Then he shrugged. “Well then… how about a little challenge?” The principal nodded and suddenly Jenni had the impression that all of this was for show.

“Then for punishment, each cheerleader will receive one stroke on her sex for each point scored by our respective teams. Any upheld flags result in ten, to either their breasts or bottom. Winner gets the other team’s cheerleader for the aftergame winddown.”

The principal nodded immediately. “Done.” He glanced at Jessica. “Young lady, please go and retrieve one of the discipline tools. Select the one you would least like to have used on you, and then give it to Mr. Setliff.”

Jessica nodded and stood, her skirt falling back down. She went to the counter and then picked up the leather paddle. She brought it back and handed it to Mr. Setliff, who took it with a grin, only to set it down on the table.

“Jenni, same task. But while you’re up there, grab a set of those clover clamps. The steel ones, on a chain.”

Jenni smiled softly, suddenly feeling reassured. She might not actually be a cheerleader, but she knew what was expected of her now, and she knew she could handle it. “Yes, Mr. Setliff.”  As she rose, Mr. Setliff looked over at the principal.

“What’s the number?” He asked, picking up his phone.

“Three, eight, seven nine,” replied the principal. Mr. Setliff nodded.

Jenni ignored the exchange and went to the counter, her eyes glancing over the collection of discipline instruments. She selected the cane, then retrieved the clamps that Mr. Setliff asked for. She headed back, only to stop in surprise as she saw Jessica kneeling right in front of the principal, her head bobbing up and down, clearly sucking his cock.

She was surprised at the surge of jealousy she felt, but then she realized that it wasn’t because she felt possessive of the principal. She licked her lips as Jessica’s head went up and down and glanced at Mr. Setliff. She hurried back to stand in front of him and offered both the cane and the clamps. He took the former, but then grinned up at Jenni, his eyes going to her large, exposed nipples.

“You can hang that chain from those perky tits of yours,” he said with a grin, holding up his phone. “Then you can have a snack.”

She nodded obediently. “Yes sir,” she said. She lifted the clover clamps up, snagging one in her right hand. She wasn’t used to putting clamps on herself and bit her bottom lip as she pinched open the hardware and set it over her left nipple.

Practically every other time she’d been subjected to clover clamps, the teacher had placed the pincers far back on the tip of her breast. This time Jenni elected to close the steel pincer on just the pink, raised bump, only to gasp in startled pain as the sensitive nub was painfully crushed.

But just as the shock hit her, Mr. Setliff swiped his finger along his phone and the vibrator in Jenni’s pussy activated. She let out a groan, her knees coming together as her sex tightened around the toy and suddenly the pain shooting through her nipple seemed… appropriate. Her hand trembled as she lifted the second clamp, the chain a noticeable weight, and she clipped the other steel pincer on her right nipple, in almost exactly the same place. She felt the sexual pressure from before surge back through her, then double, and all she wanted now was to get down on her knees and suck cock.

Mr. Setliff seemed to understand and was already unzipping his trousers, only for a sharp blow of a whistle from the field down below to distract him. He looked around Jenni, eyes narrowed. Jenni heard the loudspeaker.

“Offense, off-side, five yard penalty.”

“Damn!” Mr. Setliff suddenly declared. Jenni’s principal tapped Jessica on the shoulder and she looked up, a look of concern on her face. “Hop up here. Right across my lap.”

Jessica gulped, but her nod of acceptance made it clear that she had no intention of disobeying. She stood up and laid herself across the principal’s lap. He tugged up her skirt and was raising his hand when Mr. Setliff reached up and grabbed the chain hanging between Jenni’s nipples.

“On your knees,” he ordered. “And suck.” He tugged gently, which was more than enough to send a pair of shooting pains deep through Jenni’s breasts.

Jenni didn’t see the first spank that landed on Jessica’s ass, but she heard it. The girl’s sharp intake of breath and light whimper was just a precursor. Jenni was well aware of the principal’s penchant for corporal punishment and as she wrapped her mouth around Mr. Setliff’s already quite stiff shaft, she heard the next blow land with equal force. Jessica yelped and Jenni began bobbing her head up and down, one hand wrapped around Mr. Setliff’s cock, the other rather disobediently between her own legs, rubbing the desperate button of her own clitoris. The rumbling of the vibrator made things even easier and she felt herself ripening quickly.

“Ohhhh,” Mr. Setliff groaned. “That’s it. My goodness…”

The principal looked over at Setliff, rubbing Jessica’s ass. “I know. She’s got a soft mouth, doesn’t she?”

Setliff gave his friend a satisfied look. “Damn right. One of the best I’ve ever had.”

The principal grinned and gave Jessica another spank, making her writhe and twist. A slow flush crept across her buttocks.

“Cheerleaders,” Setliff said with a groan. “Am I right?”

The principal smiled, somewhat woodenly, but nodded. He continued to spank Jessica, leaving steady swats as the game progressed below. Neither girl was really able to see the events on the field, but Jenni didn’t seem to care. She could feel her own orgasm approaching and translated much of her own arousal straight into Setliff’s cock. Suddenly the man seemed to stiffen and he half raised out of his chair, shoving his shaft even deeper into Jenni’s throat.

“Go! Go! Go!” He yelled. Outside the box the crowd was screaming, but it sounded more like yells of frustration. “YES!” Setliff burst out, pumping his fist and cock almost simultaneously. “Touch down!”

The principal frowned and gave Jessica another spank. “Nicely done,” he admitted, glancing over at Setliff. “A stroke per point.”

Setliff grinned. “Well that’s six. We’ll see if they get the field goal.” He pushed on Jenni’s head and his cock popped out of her mouth as she looked up with desperate need. “Broken candlestick, girl. Except with your legs spread.”

Jenni blinked. “I’m sorry?”

Setliff’s eyebrow went up. “Don’t you do gymnastics?”

Jenni shook her head. “No sir. I’m sorry.”

Setliff looked over at the principal, who pushed Jessica off his lap. “Jessica, please demonstrate the broken candlestick position, legs spread, for Jenni.”

Jessica, whose ass was now a light pink color, immediately dropped to the floor in front of the principal and lay on her back. Then she lifted her legs up, using her hands to support the small of her back. Her feet went up and over her head, but then she spread her legs wide. Her skirt flopped toward her belly and her bottom and pussy were fully exposed.

Jenni licked her lips. She’d never been in that position, at least, not without having her legs tied open. She nodded her head and lay down, wondering if she could manage it. She lifted her legs up, pushed her hands behind her back, and then let her feet spread.

“There we go!” Setliff declared happily. He picked up the leather sap from the table, stroked it once down Jenni slit and raised it up, about to strike, when there was another cheer from outside the box.

“And there’s the field goal,” the principal said ruefully. “Seven points.”

“Excellent,” Mr. Setliff declared. He flicked his wrist and the paddle lightly smacked Jenni on the pussy.

She gasped, the combination of the position, the vibrator, the clamps, and the paddle intensifying her already primed sexual system and upping the pressure. The only negative was the stroke left on her pussy. She blinked, looking at Mr. Setliff in confusion. It hadn’t even stung! He gave her another smack, a little harder, but still far beneath what she was used to, and wanted. She wondered if he was going to increase the pressure, but the third stroke on her pussy was as light as the first.

“Sir?” She said, her voice strained, more from the position than from the fact that she was on edge. “Sir? Can you hit harder, please.”

Setliff blinked. “What?”

“It’s a punishment,” she said urgently. “Please? Hit me harder?”

He glanced over at the principal, whose answering grin made it clear he had no objections. Setliff bit his lip and brought the sap down, doubling his earlier force and this time Jenni felt a moderate sting. Her chest began heaving and she nodded.

“Harder? Please?” She begged.

Setliff’s eyebrow went up. “Are you some sort of masochist?” He asked.

“That girl is one of the most intense pain sluts I’ve ever met,” the principal said, reaching down and putting his hand on Jessica’s exposed slit. He felt for wetness, then began stroking her sex, listening to her moan. “Feel free to give her clit a solid beating.”

Setliff looked a bit concerned, but his fifth stroke actually got her close. She nodded desperately, bringing her hands up to her breasts, squeezing them and jiggling the clover clamps that sent shards of throbbing pain through her nipples.

“Yes!” She hissed, closing her eyes. “Please! More!” She begged.

The sixth hit almost pushed her over the edge and her toes curled, her bare little feet kicking slightly in the air. Mr. Setliff gulped slightly and then smacked the paddle down hard on her pulsing pussy with the last stroke and then jerked back in shock as Jenni screamed, not with pain, but with release. Fluids squirted out of her pussy, almost striking him and her body shuddered for a moment. Then she dropped, her lower half flopping down as her hips wriggled violently through the orgasm. Finally she let out a groan, though she kept her legs wide apart, her slit dripping fluids.

“What the fuck?” Setliff said, flabbergasted.

The principal let out a laugh, his finger inside Jessica, pumping gently. “The girl is insatiable, Michael. I’m surprised she lasted long enough to get to the paddle. Given the opportunity, she’ll have more orgasms than all of us combined.” He tugged his hand away from Jessica and patted her leg. “Kneel again, sweetheart. You can put your mouth on my cock.”

Michael Setliff gulped and nodded. Then he used his foot to tap Jenni’s calf. “Jenni. You too. On your knees.”

Jenni took a shuddering breath. She felt incredible. She rolled over and got onto her knees, only to discover that one of the clover clamps had fallen off her nipple during the orgasm. She grabbed it, then crawled over to Mr. Setliff and held it up, tugging on the chain so her still pinched tit was pulled forward.

“Sir? This fell off. Can you put it on properly for me?” She begged.

Mr. Setliff licked his lips and took the clamp, pinching it open. He set it on her nipple, further back than she had originally placed it. It didn’t hurt quite as much, but then he gave it a nice tug, which caused the mechanism to tighten. But as he did, both of her hands found his shaft. She began stroking it eagerly, and then, once the clamp was firmly attached, she bent down and took him back into her mouth.

Jenni could feel his need. The stiffness of his shaft, the way his hips moved, all of it pointed to him cumming. She looked up, seeing the flushed color of his cheeks and she came off his cock with a teasing lick.

“Do you want to cum in my mouth?” She asked in a sensuous, needy voice. “Or in my pussy?” His shocked expression made her smile. “Because I think you’d feel way better than this vibrator.”

***

Jenni lay on her back, her bare little feet once more raised up into the air, hissing as the leather paddle smacked viciously down on her exposed slit. The vibrator, which had been reinserted after the half-time show, was buzzing along at full power and she had little doubt that unless something drastic happened, another orgasm was about as likely as the Edmonson High School Football team scoring another touchdown. The paddle slapped hard onto her clit and the hot stinging pain shot through her sex, making her clench and squeal. The sensation had become rather familiar since Jenni had gotten her pussy spanked for each point earned in the game by Mr. Setliff’s team, in what was clearly a rout for C.P. Elrod Senior High School.

Off to the side, Jessica wasn’t in much better shape, though her trials had come from the numerous flags thrown for rule violations committed by Mr. Setliff’s team, rather than points scored. Jessica had received multiple punishments - ten swats for each foul - across her breasts, bottom, and now, even her pussy, practically matching Jenni stroke for stroke.

Jenni wasn’t familiar with the terms, but offsides, roughhousing, holding, pass interference, and even something called a personal foul had all been mentioned, first via loud speaker, then in discussion between the two men. Sometimes repeatedly. And while Jenni almost felt jealous of the attention Jessica’s other body parts had gotten, Mr. Setliff hadn’t seemed to mind when the combination of vibrator and pussy paddling had pushed her over the edge, causing her to squirt.

“And seven,” Mr. Setliff declared as he smacked the wet side of the paddle on Jenni’s flushed pussy. He looked down at the panting, twitching girl as she lowered her legs back down. “Hard enough?” He teased. That had been an issue at the start of the game.

Jenni looked up, just a touch breathless. “Yes sir,” she said immediately, only to roll onto her knees and move back between his legs. Mr. Setliff’s cock was still out and rigid, despite her last blowjob getting rudely interrupted by another touchdown. She began bobbing her head up and down.

On the other side of the table, Jessica was sitting in the principal’s lap, though from the way her hips were grinding, sitting might not have been quite the correct description. The man’s face was taut and his hands were wrapped around the girl, holding her clamped breasts. Jessica whimpered but continued to writhe and bounce, even as down on the field below, the desperate C.P. Elrod football team struggled to prevent Edmonson High School’s team from scoring another touchdown.

“Five minutes left,” Mr. Setliff observed. He glanced over at the principal. “Want to call it?”

The principal sighed and nodded. “I suppose. It seems unlikely that we will be able to make a comeback at this point.” He looked over at Jenni, who was still dutifully sucking cock, and waved his hand. “Just leave the vibrator here.”

Setliff laughed, then pushed Jenni’s head off his prick. She looked up in confusion, especially when he stood and began tucking himself away.

“But sir,” she said, a little pouty. “I wasn’t done.”

Setliff chuckled. “I had three orgasms, young lady. The likelihood of you sucking a fourth out of me this evening is not very good.”

The wry twist of her mouth and the gleam in her eyes spoke volumes. “But I am,” she said seductively.

“Told you,” the principal said.

Mr. Setliff held up a hand. “Indeed you did.” Then he looked down at Jenni. “Don’t worry. Your talents will not go to waste. Now stand up and take the vibrator in that well paddled cunt of yours out.” He lifted his phone and between her legs, she felt the toy go still. She climbed to her feet, spreading her legs, and then tugged the vibrator out. Without a word, she brought it to her mouth and began sucking it clean, much to Mr. Setliff’s surprise. He watched for a moment, then curled a finger.

“Leave it here, get your uniform back on properly, grab your shoes, and come with me.”

Jenni glanced at the principal who nodded and she obediently put the vibrator down on the table. She grabbed her sneakers and socks, took a moment to make sure she was decent, then followed Mr. Setliff to the door of the administration box. He opened it, stepped out, and held the door for Jenni.

“Where are we going, sir?” She asked as they emerged out onto the top of the stands. He gestured downward.

“Locker room,” Setliff replied. “Come along.”

She followed him obediently as they threaded their way through the depressed crowd on the home team side. No one was cheering, not even Tiffany and the squad. They all sat on the benches, watching the annihilation. Mr. Setliff turned and headed toward the end of the field and the athletic building and Jenni followed. A minute later they entered through a door and walked down a long hall. Finally they ended up in a large locker room, bags left in various places. There was a huge shower and in the center of the room, three benches had been moved together and four skeins of rope had been left casually on one of them. Mr. Setliff walked Jenni over and then turned to the girl.

“You have a choice,” he said simply. “You can wait here, and when my football team finishes mopping the field with your team, they will come back here and find the hottest, sexiest cheerleader from C.P. Elrod, eager and waiting for them. And then they will fuck your brains out. Or…” he gestured at the benches and rope. “I can tie you down, legs spread, and they will still find you waiting for them. And while I guarantee they will still fuck every hole in your sweet little body, its quite likely that you might get a little… roughed up.”

Jenni looked down at the bench and rope, then back up at Mr. Setliff.

“So, young lady, what’s it going to be? Cooperate? Or do I need to tie you up?”

Jenni smiled. “Mr. Setliff, I’m going to cooperate,” she said very honestly. But then she licked her lips. “But I still think you should tie me up.” Then, with a wink, she climbed up onto the benches, stretching herself out over three of them. She lifted the top of her cheerleader uniform to expose her breasts, then spread her arms and legs. Setliff’s eyebrows went up as she actually did the splits along the bottom bench, her skirt riding up, her exposed and delicious looking pussy right there, ready to be whipped, sucked, and fucked. He grabbed one of the ropes.

“You are in for a very rough evening, young lady,” he said delightfully, wrapping the rough cord around her right ankle, then binding her taut and gorgeous leg to the bench. He moved to the other side and secured her other foot, leaving her helpless and exposed and vulnerable. He moved up to her arms. “I have very much appreciated fucking C.P. Elrod Senior High School.” He finished up, then pulled the flogger out of his coat pocket, setting it down next to her. Lastly, he produced two of the wooden clothespins, set them on her nipples sticking straight up, eliciting a pained gasp from the bound cheerleader.

Then he straightened. “Here they come,” he said, giving Jenni’s shoulder a little squeeze. He headed toward the door and she lifted her head to see him leave. Then the door burst open and almost two dozen young men, garbed in football pads and jerseys, helmets in hand, burst in, shouting, triumphant, and excited. But as they saw her laying there, they fell silent and gathered round her. Her chest heaved and she eyed them with a gulp.

“First, we beat and fucked their football team,” said one young man as he reached down and picked up the flogger. “And now we get to do it to their cheerleader.”

***

Clara watched the football players head toward the bus and turned her back. It was late, almost eleven and she hurried to the athletic complex and pushed into the visiting team’s locker room. The sounds that had come from inside the space over the last three hours had been disturbing and Clara wasn’t sure what she would find. She paused, seeing the three benches pushed together, ropes in disarray. A dark stain lay in the very center of the bottom bench, next to a flogger, the leather strands tangled on the floor. A crumpled blue and white cheerleader uniform had been kicked under the benches.

“Jenni?” Clara called out.

She heard water running in the shower and made her way in that direction. There, curled into a ball under a stream of hot water, lay Jenni.

“Oh my God!” Clara gasped, grabbing a towel and going in. “What did they do to you?” She turned off the water and bent down, pushing on Jenni’s shoulder. Jenni’s breasts were scarlet, welts from the flogger crisscrossing them, dark weals that looked painful. Her pussy was almost the same color, swollen and dark. Her bottom matched, clearly having borne similar punishment. In addition, her thighs and feet had both been whipped, though not to the same severity..

“Jenni?”

Slowly, Jenni opened her eyes. “Oww…” she whimpered.

Clara bit her lip. “Oh geeze. Jenni. I'll get help.” She stood up.

Jenni lifted her head. “No,” she hissed. “I’m fine. Just… just needed to clean off… all the… cum.”

Clara blinked. “The cum?”

Jenni took a deep, shuddering breath. “There were… like twenty… of them. Fucked… every part… of me…” She closed her eyes again and hummed, a slight smile on her face. Clara looked appalled.

“Um… uh… I think you’re clean,” Clara said. She held out the towel. “Come on. Let me get you out of here.”

Jenni slowly got to her feet, wincing. “Does… does this happen… after every game?” She asked, stretching painfully.

Clara shook her head. “No. Just this one.” She threw the towel around Jenni.

“Too bad,” Jenni sighed.

Clara’s mouth dropped. “You’d… you’d want to do this… again?”

Jenni couldn’t help smiling. “Absolutely.” She blinked. “Clara? What if our team had won?”

Clara frowned. “Was there a cheerleader from Edmonson?”

Jenni nodded. “Yes. A girl named Jessica.”

“Then she would have been in the locker room of our team.”

They headed toward the door, Clara’s arm around Jenni. “Clara, I don’t think I’m a very good cheerleader,” Jenni said softly. Clara frowned.

“Why would you say something like that?” Clara asked, opening the door.

“Because,” Jenni said softly. “I’m hoping our team loses, so I can be in here.”

Clara shook her head and followed Jenni out of the locker room. “You know,” she said sternly. “You’re right. That’s a horrible attitude for a cheerleader. I’ll make sure that we correct your attitude at the next cheerleader party.”

Jenni blinked, then grinned, then laughed.


The Back Door

Jenni knelt in the dark little closet of the girl’s bathroom, her body squeezed tight between a musty smelling collection of mops and a stack of boxes. It wasn’t terribly comfortable, but it was the only way to keep her mouth close to the two inch wide hole that had been drilled through the wall. She wasn’t fully aware of what was on the other side, though she had a fairly good idea of where the other side of the hole let out. The boy’s bathroom was right next to the girl’s, and they were mirror images. She could easily imagine a matching “janitor’s closet” on the other side. That, plus the fact that there was a boy’s cock sticking out through the hole, right into her open mouth, lent credence to her suspicions.

She bobbed her head, one hand grasping the base of the fleshy rod she was sucking on, the other down between her own legs, skirt lifted up. The cock was firm, not terribly long or thick, which meant one of her fellow students, and not one of the faculty. She could hear the moans of pleasure from the owner, even through the thin wall. She couldn’t help grinning as she rocked back and forth, despite the fact that the morning bell was about to ring. Whomever he was, he was certainly having a good time!

Her tongue swirled around the tip and a moment later she sensed he was ready. The cock in her mouth seemed to pulse, throbbing with need and just like that, she felt the eruption, the boy’s seed shooting into the back of her throat. She swallowed quickly, sucking on him like she was drinking down a thick shake. After twenty or thirty seconds she felt him soften as she finished off the last bit of tangy cream.

She sat back, wiping her face as the cock in the hole disappeared. There was a quick beam of light and then blackness. For a moment, she half expected another cock to come through the hole, but then, with a flash of panic, she realized it was later than she thought. She pulled herself up and opened the closet door, stepping out into the restroom, across from the sinks and stalls. No one was in the girl’s restroom but her.

Jenni glanced at the clock hanging on the wall and let out a sigh. So that was why no one had replaced the young man in the closet. Being late at C.P. Elrod Senior Highschool was not something anyone in their right minds wanted to do. The consequences for it were insane. She moved over to the counter and washed her hands, then checked her reflection in the mirror, taking her sweet time. Her shoulder length brown hair curled at her shoulders and the little bit of makeup she put on every morning looked fine. There wasn’t even any cum on her chin.

Her eyes flickered downward. Her white, button down uniform blouse strained against the fullness of her breasts, which were rather large for her petite frame. The buttons barely managed to keep the shirt closed, especially when she arched her back. Her wide hips sported the regulation blue and white plaid skirt, but the color was where its compliance with the uniform code stopped. The hem darted across her upper thighs, revealing her long, smooth legs, the material so short that she had to be careful just walking down the hall.

Satisfied, she gave herself a nod and left the restroom. She didn’t run. She wasn’t in a hurry, though the shortness of the skirt hem encouraged a slow and steady pace. At least if she didn’t want everyone to see what was, or wasn’t under the skirt. The hallway was mostly empty with only a few students still rushing around, trying desperately to make it to class before the bell rang. Most of them carried books, or backpacks. Not her. Jenni’s hands were empty, her fingertips grazing the bare sides of her legs. The reason she didn’t need any books was because she wasn’t going to class. Not technically.

She spotted the door up ahead. Thick. Solid. With a keypad mounted on the wall next to it. Involuntarily, she took a deep breath, feeling a flutter of anticipation inside her, starting in her belly only to shoot downward. Each day in ISS was something different, though the overall objective was always the same. It was where students were sent when they broke the rules. Repeatedly. She knew what awaited her behind that door, at least in general. In fact, she’d spent the last eight school days in ISS, otherwise known as In-School-Suspension.

She was still forty steps away when the sullen tone of the first bell filled the hall. Behind her, a few last running steps echoed down the hall, then silence. She stopped in front of the door, counted slowly to ten under her breath, and then pressed the call button. The door opened with a jerk and a hawk-like nose appeared.

Jenni stood there as Ms. Temis stuck her head out, brow furrowed, her eyes flashing with irritation. She was an imposing figure, tall and stick-like. Her dark brown hair was pulled back in a severe bun at the back of her head and she wore no jewelry or makeup. Her white blouse and pencil skirt did nothing to enhance her shape, which was the exact opposite of Jenni’s robust rondure. Ms. Temis crossed her arms and glared down at Jenni..

“Again?” She demanded.

Jenni nodded demurely. “I’m sorry I’m late, Ms. Temis.”

The woman stepped back, gesturing to the girl to enter. “No you aren’t! I do not understand how you can possibly be late when your bus arrives forty minutes before class. Tardiness is a school violation, which means you have earned your first punishment. What was it this time? A blowjob in the boy’s bathroom? Laid out on a mat in the gym with your legs spread? Bent over a table in the science lab getting butt fucked again?”

Jenni blinked, not quite sure how to answer the flurry of accusations. All of the guesses were actually pretty good and Jenni blushed, since the previous week she had been bent over a table in the science lab. And that time she’d been officially caught.

“Your expression and lack of cogent response is sufficient answer,” Ms. Temis declared. “And I’m sure you are quite aware that unauthorized sexual activity in the school is prohibited, which means you have also earned a second punishment. I was hoping that after a full weekend to recuperate from last week’s punitive regimine, that you would find within yourself a sliver of responsibility.” Temis frowned. “It’s like you don’t even care about the consequences. You haven’t even entered the room yet and you’re racking up violations. Now get in here.”

“Yes, Ms. Temis,” Jenni said apologetically as she walked past the complaining teacher. ISS was not a very big room, as most students did their very best to avoid it. Run by one of the most sadistic teachers at the school, ISS had become a place where only the most troubled and problematic of the students were housed. Jenni noted almost immediately that she wasn’t alone, which was, for Jenni, a mixed blessing. There was something to be said for giving Ms. Temis a second student to torment. The other girl would serve as a distraction, but Jenni also knew exactly what it was like when Ms. Temis could focus solely on a single student’s correction. It could be twice as intense.

The other girl was a cute little blonde who stood rigidly in front of one of the restraint chair stations, quivering and looking terrified. Jenni felt a sympathetic pang. A girl’s first experience at ISS could be rather intense. Still, her uniform was immaculate, the white blouse crisp and perfect, her blue plaid skirt hemmed to the correct length. It cut a sharp contrast to Jenni’s altered attire, a fact that Ms. Temis had assuredly already noticed, even if she hadn’t commented on it yet.

“Angelica will be there, at Station two,” Ms. Temis said to the blonde. Angelica nodded nervously and glanced at Jenni, a worried look on her face. Then Ms. Temis pointed at a different spot in the room instead of the usual place Jenni was used to.”Jenni, you will be at Station four today, instead of your usual spot at one.”

Jenni glanced over at the new location and she hesitated. Stations in ISS either sported a restraint chair or frame and she was used to those pieces of furniture. But Station 4 was different. Someone had removed the usual X shaped cross and replaced it with something else.

Slowly, Jenni walked over to the new machine. It was rather solid, and the power cable running to a nearby electrical outlet was a definite indicator. The top was shaped much like a typical chair. There was a back, and arm rests, but the seat was where the similarities ended. Mostly because very few of the other chairs in the school sported holes for a pair of rubber dildos, sticking straight up. Even more disturbing was the fact that the one at the rear of the seat was definitely larger than the one up front, though the secondary arm shooting off the frontal phallus was cause for concern. There was a small platform for the sitter’s feet, and the Velcro straps mounted in various places meant that getting up would be impossible.

“As usual, we will start with the uniform inspection,” Ms. Temis announced, placing a small wire basket in front of Angelica. “You will remove your blouse, then your skirt, followed by your undergarments. Remove your socks and shoes as well. All of these items will go into the basket.” The teacher moved in front of Jenni and set another basket down.

“Jenni, before you remove your skirt, place your hands straight down by your sides.”

Jenni nodded obediently, moving her arms into place. She felt the bare skin of her leg beneath each fingertip and smiled softly. Ms. Temis tapped her fingers against her arm.

“Jenni, what is the rule about skirt length?”

“That all skirts must extend past the wearer’s fingertips.”

Ms. Temis nodded. “And does your skirt extend past your fingertips?”

“No ma’am.”

“And why is that?”

“Because I hemmed it, Ms. Temis.”

The teacher rolled her eyes. “Yes! I know you hemmed it! But why? Why do you do this? You know this will get you in trouble! Now, instead of two violations, you have three! For something as ridiculous as wearing a skirt that’s too short!” Temis put her hand on her forehead. “Why am I even bothering to try to persuade you!” She shook her head. “That’s a third violation. Well, go on. Remove your blouse and bra and put both items in the basket.”

Jenni nodded, trying not to smile at Ms. Temis’ outburst. Indeed, she’d been warned so many times that by now most teachers just accepted it. Her fingers slipped downward, working the various fastenings as the front of her shirt opened. She glanced across at Angelica. The blonde had managed to remove her blouse, showing off the white, utilitarian bra she wore underneath, and was just then undoing her skirt. Jenni’s gaze flickered over to Ms. Temis, who was watching both girls. But it didn’t take long for the teacher to notice Jenni’s swath of bare skin as she shrugged out of her blouse. Temis rolled her eyes.

“No bra? It’s like you’re a glutton for punishment! Violation number four. Go on. Now the skirt. I have a feeling you went commando too.”

Jenni finished pulling off the uniform blouse, folding it neatly and putting it in the basket. Then she unclipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. Unlike Angelica, who had been wearing a set of blue and white striped panties, Jenni’s loins were bare. A perfectly shaved slit peeked out from between her thighs and the fact that it was more than a little wet was not lost on Ms. Temis. Of course, Jenni hadn’t worn a bra or panties for any of her assigned days to ISS, so it wasn’t as if Ms. Temis could claim surprise.

“Right,” declared the teacher. “Two additional punishments. That’s five in total. Any other rule violations I need to be aware of?” She demanded.

Jenni shook her head. “That’s all for right now, Ms. Temis,” she replied.

The teacher snorted. “I’m sure you’ll manage to break another rule or three before the day is out. You excel at it.”

Jenni looked down sheepishly. 

The teacher shook her head and then gestured. “Now get your shoes and socks off while I deal with Angelica.” She turned and went over to the blonde girl. “Angelica, please sit down in the restraint chair. Place your legs in the supports while I secure you in place.”

“Please!” Angelica blurted out, looking at the chair. “Please! I’m sorry Ms. Temis! I didn’t mean to do it! It’s not my fault! Please don’t torture me!”

Ms. Temis sighed as she grabbed Angelica’s arm, pushing her back up against the metal frame. “Why are you here, Angelica?” Ms. Temis asked with a sneer. “Do you remember?” The teacher pushed, lifting the smaller girl upward into the split seat and forcibly shoving her back. Angelica didn’t resist, but she shook her head, her bottom lip trembling as if she were about to cry.

“No,” she whimpered. “No…” but Ms. Temis was already wrapping the first Velcro strap around Angelica’s wrist, securing her to the arm rest.

“Angelica,” Ms. Temis said sternly. “I asked you a question. Why are you here? And remember, I already know. So don’t lie.” She lifted up Angelica’s other hand and secured it as well.

“M-m-mister Mason was punishing me for passing notes and I accidentally orgasmed,” Angelica blubbered. “I didn’t mean to! He had Billy licking me between each stroke of the paddle and I couldn’t take it! It wasn’t fair!” Ms. Temis lifted Angelica’s bare little foot, her calf settling into the first cupped support, then strapped it in. Angelica sniffled as her other leg was put into place.

“It may seem unfair to you,” Ms. Temis said, reaching down and releasing the locking mechanism. The chair tilted back, causing Angelica to gasp, but it also caused both of the leg supports to swing outward, spreading the blonde girl’s legs wide apart and revealing her perfectly shaved slit with thick, pink folds. “But the rules are quite explicit. Teachers have every right to sensitize corporal punishment targets in any way they’d like. I think having one of the boys lick your clitoris between spanks is most appropriate.”

Ms. Temis came back around and gave Angelica’s sex a quick look. “It’s your fault you lack control, which is why you are here.”

“P-p-please, M-m-ms. Temis! Please don’t hurt me!” Angelica blubbered.

Ms. Temis sighed and she put a hand on Angelica’s leg, so close to the girl’s pussy that Ms.Temis’ thumb grazed the girl’s clit, causing her to jump. “Angelica, unlike Jenni, who cannot seem to follow the rules, you are doing everything right. All I plan on doing to you today is stimulating you. It’s about control. If you can manage to hold off, to bear whatever pleasure is inflicted upon you without orgasm, then you’ll be back in regular class tomorrow.”

Angelica gulped. “What… what if I can’t?” She whispered. “What if I cum?”

Ms. Temis smiled as she stepped back. “Well, if you can’t control yourself, then not only will we be repeating this process tomorrow, but you’ll spend the rest of the day enduring orgasm after orgasm. Non-stop. Forced. And you’ll be punished for each one. It will hopefully help you resist the urge to cum tomorrow.”

Angelica shook her head. “Please. You can’t! I’m sensitive!”

Ms. Temis grinned. “I certainly hope so!”

While Ms. Temis set up one of the motorized stimulators between Angelica’s outstretched legs, Jenni finished removing her shoes and socks, setting them in the basket. It didn’t take long for Ms. Temis to secure the blonde girl. Angelica was tilted backward, her breasts thrust upward, her legs spread wide, her sex exposed and vulnerable, ready for whatever caress, vibration, or penetrations Ms. Temis cared to inflict upon her. Angelica let out a short yelp as Ms. Temis moved the motorized stimulator into place and Jenni looked back, a touch envious. Clearly, Ms. Temis had no intention of allowing Angelica to last the day, much less the hour. Rather than one of the more tolerable devices that could leave a girl soaked and wanting, but still somewhat in control, Ms. Temis positioned a full sized dildo, mounted on a piston, right between Angelica’s legs. The girl whimpered as Ms. Temis handled the first insertion manually, squirting a significant amount of lubricant on the huge rubber rod. As soon as it was fully embedded inside Angelica, Temis turned the machine on. The motor pulled the synthetic cock halfway out of the blonde girl’s pussy, paused, shook violently for a second, then slowly pushed back in. As it reached the apex, the piston stopped and another strong oscillation rocked up the post, into the phallus, and right into Angelica’s sex.

“Oh God!” Angelica whispered. “Ms. Temis! I can’t! It feels… it feels…” Angelica groaned as her pussy tightened around the thick rod, which was then slowly drawn out again. Then she shook her head. “I’m going to cum! I know it! Please! Please let me down!”

Ms. Temis straightened up and reached into her pocket. “Angelica, this is supposed to help you learn control. The setting is the lowest the machine is capable of and I won’t turn it up until period two. Presuming you don’t cum of course. You need to focus on resisting the pleasure. Okay?”

“No! Please! I can’t!” Angelica began to shout. Ms. Temis sighed and retrieved a rubber ball gag from a container on the desk at the front of the room. Angelica’s eyes widened. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry! Please! You don’t have to gag me!”

“I’d hoped not to have to use this,” Ms. Temis said perfunctorily. “But you leave me no choice.” Angelica shut her mouth, grinding her teeth together as Ms. Temis brought up the gag. The teacher handled this expediently, by grabbing hold of Angelica’s left nipple, pinching it tightly, and twisting. Eventually Angelica screamed as the pain shot through her tit and Ms. Temis’ other hand jammed the ball gag in. It took only another moment to get it buckled in place.

“Mmmmmgppgfhh!” Angelica mewled, eyes brimming with tears. But within seconds her demeanor changed, her body responding to the soft rubber probe as it stopped, rumbled impressively, then slid back into her open and accepting slit. Ms. Temis nodded pleasantly as she stepped back.

“If you demonstrate some real control this morning, I’ll make sure to use the soft vibrator clamps on your nipples later,” Ms. Temis said with a grin. Angelica groaned, shaking her head as a thin line of saliva escaped from around her spread open mouth and trickled down her chin. Ms. Temis nodded, then turned back toward Jenni. “Now, let’s get you situated. Then I can begin your punishment.”

Ms. Temis grabbed the lubricant and moved over to station four. Jenni watched as the teacher lubricated both probes until they were glistening. Then Ms. Temis pointed down. “Have a seat” she ordered.

Jenni bit her lip. She was not technically a stranger to getting fucked in the ass, but she hesitated, based solely on the size of the phallus. The thing was massive. Easily eight inches long from base to tip and while the tapered point was only an inch wide, the dildo widened out to an almost four inch girth. At least, if she was judging right, and the phallus was, at that moment, fully extended. Then there was the other phallus, the one with the arm, which from its position, clearly was meant to go in the other hole.

“Well?” Ms. Temis demanded. “Sit!”

Slowly she climbed up into the seat and turned around. She felt the slick tip of the anal probe first and bit her lip, working her hips until it was aimed at the right spot. She gripped the armrests hard, fingers curling, as she lowered herself down, trying hard to relax her ass so that the tip would slide in gently.

She was marginally successful and groaned as she lowered herself down a bit more, closing her eyes as she took another inch or two of the rubber rod up her poor bottom. To her relief, the larger anal probe was quite soft, even malleable as she started to sink. Then she felt the other phallus touching her sex, rubbing along her petals, and with one hand, she reached down between her legs, spreading her folds, only to tilt her hips slightly to allow the second cock to penetrate.

Jenni realized quickly that she was going to tire fast if she didn’t sit. Either that, or Ms. Temis would start pushing. She let out a groan as she dropped down a bit more, then winced as the pair of rubber shafts impaled her. The thick probe sliding into her bottom was much wider than she would have preferred, though there was a unique flexibility to it. Jenni let out a soft groan, trying to adjust to the penetration. The vaginal phallus however felt amazing, filling her soaked slit perfectly as she settled down.

Ms. Temis, to her credit, allowed Jenni the time needed to adjust and it wasn’t until the extended arm on the vaginal phallus touched Jenni’s clit that the teacher began securing the girl’s ankles. Jenni dropped just a bit more, her buttocks finally touching the smooth plastic seat. Another strap was brought across her lap and Ms. Temis tightened it down, ensuring that Jenni had absolutely no way to lift herself away from the two penetrating rods. A third black strap went across her stomach and then, as Jenni squirmed, bottom and pussy stuffed to the brim, Ms. Temis began securing her wrists. 

“Comfortable?” Ms. Temis asked, eyes on the girl’s body.

Jenni gulped. “Not really,” she admitted honestly.

Ms. Temis smiled wickedly. “Excellent!” She said, stepping back to admire the girl’s situation. “This isn’t supposed to be fun for you. Or a turn on for that matter.”

Jenni looked at her with a worried expression.

Behind the teacher, Angelica was trembling violently as the fucking machine pumped the long, thick synthetic cock up and down through her sex. Clearly the little blonde was having trouble resisting the pleasure and Jenni could sympathize. It was the mixture of vibrations and pumping that did it. Getting packed, then vibrated, only to have the process reverse itself and then do it again, was impossible to resist. At least Ms. Temis had left the machine on its lowest setting. 

“Now,” Ms. Temis declared, dragging Jenni’s attention back to the teacher. “Let’s talk about your punishments.”

Jenni gulped.

“Now, the general punishment for being tardy is to apply twenty strokes to one of the five corporal punishment areas. Usually I like to inflict cane or paddle strokes to the bottoms of a student’s feet, hoping that such discomfort will speed them along next time.”

Jenni was quite aware of this. She’d become somewhat accustomed to having her ankles secured, the delicate arches of her feet turned up and exposed, only for Ms. Temis to deliver the required punishment, all while Jenni’s pussy was being vibrated and stuffed. Of course, Jenni knew that besides the cane and paddle, Ms. Temis also liked using the crop, using the soft leather tip to tickle, as well as torment her soles.

“For the unauthorized sexual activity you admitted to upon arrival,” Ms. Temis continued, “I’d normally take a flogger or strop to your thighs.” She reached over and ran one gnarled finger along the soft, inner part of Jenni’s leg, all the way up to her pussy. Jenni gasped as Ms. Temis touched the labia, which was distended by the thick phallus jammed into her sex. “Nice and sensitive,” Ms. Temis said. “Twenty strokes there would hurt like hell.”

Jenni nodded in complete agreement. Of all the punishment areas, getting whipped on her thighs was perhaps the worst, even more than getting the soles of her feet caned.

“Your uniform violations however, are much more egregious,” Ms. Temis added. “The length of your skirt, for example, would normally result in me taking a paddle to your bare ass and spanking you hard until you were screaming, turning your buttocks into two hot globes of pain.”

Jenni winced, imaging herself bent over one of the spanking benches in the room, getting paddled. Of course, her bottom was fully exposed to Ms. Temis, and she grabbed hold of one buttock and squeezed.

“And seeing how you seem to enjoy getting punished, since I cannot seem to get you to wear a bra, despite the fact that your tits are absolutely huge for a girl your size, I would normally take a flogger to your chest, excoriating your nipples properly.” Suddenly she leaned forward, putting her eyes just a few inches away from Jenni’s face. The teacher’s hands came up and she grabbed both of Jenni’s nipples, twisting and pinching them. But not too hard. Just enough to elicit a pained wince from the bound girl. Jenni tightened around the two firm, unmoving rods in her bottom and pussy and shuddered. Ms. Temis continued to twist, then let go of both of Jenni’s breasts with a sneer.

“And for not wearing panties, I’d bind your legs open in the splits and give your soaked little pussy a thorough thrashing in a vain attempt to dissuade you from repeating the violation. But we’ve certainly seen how well that works. And while I have absolutely no doubt that tomorrow you’ll be stretched out in exactly that position while I take a leather sap to your clit, today we’re trying something new.”

Jenni’s eyes widened. “New?” She repeated curiously.

Ms. Temis nodded. “Indeed.” She straightened up. “I’m not going to cane your feet, or beat your thighs with a ruler, or spank your sweet little ass. I’m not going to flog your tits. And I’m not going to paddle your pussy.”

Jenni swallowed hard, feeling her heart race. Ms. Temis shook her head. “No. You’re going to suffer something much, much worse today.”

“Wh-wh-what’s worse?” Jenni stammered. Ms. Temis turned and walked over to one of the nearby storage cubbies as Jenni struggled to adjust to the brutal butt fucking she was getting. The teacher pulled a plastic bin from one of the shelves and came back to Jenni, only to pull a TENS unit out of the container.

The transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator was a device the girl was quite familiar with and her eyes widened as Ms. Temis prepared two sets of electrostim tabs. The teacher turned and then to Jenni’s dismay, knelt. There was nothing the girl could do as Ms. Temis applied the two sticky tabs to the bottoms of each of Jenni’s feet, one pad centered on the heel, the other on the balls of her feet. Jenni bit her lip, knowing that the prickly discomfort of the electricity would flow directly across each arch, causing the underlying muscles to spasms uncomfortably. Depending on the level the TENS unit was set at, she would almost have preferred getting caned across her arches!

Ms. Temis picked up the device, standing up and suddenly Jenni felt it. That tingling, prickling, tightening sensation. She winced, her body tightening on the two rubber phalli jammed in her lower half. It got worse, then she let out a little cry as the feeling became actually painful. Then the hurt receded, just a bit.

“Level three for your feet,” Ms. Temis said with a grin, looking down at the way Jenni’s toes were curling. “Every two seconds I think. On pulse.”

Indeed, the little jolts were doing exactly that and Jenni could feel the distinct tightening of her toes and arches as the electrical nerve stimulator was misused, not to provide muscle relief, but to cause pain. Worse, there was no way to relax. She was totally at the mercy of the machine. She closed her eyes, realizing shortly that her body was reacting to the pulses of energy by tightening, everywhere. She could feel the wetness of her pussy beginning to leak onto the seat.

Ms. Temis produced a second TENS unit and this time, the two pairs of electrostim tabs went on Jenni’s thighs. High up. She jerked as Ms. Temis set the first pads practically at the edge of Jenni’s crotch. The second set went five inches lower so that the power would flow across the amazingly sensitive and delicate flesh.

“Level five?” Ms. Temis asked, turning on the device.

Instantly Jenni squealed, a sharp pain exploding in both legs, as if someone had taken a knife, set the back edge against her sex, and then cut a line downward toward her knees. But before she could do more than jerk, the pain faded downward and the second pulse felt more like a pressure. She shuddered, her entire body rippling with the spasm as Ms. Temis adjusted the TENS unit a little lower. “No, Level three for the thighs as well,” she said with what sounded like disappointment. She set the device down next to the first, wires running down between Jenni’s knees. Jenni quivered, clenching her teeth as the teacher produced a third TENS unit. Except this one didn’t have electrostim tabs.

The metal clamps that Ms. Temis held up had tiny teeth, though they were dulled and blunted, more to prevent slippage than to cause discomfort. Still, Jenni gasped as the teacher applied each little pincer to Jenni’s nipples. The weight of the wires was actually quite noticeable and the pressure of the clamps actually caused the tips of her breasts to begin throbbing after only a few seconds. Jenni looked up at Ms. Temis, for the first time actually becoming a bit fearful of the coming punishment.

“Since the other two are at level three, I suppose it will just make it easier,” Ms. Temis said with a shrug. She lifted the control unit, set a dial, and then pressed the activation button. Jenni didn’t know why, but the way the electricity crawled across both her nipples actually hurt more than it did on her thighs or feet. It felt like someone pinching her nipples hard, and twisting them. Worse, it came every two seconds, pulsing like the warning beacon of a lighthouse slowly turning.

But even as the power surged through her nipples, Jenni found herself reacting to the stimulation at the tips of her breasts in an unexpected way. It didn’t feel bad. In fact, disturbing as it was, her body was responding to the pulses sexually. There was a surge between her legs and her pussy quivered around the unmoving, solid thickness of the vaginal phallus.

“Now for your bottom,” Ms. Temis said, “and your propensity for wearing skirts that are too short.” She bent over, touched something at the base, and a soft hum filled the air.

Even expecting the movement, Jenni let out a squeal. Her ass tightened instantly, an involuntary response, and that tension immediately shot through the rest of her. Fingers curled as her back arched and her entire body attempted to lift itself away from the seat. All because the phallus in her ass didn’t go downward. It went up.

Only an inch, but Jenni had thought that the anal probe was fully extended when she had first sat down and she adjusted to the full depth. Crying out, she shuddered, but then the huge cock in her ass reversed course, retracting almost half a foot of rubber, pulling out of her distended anus. The relief however, was momentary, as the rod reversed course and once more pushed up into Jenni’s bottom. Only the lubrication Ms. Temis had applied before making Jenni sit, made it bearable and Jenni whimpered.

Rocked in the punishment chair of Station Four, Jenni struggled to adjust to the overwhelming forces inflicting torment upon her. The bottoms of her feet stung and prickled, while lines of stinging heat seemed to slice through her upper legs. Her nipples didn’t just throb. They pulsed painfully as invisible fingers pinched and twisted the tender tips back and forth every other second. And finally, the massive butt probe slowly moved in and out of her back door, skewering her completely.

“Now,” Ms. Temis said with a note of finality. “There’s just one more part of you that needs to be punished, isn’t there?”

Jenni looked up, shaking. Her eyes were wide, her body rippling with tension. She knew what was coming. She nodded, gulping. “My… my… p-p-pussy.”

“Your filthy little cunt,” Ms. Temis sneered, nodding in perfect agreement. “And you know what I’m going to do about it?”

Jenni could barely think, there were so many things happening to her overwhelmed little body. “W-w-whip it?”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Ms. Temis snarled. She shook her head. “No. I’m going to give you the keys to your own punishment.” She bent back down, touched another button on the machine and at that moment, everything changed for poor Jenni.

Between her legs, the vaginal phallus moved. A soft surge of vibration shot up and down through the entire probe, immediately causing her pussy to clench down hard around it. Then it moved again, but not with a shaking tremor, but downward, and timed so that as the anal probe rose, the vaginal rod retracted. Then it reversed and Jenni cried out as the two phallic rods alternated their penetrations. But finally, the little arm, sticking out of the side of the vibrator going in and out of her pussy began rumbling. Each time the vaginal probe rose to its full height, completely stuffing Jenni’s cunt, that arm touched her clit directly. And here, the vibrations weren’t just noticeable. They were powerful.

“Aggghhhhh!” Jenni squealed, her fingers tightening on the armrests. She threw her head back. It was too much. Too many sensations. And suddenly all of it, the stinging across the arches of her feet, the burning of her thighs, the twisting hard pinches at the tips of her breasts, the thick and cruel spitting of her bottom, and the incredible, intense fucking of her pussy, came together and locked her into a spiral of agonized ecstasy.

Temis' eyes widened as Jenni’s head was thrown back, her face a mask of strain. “Don’t you dare!” Ms. Temis hissed. “This is punishment!” She quickly bent down and grabbed the TENS unit that powered the stimtabs on Jenni’s feet. She turned it up to Level Four, but Jenni’s responding cry only made it clear that turning up the power wasn’t helping. Ms. Temis snarled again, this time picking up the device going to Jenni’s tits.

“Agggghhhhhh!” Jenni shrieked as the pinching twisting sensation of someone’s fingers on her nipples was replaced with the sharp pain of someone using a pair of pliers on her chest, rotating both tender nubs back and forth ninety degrees.

“Oh GOD!” Jenni cried out. “YES! FUCK!” Her entire body shook violently.

“Don’t you dare cum!” Ms. Temis hissed. “If you cum, I’ll leave you on this chair for a second period! Every orgasm you have will get you another whole period!” 

But it was too late. Jenni’s orgasm rippled through the girl like wind through a field of wheat. Fluids burst from around the vaginal phallus, squirting outward like a spray. Ms. Temis gasped and jumped back, a look of fury on her face. Jenni convulsed on the chair, despite the straps and then her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. She continued to twitch, her jaw sagging open.

“Fuck,” Ms. Temis spat. She quickly turned the TENS unit down to level one, then put the device down and did the same to the other three electrical nerve stimulators. Then she slowed the pumping of the anal phallus. For a moment, she almost turned down the vibrations and thrusting speed of the vaginal probe, but Jenni let out a groan and the teacher looked up, just a little relieved.

“You are,” Ms. Temis said with a disgusted look, “a nympho humiliation pain slut. It’s disgusting. How any girl could cum from this kind of punishment is beyond me.” She leaned in, looking at the glassy glaze in Jenni’s eyes. “But, we’re going to push those limits today. We’ll see if you can do it again. And then again. And again.” She patted Jenni’s thigh with her hand.

But just as Jenni blinked and focused on Ms. Temis’ face, another cry echoed through the room. This time it was the little blonde, still bound to the restraint chair in Station One, as the orgasm she’d been resisting finally shot through her. Ms. Temis glanced back at Angelica.

“Oh my,” the teacher said brightly. “It looks like I’ll still get to paddle a pussy.” She smiled down at Jenni. She turned away and Jenni, still panting heavily, watched as Ms. Temis retrieved her leather sap and a rubber tipped massager. It took the teacher only a moment to pull the fucking machine away from Angelica’s dripping slit, only to mash the bulbed and now shuddering toy against Angelica’s clit.

Jenni felt another spasm ripple through her, and despite the orgasm, despite the tingling sensations in her feet, and along her thighs, and the light, almost delicate little tweaks of her nipples, and the way her bottom was still being speared, the shaking and plunging perfection of the vaginal phallus caused her to do exactly what Ms. Temis expected. Jenni licked her lips and let out a soft groan, her sex tightening up, quivering, clenching… wanting.

The leather paddle slapped down viciously on poor Angelica’s pussy, splattering moisture and making the girl jerk and squeal, the gag only barely muting the sounds of her distress. Ms. Temis jammed the massager back against the now stinging slit and Angelica quivered, unprepared and unused to the mixed signals as her body struggled between pleasure and pain.

Something Jenni knew all about. She swallowed hard, listening to the sounds of Angelica’s punishment, the confused mewls as Ms. Temis inflicted both pleasure and pain. Twenty strokes, interrupted only by the application of the massager. It took ten full minutes and by the time Ms. Temis set aside her tools and began pushing the fucking machine back into place, driving the phallus back into poor Angelica’s freshly paddled and teased pussy, the little blonde was already aroused again and ready to cum.

Jenni slowly relaxed and took a deep breath. The pulses of power that flickered across her feet, her thighs, and her nipples teased her, leaving her twitching. The intense vibrations in her pussy, and every other second, surging through her clitoris, drove her straight back up the metaphorical mountain, heading toward the cliffs of orgasm. And the thick, pumping, rubber rod that pumped deep into Jenni’s back door brought it all together. Jenni groaned, her mind short-circuiting as the varying sensations overwhelmed her, but even through the fog of mind-numbing sexual stimulation, she managed to think one clear thought.

“Ms. Temis?” She whispered.

Ms. Temis looked up. “What is it?” She demanded, turning on the machine between Angelica’s legs. The thick phallus began pumping and Angelica whimpered.

Jenni licked her lips. “I’m… I’m ready.”

“Ready?” Ms. Temis asked. Jenni nodded as the teacher approached. “Ready for what?”

Jenni looked right up at Ms. Temis. “I’m ready… for you to turn the TENS Units back up. I’m ready for the next punishment.” She gulped. “Level three… and four.”

Ms. Temis looked hard at the girl, then picked up the TENS unit, wires leading up to Jenni’s breasts. “And do you think you’ll cum again, like the naughty little fuckslut you are?”

Jenni suddenly blushed.

“Absolutely.”


The Field Trip

Jenni walked over to the line of students waiting to get on the bus, her backpack held in one hand by her side. She felt more than a little awkward as two very different undercurrents of emotion ran through her. Excitement because going on a field trip was very different, and a visit to the zoo even more intriguing, while at the same time, she felt a flurry of trepidation. That second emotion left her tummy fluttering, and worse, a certain spot uncomfortably moist.

“Fancy seeing you here,” said a voice in Jenni’s ear, causing her to jump. She turned and looked, finding a black haired girl standing behind her. Liz was wearing the required school uniform of white blouse, blue tie, blue and white plaid skirt, along with the regulation white knee socks and black pumps, but her lipstick was the same color as her hair and her makeup borderline unacceptable, with heavy black eyeliner and dark blue shadow. She too held a bag and it was here that Liz’s “goth girl” expression really took off. Silver metal studs lined the straps on the black leather pack and a number of inappropriate patches with rude gestures, or anime figures, decorated the back.

Jenni licked her lips and bit her bottom lip. “Hello, Liz,” she said politely. It wasn’t that Jenni disliked the girl. In fact, Jenni adored her, but Liz didn’t seem to have a filter, or limits. How she had gotten paired up with her for the field trip was a mystery, but partners were pre-assigned, which meant that they would be together for the entire time.

And that’s what created that feeling of trepidation.

The line moved forward slowly and Jenni turned to face forward. Ms.Fontaine was standing at the door of the bus, visually inspecting everyone’s uniform, and in some cases, looking into their bag. Jenni took a deep breath, but then felt Liz’s finger touch her bottom through her skirt, a single line drawn across both buttocks. It made Jenni jump and she turned to look at the goth girl in shock.

“Liz!”

Liz grinned. “Nice skirt,” she teased. “I’m surprised it isn’t too short.”

Jenni blushed. She was usually in trouble for exactly that, since most of her skirts had been hemmed significantly above regulation height. A moment later, she stood in front of Ms. Fontaine, a tall, blonde woman who looked down at Jenni with her arms crossed.

“Jenni,” the teacher said with a suspicious look. “I’m shocked.”

Jenni blinked. “You are? Why?”

“Because your skirt is regulation length for once,” Ms. Fontaine said wryly. “I expected to have to turn you away and send you to the principal’s office.” She took a step back and measured Jenni’s entire outfit. “That said, you’re known for violating the rules, so panty check. Show me, or I can do a physical inspection.”

Jenni blushed, but quickly pulled up the hem at the front of her skirt. The crotch of a pair of blue and white striped panties appeared. Ms. Fontaine leaned down a bit, then blinked in surprise. “Good Lord,” she said in shock.”Panties too?” She shook her head and pointed at the bag. “Open it.”

Jenni frowned but unzipped her bag. The only thing in it was her lunch. Ms. Fontaine took a deep breath and shook her head. “Well, it only took eight months and how many spankings for you to get the message. I’m… dismayed, honestly.” She sighed and looked behind Jenni at Liz.

“Ms. Davis, as Jenni’s partner, I expect you to inform me immediately if Jenni’s behavior, in any way, begins to reflect poorly on C.P. Elrod Senior High School. Do you understand?”

Liz grinned. “Of course, Ms. Fontaine. I’ll keep her baser nature under control.” She actually saluted. Ms. Fontaine frowned and then waved both girls onto the bus. Jenni looked down the aisles. Almost all the seats were taken, but Liz tapped her shoulder. “I arranged a seat for us at the very back.” She pointed.

Sure enough, the very back seat was empty and Jenni’s excitement once more dipped in favor of trepidation. As she made her way to the back, many of the students eyed her. Half of them looked at her as if she were a tasty treat. The other half with a smirk of disgust. Jenni’s reputation as something of a discipline problem was well known.

Liz touched her again, once more on the bottom, pushing her forward and they moved to the back. Jenni slid into the bench seat with Liz sliding in beside her, essentially trapping Jenni in place. Liz put her bag down between her feet and grinned.

“Isn’t this exciting?” She asked Jenni with a mischievous and almost psychotic tone.

Jenni nodded weakly. It was, but she was starting to get the feeling that it was going to be exciting in exactly the way Ms. Fontaine didn’t want it to be exciting. In fact, Jenni had followed all the school rules, just so she could go on this field trip. At the front of the bus, the last few students got on, followed by Ms. Fontaine. A moment later, the bus lurched into motion and rumbled out of the parking lot.

It was loud at the back. Liz turned toward Jenni with a wicked smile. “So, wearing panties huh?”

Jenni’s eyes narrowed and she nodded. “Yes,” she replied.

“Unusual for you,” Liz said with a grin.

Jenni licked her lips. Liz wasn’t wrong. It was unusual.

“But it’s an opportunity,” Liz added.

“An opportunity?” Jenni asked suspiciously.

“Yeah,” Liz said, reaching down to her backpack. She opened it up and to Jenni’s shock, pulled out a seven inch long, bright pink vibrator. The tip was curved and she held it out.

Jenni gasped and glanced around. No one had noticed, but she grabbed the dildo and quickly hid it in the folds of her skirt. “Liz!” She exclaimed. “Why did you bring something like this!”

Liz snorted. “It’s a forty-five minute drive to the zoo, dummy. I didn’t want you to get bored.” Her eyes bored into Jenni’s. “Now, are you going to stick it in, or am I?”

Jenny frowned and held the vibrator out to Jenni, trying not to let anyone see. “You want it? You can have it,” she declared.

Liz took it back. “Awesome!” She exclaimed. Then she reached over and yanked up Jenni’s skirt.

“Liz!” For a second, they fought over the blue and white plaid material.

“What? You said I could stick it in. Now pull those panties aside so I can run this sweet little thing right up into your pussy.”

Jenni’s jaw dropped, but Liz had already turned the vibrator on and was pushing it toward Jenni’s crotch. It touched her right through the blue and white striped panties and Jenni felt a surge of embarrassing wetness. She glanced around. The bus was already moving, which was the only reason no one else could hear it. But Liz could call attention to her. Jenni’s protestation ended and Liz pulled Jenni’s panties outward, exposing a beautiful, shaved, creamy white and pink pussy.

“Ooooh, freshly shaved! Like you knew what I was going to do to you today! And you’re already wet too,” she cooed. “Well, spread your legs.”

Jenni, already trembling, did.

The head of the vibrator touched her clit and then slid down into Jenni’s petals. With a groan, Jenni closed her eyes as Liz pushed, delving with the probe, sliding it into her sex with a single thrust. Jenni stiffened as it went in, the vibrations surging through her loins. It felt incredible and once it was properly embedded, Liz made sure it was turned up to its highest setting. Liz then snapped Jenni’s panties over the end, holding it in.

“Liz… please. Not on high?” Jenni begged, her hips already rolling.

Liz snorted. “Hardly. A fuckslut like you should always have her sex toys on high.” She paused. “Except when I’m toying with you. Then it's about what I want.”

Jenni gulped. “But Liz… it’s too much. I’m going to cum.”

Liz smirked. “Well, I hope so! That’s sort of the point.”

“It is?” Jenni asked in surprise.

Liz nodded. “Of course. Because I’m going to punish you every time you cum.” She grinned. “And trust me, you’re going to be exploding a lot today.” She flicked Jenni’s skirt back down to cover the toy rumbling toy causing Jenni’s panties to bulge. “How long do you think you can last?” She asked.

Jenni closed her eyes, already overwhelmed. Her hips were already rolling and the urge to reach down and pump the vibrator in and out was almost more than she could resist. She brought her knees together, quivering as the pressures inside her built.

“Hey, just for the record, every time you cum, you better announce it. Loud and proud. And I mean I want to hear you say, ‘I’m cumming!’ And not just once. You need to repeat it multiple times, and make sure I hear you.” She grinned. “Fucksluts like you need to make sure that everyone around knows you're a fucking deviant nymphomaniac.”

Jenni, completely discombobulated by the streaming sensations shooting up from her pussy, nodded wordlessly, struggling to keep her face an impassive mask, instead of gasping and quivering with orgasmic lust. She licked her lips, looking out the window, focused almost a hundred percent on resisting the growing urgency building between her thighs. She could feel her wetness and the vibrations of the bus bouncing down the road didn’t help. Whether counted in minutes or miles, it was only a matter of time.

“Liz!” She gasped a few minutes later. “I’m… I’m cumming! Oh God! I’m cumming!” Jenni gritted her teeth, her body going tense as the surge of adrenaline washed over her. Her pussy locked down tight on the vibrator and she jammed a hand down between her legs, pressing hard. Liz grinned and watched as her friend shuddered, mewled prettily, and then slumped, her chest heaving as the waves of orgasmic pleasure rushed through her.

“Awesome!” Liz declared, checking her watch. “And in just fourteen minutes! That leaves me a full thirty for you to have another one!”

Jenni blinked and looked at Liz. “An… another one?”

Liz nodded. “I mean, you still have to be punished. But don’t worry. We can do that while your disgusting little slit stays stuffed and buzzed. In fact, you can start right now.” Liz’s eyes narrowed. “Give me your bra.”

Shock flashed across Jenni’s face. “My bra?”

Liz sniffed. “You are wearing one, right? I presumed you were, since you were wearing panties. Didn’t want to risk not getting to go on the field trip, right?” She held out her hand. “So, take it off and give it to me.”

Jenni brought both hands up to her chest. “But… but what if Ms. Fontaine makes another check?”

Liz snorted. “Fontaine? That bitch already checked you. And she knows I’ll tell on you if you break the rules. So take it off. Now.” The last word was delivered with a distinct finality that threatened all sorts of bad consequences for failure to comply. Jenni quivered, though whether it was from the vibrator still jammed and shaking in her pussy, or the “punishment” Liz had prescribed, she didn’t know. She brought her shaking hands up, fumbling with the buttons of her shirt, glancing around nervously. What if someone noticed? How could she possibly take off her bra without completely taking off her uniform shirt?

At least it allowed her to focus on something other than the way her pussy was reacting to the continuing earthquake deep within her cleft. She finished unbuttoning the front, proving to a curious Liz that Jenni was indeed wearing a bra. It was white, and quite lacy, barely hiding the pink tips of her prodigious bosom, but it was there. Then Jenni pulled her right arm out of its shirt sleeve, tugged, and managed to get the strap down, over her elbow, and off. It only took another minute of wriggling to get her right arm back into the shirt sleeve. Then she did the other side.

Liz picked up her pack and set it on her knees, effectively blocking the view of the other students and Jenni pulled the cups of her bra away from her breasts, twisting it almost completely around her body. Liz’s eyes focused immediately on her nipples, two silver dollar sized circles of pink with a taut, tight, and quite turgid tip in the center. Jenni unclipped her bra, her chest fully exposed, and she handed it over to Liz, who took it immediately and jammed it into her bag.

Jenni quickly began to button up, but Liz twisted, lifting a hand. “Wait a moment,” she said. Her fingers grasped Jenni’s left breast, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh. Then Liz began teasing the tip with her fingers. Jenni whimpered, closing her eyes as the caress combined with the vibrations in her sex. Then it got worse as Liz pinched Jenni’s nipple just a tiny bit, twisting it back and forth.

“Liz!” Jenni groaned. “Please! I… I can’t take that!”

Liz scoffed. “Of course you can! You’re a cum slut!” She paused. “You do want to cum again, right?”

Jenni looked up, eyes conflicted. “Are… are you… going to punish me?”

Liz laughed. “Hell yes I’m going to punish you! What do you think this is? Some sort of game?” She let go of Jenni’s nipple. “Button up your shirt before someone notices your huge tits sticking out.”

Jenni hurriedly secured the front of her shirt, sighing in relief as her breasts once more were hidden behind the white material of her blouse. Granted, without a bra, the tips of her breasts were rather pronounced, obvious bumps that seemed to broadcast her impending second orgasm. But there wasn’t anything Jenni could do about that. She finished up, not even realizing that her lower half was gyrating even more than it had the first time.

The tormented girl let out a groan, her hands once more going down to her lap, pressing down. That did absolutely nothing to help mitigate the waves of pleasure streaming through her pussy. In fact, it made it worse. Her hand caused the vibe to wiggle inside her and Liz just watched merrily as Jenni worked herself into another frenzy.

“Go on,” Liz encouraged. “Do it. Cum. Squirt. If you want to pound that dildo in and out, go for it! Just remember that there are repercussions.” She grinned, eyes sparkling. “Serious repercussions.”

But Liz’s warning had absolutely no effect and Jenni spread her legs, digging her fingers beneath her panties. She grabbed the base of the dildo, drew it half way out and jammed it back in with a passionate, loud groan. Her hand began moving quickly and it took only a dozen thrusts before she arched her back, eyes closed, mewling frantically.

“Don’t forget to tell everyone!” Liz exclaimed happily.

“I’m cumming!” Jenni whispered desperately. “I’m…. I’m…” Her jaw clenched as the orgasm smashed into her.

“Cumming,” Liz said cheerfully. “You’re cumming.” She sighed. “As usual.”

Jenni shuddered and then, as her body relaxed, she pulled the vibrator out of her pussy, sagging in relief. Liz rolled her eyes and sat there as Jenni tried to pull herself together. Finally it was the vibrations in her hand that did it and she lifted the vibe and turned it off. Slowly she sat back up and held up the vibe.

“Um… I’m sorry I took this out,” she apologized.

Liz nodded. “Damn straight. I didn’t give you permission to do that. That’s earned you another punishment, besides the one you just earned for cumming.”

Jenni hesitated. “Two punishments?”

Liz grinned. “I’m glad you can count! One for the orgasm and one for being a disobedient little fuck slut. So stick it back in.”

Jenni bit her lip. “Do I have to turn it back on?” She asked weakly.

Liz rolled her eyes. “What do you think?” She sneered.

Jenni gulped, twisted the base, and once more the dildo began shaking. She brought it down to her crotch, pushed her soaked panties aside, and then pushed the phallus right back into her pussy. Her face contorted with obvious pleasure, but with a bit of sensitivity too. Liz nodded as Jenni trapped it in place again with her panties.

“Excellent. Feel good?”

Jenni nodded, unsure if she should speak.

“Great. Then your punishment for cumming is to remove your panties.”

“My… my panties?”

Liz shrugged. “Well, it’s not like you can remove my panties.” She paused and gave Jenni a wicked look. “At least not yet you can’t.” She patted Jenni’s knee. “Maybe later. But for now, just slip your own off and hand them over.”

“But… how will the dildo stay in?” Jenni asked.

“Most girls would press their thighs together, but I know that you love spreading your legs for everyone, so you can just use your hand.” She reached out and tapped the base of the dildo. “Or, if you’d like, I can hold it in for you. And out. And in. And out.”

“Liz!” Jenni gasped.

“I’m not going to tell you again. Give me your fucking panties.”

Jenni wriggled, pulling her skirt upward and out from under her bottom. It wasn’t difficult for her to pull the white cotton, bikini cut panties downward, but she did have to grab hold of the vibrator as it threatened to slip out of her sex. Finally she managed to get the blue and white striped undies down to her knees and pressed her thighs together, holding in the phallus. Jenni pushed and then bent down, tugging the underwear over her shoes. She wadded it up into a tight, small ball and handed them over. Liz embarrassed her even further by taking a sniff.

“Yummy,” the goth girl declared, then jammed the panties down into her bag. “Well? Go on. Spread your legs. Start pumping. We’ve got almost ten more minutes till we get to the zoo. Work yourself right to the edge.”

Jenni, pussy quivering, opened up and grabbed hold of the vibrator. Her sex tightened around it perfectly and she let out a soft groan. “Is this my punishment?”

“What? Hardly,” Liz declared, watching the vibrator slide in and out of Jenni’s pink, soaked slit. “Punishments are either going to embarrass the fuck out of you, or hurt. Or both. That feels good right?”

Jenni nodded, but looked at Liz with a pleading expression. “It’s also embarrassing, Liz.”

Liz shrugged. “That’s your nature. You are a fuck bunny with only one redeeming value. My personal entertainment. Now get yourself right to the edge. So I can push you off it.”

Jenni closed her eyes and pumped.

The next ten minutes were brutal, mostly because Liz continued to make egregious comments, or asking Jenni questions about what it felt like to have her cunt stuffed for so long. Worse, despite her two orgasms, she ripened easily enough and even before the bus drove through the stone gates of the zoo, Jenni was feeling the familiar ripples of need, forcing her closer to the edge. But as the bus headed for the front gate, Jenni slowed down.

“What are you doing?” Liz demanded. “I said edge.”

“But… we’re here!” Jenni blurted out, half taking the phallus out of her pussy.

Liz turned, eyes narrowing. “Are you arguing with me?”

Jenni’s eyes widened and her hand began moving. She shuddered. “Please… Please… Liz. I’m so close! Please let me pull it out?”

The bus pulled up in front of the Zoo’s entrance and lurched to a stop. Ms. Fontaine stood up at the front. “Everyone get your bag! Make sure you have your lunch! Let’s go!” She went down the stairs and almost everyone got up. Except Jenni and Liz.

Liz grabbed the dildo and with brutal, rapid thrusts, began frantically pumping the phallus in and out of Jenni, who squealed, only to jam a knuckle into her mouth. The other students moved away. Jenni lifted one foot, jamming it between the wall of the bus and the seat in front of her, almost flopping around as Liz feverishly fucked her.

“I’m cumming!” Jenni blurted out, fingers clutching at Liz, grabbing her wrist. “I’m cumming!” Sure enough, a fresh squirt of girl goo erupted from around the thick vibrator, splattering Liz’s hand and wrist, as well as a good portion of the back of the seat in front of them.

Liz let out a whoop, then glanced over her shoulder. “Damn!” She yanked the dildo out of Jenni, eliciting a cry of disappointment from the shudder girl. “Let’s go.” She opened her bag, stuffed the vibrator inside after quickly turning it off, and stood. She glanced down at Jenni, who sat there, eyes dazed and unfocused, legs wide apart, her pussy leaking cum.

“Jenni!” Liz practically shouted. She reached down, grabbed the girl’s shirt, and hauled upward. But even that didn’t do more than make Jenni’s foot slip from where it was wedged between the bus wall and the seat.

“Damn it! Jenni! Get up!” Liz hissed. Then she reached down, grabbed Jenni’s left nipple through her shirt, and twisted it a full ninety degrees.

“Oww!” Jenni squealed, jerking upright, her hand coming up. She blinked and Liz let go.

“Come on!” Liz said.

Jenni, still somewhat out of it, stood up. Liz had already grabbed Jenni’s back pack and was rushing down the center aisle toward the door. She got there just as the last student climbed down and she looked back over her shoulder at Jenni. Jenni gulped and moved forward, trying to ignore the slickness of her thighs. She brushed downward on her skirt and then followed Liz off the bus.

“Why is your face red?” Demanded Ms. Fontaine, looking at Jenni curiously. Her eyes flickered down to the hem of Jenni’s skirt, measuring it, but then she shook her head. “Keep her under control, Liz.”

Liz, who stood there with a bright and chipper expression on her face, nodded in agreement. “Absolutely Ms. Fontaine! I’ll let you know if she does anything naughty.” She grabbed Jenni’s hand, passed over the backpack, and the two girls hurried to join the rest of the students.

It took awhile to get everyone lined up and through the entrance and by the time Liz and Jenni were in the zoo grounds and given their assigned meeting times, a good fifteen minutes had passed. For Jenni, it let her well-sauced cunt dry out just a bit and she was feeling really, really good by the time the two of them struck off on their own.

“So,” Jenni asked, looking down at her map, trying to ignore the fact that she was walking around the zoo without panties or a bra. “What do we go and see first?”

Liz looked around. “The bathrooms,” she announced.

“What?” Jenni declared. “The bathrooms?” She looked up, slightly confused.

“Yup. Bathrooms,” Liz confirmed. She grabbed Jenni’s arm and propelled her toward the nearby building. Both girls entered and Liz glanced around. There was no one in the restroom and Liz dragged her down to the handicap stall and pushed her in.

“Liz?”

The goth girl grinned up at Jenni as she opened her pack. “Ready for your two punishments?”

Jenni’s eyes widened and she gulped. But even as she did, she felt her pussy tighten. She licked her lips and nodded. To her surprise though, Liz pulled out a blue and white plaid skirt. A school uniform skirt. She tossed it toward Jenni, who caught it in confusion.

“Great. Put that one on instead.”

Jenni’s eyebrow went up. “You want me to switch skirts?”

Liz nodded. “I do.”

“But why?”

“Because that skirt is one you left at my house two weeks ago. Remember? When I made you walk home?”

Jenni’s face turned scarlet. “Naked.” She gulped. “I remember.” Then Jenni realized the diabolical nature of Liz’s directive. “It’s hemmed,” she whispered.

Liz laughed. “Oh yeah, it's hemmed. If I recall, that’s the pair that got you sent to the principal’s office that first time. Remember? It's the one I really, really like because I can see your butt hanging out.”

Jenni’s face looked a little bleak. “But… what if Ms. Fontaine sees me?” She asked.

Liz shrugged. “Chances are she won’t. At least not until we’re getting back on the bus. Presuming she even cares by that point. Regardless, put it on.”

Jenni hesitated, but Liz’s eyes narrowed and Jenni folded like a wet blanket. She pushed her own, knee length skirt downward and let it fall to the floor, exposing her shaved slit and wet petals. She was about to put the skirt on when Liz held up a finger.

“Wait! This is the perfect time to start your other punishment too!” She drew out a pair of vibroballs which dangled from the ends of two, long, pink wires. “Put these in your pussy.” She held them out. Jenni, eyes wide, took them.

“Both?”

Liz rolled her eyes. “Well, the alternative is one in your stupid little cunt and the other up your ass.”

Jenni looked away, embarrassed. “So both,” she muttered. She lifted one foot up and put it on the commode, then began pushing the two spheres into her slit. They slid in easily, undoubtedly due to the three orgasms that Jenni had already had that morning, and nestled in her depths. Being filled felt good to Jenni and as she pulled her hand away, Liz held up the control box and pushed up on both sliders. Inside Jenni’s pussy, both vibroballs began shaking and Jenni groaned as her sex tightened up around them. She could feel them rattling around, moving in time, the oscillations translating right into her already well keyed libido.

“Ohhh,” she whimpered, hips already rolling.

“Damn,” Liz observed. “Already?” She held up a hand. “Not that I mind. I want you to cum again.”

Jenni’s face was slightly flushed and already her breathing had become a little more heavy. “Okay,” she whimpered.

Liz chuckled. “Put the skirt on. We can’t stay here for the rest of the day.” She gestured for Jenni to get dressed, taking the other skirt and pushing it down into her bag. It took Jenni a few tries to get her feet into the shorter hemmed skirt, mostly because she was distracted by the vibrations, but eventually she drew the material up, securing it around her waist. Sure enough, the lifted hem barely covered her pussy and actually left a little bit of both buttocks hanging out in full view. Jenni tried valiantly to pull the thing lower, managing to do so only by sacrificing its secure position above her hips, to a precarious point below, risking the entire ensemble falling accidentally if she twitched just a little bit too much.

Which, if the settings on the vibroballs were an indication, was going to happen eventually, whether Jenni liked it or not. Liz tucked the remote into the back of Jenni’s skirt, right in the waistband, which actually helped keep the thing in place, even if the placement made it obvious that she was enduring a sex toy buzzing around in her pussy.

“This is driving me crazy,” Jenni said, her voice tight with strain.

“Good. Because you are crazy.”

“I am?”

Liz’s eyes widened and she nodded emphatically. “Jenni, you are in a public place, wearing a skirt that is too short, without panties or a bra, stuffed to the gills with a pair of vibrating bullets that will eventually push you into a very public orgasm, all while knowing that I intend to inflict grossly humiliating and painful punishments on you for having that orgasm.”

Jenni couldn’t help it. She smiled. “Plus I’m hanging out with you.”

Liz laughed. “Plus you’re hanging out with me.” She tapped her temple. “Certifiable. Are you ready?”

Jenni shook her head. “No. But it’s not like I have a choice.”

Liz froze. “What?”

Jenni smiled. “I don’t have a choice.”

A flash of anger crossed Liz’s face. “What? Of course you do. Who told you that you don’t have a choice?” She put a fist on her hip, glaring at Jenni.

Jenni was a little taken aback. “Well. I mean… uh…”

Liz reached up with both hands and cupped Jenni’s face. “Jenni, I want to make you cum. I want to embarrass and humiliate the fuck out of you. And, the sadist that I am, I want to hurt you, a little. In the right spots, the way I know you like. In the way that turns you on and makes you cum even more. And I want you to submit to me. I want you to whimper and moan and beg and plead and I want to spank you and fuck you and make you squeal. But all you have to say, ever, is stop.” She let go, a worried look on her face. “And I will. All of it. Immediately. You understand, right?”

Jenni licked her lips and nodded. “I know,” she said softly. “I’ve always known.”

Liz nodded, looking relieved. She opened the stall door and stepped out.

“But I won’t,” Jenni said with a teasing smile. “No matter what you do to me.”

Liz looked back at her, eyes softening. “Good.” At least for a moment. Then the wicked mischievous face returned. “Of course, we’ll see what you say after your next orgasm. And the punishment!” She headed toward the bathroom door.

Jenni followed, already feeling the slickness of her pussy leaking out onto her thighs. They emerged into the bright sunlight and almost immediately Jenny could feel the cool breeze on her vibrating and stuffed slit, as well as her now almost exposed bottom. Another rosy blush crept up her cheeks and she followed Liz as they headed down the path.

For the next twenty minutes, Liz pretended they were actually on a field trip, instead of playing a game of sexual chicken. They looked into multiple enclosures, admiring monkeys, chimps, and even gorillas. At one window where a giant silverback sat, ignoring guests who stood to get pictures, Liz held Jenni back until they had a moment alone.

“Flash him,” Liz ordered.

“What?” Jenni gasped.

Liz glanced around. “Quick. Your boobs. Let him see them.”

Jenni quivered. “What? Are you crazy?”

“Follow orders or earn a punishment,” Liz hissed.

Jenni stood there, conflicted, but then yanked her shirt up. She turned to the window, raising the white material higher, until both of her massive tits were in full view. Suddenly Liz pushed on her back and Jenni gasped, falling forward against the thick glass, mashing both breasts against the transparent surface.

And that got the male gorilla’s attention. He turned, eyes a little wide as he lifted a hand, as if intending to feel Jenni up. Jenni yelped, the glass cool on her skin, but then Liz pulled back.

“Cover up. Quick.”

Jenni yanked her shirt back down, just as they were surrounded by more people wanting to see the gorilla. Except, the gorilla was now completely focused on Jenni. It raised its hand again and then slapped the glass.

Everyone, including Jenni and Liz, jumped with a little scream. Liz laughed and grabbed hold of Jenni’s hand, pulling her away. They rounded the corner and both girls erupted into gales of laughter.

“Could you imagine fucking that thing?” Liz demanded.

Jenni’s face wrinkled. “Ewww. No!” She said, though privately, her pussy churned at the thought. It was just so… wild. She felt herself tightening again, a surge of arousal pressing on her and she looked up at Liz. “Um… I think… we uh… may need… to find a more private… um… spot.”

Liz’s eyebrow went up. “Why? Are you about to cum?”

Jenni bit her lip. “I think… um… yes?”

Liz snorted. “Well, right here is just fine then,” she declared. “Or would you like to go back to your new boyfriend and squirt for him?” She reached forward and brought her hand up, right between Jenni’s legs. “Oh! Wow! You are soaked!” She slid one finger into Jenni, feeling the vibrating balls inside her, and then used her thumb to stroke Jenni’s clit.

Jenni gasped, going up on her toes and without another word, let out a high-pitched whimper as the orgasm rocked through her. Girl goo burst out into Liz’s hand and then dripped from her wrist and even down her arm toward her elbow. None of that stopped her as she continued to frig her friend.

It was Jenni who pulled away, groaning, her beautiful breasts heaving as she panted, the flush of orgasmic bliss flooding her brain with endorphins. She put a hand on the wall as Liz lifted her hand, looked at the mess, and then licked at it. She looked up with a grin.

“Yummy. Tastes like someone’s about to wish they hadn’t done that!”

Jenni, still reeling, looked up, just a little dazed. “You wanted me to cum,” she said with a weak smile.

Liz shook her hand, droplets flinging from her outstretched fingers. “I did indeed.”


The Field Trip - Part Two

“Over here,” Liz said, tugging Jenni off to the side. Green bamboo surrounded them as Liz forced Jenni’s back to face the main path where people were still walking. She glanced around, then nodded, happy with the situation. “Here,” she said, digging into her backpack. It took her only a moment and she pulled out two small objects, holding them both in a single hand, then offering them to Jenni.

Jenni looked down. A pair of the cutest little plastic clothespins sat in Liz’s hand. Each one was barely an inch and a half long and colored soft pink, almost matching Jenni’s painted fingernails. She lifted one and tested it. The spring had some give but she knew that the bite of the clothespin would undoubtedly be impressive.

“Um… okay?” Jenni said, taking both pegs. She looked at Liz, the unasked question lingering. Liz grinned.

“There’s two of them,” she said wickedly.

Jenni smiled. “My earlobes?”

Liz didn’t even bat an eye. “Imply I’m an idiot again and I’ll go find Ms. Fontaine.”

Jenni jerked. “Liz… I didn’t mean… I mean…”

Liz rolled her eyes. “Your tits you dingbat. Put them on your tits.”

Jenni bit her lip. “Um… here?”

Liz glanced around. “Well, there’s a gift shop around the corner, packed with people I’m absolutely sure would love to see your boobs, especially as you put clothespins on each nipple, so if this spot doesn’t suit you we can…”

“No,” Jenni blurted out. “This is fine.” She glanced over her shoulder, then quickly began unbuttoning her shirt. “You’ll tell me if someone comes up?” She asked, pulling her collar open.

“Fuck no,” Liz retorted. Her eyes flickered down to Jenni’s chest as the girl let one breast out. “No. Not one at a time. Both. Together.”

Jenni, blushing, undid another button. Now both breasts hung free in the open air. She took a deep breath and lifted the first clothespin, positioning it over her nipple. Then she let it close. A sharp little pain shot through her tender nub, shooting up into her body and she winced.

“Ouch. That’s…. That’s a little tighter than I thought it would be,” she whimpered.

Liz sneered. “Put the other one on, you painslut.”

Jenni nodded, biting her lip, and set the other clothespin in place. It bit down with the same pressure and she gasped, blinking back the urge to tear up. “Owww,” she hissed.

Liz studied Jenni’s tits, looking at them from several different angles, then nodded with approval. “Perfect. You can button up now.”

“I can?”

“Absolutely. I hope they hurt.”

Jenni nodded. “They do.” She quickly began to fasten the buttons, more concerned with being observed, than the shards of discomfort that seemed to spin off from her nipples. She finished buttoning up and got her tie back into position, but then closed her eyes, flickers of pain shooting across her face. “Oww,” she whimpered.

“Cool!” Liz exclaimed, oddly cheerful. “Come on! Let’s go look at the elephants!” She grabbed Jenni’s arm and tugged her forcibly forward, almost pulling her off her feet. Jenni yelped, but then cried out as Liz began skipping, the lurching tug forcing Jenni’s chest to brush hard against the front of her shirt.

“Liz! Please! I can’t! It hurts!” Jenni blurted out, pulling her friend back. Liz stopped and gave Jenni a pitiful look.

“Oh.. You poor baby. It hurts,” she chided. She turned and stepped close, then even closer, her own breasts touching Jenni’s. It pushed on the clothespins and Jenni let out another mewl of pain and took a step back. Liz sneered and then once more grabbed Jenni by the pussy. “Does it really?” A finger slid into Jenni’s still vibrating slit and Jenni gasped in alarm. Mostly because they weren’t really alone. People were walking past them! Liz drew her hand back and held it up. Her fingers were shining with girl goo. “Because you seem to like hurting.”

Jenni gulped. Her chest heaved, which was bad. Each breath pressed her now throbbing nipples up against the bodice of her shirt, twisting the clothespins downward. Of course, the plastic wasn’t bending. It was her sensitive, delicate little nubs being twisted a full ninety degrees downward, or sideways, or up, as she moved.

“Liz?” Jenni pleaded. “What do I have to do?”

Liz turned and started walking, ignoring Jenni. Jenni let out a whine and hurried forward, grabbing Liz’s hand. “Liz? Please? What do you want me to do? Cum? I can do that!”

Liz stopped. “Seriously? You think cumming, like a wanton little fuck slut is going to get me to allow you to remove the clothespins?” She glanced around and then sneered. “You’re lucky there are people around because if we were in my bedroom I’d slap the shit out of your tits right now!” She whirled. “Come on. Elephants.”

Jenni grimaced in frustration as Liz walked forward and Jenni was forced to follow. Her nipples throbbed angrily, then started to tingle as the circulation was restricted. By the time they were outside the pachyderm enclosure, her nipples were practically numb.

But worse was the fact that Jenni could feel her body responding in exactly the way Liz had predicted. Her pussy, still subjected to the buzzing vibrations of the two spheres, rattling in her depths, was quivering with need. She could feel the wetness on her legs and the building pressure for a fourth orgasm that morning was becoming something she couldn’t ignore. And most importantly, the throbbing, burning agony coming from the tips of her breasts was supercharging those sexual urges. As one elephant walked by, Jenni stood there, panting hard, her hips grinding as her lower half was forced to cope with the sexual stimulation, while her other half added fuel to the fire.

“I think I’m going to cum,” Jenni panted.

“Don’t care,” Liz retorted.

Jenni blinked. “You don’t?”

Liz frowned. “Well, I do. But cumming isn’t going to make me take the clothespins off.”

Jenni spasmed, shaking as the pressure affecting her sent a wave of agonized ecstasy through her. “Um… so I just… suffer, for the rest of the day?”

Liz looked thoughtful. Then nodded. “Yeah. That sounds about right.”

Jenni looked panicked. “But.. Liz… I don’t think.. I mean… I’m not sure I can… I mean… it hurts so much!”

Liz took a deep breath. “Fine. You want them off? Bring me proof of a blow job.”

“A… a what?”

Liz faced her. “A blowjob. And I want proof.”

Jenni blinked. She was partly relieved that there was a viable way to free her nipples of the awful clips, but… a blowjob?”

“Who?”

Liz shrugged.”I don’t care. Find a guy. They all have cocks. Suck it. Then bring me proof he exploded.”

Jenni bit her lip. “You want to see his cum?”

Liz grinned. “Precisely. And Jenni, proof means splattered all over your tits.” Then she shrugged. “Or suffer. I’ll be happy either way.”

Jenni, still shaking, looked around. “Does it have to be someone I know?” She asked weakly.

Liz looked back at the elephant. “That’s up to you. It has to be a guy, since you can’t give a girl a blow job. And he’s going to have to be able to squirt his jism on your tits.” She glanced back at Jenni. “I recommend having your blouse open for that, otherwise you’re going to be showing everyone a whole lot more once his cum soaks in.” She paused. “Oh… and I have to be the one to remove the clothespins, after I’m convinced you got hosed.”

Jenni glanced around. There were plenty of men, but most of them were with someone. At least the adult men. There were plenty of students around, though none that she recognized from C.P. Elrod Senior High. She gritted her teeth. If she approached someone she didn’t know, they might report her. Or worse, invite their buddies in for a suck and blow too.

Then she spotted a man wearing the brown field shirt that belonged to the zoo staff. He even had a patch on the breast, the zoo’s logo emblazoned on something that sort of looked like a shield. A plastic tag was clipped under it, the name Heath etched in green and white lettering. He had a bucket and she moved before even thinking about it. Liz watched her go with a wicked grin.

“Let me know if you cum too!” She called out. “Cause each one is another punishment!”

Jenni ignored it, and didn’t want to look around in case anyone else had heard the comment. She went right up to the young man, who appeared to be just a few years older than her.

“Excuse me,” she said, tapping him on the elbow before he could disappear through a nearby door marked “staff.”

“Yes, miss?” He said politely, turning. “How can I help you?” His eyes flickered down her body, clearly appreciating her impressive bust and the short little skirt she was wearing.

She appeared nervous to him and her eyes flickered downward. “Please? Can I give you a blowjob?”

Heath blinked, more than a little surprised. “Excuse me?” He asked, disbelieving what he had just heard. Jenni took a step closer, eyes smoldering.

“I know this sounds really improper, and you might think it's a joke, but I really, really, want to suck someone’s cock right now,” Jenni explained. “I have my own reasons. I think you’re cute and I’m betting you know a place where we wouldn’t get caught. And I want you to cum on my breasts.” She reached out and grabbed his free hand, the one not holding a bucket, and brought it up, clearly intending to let him touch her tit.

Heath tugged his hand away. “You’re right,” he said. “This is a joke. Or you’re trying to get me in trouble.” He turned away.

“Heath!” Jenni blurted. He looked back and his jaw dropped. Both of her hands were holding the hem of her skirt, exposing her pussy. He glanced around, realizing that she was so close, no one else could see her slit. He blinked, noticing the pink wire.

“Is that…” he managed to blurt out. Jenni nodded and dropped her skirt.

“Would I do that if I were trying to get you in trouble?” She begged. “Please? It will just take a few minutes! Please? I really need to suck a cock!”

“Why?” He asked, still suspicious.

Jenni grimaced. “It’s complicated, and I’ll explain, but in private.”

Heath glanced around, clearly indecisive. Finally Jenni got closer. “I’ve got clothespins on my nipples. I’m only allowed to get them off once I can prove a man has come on my tits. Please? Help me?” She begged.

Heath gave her a disbelieving look. “You’re crazy,” he replied. Jenni nodded.

“Yes. Yes I am. I have a sex toy in my pussy. I’ve already had four orgasms and am probably going to have another in about five minutes, and I’m arguing with a guy about why he should let me suck his cock.”

Heath flinched. Then his eyes narrowed. “I’m going to go through this door. Count to sixty and then follow. If you see anyone other than me, apologize and leave. If you encounter no one, go to the second door on the right and go into the closet there.”

He twisted and went in through the door. Jenni started counting, but Liz came over.

“That your guy?” She asked.

“Yes,” Jenni whispered, trying to keep count.

Liz nodded. “Cute.”

Jenni gulped. “Yes.”

Liz smiled. “I’ll be right out here,” she said. Then she swatted Jenni hard on the rump. “Go get him, Tiger!”

Jenni yelped, but then realized her sixty seconds were up. She glared at Liz, then went through the door. The hallway beyond was painted a weird yellow color, and wasn’t terribly clean. But there was no one in it. She saw multiple doors on her right and quickly went down the corridor to the second door. She twisted the knob and slipped in, finding herself in a well lit storage room.

Alone.

“Heath?” She whispered, totally confused. She turned in a circle, then frowned. She was just about to give up and leave when the door opened and she whirled in shock. Heath stepped in, a slightly apologetic look on his face.

“Sorry,” he said honestly. “I… I didn’t believe it. Not at first. So I figured if you were in here alone and got caught I couldn’t get into trouble.”

Jenni blinked, then nodded. “That’s fine,” she insisted, her hands already going to her shirt. Heath continued, running a hand through his hair.

“I still can’t believe your story. I mean, it’s a little wild if you want the truth and… holy shit!” He exclaimed as she opened the front of her shirt, exposing her clothespinned breasts. “There are pegs on your tits!”

Jenni smiled. “I told you there were. Now come here and let me see your cock,” she said firmly. She started to sink to her knees, but Heath glanced around, then held up a finger. “Wait.” Jenni let out a frustrated breath as he went to one of the shelves, rooted around, and then grabbed what looked like a kneeling pad. “The landscapers use this,” he said, handing it to her. Jenni took the pad, set it on the floor, and then moved onto it. Granted, it was much easier on her knees and she raised her hands and beckoned him closer. Heath, clearly nervous, took a step toward her, but she had to reach out and grab him by the belt.

“Ohhh!” He exclaimed as she yanked him within kissing distance and began tearing at his belt. Her hands flew, unzipping his fly and then yanking down his pants. He wore a pair of boxers beneath and a moment later his cock, already semi-stiff, emerged. She grabbed hold of him, the scent and texture of his manhood making it even more difficult to resist her coming orgasm, and opened her mouth.

Heath groaned. “Good God!”

Jenni bobbed her head, swirling her tongue around while at the same time using her hand to rub Heath’s shaft. Admittedly, she normally liked to take her time with a boy, enjoying the power play as she toyed with them, working them until their blood boiled and only then pushing them over the edge. But her nipples felt like Liz had taken needles and pushed them through each tip. So she used every trick she knew to push Heath as quickly as she could. Her left hand cupped his scrotum, stroking the soft sack while her right hand rubbed him from the midpoint of his cock to the base. Her mouth alternately sucked and licked as she moved her head back and forth in time with her hands. In less than a minute he was hard as a rock, his cock glistening as she worked him vigorously. But even then she knew it needed more. She pulled back for a moment, continuing the caress, only to egg him on

“Please? Please cum on my tits?” She begged, only to surround the tips of his cock again with her mouth. Another minute of passion halted momentarily for her to look up at him, one hand going to the small of her back and pulling the vibroballs remote from her waistband, only to offer it up to him. Heath took it, playing with the sliders, which created a ripple effect in Jenni’s pussy that she couldn’t handle. In seconds she was clearly on the cusp of orgasm and she nodded up at him.

“Yes! Make me cum!” She whimpered.

As it was, she wasn’t sure which of them exploded first. All she knew was that she was slurping away when she felt a spurt in her mouth. She jerked back just in time for the second squirt of Heath’s spunk to shoot across to her chin, falling in a stream onto her bared breasts. At the same time, her pussy gave out, quivering in rhythmic spasms as the fifth orgasm of the morning rocked through her. For a moment they both remained still, too stunned to do anything. Then Heath groaned with satisfaction and began tucking away his cock.

Gingerly, Jenni stood and wiped her face. She looked down at her boobs. Her nipples looked dark red, crushed beneath the little pincers of the clothespins. But the required slick of jism on her sternum left little doubt as to what happened. She wiped her hand on her breast, resisting two different urges at once. Part of her wanted to remove the offending little clamps, but another voice in her head was whispering for her to twist them back and forth. Instead she pulled the remote from Heath’s hands and tucked it back into her waistband. Then she began buttoning up her shirt.

“That was… amazing,” Heath admitted as she finished closing up her top. She looked at him with a pained smile.

“Yeah. Thank you for helping me,” she said quickly. “I’ve got to… well, you know.” She jerked a thumb at the door. “Best if we aren’t seen leaving at the same time?”

Heath nodded. “Yeah. Um. Like… can I get your number or something?”

Jenni laughed. “I live an hour away,” she said.

“So?” Heath declared.

She licked her lips. “You just like me because I sucked your cock. And no offense, you were great, but I would have blown anyone to get these clothespins off.” She gestured at her chest. “See you around,” she said softly, and maybe a touch sadly. She gave him a little wave, almost crumbling in and giving in with the way his eyes got all forlorn and puppyish. But then she hurried down the hall, emerging back out into the pachyderm exhibit.

Liz was lounging on a bench in the back, clearly watching for her and she grinned as Jenni hurried over.

“Damn girl, you got it all over you!” Liz exclaimed. Jenni blinked, then looked down, only to realize that despite the clothespins, a great deal of her blouse had come into contact with the fluids deposited on her chest. A huge stain was spreading from her sternum outward and on one side of her bosom, had already turned over half of the material covering her breast transparent. She whimpered and looked at Liz helplessly.

“Please? I did as you asked. He put his load on my chest.” She gestured at herself. “Please can I take off the clothespins?”

“Did you cum too?” Liz asked. Jenni’s face turned scarlet and she looked down. “Yes. But please Liz? The clothespins?”

Liz shrugged. “Yeah. Whatever,” she waved. “Go ahead. Take them off.”

Jenni didn’t hesitate. She yanked the bottom of her shirt upward, jamming her arm underneath. It didn’t matter if people were watching. Her fingers found the first clothespin, pinched it open, and removed it. Immediately the crushed nub exploded with pain that surged through Jenni’s breast as the circulation was restored. She let out a loud enough cry that several people looked over, wondering what the scantily dressed schoolgirl was doing. But even with the agony shooting through one boob, she didn’t hesitate. Her hand slid across the soaked skin of her chest and quickly freed her other nipple, eliciting another mewling whimper as the pain rocked through her.

“Nice,” Liz said with appreciation as Jenni sank down onto the bench next to her.

Jenni hunched her shoulders and put her head in her hands, shaking as her body struggled to cope with the sensations. Her pussy still quivered and shook from the vibroballs, and the throbbing pain at the tips of her breasts continued, though at least that was starting to ebb.

“I love the way I can see your tits right through the front of your shirt.” She shook her head. “Damn. Did he squirt a full cup of cum on your chest?”

Jenni let out a little whimper.

“Of course, I like seeing you suffer,” Liz said conversationally. “And explode. Sorry I missed the last one. Of course, you popping off like that means another punishment.” The way she said it, dark and foreboding, made Jenni look up and glance over at the Goth Girl.

“My… my breasts?” She asked with a worried look.

Liz grinned. “I should, you know. Now that your nipples are all sensitive and everything. They’d make excellent targets for more punishment. But no. I’ve got something even worse in mind.” She glanced around. “But I can’t do it to you right here. We will need a little bit of privacy.” She nodded her head. “Bathroom break. Let’s go.”

Jenni sucked in a breath. “I need a minute, please.”

Liz shrugged. “It’s your ass,” she replied. They sat there for a spell as Jenni tried to get herself pulled together. Or at least let some of the cum on her chest dry. The material of her blouse was a mess, obviously stained, leaving semi-transparent patches, one of which was disturbingly close to her nipple, showing off quite a bit of pink. At least the clothespins were off, even if she was still enduring the vibrations of the two spheres in her pussy. And after five orgasms, she didn’t quite feel the incessant need that had been pushing her before.

“You ready?” Liz asked after another minute.

Jenni looked up. “Does it matter?” She asked.

Liz looked hurt. “Of course it matters. Jenni, I like fucking with you because I know that you like being fucked. And I’m willing to bet that if I stuck my finger into your cunt, right now, I’d find it wet and very receptive.”

Jenni blinked. “Um…”

Liz rolled her eyes and without a word pushed her hand up Jenni’s skirt. Jenni gasped and started to close her legs, but then realized that would get her in trouble. She felt Liz’s fingers flutter along the petals of her sex and then find her clit. All it took was one little touch, just the faintest pressure, and suddenly, Jenni wanted.

With a groan she spread her knees wider and Liz grinned. “Does that feel good you little fuck-bunny?”

Jenni nodded, her lips pressed tightly together.

“You like me touching your little clitty?”

Jenni whimpered. “Yes.”

“Yeah? What if I pulled on it?” And her fingers grabbed hold, pinching Jenni’s clit. But not hard. Firmly. Jenni stiffened, her hips starting to roll.

“Yes!”

Liz leaned in, putting her mouth right by Jenni’s ear, and licked. “And what if I wanted to put a clothespin on your clit? Hmm? Can I do that?”

Jenni nodded. “Yes please,” she whimpered.

Liz let go of Jenni’s clit and then slid her finger downward, through Jenni’s petals. “You’re soaked. But punishment first. Then I can deal with your clit, as requested.” She pulled her hand out from under Jenni’s skirt. “Come on.” She held out her hand.

Jenni took it, feeling the spasms rippling through her body. How the hell could Liz have gotten her that worked up so quickly? It was as if she hadn’t just had an orgasm. Liz shouldered both her own pack and Jenni’s, then pulled the stunning brunette along the path, over toward one of the zoo’s buildings. They headed for a restroom and Liz paused when she saw one door marked “Family.” She reached out, tried the doorknob, then let out a surprised exclamation when it opened.

“Cool,” Liz declared. “In here.”

The bathroom was private, with just a commode, sink, and baby changing station. The door locked behind Jenni and Liz put down the bags. She smiled evilly at Jenni and pointed to the toilet. “Bend over.”

Jenni did, putting her hands on the piping, and felt the cool air swirl around her wet thighs, soaked pussy, and tight ass. She heard the zipper of Liz’s bag opening and then Liz snorted.

“I was going to flip up the back of your skirt, but you’ve hemmed it so short I can see everything. Jeeze, you are such a slut!”

Jenni licked her lips. “I’m… I’m sorry,” she replied.

Liz laughed. “You think I mind?” She replied, though with a somewhat distracted tone. “I like the fact that you’re a slut. It makes hanging with you fun!” She stepped up right behind Jenni and declared in a self-satisfied tone.”Punishment time.”

Jenni wasn’t sure what to expect and braced herself for a spanking. Instead, something cool, wet, and smooth pressed itself to the small winking button of her ass. She gasped, just a little shocked, especially when Liz pushed and whatever it was slipped in. Fortunately it was small, almost unnoticeable. But then Liz applied more force and something else pressed against her back door.

“Relax,” Liz cooed. “It’s just anal beads.”

Jenni sucked in a breath as the second bead was pushed into her bottom, this one bigger than the first by an order of magnitude. Worse, she could feel the third bead pressing against her bottom. Liz began working that one in too.

“Liz, how… how many beads?”

Liz laughed. “How many would you like?”

Jenni bit her lip. “Um… seven?” She guessed.

Another bead, the fourth suddenly began getting forced in. It was even bigger, stretching Jenni’s ass as she groaned. The other beads already inside her dug deeper, creating a unique ache. “Seven? Really? I underestimated you,” Liz declared. “Last one, cutie. Then I can turn them on.”

“On?” Jenni blurted out in alarm. But then she groaned as the fifth bead was worked into her bottom. It felt huge, easily the size of a golf ball and Jenni’s entire body rocked forward as Liz forced the last bead in. Jenni whimpered as it finally slipped past her sphincter. Liz let out a little grunt of triumph and touched the base. Instantly the entire set of beads began shaking, eliciting a wild cry from Jenni.

“Oh my God!” She mewled, her hand going to her ass. Liz caught it.

“Now, now,” she said. “This is punishment for cumming.”

Jenni trembled, the onslaught of shaking going on in her lower half now overwhelming her. She couldn’t keep her hips still! Then Liz slid her hand lower, through her spread legs, beneath the beads, and began stroking Jenni’s petals, running each fold through her fingers at the same time. Jenni jammed a knuckle into her mouth, a tsunami of pleasure surging through her. She tightened and loosened with each stroke of Liz’s hand and within a minute or two was moaning piteously, shooting toward the edge of orgasm.

“Damn you are wet,” Liz observed, still steadily petting Jenni’s kitty. Her middle finger slipped into Jenni’s depths, pushing on the vibroballs. “Tell me when you’re close.”

“I’m close!” Jenni blurted out.

Liz laughed, but didn’t stop. “Really? That quick?”

“PLEASE! LIZ!”

Liz flicked Jenni’s clit, then rubbed again. “Are you sure you still want it?”

“LIZ! I WANT IT!” Jenni begged, closing her eyes, her entire body shaking as the surge of adrenaline, or guttural, animalistic want seemed to burn through her.

“Oookay,” Liz said sarcastically. She pulled her hand away and for a second Jenni quivered in hopeless longing, wondering if she did something wrong. Then she felt Liz between her legs again and braced herself, expecting to be pushed right off the edge into orgasm.

And something hard bit down on her clitoris.

“Aaaaggghhh!” Jenni squealed, putting her hand down between her legs as the pain shot up through her pussy. Her fingers found the clothespin, the pincers locked down tight on her little nub. Liz grabbed her wrist and pulled it away.

“You said I could put a clothespin on your clit,” Liz teased, only to begin stroking her pussy again. Jenni put her hand back on the pipes and shuddered violently. It was too much. She mewled, her body rippling with need. She tensed and gritted her teeth.

“Liz,” she breathed. “I’m… I’m going to cum!”

“Good,” Liz declared. “Because I need another reason to punish you.” Her fingers slid back and forth through Jenni’s pussy, causing the clothespin on her clit to bounce. Jenni’s back arched and then she let out a raucous cry, her bottom half tightening violently. Cum began squirting out of her pussy, splashing into Liz’s hand, then onto the commode and floor. Liz began frantically rubbing as Jenni exploded, the raven haired goth girl working the brunette slut into a frenzy of sexual overload.

“Yes!” Liz crooned. “Fuck! You’re leaking everywhere! Its a fucking geyser,” she declared, her hand slipping violently back and forth across Jenni’s sex. But then Jenni pushed up off the pipes, twisting away from Liz. Jenni reeled halfway across the bathroom, only to fall into the corner. She jerked, cum still leaking from her pussy, and then slid down to the tile, wincing as she sat, driving the beads deeper into her ass. Liz stared in astonishment as Jenni’s legs slowly extended and a dazed, lost expression flashed across her face. Then a flicker of discomfort replaced the euphoria and Jenni’s hands started moving.

“Oh no you don’t,” declared Liz, who squatted down, grabbing Jenni’s wrists. “Turning them off isn’t an option.” Their eyes met and Jenni’s lip quivered. Liz nodded. “That’s right. You’re going to endure it. Aren’t you?”

Jenni sucked in a breath and then nodded.

“Tell me why you are going to be a good little fuckslut and endure it.”

“Be-be-because you want me to,” she mewled. Liz shook her head.

“No,” Liz retorted. “Because you’re a fuckslut. Say it.”

“Be-because I’m a fuckslut,” Jenni breathed.

“And you want to cum again. Say it.”

“I-I-I want to cum again.”

Liz grinned. “What else do you want?”

Jenni’s eyes were still having trouble focusing. “What?” She murmured.

“What else does a masochistic little fuckslut like you want?” She demanded.

Jenni blinked, but finally met Liz’s eyes. “I want… I want to be punished,” she whispered.

“Damn right you do. And you fucking deserve it because you couldn’t control yourself. You had another orgasm. Which is why I’m not turning the vibrations off. Now spread your legs wide,” Liz ordered.

Slowly, Jenni opened her legs. Liz looked down. Jenni’s clamped and shaking pussy was in full view, clear cream still coating her petals. Liz carefully let go of Jenni’s hands. Jenni clenched her fingers and watched Liz carefully. Liz reached down and carefully took hold of the clothespin clinging to Jenni’s clit. Jenni sucked in a breath.

“You’re scared,” Liz breathed. “You wonder what I’m going to do next.” Slowly, Liz began twisting the clothespin, but only a few degrees to one side, then going back the other way. It tingled on Jenni’s clit. Her left thigh began jumping, the muscle ticing. Jenni nodded, teeth clenched. “You’re worried I’m going to yank it off.” Liz pulled just a bit and Jenni squealed, hand flashing downward, only to stop when Liz laughed and released the tension.

“But you know what I’m going to do?” Liz teased, continuing to move it slightly, sending shards of sensation up through Jenni. “I’m going to leave it on you. Not because it's a punishment, but because you said I could. You wanted it.” She let go and straightened. “Look at you. Half-naked, legs spread open, leaking cum on the bathroom floor.” She shook her head and put her hands on her hips. “Now stand up. It’s time for your next punishment, which will be administered in public.” And with that declaration she glared down at Jenni.

It took the tormented brunette a full minute to gather herself up, standing carefully. The floor was slippery. The back of her skirt had soaked up some of her slut slurry but most of her orgasm had ended up on the tile. Jenni put a hand on the wall, bracing herself. She felt like she was being shaken apart. Too many motors were buzzing away. Five in her bottom and two in her pussy made thinking difficult. Never mind the way her clit was throbbing thanks to the clothespin dangling off it!

Liz pulled a wad of paper towels out of the nearby holder, dumped them on the floor, and with her foot, cleaned up the worst of the moisture. Then she gathered them up and dumped them in the trash. Jenni stood there, looking more than a little worse for wear, until Liz grabbed her arm, opened the door, and led her back out.

“Come on. Punishment time.”


The Field Trip - Part Three

Bright sunlight, people, and the noise of animals flooded Jenni’s senses and she found herself flinching. But Liz wasn’t about to let her pull away. She tugged on Jenni, moving her deliberately out into the flow, walking her steadily down the path. She kept looking around, but Jenni wasn’t sure exactly what she was looking for.

The anal beads rumbling in Jenni’s bottom kept making her clench, rolling her hips to try to alleviate both the discomfort, and the way the vibrations seemed to seep forward, right into her pussy. Of course, clenching her bottom also meant tightening her sex around the two vibroballs clattering against each other. She couldn’t hear them, or the motors for that matter, thanks to the noises of the zoo and the other guests, but she sure as heck could feel them! Only the fact that she’d just orgasmed was keeping her from having an intense reaction to the overload of vibrational torment. And underneath all that, she could feel the throbbing discomfort of her clit, still pinched by the small plastic clothespin.

“Where are we going?” Jenni asked a few minutes later. Liz looked back at her.

“I’m hungry. I remember seeing a picnic area over by those pink flamingos.”

Jenni blinked. “That’s all the way back near the entrance.” 

Liz shrugged. “So?” Jenni bit her lip. “You got some sort of a problem?” Liz demanded.

Jenni glanced around nervously. “I thought… I thought you were going to punish me?”

Liz stopped, right in the middle of the pathway. “Wow. Okay,” she said. “A glutton for punishment.” She put her bag down as people had to start moving around them. “Works for me.”

Jenni’s mouth dropped. “Here?”

Liz snorted. “Oh hell yeah. Right here. Take off your shoes and socks.”

Jenni blinked. The request was so… unexpected.

“My shoes and socks?” Jenni repeated in confusion.

Liz nodded. “Unless you’d rather hand me your blouse and skirt.” She glanced around at the flow of people walking around them.

Jenni gasped. “But… I’d be naked!”

Liz grinned. “Well, I wouldn’t mind that. And I’m guessing like ninety-nine percent of everyone around us wouldn’t mind it. And part of me thinks that there’s a little part of you that wouldn’t mind it. So I guess we see which part of you wins. Shirt and skirt, or shoes and socks? Which will it be?” She bent down and unzipped her bag. Jenni stared at the Goth Girl in shock, struggling to make a decision. It didn’t help that she could feel the vibrations pushing her. How long had it been since her last orgasm? Ten? Fifteen minutes? The vibrations were just so intense! She bit her lip and glanced around. There was no way she could strip. Not here. Not like this!

Liz plucked two small somethings out of her bag and straightened up. “Well? What are you waiting for? Prince Charming to come and disrobe you?”

Jenni, still stunned, just stared. Liz’s eyes narrowed. “Or I can disrobe you,” she threatened, taking a step forward.

“Okay! Okay!” Jenni blurted out. She gave a frustrated glance at Liz, and stepped on the heel of one of her black pumps, pulling it off her right foot.

“How are you doing?” Liz suddenly asked in a weird, conversational tone. As if they weren’t standing in the middle of a sidewalk between an enclosure of African wildebeests and a field of zebras. Jenni stepped out of her other shoe and looked up at her.

“What?”

Liz smiled. “Curious about your pussy. Are you wet again already? Those vibrations have got to be taking a toll on you.”

Jenni gulped and looked away.

“Ohhh,” Liz said. “That’s why you hesitated!”

“Hesitated?” Jenni asked, reaching down as she lifted one foot. Her fingers tugged at her knee sock and began pulling.

“You were actually thinking about it!” Liz said with a chuckle. “Stripping naked. You were actually going to do it!”

Jenni pulled the sock completely off and Liz snagged it, taking it away. “No I wasn’t.”

Liz grinned. “Could you imagine? The zoo’s newest exhibit? Jenni the fuckslut!” She leaned forward. “I’d love to do that to you. Put you in a little cage so that everyone could see you! And I’d bind your hands too, so that you couldn’t turn off the vibrators! Everyone would get to see you cumming over and over.”

Jenni’s pussy tightened again, this time with quite a bit more enthusiasm thanks to the very vivid vision of herself struggling in a cage, surrounded by people taking pictures, while she endured orgasm after orgasm. Wetness crept through her petals and as she pulled off the other sock and handed it over, she realized that between the walk, the vibrators, and the fresh humiliation, she was certainly headed toward another orgasm. Liz leaned down, picked up both of Jenni’s shoes, and stuffed them in her bag, right along with her socks.

“Why did you take my shoes?” Jenni asked.

Liz finished packing, then stood up. “Because it makes you vulnerable. Because I like your cute little feet.” She shrugged and looked around. “We need something you can brace against,” she muttered. “There. That tree. Still nice and public.”

Jenni’s face went a little pale.

“Come along,” Liz insisted.

Jenni followed and they moved off the center of the path off to the side. But they were still in full view. Liz set her bag down and then pulled Jenni’s pack off her back and set it aside as well.

“Face the tree. Both hands on it, and lift your right foot up in the air behind you,” Liz ordered.

“Why?” Jenni said, her lower lip trembling, even though she did it. The bark was rough on her fingertips.

“Because I’m going to punish you,” Liz said contemptuously.

“Is it… is it going to hurt?”

Liz snorted. “Well, I certainly hope so. Though I think it’s going to embarrass the fuck out of you even worse.”

Jenni whimpered. Then she felt Liz’s fingers on her foot, sliding something upward, over her toes. It settled across the top of her foot and felt stretchy, almost sticky and Jenni tensed, suddenly realizing what Liz intended.

“Liz?”

“Twenty snaps. Don’t make too much of a fuss. People are already curious,” Liz said, her fingers tugging on the thick blue rubber band that had settled in Jenni’s arch. Liz pulled it out two inches and then let it go.

It didn’t hurt. Not really, but the snap against the tender, soft arch of Jenni’s foot made her leg jerk. She let out a little yelp, especially since Liz still had a hand on her ankle, holding it up. Jenni’s eyes flickered to some of the passersby and the looks of curiosity, of interest, even of judgement made her tighten in a way she wasn’t expecting. Her thighs pressed together and suddenly it was hard to keep her hips from thrusting!

Another snap against the bottom of her foot sent another ripple of tension through her. There was an edge to it. Almost a sting. She curled her toes, pulling slightly against Liz’s grip. Another snap, this time making her wince. The rubber band settled back into Jenni’s arch with a sting.

And Jenni knew that everyone else knew that she was being punished. She closed her eyes, her cheeks burning as Liz left another snap of the rubber band on her bare foot. It stung too and Jenni kicked a little. But holding her foot wasn’t the problem. Jenni’s issue was the way her hips were starting to twitch. Liz let the rubber band zip again, the elastic striking the center of her sole. It made Jenni jerk, but the way her leg moved only seemed to intensify the sensations now streaming from her ass and pussy.

More snaps followed and Jenni cringed as the pressures, both mental and physical, seemed to increase. The bottom of her right foot was starting to smart, each successive snap of the rubber band into her arch excoriating the same line. The looks of people passing, the derisive and judgemental glances of disapproval, or in some cases, outright appreciation of a beautiful girl being punished in such a manner, sent waves of humiliation through Jenni. Those went straight down to her pussy, which threatened to crush the two sets of spherical, motor-filled sex toys jammed into both holes.

Just as the snaps were starting to really sting, Liz dropped Jenny’s right foot, leaving the rubber band on it. She gave Jenni a playful swat on the butt, through the skirt. “Now your left foot, you slut.”

Trembling, Jenni lifted her other foot up, bending at the knee. Liz put a second rubber band on Jenni, working it into place, only to begin the whole process a second time. And the snaps did not go quick. It took four or five minutes to get through the whole twenty, and by the time Jenni’s left foot had a line of burning discomfort across the arch, her pussy was a sodden mess, on the cusp of another humiliating orgasm.

Liz dropped Jenni’s leg and grabbed both bags, hurling them up and over her shoulder. “Come on,” she said. “I’m hungry.”

She started to march off, not even checking on Jenni, who pushed up off the tree, her cheeks enflamed, her feet tender and a little sore. “Liz! Wait! Please!” The concrete felt rough on her toes and she scurried forward, watching carefully where she put her feet.

“Liz? Please? My shoes?”

Liz snorted. “Shoes are for fucksluts who don’t have unauthorized orgasms.”

Jenni’s eyes widened. “You want me to walk around barefoot?”

“You can crawl instead if you’d like,” she sneered. “I’m sure everyone would love to see what I stuffed up your ass.” She eyed Jenni. “Must be driving you nuts by now.” She kept walking, though admittedly she slowed her pace just a touch.

“My feet are going to be filthy,” Jenni complained, not realizing that her lower half was jerking as the stimulation pushed her closer to the coming climax.

Liz grinned. “I’ve got some wipes you can use later, though I’m sure that will tickle.”

Jenni whimpered. Liz pointed. “There. We can sit there and have some lunch.” She marched over to the picnic table. It wasn’t secluded, but it was at least shaded and Jenni gratefully sank onto one bench, pressing her knees together. Liz opened each backpack, pulling out their meal, and helped Jenni get hers all laid out.

“You must be close to another orgasm,” Liz said cheerfully. “You look like you have ants in your pants.”

Jenni’s eyes narrowed because Liz wasn’t wrong. “I’ve got seven vibrators in me!” She hissed with a soft groan. “And I’m not sure how much longer I can hold off.”

Liz glanced around. Plenty of people around. “Cool! Are you going to be loud? Remember, you’re supposed to say it aloud that you’re cumming.” She leaned over and looked at the picnic table benches, which were made of powder-coated steel. “Do you think you’ll drip through the benches?” She shook her head. “I wonder what that will look like!”

She took a bite of a sandwich as Jenni tried to eat her own food. “You know, I have to admit, I’m shocked that you can handle, from an energy perspective, this much orgasm. I mean, you’ve had what, five? And here you are, on your way to a sixth?” She glanced at her wristwatch. “And we’ve got to be back at the entrance in like forty-five minutes for the bus ride home. So the question is are you going to cum before we have to leave?”

Jenni gulped. “Um… yes,” she said with absolute assurance.

Liz grinned. “Fantastic! Of course, that means another punishment.” She tapped her chin as Jenni quivered, still trying to eat. “Now what should I do to you?” Liz looked thoughtful. “I know you want to be stripped naked in front of everyone, but that’s going to be tough to get away with here at the zoo. It’s one thing for the teachers to do it, but me? That would be weird.” Jenni frowned across the table at her friend. “I know!” Liz exclaimed. “We could have you fuck one of the zebras!”

Jenni’s eyes widened, but then Liz shook her head. “No. That’s creepy and disgusting and I’m not sure how I’d arrange that.” She took another bite of her sandwich. “It has to be something that both humiliates you and hurts,” Liz added, not realizing that Jenni’s sudden lack of response was indicative.

“Jenni?”

Jenni sat across from Liz, her body unable to hold still. Her lips were pressed in a firm line. She gulped, eyes a little wild. “Can… can you… put the clothespins back on my nipples?” She squeaked. Liz looked surprised. “Jenni, are you about to cum?” Liz asked quietly.

Jenni nodded, her entire frame tense.

Liz grinned wickedly. “You do, and that’s what I’m going to do to you. The clothespins. All the way back to the bus. You understand?”

Jenni gave her a short, flustered nod. Her face was flushed and Liz looked around. Some people were looking over, but no one was really focused. So Liz shrugged. “Well, go ahead. Give that clothespin on your clit a little twist. Pop for me.”

It was all Jenni needed. Her hand slipped into her lap and she pulled the hem of her skirt upward. The wooden clothespin on her clitoris stuck out between her clenched thighs and she spread her knees just enough to allow it to move. She took hold, twisted it slightly, then with a mewl, cranked it around almost a full three-hundred and sixty degrees. Pain shot up through her pussy, causing it to lock down on the two vibroballs, even as her bottom tightened around the vibrating anal beads. She let out a passionate, overwhelmed groan.

“I’m cumming!” Jenny cried out. “Oh GOD! I’M CUMMING!”

Everyone in the vicinity looked over as the schoolgirl in the white blouse and blue and white plaid skirt, hunched over at her table. Her bare feet stuck out wide to either end, her legs spread and a veritable rain shower exploded from beneath her, splattering and spreading as it was forced through the metal mesh of the bench. Liz leaned back, looked under the table, then around at the shocked looks, and grinned as Jenni groaned and then pitched forward, folding her arms and laying her head down on them.

Liz took a bite of her sandwich and grinned. “What a fuckslut,” she said clearly. Then she laughed.

***

Jenni’s backpack weighed twice what it had before, thanks to Liz packing her discarded skirt, shoes, and socks into it. Walking was a challenge, especially as they exited the zoo and walked out to the curb where the schoolbus was waiting. The two thick rubber bands that were still wrapped around each foot were distracting, and did nothing to protect the bottoms of Jenni’s feet. Worse, the vibroballs and anal beads were still in her, still buzzing, and despite a sixth orgasm, Jenni had doubts on whether she’d be able to hold off for the entire trip back to C.P. Elrod Senior High School. It was just too intense. And Liz had intimated that she intended to continue Jenni’s torment on the bus. Jenni just didn’t know if it was going to be more snaps to the bottoms of her feet, or something more humiliating.

Most of all though, her nipples were throbbing, shooting pains going up through each little nub. She half regretted asking for the clothespins, the tiny plastic pegs biting solidly. But Jenni knew that one of the reasons that she was heading toward a seventh explosion was almost entirely because of those two points of mixed agony. Liz had said that once they got on the bus, she’d try to remove them, but Jenni figured that Liz wouldn’t try very hard and the thought of having to wear them all the way back to the school was… well… that just might make an eighth orgasm probable. Even if it was going to hurt like hell.

It wasn’t until they got into line of students, climbing up into the bus, that Jenni realized the danger. Ms. Fontaine was standing right there, checking off a list to make sure everyone was there. Jenni froze. She was still wearing the short skirt. The humming of the vibroballs and anal beads, now that they were out of the noisy zoo, were loud enough to be obvious. Her blouse sported obvious discolorations in some delicate areas, especially around the tips of her breasts, that not only would indicate she wasn’t wearing a bra, but that she had a pair of cute little clothespins clinging to her nipples. And that would almost certainly lead to a panty check. Jenni’s cheeks went red, but she wasn’t expecting what came next.

Not at all.

“Ms. Fontaine! Ms. Fontaine!” Exclaimed Liz in what seemed like frantic panic. “I’ve been looking all over for you!” Liz blurted out, rushing up to the teacher.

Ms. Fontaine stiffened. “What? What’s wrong Liz? Are you hurt?”

Liz shook her head. “No! It’s… it’s that fuckslut. Jenni! Look at her! You warned me. And I tried to find you!”

“Warned you?” Ms. Fontaine said in confusion, only to look over at Jenni. “Good Lord!”

Liz, looking distressed, ran her hand through her short black hair. “I tried to stop her. I did! She somehow snuck a different skirt into the zoo and put it on! I thought it was way too short and told her that, but she didn’t seem to care! And then, then I heard a noise! I think she has some sort of vibrator in her pussy. And maybe her bottom! And she actually gave a zoo employee a blowjob! She came out of the backroom and her blouse was literally see-through. I could see her nipples!” Liz paused thoughtfully. “Which means she isn’t wearing a bra doesn’t it? Then she took off her shoes and put those rubber bands on her feet and snapped them! People were staring at us and it was so humiliating!” Liz’s eyes were wide with appalled shock. “Ms. Fontaine. She had six orgasms. In front of me!”

Ms. Fontaine glared at Jenni. “I warned you!”

“But… but…” Jenni spluttered, looking at Liz helplessly. Ms. Fontaine stamped her foot.

“You will be sitting up front with me, young lady! And once we get to the school, you’ll be accompanying me back to my classroom for after-school detention for punishment.” The frazzled teacher ran a hand through her hair. “I’m not even sure how many strokes you’ve earned for this!”

Liz’s eyes narrowed and her wicked smile returned. “Two hundred and sixty,” she said, her frantic, tattle tailing attitude disappearing with a smirk. “Presuming twenty strokes per violation,” Liz continued, holding up her hand, “there’s the skirt which is too short, her lack of bra, and not wearing panties.” She held up three fingers. “Add in the blowjob, which is an unauthorized sexual act during a school function, wearing clothespins on her tits, which violates the display of perversion rule, and the rubber bands around her feet. Then you have six unauthorized orgasms. That’s twelve violations. Two hundred and sixty strokes.”

Ms. Fontaine shook her head in shock, then glared at Jenni again. “Two hundred and sixty strokes! You’re in for an agonizing afternoon young lady! And trust me, I intend on whipping every single part of you, from the bottoms of your feet to the tips of your breasts.” She reached forward and began quickly unbuttoning Jenni’s shirt, exposing the girl’s chest. “And Liz was right! Clothespins! Well, you can just keep those on until I flog your chest!” Ms. Fontaine then yanked up Jenni’s skirt. “Vibroballs!” She reached around and found the vibrating anal beads. “Outrageous!” She turned back toward Liz. “Ms. Davis, I’m sorry that you had to witness this. I appreciate you being so forthright and honest with me. I’ll try to think of some way to reward you.”

Liz grinned. “Actually, if it’s alright, I’d like to see you punish Jenni,” Liz replied cheerfully. Ms. Fontaine hesitated, but then nodded. “I suppose that’s acceptable. You can help me apply the punishment.” She grabbed Jenni’s arm. “Let’s go, you. Onto the bus.”

Slowly, Jenni climbed up the stairs and Ms. Fontaine shoved her down into the very first seat. The vibrating anal beads, still churning and buzzing, dug into her ass. Her nipples throbbed and burned and in her pussy, the two vibrating balls shook and rolled. Liz walked past, moving to sit immediately behind, a smirk on her face as Jenni shuddered next to Ms. Fontaine.

“Wait a moment,” Ms. Fontaine said, blinking as the bus began rolling.

“Yes Ms. Fontaine?” Jenni replied, her voice tense, her chest heaving. She seemed to be on edge.

“Liz’s math is off.” Ms. Fontaine went back through the numbers. “The skirt, no panties, or bra, the clothespins and rubber bands on your feet, and the blowjob is one hundred and twenty. Add in the punishment for six orgasms, and that’s only two-hundred and forty strokes. Liz said two hundred and sixty.” Ms. Fontaine shook her head. “I wonder why she thought you needed twenty more strokes? Usually Liz is right on the money…”

And Jenni clenched her teeth, her entire body starting to shake. “Because… because…” she groaned, fists clenched as her toes curled. Ms. Fontaine’s eyes widened as Jenni’s feet shot forward, legs spreading as cum started squirting out from between her legs and at the very back of the bus, Liz grinned as she heard Jenni’s cries.

“Oh God! I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”


The Parent Conference

Jenni sighed with boredom as Mrs. Rutger, the school’s English teacher, droned on. While not usually boring, today’s lesson was more about grammar than literature and the attention required to destructure and outline a sentence was more than Jenni could summon. She wasn’t the only one either. Half the class looked distracted and inattentive. Jenni sighed again. If it had been any other teacher, she might have tried to engineer something. Passing a note only to get caught. Flashing, accidentally of course, the instructor, making sure he or she knew that she wasn’t wearing a pair of panties. Maybe even quietly masturbating in her seat, only to groan in sensual lust as the orgasm hit, ensuring she was caught wet handed.

Mrs. Rutger kept lecturing and Jenni took a deep breath. If only something would happen.

The classroom door opened, surprising everyone, including Mrs. Rutger, and the English teacher glared at the interruption. A school office aide stepped in, her face flushed, her hips twitching. In one hand she held a control fob, complete with a wire that went down to her regulation length skirt and then disappeared upward. In her other hand she held a pink slip.

“Well?” Mrs. Rutger demanded.

The trembling aide held out the paper and Jenni could see it shaking. She knew office aides were on a timer and bit her lip. She wondered just how close the pretty girl was to the edge. Mrs. Rutger seemed to know though, or didn’t care, because she took her time, reading the pink slip not just once, or even twice, but three times. Finally she sighed, shaking her head, and pointed down the aisle, straight at Jenni.

“You, of course. Probably for that abomination of a skirt you’re wearing,” Mrs. Rutger declared. “Or those thigh-high stockings, which makes you look even more like the slut you are.” Jenni blinked in surprise. She thought Mrs. Rutger hadn’t noticed the fact that her skirt was hemmed shorter than regulation length, or seen her stockings. She stood up, quickly smoothing down her skirt, and picked up her backpack. She shouldered it and walked up to the now practically panting aide, and nodded.

“Come on,” the aide blurted out, hurrying to the door. Mrs. Rutger handed Jenni the pink slip.

“Go on. Hopefully your conference will be productive,” Mrs. Rutger said sourly.

Jenni’s look of confusion didn’t prompt Mrs. Rutger to add anything. She glanced down at the pink slip. All it said was “PT Conference,” though Jenni didn’t know what that meant. She turned and followed the aide out into the hall. As soon as the door shut behind them, the aide grabbed Jenni’s hand and began dragging her down the corridor.

“Please! Not so fast!” Jenni begged, though part of her only did it to see what would happen to the girl.

The aide ignored her, but they didn’t get very far. “No! No! No!” The aide whimpered, stumbling and then swaying until she crashed into a bank of lockers. Her flushed face turned red, her eyes lost focus and a series of spasms rippled through her. Jenni stood there patiently. She knew exactly what was happening and sure enough, a burst of fluids splattered onto the floor between the girl’s black leather pumps and the aide sagged in both relief and frustration, the hand holding the controller clutched tightly.

“Feel better?” Jenni asked contritely.

The aide took a few shuddering breaths and closed her eyes. “Yes. And no. I’ll be punished for this,” she said bleakly. “This will be the third spanking this week!” She took a deeper breath and straightened. “I’m fine,” she declared. “Let’s go, before I earn an extra punishment.” She grabbed Jenni again and they moved on.

It only took another two or three minutes to get to the main office and the aide dropped Jenni off in front of the principal’s door, across from his assistant, who eyed the aide’s now calm demeanor and pointed her toward the back. As Jenni sat down to wait, the aide disappeared deeper into the office with a resolute look on her face. There was a quiet moment, and then, the crack of a paddle striking soft, delicate flesh echoed clear and strong through the office, followed by a pained cry.

The aide’s spanking wasn’t even half-way over before the principal’s door opened and he pointed at Jenni. Slowly she rose and entered the man’s office. It was a utilitarian room, though there was a large oil painting of the school building itself positioned on one wall above the couch. A heavy wooden coffee table sat in the center of the conference area, and a single armchair was positioned at an angle at the end, so that whomever sat in it could see and speak to anyone on the couch. At the far end of the rectangular room was the principal’s desk. Jenni was very familiar with it, having been bent over it, leaned against it, and even laid out like a buffet upon the hard wooden surface. His rack of correction instruments was still in the corner, filled with crops, canes, paddles, whips, and floggers.

But as Jenni entered, she did see one thing that was completely new.

It was a narrow, and quite short bench seat, positioned perpendicular against the far wall. A black silicone saddle pad stretched the entire length and Jenni immediately saw three protrusions. The most obvious was the center one, a nine-inch-long, three-inch-thick tapered rod that resembled, rather impressively, a human penis. Immediately behind it, a thicker, but much shorter phallus, shaped more like a pear, stuck upward. Then, at the very front of the saddle was a bump that looked, for all intents and purposes, like a tongue. Jenni’s eyes moved from the intriguing saddle down, noting an empty bracket at the front, and an electrical plug snaking its way to a nearby outlet.

He closed the door as she turned and looked at him. His eyes flickered along her slight frame and she felt a corresponding tingle flow through her. She couldn’t help smiling, knowing that she was about to be punished, especially as his penetrative gaze lingered on her skirt. But then he shook his head and sighed.

“I had presumed you would be sitting on the couch for this meeting,” he said quietly. “But the length of your skirt says otherwise.” He crossed his arms. “Remove it and place it on the coffee table.”

Jenni felt a tightening between her legs and the quick smile that played across her lips went unseen as she turned slightly. She slipped her thumbs into the waistband, unfastened the clip, and then slid the skirt downward. It fell to her ankles, revealing her perfectly exposed loins and bottom and she posed coquettishly for a moment, the corners of her mouth curling up in a seductive grin. The principal appeared unfazed and stared as she stepped out of the fallen skirt, picked it up, and then set it folded on the coffee table.

“No panties. A second violation,” he added. “Now the shirt.”

She began unbuttoning the blouse from the bottom, going up. “Do you want me to leave my tie on, sir?” She asked, even as her fingers revealed creamy white skin beneath the material. Even before he answered, she finished with the front and pulled, showing her perfect, well-formed breasts, the tips pink and taut and excited.

“Yes,” he said gruffly. “The tie can stay on. I’m sure you are aware that not wearing a bra adds a third punishment. You should also remove your shoes and socks.”

She smiled and shrugged out of the blouse. “Yes sir.” She folded up the shirt and set it down on top of the skirt. It took her only a moment longer to remove her white knee high socks and shoes, leaving her naked except for the tie. The principal pointed toward the new restraint device.

“Have a seat,” he ordered.

Jenni took a deep breath, excitement running through her. She wouldn’t have minded if he’d made her stand with her back to his desk, her palms behind her, supporting herself, legs spread so that he could deliver a flurry of strokes across her loins, thighs, and breasts. Afterward he would have bent her over, given her bottom a similar thrashing, following it up by laying her out on the desk and screwing her brains out. But… the new bench looked… amazing. She moved immediately, stepping over to it. She reached down, a finger testing the anal plug, only to find it firm, yet soft, and even better, very slick. She pulled her hand back, thumb and forefinger rubbing together, and she felt the lubricant smear. She didn’t need to test the center rod. She knew she was already aroused enough to have that slide in easily. She lifted a leg, straddled the bench and lowered herself downward.

The vaginal phallus entered first and she reached down, pulling apart her labia to make it slide in even easier. It was lubricated, not that she needed it, and three inches were already inside her when she felt the tip of the anal plug press against her back door. There was more than enough play in the vaginal probe for her to adjust, tilting her hips and her knees bent. Gravity helped her to a point, though as more and more of the rubber probes entered, she realized that she was going to have to be a bit more… daring.

She dropped the last two inches, gasping and then groaning as her body accepted the massive penetration impaling her. Her eyes rolled up for a second, her thighs trembling as she adjusted. Then she realized her clit was pinched slightly against the first protuberance and she adjusted herself until she was somewhat comfortable.

For a girl jammed full of dildoes.

The principal looked on as she got herself together and then she looked up, the excitement clear on her face. He bent in half, reaching under the bench, and drew out a metal post, the top capped with a malleable, foam padded crossbeam, bent into two half circles. Two rubber straps dangled from the far ends. He lifted it up and right in front of Jenni, snapped the post into the empty bracket at the front of the bench. Jenni actually had to lean back, just a little surprised.  But then she lifted her wrists, holding them out so that they would rest in the padded half circles.

The principal chuckled, then adjusted the post, lowering the half circles. “Move your hands out of the way,” he told her. Jenni blinked in confusion, but as he lowered the malleable crossbeam, her throat tightened as she realized what they were really for. She didn’t even have to be told. As soon as he straightened up, an expectant look in his eyes, she gave a slight nod and leaned forward, setting her prodigious bust into the half open circles.

The principal moved and Jenni gulped as he wrapped the rubber straps over the tops of her breasts, sliding the ends down by the center post. He adjusted her breasts a tad, then began tightening the straps. Jenni let out a soft whimper, then groaned as the pressure around the base of each tit doubled, then tripled. She began panting and pulled back, testing the straps and found that she couldn’t pull her chest free. The straps were tight and seemed to get even tighter as she struggled. She realized her bosom was starting to turn a pretty shade of red and she looked up at the principal, eyes blinking.

He pulled a pair of clamps out of his jacket pocket and held them up. They were simple clover clamps, the kind that were designed to tighten if you pulled on them. But these also had attached chains, both of which led down to what Jenni first thought were weights, but then realized that they were rings. Large ones.

“Hands,” the principal said. She lifted hers, surprised at how even the slightest movement pulled on her bound breasts. He threaded the rings onto both of her thumbs, then he tugged upward, pinching open the clamps.

Jenni winced as the first set of steel maws bit down on her taut, raised, and very exposed nipple. What she wasn’t prepared for was the way he released her hand. It dropped, yanking hard on the chain connecting to the clamp and the movement had predictable results. The clamp tightened on the pink nub, sending a sharp pain through her breast. It ebbed, but still remained something of a focus, at least until the principal set the other clamp in place. It bit down and this time Jenni knew better. She held her hand up, preventing its weight from pulling on her chest.

He bent down and lifted her left foot, only to reposition it in almost the same spot, a sharp click reaching her ear. She couldn’t see what he was doing, but she thought she felt something soft brush against the arch of her foot. He moved to the other side and did the same thing. She tried moving her feet, but there now seemed to be some sort of cool metal rod keeping her from swinging her legs from the required position. Finally he moved back in front of her, examined everything and nodded.

“This is not your punishment, but instead will serve to properly sensitize the areas I will be punishing at the end of this conference. I hope that I’m not also forced to send you to In-School-Suspension tomorrow for an unauthorized orgasm.” Then he leaned forward and flipped a switch. A soft hum began beneath her and then… then everything changed.

The first thing she felt was the vibration. It spiraled up through the vaginal phallus, filling her depths. It took a moment to realize that the plug in her but was also moving, but at a very different frequency and speed. She felt an odd, but extremely pleasurable pressure against her clit, which seemed to press and then flick, before sliding back downward. Then the vaginal phallus began to pump, moving up and down an inch or two, sliding through her insides.

It was almost over a minute before she realized that something soft was being rubbed against the bottom of her feet, a warped silicone tentacle wheel perhaps? All she knew was that in moments she was borderline hysterical, the soles of her feet subjected to an almost tickling sensation.

The movements were not terribly fast, or intense, but they were incessant and as he stepped back to his desk, Jenni struggled against the sensations. The worst part was that every passing second seemed to increase her arousal. The bottoms of her feet tingled. Her nipples throbbed from the clamps and as her arms tired from being held up, the weight of her hands began tugging on her nipples, increasing the pressure and pain at the tips of her breasts. Her bottom seemed to tingle and pulse, the vibration in the huge plug making her clench. The tongue like appendage lapping at her clitoris was driving her mad and through it all the steady thrust of the vaginal phallus, combined with its oscillating antics, send her spiraling toward orgasm.

He checked his watch then produced a red rubber ball gag. He brought it over to Jenni and stuffed it into her mouth, buckling it around her head. Slowly, a line of saliva built beneath her bottom lip, then slid down her chin, dripping onto her bound tits.

He turned away, went to his desk, and picked up a manila folder. He set it on the coffee table then stood there, watching her suffer. She mewled into the gag, her hips beginning to rock dramatically, her pussy locked in a series of convulsions, the sexual tension only growing in leaps and bounds, until they both heard a knock at the door. He walked to it, opened it up, and she twisted her head, only for her eyes to widened in sudden shock and had her mouth not been gagged, she would have called out.

“That's my daughter!” The woman blurted out in shock, staring at Jenni, who’s furiously blushing cheeks immediately made it clear that she recognized the principal’s guests.

“Indeed,” said the principal. “Please have a seat so we can discuss the issues.” He glanced at the woman. She was a tiny thing, similar in frame and size to Jenni. Both mother and daughter possessed the exact same physical attributes; a petite curvy body with overly large and lush breasts, wide hips, and astonishingly good looks. The principal also noted there wasn’t a significant age difference and he couldn’t help but wonder just how old Jenni’s mother had been while giving birth. There were other similarities. Dark curly hair and delicate small feet. The woman wore a short summer dress that barely covered her posterior, white stockings that came up to her upper thighs, and a pair of high heeled sandals that only added to what the principal considered extremely sexually provocative attire.

The principal turned his attention to the man by her side. He was a large individual, muscular and solid, dressed in blue jeans and a polo shirt. The man gave Jenni a disgusted and frustrated look as she twitched under the motorized sexual onslaught. Then he looked at the woman next to him.

“Well, caught up to her now, has it?” The man said with a shake of his head. “Like mother like daughter I suppose,” he muttered. He looked at the principal. “Jake Betoni,” he said, holding out his hand. “This is Katie. She’s Jenni’s mother. And I for one, am glad to see someone is disciplining that little fuck slut.” The principal took Jake’s hand and shook it firmly.

“Please,” the principal said politely. “Sit.” He gestured at the sofa.

Slowly, Jenni’s mother dropped down to perch on the edge of the couch, her eyes still locked on the naked frame of her twitching daughter. If she opposed the way her daughter’s breasts were slowly turning purple, she didn’t say a word. The woman was clearly studying her daughter’s predicament, noting the way Jenni was twitching, hips grinding downward. Katie Betoni seemed almost… jealous. The principal sat as well, his eyes flickering down to the hem of the dress. In fact, the principal wondered if she even cared that he could see right up between her legs. Evidently mother and daughter had more in common than just physical looks, because Katie wasn’t wearing any panties and he could see the shaved and perfect petals of her sex. He looked away after a moment, considering his options.

“I just want to make it clear that I’m not that strumpet’s father,” Jake said first, pointing at Jenni. “I’m not responsible for her behavior. She’s just as much of a fuck slut as her mother and damned if I’m going to be held responsible for both their behaviors.” He glared at the woman next to him, who cringed. “Bad enough I have to discipline one.” He looked back at the principal. “Though, you seem to have a good grip on giving Katie’s daughter what she deserves.”

The principal blinked, but then smiled. “Thank you, Mr. Betoni. Your wife’s daughter has certainly been a disciplinary challenge. As a result we’ve needed to take some extreme measures and…”

“She’s hurting,” Kaite suddenly blurted out. “Her breasts. Do you have to hurt her?”

Jake frowned. “It’s a punishment,” he declared incredulously. “Of course it has to hurt!”

The principal cleared his throat. “Per school policy, she is currently enduring the sensitization phase prior to punishment. My intention this morning was for her to be joining us here, around the table, for a discussion about her disciplinary issues. Instead, I found that she had elected to wear a skirt that had been hemmed four inches shorter than allowed.” He reached across the table and picked up the skirt, handing it over. “This skirt in fact.”

The woman accepted it, shook it out, and Jake shook his head.

“Damn that’s short,” he muttered. He looked at his wife. “You know what I’d do to you if you were wearing that little thing out and about?”

The principal glanced at Katie, watching her turn crimson and he set the skirt down. Jake’s comment was rather impertinent, considering the dress that Jenni’s mother was wearing, which was even shorter than Jenni’s skirt. The principal cleared his throat.

“That violation has earned your daughter twenty strokes across her rear. To sensitize this area, she’s currently enduring a four-inch-long, three-inch thick plug, which is vibrating quite intensely, in her bottom.”

“Fucked up the ass before a paddling, huh?” Jake said with admiration. “Nice.” He patted his wife’s bare leg. “I guess she’s like you? I know how much you like taking it up the ass.”

Katie blushed crimson and looked back over at her daughter, quivering on the frame.

The principal cleared his throat and continued. “I also discovered that Jenni had opted to come to school without panties. This is a regular violation with her. Our standard is twenty strokes of a sap to her sex and as you can see, she is currently riding a sybian which sports a nine-inch thrusting vibrator to properly sensitize her sex.”

Katie’s cheeks went even redder and her eyes widened, though she glanced back at her daughter.

“I should stress that despite the way it is pumping through her vaginal slit, she is not permitted orgasm. Should she be so foolish as to give into that desire, it will incur an additional violation requiring punishment.”

Jake looked skeptical. “I hope that means an additional twenty strokes to her fucking cunt, because it looks like she’s about an inch away from that orgasm.”

Indeed, Jenni was moaning constantly, her body trembling with pleasure as the various stimulation applicators sensitized her body. Still, from the way she was panting, saliva dripping from her chin onto her chest, there was little doubt in the principal’s mind that Jake was correct.

“In addition to not wearing panties, she also elected to forego a bra. The standard punishment for this violation is twenty strokes to her breasts with a flogger as punishment. As your wife noticed, her nipples are clamped.” The principal smiled ruefully. “We are trying out our new clover thumb clamps, which came recommended since their design allows the wearer to regulate how much pressure is on their nipples.”

“Until her arms get tired and she can’t hold them up,” Katie said bitterly. “Is this what you do to her every day? Torture her like this? I know she goes to In School Suspension almost all the time...”

Jake frowned at his wife. “Which is where she belongs,” he said firmly, then he glanced at the principal. “The little strumpet is properly punished there, correct?”

The principal nodded. “In a way. Unlike detention, ISS is set up to handle students who have trouble controlling their more prurient natures. Granted, if she is found violating school rules, such as being tardy, or not wearing the proper uniform, she is punished at ISS. But there she is mostly subjected to stimulation in an effort to teach her control. Regular school code violations are handled in class, or she is required to go to detention.”

Jake’s wife looked over at the principal. “That sounds horrible,” she said, shaking her head.

“On the contrary, a little control is what you need,” Jake said strongly. “Look at you. You’re practically quivering at the thought of exchanging places with her, aren’t you? I’ll bet you’re fucking soaked right now!”

Katie's face gave her away, her cheeks turning even more red. She licked her lips nervously, but then glanced away. The principal glanced down, spotting the moisture glistening on the still exposed petals of the woman’s slit. The principal raised his hands. “If you’d like, you could come and personally observe, or even audit your daughter’s behavior modification training at ISS.”

“Audit?” Jake asked immediately. “What does that mean?”

The principal glanced at Jenni’s mother. “It would give your wife an opportunity to experience first hand the processes we use to develop our student’s control.”

Jake’s eyebrow went up. “You mean, she’d be stripped naked and given the same punishments?”

The principal smiled. “As an independent auditor, she would, of course, be subject to the same treatment as any of the students sent to In School Suspension. It would give her a common frame of reference at least.” He glanced at Jenni’s mother whose face actually got redder. “As for punishments, I can assure you that she would be required to abide by the same rules that her daughter does.” Katie shifted on the couch and the principal got an even better look at her pussy.

Jake nodded. “Hell yeah. I think that’s a phenomenal idea. Strip the bitch naked and string her up right next to that little fuckslut offspring of hers and watch them both squirm, squeal, and squirt.” He slapped his knee. “She’ll be here tomorrow. Both of them. I’ll drop the pair of them off for you.” He told the principal.

“Jake? Please? I don’t think this is appropriate,” Katie said quietly.

Jake glared at her. “Speak to me like that again and I’ll make you strip right here and you can take a whipping right next to that whore of a girl you birthed.”

The principal raised his hand. “While I appreciate your willingness to audit In School Suspension, what I would most like to communicate to you both is a request for cooperation. This meeting has shed some light onto your daughter’s behavior and it is clear that she is following your lead.” He looked pointedly at Katie.

“Her lead?” Jake repeated in confusion. “What do you mean?”

The principal gestured at Jenni’s mother. “For example, your wife’s dress is provocative. That plunging neckline showing her cleavage for example, almost reveals her entire bosom, right down to her nipples. She’s practically bursting out of that dress. But most concerning of all is the length of her hem. This would be an immediate violation of school regulation.”

Jake nodded. “How can you tell if a skirt or a dress is too short?”

The principal smiled and looked at Jenni’s mother. “Would you mind standing up, ma’am?”

Katie hesitated, glancing at both her trembling, whimpering daughter and the man next to her. Jake gave her a glare and a nod and she stood.

“See how the hem of her dress only comes to her wrists?” The principal pointed out. “The material needs to be long enough to go past her finger tips to comply with school rules.”

“I see,” Jake said. “Of course, she’s not wearing a school uniform.”

The principal smiled. “Quite true. We are talking about modeling correct behavior. And this isn’t the only way your wife could help. If she would wear panties, and a bra, when out in public, it might encourage her daughter to do the same.”

Jake blinked. “Panties?” He looked at his wife. “You aren’t wearing panties?”

She blinked. “You.. you said…” she stammered. Jake’s face got hard and he looked at the principal.

“How, exactly, do you check the students to verify they are wearing panties?” Jake asked.

The principal shrugged. “In your wife’s case, she’s been flashing me since you both arrived. But for students, a simple lifting of the hem is sufficient, though some faculty prefer not to humiliate the girls in such a fashion, and instead perform a physical check.”

Jake looked at his wife who was still standing next to the coffee table. “Lift your dress, Katie.”

“Jake…” the woman whispered desperately.

“Now,” he ordered.

Slowly, Jenni’s mother lifted the hem of her dress. And she didn’t just bring it up enough for the principal to see her shaven slit. She brought it up to her waist, showing off everything from the navel down. Her bottom was especially well shaped and the principal could see that her sex, which certainly was glistening with moisture, was freshly shaved. The principal looked up at Katie Betoni’s face. He thought he would see her humiliation, but from the excited flicker in her eyes, she was clearly aroused. Intensely aroused.

“Like mother, like daughter,” Jake said with a sneer.

“Indeed,” said the principal. “And I suspect that your wife isn’t wearing a bra either.”

Jake sighed. “I suspect you’re right. Show us your tits.”

Katie pulled the dress up even higher, exposing two perfect, bare breasts. Unlike her daughter, both nipples were pierced, steel barbells going through each tip. She didn’t stop there either. She pulled the dress up over her head and then dropped it down on the table next to her daughter’s skirt. She then interlaced her fingers behind her head, spreading her legs wide. It was clearly a submissive posture she had taken before. The principal turned toward Jake.

“All of these issues are the exact violations Jenni commits on a routine basis, and for which she will be punished at the conclusion of this meeting. I hope that pointing out how your wife is modeling poor behavior will help to improve her daughter’s conformity with the school rules.”

Jake snorted, looking at his naked wife. “Hell, she’s responsible for the girl’s behavior. I think she should share in the punishment. Right now.”

That made the principal hesitate. “Uh… it is against school policy to trade or partition corrective punishments. I can’t possibly half your daughter’s… I mean, Jenni’s punishments between…”

“No, no,” Jake said hurriedly. “I didn’t mean that they should split those strokes. I meant that she should get the same punishment.”

For a second, the principal digested that. “Do you mean her to receive matching strokes?”

Jake nodded. “Exactly. You can punish the girl, then her mother.”

The principal looked at the beautiful woman standing there, face flushed, pussy wet and pulsing. “I… while I appreciate your cooperation in this matter, I’m not authorized under these circumstances to apply such correction to a non-student. Were she auditing ISS and had signed the appropriate documentation, that would be different, but under the circumstances.”

Jake frowned and was about to object when the principal held up his hand.

“For now, can I provide you with the necessary tools to discipline your wife, while I handle the scholastic punishment for Jenni?”

Jake grinned. “Now that sounds like a plan!” He declared, slapping his knee.

The principal stood up. “Excellent. Give me a moment to release Jenni and get a pair of willow switches.” He stepped past Jenni’s mother and went straight to where the restraint frame held the girl in place. Jenni was still shuddering, but the principal noticed that she had not yet achieved sexual climax. He regarded that as a promising sign and reached down, turning off the motors that powered the sybian’s various phallic probes. They all slowed and came to a stop. He released the clamps from Jenni’s nipples, eliciting a shrill squeal. Then he popped the two rubber ties at the top of the breast binders. Circulation was restored as Jenny slid back with a groan, both hands going to her sore, throbbing, painful breasts. .

He freed her feet, then unbuckled the ball gag. She coughed, worked her jaw and then glanced at her parents.

“I’m sorry,” she managed to whisper, looking at her mother who stood there next to the coffee table naked.

Jake glowered. “You will be,” he spat.

Katie smiled softly. “It’s okay, sweetie. I understand. Just be strong now, okay?”

The principal pointed. “Go to the other end of the coffee table and bend over, bottom in the air.”

Jenni nodded and rose. There was a sucking, squelching, moist sort of noise as she pulled herself off the two phallic probes. The silicone seat was soaked and her groin was a wet mess. She waddled over past her mother. She’d been in this position before. Frequently even, and she bent at the waist, putting both hands on the wooden surface of the table. Her mother eyed her, and then with a resolute expression, copied the position on the other side of the table. Both females’ heads were down, their breasts dangling deliciously, though Katie's nipples were actually touching the wooden surface of the table.

The principal returned to the center of the room and held a pair of egg shaped devices made of plastic, offering one of them to Jake.

“What’s this?” Jake asked, taking the object.

“I find that when multiple punishments need to be applied, continued stimulation of the vaginal area helps promote the right kind of attitude. The small button here activates the motor inside.” He then reached down to Jenni’s lower half, slipped his hand between her legs, and began pushing the sex toy into her pussy. Jenni groaned as Jake grinned and he immediately turned on his own toy and cupped his wife’s sex.

“Damn,” he said a moment later. “That went in much easier than I expected!”

The principal nodded. “Indeed, Jenni is similarly accepting, capable of taking a wide variety of phallic probes and toys. Once she is properly stuffed, we can begin the punishment.” He lifted the pair of willow switches and held one out. “Are you ready to apply the first set? Twenty strokes for wearing clothing with an inappropriate hem line?”

“Damn straight,” Jake replied, taking the switch. Both men took up position behind their respective targets, mother and daughter facing each other across the coffee table. The principal began rubbing the thin, whippy rod along Jenni’s posterior. Her bottom moved in a sensuous circle, though whether it was from the buzzing, vibrating egg in her pussy, or the expectation of the coming punishment, he didn’t know.

“Twenty strokes,” he said firmly, then snapped his wrist.

He didn’t hit her super hard. That wasn’t necessary. The principal had no desire to leave bleeding welts across her buttocks. All he needed to do was create a sufficient amount of discomfort that it would serve as negative reinforcement. Each impact was just enough to make Jenni yelp, lurching forward as she grimaced, light reddish welts slowly appearing three to four seconds after each stroke. He made sure to vary the angle of the cane, as well as its landing spot, from the lower curve of her buttock, to her higher, more muscular flank. And he timed the strokes to land steadily, giving her only a few seconds between each one to cope with the growing heat.

Jake on the other hand, slashed his cane across his wife’s bottom with a vicious stroke that elicited a wild cry of pain. She jerked forward, but held her position, even as her daughter looked up at her with a worried look. Jake waited a longer moment, then swung again, the same level of force cutting a nice, deep red line across the older woman’s ass. Each time the cane landed, it brought a pained and agonized cry, much stronger and more heart wrenching than anything that came out of the younger girl. Still, Jake continued until his wife could barely keep her position and the principal knew that sitting would be a challenge for poor Katie over the next few hours.

The principal finished first and the last stroke was the hardest, leaving Jenni blinking back tears. He rubbed his hand over her bottom, feeling the texture the cane had left and the rumbling vibrations of the vibrating egg he’d pushed into her sex. He ran his fingers through her slit, finding it soaked. As he wiped his hand on Jenni’s bottom, he watched Jake leave the last few strokes on his wife’s bottom. As soon as the twentieth blow had been delivered to Katie’s ass, the principal switched out the canes for floggers.

Both multi-headed whips were long, with over fifty rubber strands attached to a plastic and cordage handle. Jake took the weapon with appreciation and then, as the principal repositioned Jenni upright, copied the educator’s progress. Mother and daughter stood staring at each other, breasts almost touching. Jenni’s nipples bore the marks of the clover clamps, the deep red indentations slowly fading.

“Hands behind you,” ordered the principal. “Stand next to your mother, back to back.”

Both women followed the commands. Katie let out a short hiss as her bottom touched Jenni’s ass, wincing. Then they joined hands. It was touching, as if their interlaced fingers would make it easier for each of them to endure. Jake moved opposite to the principal, so that both men could use their right arms. There was a curt nod as acknowledgement and then the breast whipping began.

The flogger snapped against Jenni’s boobs perfectly, the rubber strands spreading to encompass both huge areola and deliver a vicious sting across the full length of her bosom. She yelped, only to then clench her teeth as the prickling sensation violated her body. Almost immediately, Jake swung his own flogger, leaving an even stronger stroke across his wife’s chest. Her prodigious bust bounced from the impact and Katie cried out, flinching from the pain.

The principal struck again, noting that Jenni’s hips continued to jerk and thrust, undoubtedly in response to various vibrations being inflicted upon her sex and ass, but it made little difference as he slashed the multi-headed whip repeatedly across Jenni’s boobs. She mewled, whimpering as the stinging pain made her aching nipples raise up into taut little bumps and he couldn’t help noticing how she arched her back, thrusting her chest forward into the searing swings.

On the other side of the quivering women, Jake began striking his wife’s breasts with similar movements and the principal had to admit that the dichotomy of a pair of matching tits being whipped at the same time had a certain symmetry that he appreciated. Both mother and daughter made similar noises and except for the fact that Jenni was obviously more aroused and closer to an accidental orgasm, their movements were so similar that it was striking.

It only took ten strokes to turn Jenni’s bosom a soft pink, though Jake did it to his wife in about five, the strength of his blows more intense. There was an almost beautiful moment after each strike, the rubber thongs impacting hard, deforming the soft, malleable flesh, leaving a burning sting that would morph into a hot and heavy heat, even as the two sets of breasts resumed their appealing and desirable shapes.

But by the time the principal approached the twentieth stroke to Jenni’s bosom, he noticed a distinct difference between the two girls. Katie’s breasts seemed somewhat swollen, darker and covered with several blotches. She blinked tears from her eyes, wincing as Jake continued to swing the flogger. Jenni on the other hand, couldn’t hold still, but mostly from the waist down, clearly on the cusp of another orgasm. The principal lowered his whip. It was time for the final punishment.

“Now for the final corrective action,” he said simply. He grabbed hold of Jenni by the arm and pushed her toward the coffee table until the backs of her legs struck the edge. Even then he didn’t stop and the girl gasped as she was forced to sit to keep from falling over. Jake and Katie watched as the principal continued, tipping Jenni backward until her head hung off the far side of the table.

“Raise your feet into the air and spread your legs wide,” the principal ordered.

Jenni nodded and lifted her bare little feet upward. She spread herself opening, her vulnerable and soaked slit still vibrating softly from the egg-shaped vibrator embedded in her depths.

“Same position, Katie. Now,” Jake ordered. “And you can lay down right next to that slut of a daughter of yours.”

The principal walked over to the wall rack and removed two paddles as Katie turned and then occupied the space next to Jenni. She winced as she sat down though, the more serious welts on her ass clearly smarting. She lay back, turning to look at Jenni, and they clasped hands again, even as Katie lifted her high heeled shoes up into the air.

Katie’s white stockings gave her an air of wicked indulgence, while Jenni’s bare legs lended a sense of innocence to the girl. It didn’t matter to either man as the principal handed Jake a spare leather sap, the small paddle perfectly sized for spanking the pink gash between each set of creamy thighs. But as the principal looked down, getting ready to begin the spanking, he couldn’t help noticing that both Katie and Jenni were trembling, their hips rolling with sexual urgency.

“As a reminder,” he said with a wry smile, “cumming during punishment is, in and of itself, a punishable offense.” He exchanged a knowing glance with Jake, who gave the principal a short nod, and then both men bent down, raised their paddles, and struck.

The principal felt the splatter of Jenni’s pussy juice as the paddle slapped wetly onto her exposed sex. The impact flattened her petals, opening them up to expose the inner linings of her slit. But it also smashed her clitoris downward. He hit with some force, more than enough to cause a burning sting to burst through Jenni’s groin and make her legs jerk. She yelped, her free hand coming up to her mouth even as her mother let out a similar cry. Jake pulled his paddle back from Katie’s cunt, the entire length smeared with girl goo. He glanced at the principal and grinned.

A second set of blows followed and then a third, both men focusing on the quivering twats in front of them. Each successive stroke seemed to push Jenni closer to the edge, while the vicious and brutal beating being inflicted upon Katie made the principal wonder if she’d even be able to achieve orgasm. Jenni mewled, then began crying out as the paddle smashed over and over into her sex, turning the soft petals pink, the red, and then even a slightly darkening purple.

Katie reached that point much faster as Jake struck harder, but even as the pain shot up through her loins, it became apparent that the agony of her torment wasn’t the only thing she was feeling. Her chest heaved as she tightened her grip on her quivering, whimpering daughter. The principal slowed down his strokes, watching as Jake finished his twenty… and kept going.

It was on the principal’s eighteenth stroke that Jenni screamed out in ecstasy, unable to control her urges any longer. She shook violently, her toes curling, only for her legs to kick and swing as the adrenaline surged through her. The principal barely got out of the way in time to avoid the spray of cum that shot out of her cunt, leaving the floor in front of the table a disgusting mess. And as if by providence, Jake’s next blow elicited the exact same response from Katie, who closed her eyes in absolute abandon, crying out as she climaxed almost in sync with her offspring. Fluids spurt outward and Jake wasn’t quite as fast, cursing softly as his pant leg turned dark from the orgasmic flow.

The girls lay there, panting hard, eyes glazed as the principal looked over at Jake. “Unfortunately, Jenni orgasmed prior to the completion of the punishment. She had two more strokes to take.”

Jake laughed and ran a hand through his hair. “Well, that’s just like her, isn’t it? A cum slut to the end. Guess that means she’s earned another punishment.”

The principal nodded. “Indeed.”

“I decided Katie was going to get twenty-five strokes, to Jenni’s twenty. Which means she didn’t finish either.”

The principal smiled. “I see,” he replied.

Jake nodded and looked down at both girls, quivering on the table. “So what’s it going to be? A paddle to their ass? The cane to the tits? Belting those adorable little toes and the bottoms of their feet?” He looked down at Katie, still twitching on the coffee table, lost in the euphoria of her release.

The principal went to the wall rack and pulled down two crops, the leather ends black and supple. He brought over both and handed one to Jake, who exchanged it for the leather sap.

“My preference,” said the principal firmly, “is to apply the punishment to the part that created the violation. In this case, I fully intend to give your wife’s daughter another set of twenty, right between the legs, making sure her clit gets struck each time. Then afterward I’ll return her to the sensitization bench for an hour or two.” He held up the crop.

Jake lifted his own weapon and tapped it against the principal’s. “An excellent idea, sir. Let’s begin.” And with that, both men flicked their crops downward, striking the soft, wet, exposed, vulnerable, vibrating, and soaked slits in front of them.


Mother and Daughter in ISS

Jenni stood in front of the full length mirror attached to the closet door of her bedroom and stared at the gaps. None of them were very large, but they were obvious, especially when she arched her back, or took a deep breath. There wasn’t a functional problem with the buttons. Each of them did exactly what they were intended to do; secure two pieces of cloth together. It was more of a complication of sizing. The shirt was technically a “small” since Jenni had a diminutive, petite frame. But she also was gifted with an unusually large bust for her size and the stretched material left several diamond shaped windows down her front, revealing smooth, cream colored skin, including her navel and more daringly, the shadowed curves of her breasts.

She let out a gasp with a slight laugh, watching as the gaps once more closed to almost mimic propriety and she smoothed down the blue tie that concealed the worst off the openings in her shirt. She slid her hands downward, over three inches of exposed belly, to the blue and white plaid skirt. It clung to her hips, much lower across the waist than the official rules and regulations allowed, mostly because the hem had been shortened by about seven inches. If she didn't wear it low, slung daringly right beneath her hips, the hem wouldn't have covered Jenni's bottom, much less her more interesting parts.

She ran her hands back up her body, feeling the softness of her breasts beneath the material. She couldn’t help stopping over the tips, using her fingernails to tease the sensitive points and watching as two hard bumps formed. She felt a little thrill go down through her, all the way to her slit, a growing wetness making her sigh with need. She was about to move one hand downward, to lift up the hem of the skirt, when the sound of a mild knock on the door of her bedroom made Jenni look up.

“Come in,” she said. She turned as the door opened and her mother stepped into the pink and white decorated room.

For a moment, mother and daughter looked at each other. Despite a sixteen year age difference between the two, they were almost identical, both possessing the same exact physical shape. Small, dainty feet, narrow ankles, slim, smooth legs with an impressive thigh gap complimenting narrow waists, delicate facial structures, and dark lustrous brown hair. Their hips and busts both widened out impressively, with the mother’s a touch broader and bigger than her daughter’s, but not by significant amounts.

“Oh!” Jenni exclaimed, blinking in surprise at her mother’s attire. Katie Betoni was wearing an “adult” version of the school uniform. Her lower half was wrapped in a blue and white plaid skirt similar to the one around Jenni’s waist, that while not exactly the right pattern to be school issue, looked close enough that only a persnickety examination would reveal the difference. Jenni’s eyes flickered to the skirt’s hem, which was even shorter than her own. Jenni couldn’t see if her mother was wearing panties, but as Katie spun to show off her outfit, Jenni noticed that she could see the curve of her mother’s buttocks.

But more problematic was Katie’s blouse, which was precariously stretched across her bosom, unbuttoned from the throat down, revealing the kind of exposed cleavage that was most definitely a violation of the school rules. Worse, her mother had tied the tails of her shirt together, just under her breasts, leaving her midriff exposed. It was fairly obvious that Katie wasn’t wearing a bra.

“How do I look?” Katie asked in a worried tone.

Jenni bit her lip, wondering if she should warn her mother. Were the principal present, he would immediately note the various offenses. Jenni frowned. Was her mother required to wear a school uniform to audit In-School-Suspension? And how would the principal react, seeing Katie show up, dressed so provocatively? Jenni knew how Ms. Temis, the ISS moderator, would react. Katie’s outfit would earn multiple punishments. Even her mother’s shoes, a set of high heeled, black, open toed sandals, made her look wanton.

Jenni took a deep breath. “You look fantastic, Mama.” A warm smile accompanied the words.

Katie bit her lip and smoothed down the clothing. “I admit, I like the look of this outfit, though I haven’t worn it in years! Not since I was just a little younger than you. I’m sort of surprised it still fits. Mostly,” she amended, gesturing at the shirt front. “I tried to button it up, but evidently I’m a bit bigger in the bust than I used to be. Am I going to be in trouble just tying it together like this? The buttons weren’t keeping it closed.”

Jenni frowned, trying to decide how much to tell her mother. “We’re going to In-School-Suspension,” she reminded her. “It's not really going to matter.” Which was the truth. Uniforms were only required attire for the first minute or so at In-School-Suspension. And as for earning extra punishments, well… if Ms.Temis was the moderator again, it wouldn't matter which school rules they broke. Ms. Temis would find a violation to punish them for, or create one.

There was an awkward silence. “Right,” her mother said with trepidation. She glanced over at the bedroom clock. “Well, I think it's time to go. Your step-father is going to drive us.” She whirled and headed for the door, the hem of the skirt flaring and rising up just enough to convince Jenni that her mother wasn’t wearing panties either. Jenni couldn’t help noticing the hash of red welts that still crossed across her mother's buttocks. Yesterday’s punishment in the principal’s office had been intense.

Jenni followed behind, heading through the house and out into the garage. It was a little weird not to be riding the bus, but there was a side-benefit to being driven to school. It spared her the abject humiliation and awkwardness of that daily trial. She grabbed her shoes on the way out and quickly put them on before following her mother out.

The car was idling and her step-father sat behind the wheel, an exasperated look on his face. Both women climbed in, Katie sitting in the front passenger seat while her daughter climbed into the back.

“You look like more of a slut than Jenni does,” Jake said wryly. “I’m glad that you're both going to get what's coming to you at school.” He looked over at his wife. “You especially, for encouraging that whore of a daughter of yours to fuck every cock that walks by.”

Katie looked down submissively and didn’t reply. Neither did Jenni. The car backed out of the driveway and headed down the road. Less than a mile later Jenni heard her mother gasp, then groan in a very sexual manner.

“Mom?” Jenni asked. “Are you alright?” 

The response was tight and clipped. “I’m… I’m fine!” Her mother blurted out. Then she let out another passionate moan. Jenni leaned forward, noticing that Jake was leaning toward her mother, arm outstretched.

“Mom?”

Katie looked over at her husband. “Jake, please… please… not here. Not before…” Then she groaned again, closing her eyes.

“I can’t believe you’re this wet,” Jake retorted, his eyes on the road but only one hand on the wheel. “It’s disgusting.” There was a moist, squelching sound, followed by another desperate moan. In the backseat, Jenni squirmed uncomfortably, especially because she felt her own sex responding. She pulled up the hem of her skirt, lifted her right leg up onto the seat next to her, and slipped a finger into her own slit, feeling the wetness. Jenni clenched her teeth, resisting the urge to do deeper.

“That feels… Jake… please!” The woman gasped. “Not there!” Then Jenni saw her mother shudder with release.

“It’s not good to have an orgasm before school,” Jenni said quietly to her mother, but her own hand was already rubbing her clit in soft little circles.

Jake pulled his hand out of his wife’s lap and held up his hand. “Suck it, slut.”

Obediently, Katie took her husband’s hand and put his finger in her mouth. Behind the two adults, Jenni sighed and leaned back into her seat, her own arousal surging. If either adult knew what Jenni was doing in the backseat, neither said a word.

They pulled up at the front of the school before Jenni was able to work herself to climax and she looked around. There were barely any cars, and the few students present hurried into the building, clearly attempting to get to class before the bell rang. She climbed out first, then watched as her mother got out of the front seat, struggling to keep her skirt down, flashing pink petals and a great deal of bare rump. Katie straightened up as Jake looked at both of them.

“I’ll pick you up this afternoon. Unless you both end up getting spanked in after-school detention.” Then he glanced at his wife’s legs with a smirk. “You have cum on your skirt,” he sneered. Then he put his foot down on the accelerator and the car pulled away.

Katie was blushing crimson and tried to look down at her own legs, but Jenni took her hand. “Come on,” she said simply. “We’re going to be late.” But despite the warning, she walked slowly and calmly up to the front doors of the school. Katie let her daughter lead her through the almost empty halls.

“Where is everyone?” She asked Jenni.

“In their classrooms. The bell is about to…”

The sound of the bell rang through the corridor and Jenni let out a soft chuckle. “Ring,” she said, finishing her sentence.

Katie blinked. “We’re late?”

Jenni nodded. “Yes.” She turned her mother down another hall.

“Won’t we be in trouble?” Katie asked curiously.

Jenni nodded. “Absolutely.” She stopped in front of a closed door with a card reader and a button. A sign with the words “In-School-Suspension” was mounted above the electronics. “I’m sorry,” Jenni said softly as she rang the bell.

“For what, honey?”

Jenni licked her lips. “For everything.”

Then the door opened and Ms. Temis stood there, a steely expression on her face.

“Well, I’m hardly surprised,” Ms. Temis said firmly. “Even when under direct parental supervision, your daughter doesn’t seem to be able to arrive on time. In case you weren’t informed, Ms. Betoni, tardiness is a violation of the school regulatory code. That will be one punishment for each of you. What a brilliant way to start the day.” Her eyes flickered up and down Katie’s body, taking in the pseudo-uniform and shook her head. “What a novel outfit. In. Now.”

Jenni and her mother stepped into In School Suspension. To Jenni's surprise, there were no other students present. Ms. Temis shut the door and it locked behind them. Ms. Temis then looked at both student and mother, only to shake her head.

“I was told that you were informed of the school uniform rules yesterday,” she said, pointing at the skirt worn by Katie. “Specifically, it was explained that the length of the skirt had to be longer than the tips of your fingers. Look at that hem! Good Lord, woman, if I were four inches shorter I’d be able to see your panties.” Temis glanced at Jenni next. “And you, you should know better! Your skirt isn’t much better.” She took a deep breath. “The length of your skirts are another violation of the rules, so not only will you be receiving a punishment for being late, but also for violating the uniform code.” She paused, eyes narrowing as she looked directly at Katie.

“Which brings us to your blouse. We don’t allow school blouses to be unbuttoned. The amount of cleavage you are displaying is not only inappropriate, but lewd. And tying your shirt beneath your tits like that? Did you deliberately purchase clothing that didn’t fit?” She shook her head. “If it wasn’t for the fact that both of you are here in ISS, I’d send you straight to the principal for correction! Of course, you’d both end up back here anyway.” She then looked at Jenni. “And do not think that the blatant violation of your mother’s shirt excuses you in any way. You might be trying to hide those gaping holes in the front with your tie, but I know that shirt is too tight. It’s just as worthy of a violation as hers.”

Jenni gulped silently and looked down, blushing. Katie bit her lip. Ms. Temis took a deep breath.

“As you both are aware, uniforms are not worn here at In School Suspension. So now that we’ve established that both of you will receive three punishments each, you both will remove your skirts and blouses, so that I can check your underclothes.”

For a quick moment, mother and daughter exchanged a look. They both knew this moment had been coming. Jenni began unbuttoning her shirt while Katie untied the knot at the bottom of hers. As the material loosened, both mother and daughter shrugged out of the white blouses, only to reveal a perfectly matched pair of beautiful, curvaceous and very bare breasts. Their nipples were hard, perky, and sized almost exactly the same, though Katie’s nipples were both pierced with silver barbells through both pink tips.

“No bras? Both of you?” Temis observed steadily. “You opted to do this, knowing that I was going to conduct a panty and bra check?” She shook her head and looked directly at Katie’s breasts. “Do you have any idea of how many strokes you have earned? And where on your body those strokes will land?” She practically spluttered with righteous indignation. “It’s like you’re both trying to get punished!” She pointed at a nearby desk where two metal wire baskets were sitting on the surface. “Put your shirts there!”

Both mother and daughter set their shirts in the baskets, standing quietly in their skirts and shoes. Temis crossed her arms, glaring, and the moment the two women looked back at her she shrugged. “Go ahead. Drop your skirts. I already suspect what I’m going to find. Why not add an additional twenty strokes to the eighty you both have already earned?”

Katie suddenly gave Ms. Temis a sly little smile and her skirt fell as fingers unsnapped the side button. Sure enough, the woman wasn’t wearing panties, her shaved slit still wet from the fingering her husband had given her in the car, if not the current circumstances. Jenni followed a second later, her skirt falling to the floor around her ankles. She wasn’t wearing panties either. Mother and daughter glanced at each other and the conspiratorial smirk they exchanged was almost electric.

“As I thought. Skirts in the basket, followed by shoes and…” Temis glanced at Katie’s footwear. “Socks.”

Katie slipped her high heels off, but it took Jenni an extra minute to peel the white knee high socks off her feet. Finally both mother and daughter stood in front of Ms. Temis, completely naked. They looked almost identical, except that Katie’s rump was still obviously marred by the cane strokes received the previous day. Jenni’s ass was more or less the right color, though a more detailed examination might have revealed a few rough spots from where the principal’s cane had landed.

Ms. Temis clasped her hands together behind her back. “This does present a somewhat unusual problem. Usually, students who are sent to In-School-Suspension do not arrive with the intention of violating school rules.” She glanced at Katie with a sour look. “With the exception of your daughter. I generally handle Jenni’s punishment while the other ISS students are being stimulated. But both of you have earned punishment. So under the circumstances, I will start with you, while Jenni gets sensitized.”

Katie bit her lip and nodded.

Ms. Temis gestured. “In-School-Suspension has changed quite a bit since we first imagined it. We’ve even moved rooms. We now have six stations. The door with the window, as you can see, goes to the restroom, which you will be given an opportunity to use multiple times throughout the day. Should you require its use during an unscheduled time, there will be consequences.”

Katie’s eyebrow went up. “What kind of consequences?” She asked curiously.

Ms. Temis smiled wickedly. “The intense kind.”

Katie glanced at Jenni who nodded, eyes a little frantic.

“You, Ms. Betoni…”

Katie held up her hand and smiled. “Please, call me Katie.”

Temis hesitated, then nodded. “Katie. You will start your punishment in Station Two. We call this device, the see-saw kneeler.” She moved to a wooden and metal device that sat at the front of the room along the far wall. It consisted of a raised platform on a boxlike, open structure. Two padded extensions were positioned on the outside edges and leather straps with buckles were screwed to the metal frame, making it possible to secure someone kneeling on the pads at both the ankles and knee. From there, the frame rose to a curved padded support, obviously meant for the abdomen. Again, another strap made it clear that the occupant was to be belted down. Intriguingly, on the opposite side of the center support, were two additional pads, wrist cuffs bolted to the ends. These supports were tilted and high and it took Katie a moment to realize that they could move, attached to a center beam that went back under the central support. This beam was attached to a pivot, but the beam extended, under and then through where the knees would be resting. And at the end of that beam was a thick, large phallus and a massager, secured to a bracket.

Jenni gulped and then looked down.

“This device is simple,” Ms. Temis explained. “You will kneel here. I will secure your legs. You will bend over the central support and then place your arms here, where I will bind your wrists. Your upper body weight will push down, causing the opposite end of the beam to rise.”

Katie looked intrigued and the tiny smile on her face was obvious. “Allowing the phallus to enter and the massager to press against my clitoris.”

“Indeed,” Ms. Temis said.

“That doesn’t seem like much of a punishment,” Katie observed.

Jenni let out a panicked sound of protest. “Mama, please! Don’t…”

Ms. Temis held out a hand. “Hush Jenni.”

Jenni went silent.

“You are quite right, Katie. The SeeSaw Kneeler isn’t meant to punish you. It’s meant to secure you, so that I can inflict the punishment.”

Katie blinked. “Oh. I see.”

Ms. Temis pointed. “See it from up close. Get on it. Now.”

Katie didn’t hesitate. She crossed over to Station Two and climbed up onto the kneeler, placing her legs on the pads. Her tiny bare feet hung off the end, even with her thighs pressed to the upright frame going to the center pad. She glanced back as Ms. Temis quickly bent down and Katie felt the leather straps being tightened around her ankles. She wiggled her toes and rolled her ankles slightly, testing her range of movement and found that, unless someone unbuckled the straps, she wasn’t going anywhere. This became even more accurate when Ms. Temis secured the second set of straps just behind her knees.

“Bend over the support,” Temis ordered. Katie lowered herself, pressing her tummy into the pad. It was quite comfortable, though she had to tighten her abdominal muscles to keep from putting any weight on the arm supports in front of her. As Temis secured the belt at the small of her back, Katie realized that her upper body weight was going to quickly become a problem. Then Ms. Temis grabbed Katie’s right wrist, extended her arm out, and secured Katie’s hand. The beam moved a bit, but didn’t dip very low, even when Temis secured Katie’s left hand.

“I need to adjust the see-saw. Push down,” ordered Temis.

Katie allowed her upper body weight to transfer to her arms and the frame dipped. Beneath her, the pivot moved and then suddenly she felt something right between her legs. Something touched her sex. She wriggled her hips and then gasped as the tip of the phallus actually slid perfectly into her slit, spreading her labia. Ms. Temis bent down, adjusted something unseen, and the phallus tilted slightly.

“Good lord, woman. You are soaked! I don’t even need to add lubricant,” Ms. Temis observed. She straightened up. “This is not supposed to be arousing. You are here to be punished!”

Katie couldn’t resist, she let all of her weight down on her arms and gasped as the phallus slid completely into her sex. She felt the tip of the massager press against her clit and the vibrations started up. Katie let out a groan as waves of pleasure surged into her loins, now both impaled and mashed tightly against the massager. More oscillations shot up through the phallus and her pussy tightened down around the synthetic cock. Ms. Temis put a hand on Katie’s butt. She couldn’t help but notice the way Katie’s hips were already rolling.

“If your daughter has not already warned you, cumming while at In-School-Suspension is not allowed. Doing so will earn you another violation resulting in additional punishment. Do you understand?”

Katie gasped, a slightly panicked look on her face. “This is… this… I’m not sure I’ll be able to withstand… this.”

Ms. Temis grinned. “Our aim is to teach control. Your daughter routinely fails at that, so I suspect you will be no different. In fact, when Jenni is strapped to this device, we spend a great deal of time cycling through freshly earned punishments.” She reached down and brought out a small black box that Katie hadn’t noticed. “That said, you’ve already earned five punishments. Has your daughter told you our mantra?”

Katie glanced at the teacher. “Mantra?”

“Jenni?” Ms. Temis asked. “Where do punishments go?”

Jenni bit her lip. “Tits, tush, toes, thighs, and twat.”

Katie’s eyes widened a bit. “What?”

Ms. Temis smiled. “For not wearing a bra, I’m going to whip your tits until they’re swollen and sore. But before I do, they have to be sensitized properly. For that, you’ll be wearing these.” She held up a pair of pendant clamps. Katie tightened up as Temis reached underneath her body, pinching open the two duckbill style clamps. They bit down on each nipple, but Katie only grimaced a little. Then Ms. Temis switched on the two vibrating pendants and, like the vibrations from the massager going into Katie’s sex, a new set of tremors shot up into her nipples. She gasped, closing her eyes.

“Try not to cum, Mama!” Jenni blurted out.

“Try not to cum, Mama,” Ms. Temis copied with a sneer. “I doubt a fuck slut like you can possibly control her nature. Your daughter certainly can’t. So let’s talk about that skirt. So short that I could see your caned ass? That looks somewhat fresh. Yesterday? Well, don’t worry. I don’t plan on caning you today.” She pulled a thick rubber butt plug from the box and began lubricating it with gel from a tube. “This will sensitize your rear end before I paddle it.” Then she positioned it at Katie’s back door and began pushing. Katie yelped, then groaned, unable to resist in any meaningful way. The plug popped in and Katie winced. Then Ms. Temis flipped a switch on the base and there was a small hum that was added to the other vibrational noises.

Ms. Temis pulled her hand back and wiped some of the excess gel on Katie’s buttock. “Don’t worry. No one will see your welts, because when I’m done your entire butt will look like someone dipped it in lava.”

Katie let out a mewl, twisting on the frame. Ms. Temis reached into the box and pulled out two new items, both of which looked like weight wrist straps from a gym. “Katie, are you ticklish?” Ms. Temis asked with what sounded like a concerned voice. “On your feet?”

“What?” Katie gasped. “Um… yes?”

Ms. Temis grinned. “Good. Just like your slut of a daughter” She bent down and began threading the first weight strap over Katie’s toes. But she stopped when the strap was around the center of Katie’s foot. The strange bulge was positioned right over Katie’s arch. Then Ms. Temis put the second strap on Katie’s other foot. “I designed these to stimulate the soles, but your daughter can’t seem tolerate them for longer than thirty seconds before overloading.” She glanced at Jenni. “How long have I left these on you?” Ms. Temis asked.

Jenni looked upset. “All day, Ms. Temis. Except when you were punishing my feet.”

“Tell your mother how they feel.”

Jenni bit her lip. “They’re… maddening. They tickle. And you can’t do anything about it.”

“Tell her what you begged me to do,” Ms. Temis said, straightening up.

Jenni blinked and looked away. “I begged you… I begged you to punish me. To paddle my pussy instead.”

“And did I?” Ms. Temis asked, her fingers hovering over the activation buttons.

“Yes, and no,” Jenni said weakly. “You didn’t turn off the ticklers, but you still spanked my pussy.”

Ms. Temis smiled. Then pressed both buttons.

Katie stiffened immediately, her toes curling as two new sets of motors began humming, these positioned in the arches of both feet. The frequency was super high and in seconds Katie began twisting her ankles in circles, the vibrations beginning to overload the nerves in her feet. Thirty seconds in Katie realized that she was in trouble and as Ms. Temis pulled out a TENS Unit and two sets of electrostim tabs, Katie let out a panicked cry.

“Oh my God!” Katie exclaimed, clenching her teeth. “It tickles! Oh God!”

Ms. Temis ignored her and began putting the first pair of electrostim tabs on Katie’s left thigh. She didn’t place them on the front, or the back but on the upper inner portion, just below the crotch. She had to be careful, as Katie’s movements were now making the center beam jerk up and down. Katie began kicking, but she couldn’t free her feet from the stimulator straps.

“PLEASE! MS. TEMIS!” Katie squealed.

Ms. Temis moved to the other side of the See-Saw Kneller and set the second set of electrostim tabs in place. She looked up.

“Jenni, get a red rubber ball gag from my desk drawer and put it on your mother.”

Jenni nodded obediently. “Yes Ma’am.” She went immediately as Ms. Temis finished and stood up. Katie was shuddering, spasms rippling up and down her body. Her feet were the most animated, twisting around and kicking, even though her legs and ass were secured tightly to the See-Saw Kneeler. But it was also clear that Katie’s pussy was getting plenty of attention as well.

“I can’t! I can’t! Please! Spank me! Whip me! Anything but tickling my feet!” Katie cried out. Jenni hurried over and without a word, pushed the ball gag into her mother’s mouth and began buckling it up. Katie didn’t resist, but tears appeared in her eyes.

“The next punishment spot is your thighs,” Ms. Temis said as Jenni finished. “I’m planning on using a crop, but until then, I’m going to send a nice, steady stream of electricity through that amazing thigh gap you and your daughter share. Your daughter has a high pain threshold, so I figure yours must be similar. So level three. Pulse, one second intervals. That should feel sort of like a long row of pinching.” She tapped the TENS unit controller and Katie let out another muted squeal, jerking. Ms. Temis set down the device and sighed in satisfaction.

“Of course, the last spot for punishment is your twat. But you’re already stimulating that nicely, aren’t we? Look at how that dildo keep going in and out. I wonder how close you are to orgasm?” She looked over at Jenni. “Station One for you, slut. I want you facing your mother.”

Jenni nodded and hurried over to Station One. It was a restraint chair. Katie watched as her daughter climbed up into it, settling into the U-shaped seat and spreading her legs. Jenni’s calves slid into the cupped supports and as she put her weight down, there was a twisting motion and the supports swung outward, forcing her legs even wider apart. The chair tilted backward and Katie could see deep into Jenni’s hot and slippery slit, gaping with need and desire.

Ms. Temis left Katie and came over to Station One. She began strapping the teenager into place, securing her wrists, ankles, and upper thighs with Velcro straps. “I want you to know,” Ms. Temis said, directing her comments toward Katie, “that your daughter is a cum slut who enjoys having her pussy and ass stuffed with rubber dildoes. She is one of the few students at this school who cannot seem to control her own libido. I know, because I try to instill some of that in her each time she is sent to this room. We will try again this morning. But don’t worry. This afternoon I’ll give her the same punishment you will be receiving shortly.” Ms. Temis grinned. “I don’t want you to feel as if I’m leaving her out.”

Ms. Temis finished securing Jenni, leaving the girl exposed and vulnerable. Temis then rolled a device mounted on a wheeled stand over to the teen, positioning it between Jenni’s legs. An overly large, obnoxiously thick phallus, which was twice the size of an average penis,  was mounted on the end of a canted rod. Katie, still going crazy from the combination of tickling and vibrations and electric shocks, stared at the massive size of the synthetic cock and couldn’t imagine her daughter’s inexperienced pussy taking something so huge.

Ms. Temis made an adjustment and then moved the dildo upward until it touched Jenni’s sex. Then the dildo slid in with such speed that Katie blinked, surprised at just how easily Jenni accepted the massive probe. Jenni let out a passionate groan, her hips already rocking despite the fact that she was secured to the restraint chair. Ms. Temis locked the machine in place, then started it up. Jenni gasped, eyes fluttering and Katie watched as the huge rubber cock impaling her daughter actually went in deeper, until the full nine inches was buried in the teenager’s loins. Jenni let out a deepthroated groan as the dildo stopped, then still fully embedded, began vibrating so violently that Katie could actually see her daughter’s abdomen tremble. Jenni’s toes curled, she shuddered, and then the vibrations stopped. Jenni let out a mewling whimper and the phallus moved again, pulling out almost the full length. Then, with barely an inch still in Jenni’s slit, her labia distended around the probe, the entire thing once more violently shook.

“I designed this device with your daughter in mind,” Temis said to Katie, stepping back, even as the thick rubber rod once more stopped shaking, then slid upward, penetrating deeply into Jenni’s sex. It stopped at the apex of the thrust. “She gets a full nine inches of cock, then it stops, vibrates intensely, and pulls out. Then, with just an inch still in her pussy, it shakes again.” Ms. Temis grinned. “It’s maddening. Almost as much as those stimulators on your feet.”

Katie blinked, mewling into the gag. The expression on her face was a mix of utter desperation. A confusing wave of overwhelming sensation was pounding through her nervous system. It was more than Katie was accustomed to and her brain was having trouble sorting the mixture of sensations. Some felt amazing, like the vibrations going into Katie’s breasts from the pendants hanging from the clamps. But the clamps hurt, biting onto her nipples, restricting blood flow to the point where an acute and uncomfortable throbbing sensation surged through her pinched nipples with each beat of her heart. Katie’s thighs burned too, as if someone was pinching them constantly. This contrasted with the vibrations buzzing in her bottom, which only seemed to combine with the rumbling touch of the massager against her clitoris. The ticklers on her feet were beyond frustrating and nothing she did seemed to make it better. Finally came the exquisite penetration and movement of the phallus, embedded in Katie’s sex, moving in and out, sending her into paroxysms of lust.

Temis moved to stand between Jenni and Katie. “Unsurprisingly, your daughter’s solution to the tickling is similar to yours. I can see the way you’re moving your arms, causing the see-saw function to drive that cock into your cunt. Does it feel good? Are you close?” She glanced back at Jenni. “Because your daughter is.”

Katie and Jenni both whimpered, their bodies racked with the overwhelming sensations. Temis tapped her chin thoughtfully. “You know, this does present an unusual opportunity,” she mused. “Normally, students are considered individual entities, and not responsible for the behavior of others. But in this case…” she nodded, then grinned. “The restriction on orgasms still stands, but should you be so crass as to give into your baser desires, each of you will not be forced to bear the burden of her own consequences.”

Jenni, tensing as the dildo slid back into her body, stopped, and then buzzed violently for a few seconds, gasped. “We… we don’t?”

Ms. Temis laughed viciously. “Wrong pronoun. You. Not we. Because should you explode, my dear little fuckslut, your whore of a mother will endure the punishment you earned.”

“What? But… Ms. Temis! That’s not fair,” Jenni gasped as the dildo slid out most of the way, stopped at the entrance of her sex, and buzzed again. Jenni clenched her teeth, quivering.

Temis sneered. “On the contrary, I have a feeling your mother will be cumming before you.” She went to the wall rack and selected a thick leather paddle. “But maybe a little bit of pain will delay the inevitable.” She walked back to Station Two, where Katie was twitching madly, whimpering and mewling into the ball gag.

“Katie, I will deliver your punishments in the order that you incurred the violations. Your first violation was tardiness. The consequences for this is twenty strokes, all of which I am going to leave on the bottoms of your feet.” She bent down, silenced the vibrators in the weight bands, and began pulling them off Katie’s soles. For her part, Katie slumped in relief, though her nipples, ass, and pussy were still all being subjected to vibration. Plus her thighs were stinging as each second a jolt of current shot across the acutely sensitive flesh. Her head hung down as Ms. Temis got into position.

“Ms. Temis?” Begged Jenni, the huge synthetic cock sliding into her pussy, only to stop and buzz. Jenni gritted her teeth, then as it slid out, blinked. “Ms. Temis? Please don’t hurt my mother.”

Ms. Temis smiled and looked across the room at Jenni, who was already stiffening again as the phallus impaled her once more, stopped, and buzzed heavily. “Oh sweetheart, I’m going to beat your mother’s body so hard that you’ll feel the heat of the strokes from over there.”

She stepped up behind Katie, the woman’s cute little bare feet exposed and vulnerable, only to raise the paddle. She began stroking the leather end across the soft and ready arches, down to Katie’s toes.

“Do you have any idea how many boys your little girl has fucked in this school? Or how often we find her naked in some dark little corner, straddling some schlong jockey’s hips, grinding her fat little cunt down on him, while another young man thrusts his cock in and out of her mouth?” Katie, unable to answer, or even see Temis, shook her head. Her feet kicked but Temis seemed not to care.

“Your daughter is an incorrigible fuck slut, and I’ve dreamt of finally getting my hands on you, her mother, for failing to discipline her properly.” Ms. Temis raised the paddle. “I’m going to thoroughly enjoy this,” she stated firmly. “You? Probably not.”

And with that, Ms. Temis swung the paddle.


Mother and Daughter - Part Two

Katie squealed loudly, even through the gag, as the paddle rebounded off the sole of her left foot. Ms. Temis had swung downward, the flexible end of the paddle smacking the upper side of the arch, almost into the heel, and then flashing downward across the soft middle of the foot to the ball. Katie’s foot jerked, then twisted, the toes curling as the sharp sting became a burning heat, flashing across her skin. Temis didn’t hesitate. She moved to the other foot. It wasn’t upturned, but instead hung with the toes pointed downward, so she hit from the side, a sharp crack coming as the end of the paddle caught the ball of the foot and the toes, the edge striking the arch. Katie screeched, shaking her right foot as Jenni panted, eyes pained as she watched her mother’s first punishment.

Temis went back to the first appendage, selecting the appropriate angle and striking hard. Katie again wailed, the rubber ball gag muting the sound to tolerable levels. More heat exploded across Katie’s arch, only for the sensation to jump back to the other foot. Temis switched, watching with satisfaction as Katie’s back bent, which only caused the see-saw beam to move up and down faster, the attached phallus jammed in and out of Katie’s pussy. Katie shuddered as the vibrations continued to affect her and more spanks of the leather paddle landed on her feet, burning and stinging and vicious.

On the other side of the room, Jenni whimpered. “Mama!” She blurted out. She knew exactly what her mother was going through. She’d been bound to the See-Saw Kneeler multiple times, for the exact same punishment. She’d even seen another girl in that position. It had been a turn on, but watching her own mother having her feet paddled, all while being fucked and tormented at the same time, was… hard to watch. Jenni closed her eyes, struggling. Part of her didn’t want to witness her mother’s punishment. But another part of her was fascinated. She felt the pressure inside her, and it wasn’t just the way her own massive dildo pushed into her, opening her up deep, forcing her open, only to stop a centimeter away from hitting her cervix and vibrating so hard and so fast that her pussy could only clench down tightly and endure the ride. The sexual pressure was building so fast that she knew it was only a matter of time before she exploded, squirting cum out of her pussy like a fountain. In fact, if it hadn’t been for the fact that she knew Ms. Temis would punish her mother for the explosion, she’d have already given in, allowing the orgasm to bloom.

Ms. Temis continued to beat the bottoms of Katie’s feet. Soon the soles were turning red, marks showing where the edge of the paddle was cutting across the arches, soles, or balls. Even Katie’s toes were getting hammered and she had taken to kicking wildly in an attempt to mitigate the pain. Worse, Temis had been going back and forth, but then took the opportunity to leave a stroke on the same foot, when it became the better target. Katie shrieked, the ball gag now only barely holding in the noise and each stroke was accompanied by a violent spasm. The pendants hanging from the clamps on Katie’s nipples danced and jerked, while the center beam went up and down, each pivot jamming the rubber probe deep into Katie’s creaming cunt. The massager was almost an afterthought at that point, a mere blip of pleasure against the backdrop of pain and penetration. Even then, it was too much for Katie. Her nipples throbbed and tingled, her pussy clenched and quivered. Her ass, stuffed with the vibrating plug, shook. And as Ms. Temis left her seventeenth stroke on Katie’s left sole, the woman suddenly arched, threw her head back, and screamed into the gag.

“Ahhh,” Ms. Temis said in satisfaction, as a burst of juices exploded out from around the phallus embedded in Katie’s pussy. Jenni’s mother twitched and let out a groan, relaxing in her bonds, eyes closed. Of course, that put all of her upper body weight on the see-saw, which pushed the rubber dick deep into Katie’s still quivering sex, and mashed the rumbling rubber head of the vibrator against her clitoris.

Temis set the paddle down. “Three left,” she said simply, only to go back to the wall rack and remove a very unique flogger. The strands were made of silicone and only a foot long, attached to a thick metal handle. “We’ll take care of those after I’ve inflicted the punishment for cumming.”

Suddenly Katie’s head was up. She clearly said something, though the words were unintelligible. She seemed insistent and Temis paused, then reached out and unbuckled the ball gag. Katie spat it out, working her jaw.

“Please! Whip me! Not Jenni!” Katie begged, her words a little mushy.

Temis let out a laugh. “You’re so cute! If you didn’t want your daughter’s little cunt whipped for your lack of control, then you should have resisted the urge to cum!”

Katie looked frustrated. “Please! You’re torturing me! I couldn’t help it!”

Temis rolled her eyes, practically skipping over to where Jenni sat stiffly in her own restraint chair, legs spread obscenely wide, the phallic probe working its way in and out, each direction including a diabolical stop and shake. “To be honest, I’m shocked that your daughter hasn’t already cum. She is usually the one to do it. Perhaps she actually has more control than you?” Temis reached down and turned off the motor. Jenni let out a gasp, then a frustrated, bitter whimper. The phallus stopped and she pulled it free of Jenni’s pussy. She pushed the machine aside and raised the flogger.

“This is a new kind of whip. Stings like the dickens I’m told.” She glanced down at Jenni’s crotch. “I wonder how long it will take to turn her cunt red?”

“Please?” Katie begged. “Do it to me, instead? I’ll take the twenty strokes!”

Temis let out a vicious laugh. “Twenty strokes? What makes you think I’m giving her twenty strokes?”

Katie blinked. Jenni sat there, braced and ready. “What?” Katie demanded. “What do you mean?”

Temis sneered. “I’m giving her one full minute.” And with that, Ms. Temis began spinning the flogger underhanded, the thongs coming upward to snap viciously against the soft, wet gash between Jenni’s legs. Jenni stiffened and gasped, eyes widening as the little rubber strands struck her flesh and she tried to pull away, only to find that the straps around her thighs kept her in perfect striking distance. Temis continued to spin the flogger fast, each impact stinging lightly. Jenni cried out, her pussy tightening as the stinging heat got worse. After thirty seconds, over fifty strokes had split her open, biting at her pink crevasse. Her toes curled and she stiffened as Temis kept going.

“Jenni!” Katie hissed, shaking in her own tormented bonds as she watched her daughter thrash on the restraint chair.

But then Temis slowed. A few more strikes landed between Jenni’s legs and then the teacher stopped. Jenni let out a mangled groan, eyes closing as her pussy burned. Katie watched as her daughter’s hips twitched, almost as if Jenni’s sex was looking for the whip again. Ms. Temis gave Katie a huge grin, then promptly pushed the fucking machine back between Jenni’s legs.

“No! Please! Give her a moment at least…” Katie pleaded. But Temis ignored her. She repositioned the phallus, manually inserted it into the girl’s crevasse and thrust it deep. Jenni gasped, her pussy flushed pink and distended. Then Temis turned the machine back on. The huge rubber cock seemed to go into Jenni a few more inches, stopped, and then once more began the ferocious vibrations. Except this time, it buzzed harder than before, louder, and Jenni let out a yelp. Katie realized that the time interval had changed too. Instead of just a second or two of the intense oscillations, now Jenni had to endure three or four. The phallus went silent and the rod retracted, pulling the massive probe almost completely out of Jenni’s slit. Then, with just an inch still buried inside her, it buzzed again, like a chain saw.

Ms. Temis looked rather satisfied with herself, then went back to Katie. “Now it’s time to make you suffer again,” declared Ms. Temis. “If you recall, the next violation you incurred was due to the abomination of a skirt you were wearing. Much, much too short.” She picked up the paddle that she’d used on Katie’s feet and gave it another experimental swing. “Oh wait! I forgot! You still had three more strokes!”

Katie blinked. “Wait! Please! Wait!” But it was too late. Ms. Temis swung the paddle hard against Katie’s right foot. Before Katie was even done crying out Ms. Temis hit again, the same foot, leaving Katie to squeal desperately. A final blow to Katie’s left foot followed and Ms. Temis stepped back, examining the reddened soles of Ms. Katie Betoni.

“Perfect. Now let's get your rump shaded something similar, shall we?” Ms. Temis asked.

Katie clenched her jaw and braced herself. It wasn’t easy. Her body was a riot of sensation. The bottoms of her feet felt as if she had them pressed to hot plates. Her ass was aching from the plug buzzing deep in her bottom. Her nipples throbbed from the clamps, but tingled as well from the vibrating pendants that swung and tugged beneath her aching chest. Her pussy was stuffed full of vibrating rubber cock, the massager was jammed up against her clitoris, and despite the orgasm she’d just had, Katie knew that it wouldn’t take much to force her right back to the same spot.

Punishment for Jenni.

The paddle slammed into Katie’s bottom with a sharp, searing sting and the loud crack of the leather flattening the curved buttock filled the room. Katie yelped, wriggling hard as the prickling sensation flashed, then turned into a fiery heat that seemed to explode across both cheeks.

“Oh my God!” She gasped, shaking.

Ms. Temis hit her again, then a third time, moving into a temperate rhythm. She didn’t give Katie time to recover between strokes, each successive swat building both pain and heat.

“Do you know that there have been entire grading periods that your daughter hasn’t stepped foot into a classroom?” Ms. Temis asked Katie, between two strokes.

Katie, teeth clenched, jerked. “Wha?” She managed to croak. Another spank elicited a sharp, pained cry. Ms Temis grinned.

“Instead, she comes here, usually violating a half dozen school regulations in the process. I strip her naked and she then spends the rest of the day tied with her sweet, smooth legs bound open. Do you know why?” Ms. Temis’ arm swung the paddle again, slamming it into Katie’s burning ass.

“Ooowwwww!” Katie squealed.

Temis laughed. “It’s so I can alternate between an overload of sexual stimulation and the hot, blistering heat of punishment.” Temis swung again, the sharp crack of the paddle smacking into Katie’s posterior filling the room. Katie mewled, grimacing with the hurt.

“And you know what she prefers?” Temis demanded.

Time seemed to slow for Katie. She looked over at her daughter. Jenni quivered, eyes half closed, the massive phallus pumping and shaking as it slowly fucked her. Her hips were jerking, but the expression of determination on the young girl’s face made it clear she was resisting, holding back the urge to cum.

“The punishment,” Katie blurted out, only to once again let out a yelp as another stroke landed in a blistering blow to her buttocks.

“That’s right,” Temis said with a snarl. “She prefers to have her obnoxious little cunt paddled.” She swung the paddle again and Katie yelled, only for her legs and feet to start shaking as the heat and sting and energy flowed downward. “Now the only question is if you’re the same way.”

Temis let loose with a flurry, finishing out the twenty strokes and turning Katie’s rump into a hot, reddish mess. Katie let out a sob, blinking tears from her eyes as she suffered on the see-saw kneeler. Despite the vibrations surging through her bottom and breasts, and the pressure of the active massager and phallus, she was in pain. Her bottom felt like it had been dipped in hot lava. On the flip side, Katie realized that the bottoms of her feet no longer hurt. Or at least, other sensations had overwhelmed the residual pain that came from her beaten soles.

“Now it's time for us to deal with your blouse. You looked like a whore. You know that? That’s the example you are setting for your slut of a daughter and you know what? I think she’s learned it quite well. I believe it was just last week she admitted to providing blowjobs in the boy’s bathroom.” Ms. Temis walked over to the wall of implements, replaced the paddle, and looked thoughtful at the row of canes, crops, and whips.

Katie struggled to control herself. Her bottom clenched tight around the still shaking vibrator and oddly enough, it was helping mitigate the slowly ebbing heat from her spanking. Her nipples still throbbed from the clamps dangling below her chest, and the vibrations surging upward into her breasts only intensified the sensation. Her pussy was constantly clenching around the vibrating probe, each time she pushed down with her arms, forcing the see-saw’s other end upward into her crotch. The massager was still buzzing, touching her clit, but the worst torment was the TENS Unit. The shocks going to her thighs were incessant, sharp and cutting.

Ms. Temis plucked a crop off the wall, swung it experimentally, and then checked on Jenni. The teenager was clearly struggling, but whether it was from the overload of sensation, or the excruciating slowness of the fucking machine, which kept her on edge but was failing to push her over, Ms. Temis was unsure. She lifted the crop and raised the soft leather tip to Jenni’s left breast, stroking the exposed nipple. Jenni crooned, arching her back, thrusting her tits out toward the teacher.

“Look at her,” Ms. Temis said softly, still stroking Jenni’s breast with the crop. “She’s lost in the sexual response of her own body. She craves sexual pleasure constantly. And for her, pleasure isn’t just vibrations, or getting fucked stupid.” Suddenly Ms. Temis snapped the end of the crop, leaving a stinging blow to Jenni’s breast. The teenager yelped, but there was no mistaking the way her body reacted. Her sex tightened down on the phallus, even as it pushed its way up into her. Ms. Temis moved the crop downward, dragging the leather along Jenni’s tummy, then further downward, right to where the huge rubber cock was shaking violently.

“Look how depraved she is,” Temis added. Jenni, eyes wide, looked up at the teacher, nodding. It seemed she tried to spread her legs even more than the restraint chair required. Then, just as the cock in her pussy stopped vibrating and began to recede, Ms. Temis snapped the head of the crop against Jenni’s clit. Katie gritted her teeth as Jenni squealed, once, twice, and then a third time. Except, the timbre of her voice changed. Ms. Temis let out a grunt of triumph as Jenni squealed, her body shaking violently and fluids began squirting out from around the huge dildo vibrating, barely inside her.

“Well, well, well,” Ms. Temis said with a sneer. “I guess your pussy is going to get some attention before your thighs.” She reached down to the machine between Jenni’s legs, made an adjustment, and Katie watched as the time frames slowed even more. Now it took a full three seconds to impale Jenni’s pussy, only to spend five more vibrating at full depth. It then retracted until only an inch of rubber remained in the teenager’s sex, once more shaking like mad for a full five seconds. Jenni whimpered, panting heavily, her body trembling with spasms of release.

“Look at her,” Ms. Temis added as she stepped back over to Katie. “That’s what a normal day for her is like.” She moved behind Katie and put a foot on the seesaw, pressing downward. The phallus in Katie’s pussy was pulled free, the massager getting louder now that it wasn’t pressed tightly against Katie’s clit. Katie groaned. “Jenni’s orgasm is going to cost you twenty strokes.”

“I’m… I’m sorry, Mama,” Jenni said from the restraint chair.

“It’s… it’s okay, Jenni,” Katie groaned, even as Ms. Temis brought the crop up between Katie’s legs. Temis stroked Katie’s soaked petals, once, then twice, then flicked her wrist. The movement caused the entire rod to swing upward sharply and the flexible leather head snapped against Katie’s pussy, the edge right on the sensitive nub.

Katie screeched, unprepared for the stroke. Her ass tightened hard around the plug, while a hot stinging sensation shot through her loins. Ms. Temis allowed the sensation to radiate, stroking the exact same spot with the head of the crop, as if the light, feathery touch would somehow mitigate the caustic stinging. But what she was really doing was waiting for Katie to relax. And the moment Jenni’s mother did, Temis once more snapped the crop upward with an underhanded blow.

Katie clenched her teeth, trying to keep the shriek that wanted to come out from scaring her daughter. She endured the pain, her body’s muscles locked tight. The moment she relaxed though, Temis struck again. Katie jerked, crying out, wriggling her lower half. But this time she didn’t tighten and Ms. Temis hit more firmly, and more quickly. Katie clenched her fists, struggling as the heat rushed through her pussy, her clit burning. More strokes of the crop landed, hard and vicious, cutting upward between her legs.

“You’ve soaked the head of my crop,” Ms. Temis observed wryly. “Does that mean you like what I’m doing to you? Do I need to hit harder? Are you just as much as slut as your daughter? Getting off on punishment?” The crop continued to smack against Katie’s crotch. Katie quivered, mewling as each snap of the leather struck her clitoris and labia. “Your daughter likes it too. In fact, I think she prefers it. Do you prefer it?”

Katie, tense and trembling, clenched her teeth as the crop beat out a terrible rhythm on her pussy. Her entire body was a riot of sensation, but Temis’ tool snapping at her pussy was the worst, sending shocks through her entire tormented frame. Finally she let out a wail, startling Jenni, who looked at her mother’s shaking form with a worried look.

Temis let out a satisfied sigh and stepped back. “That will serve as a nice starting point for when I really do whip your naughty little cunt.” She set the crop down on the floor and reached with her free hand, scooping up the TENS Unit. “Now, let’s do your thighs.”

Katie panted. “My… my… thighs?”

Temis turned off the electricity and began peeling the electrostim tabs off of Katie’s legs. “That’s right. See, as much as I’d love to whip those massive tits of yours twice, the school district advises that we space the punishment out between all five of the approved locations of the body. So, the only way I’ll be whipping those titties of yours a second time will be if you earn another punishment.” She put the TENS Unit away and picked up the crop again. “But I’m absolutely certain that a pain slut such as yourself, will enable me to do as I please. Won’t you?”

She leaned over and stroked the head of the crop against the very spot where the stimtabs had been shocking Katie. “Look at Jenni,” Ms. Temis said. “That’s going to be you in about twenty minutes. Are you going to be able to take that huge phallus the same way she does?” Temis moved to the other leg with the crop, grazing the tender skin. It scared Katie, and she began pulling on the bindings holding her down. She wiggled her stuffed and vibrating ass and the movements rocked the entire frame, even causing the pendants dangling from her breasts to sway back and forth.

“I’m tempted,” Ms. Temis declared, “to go slow. So you have time to really savor the pain. But honestly, this might go even better fast. Do you know why?” Ms. Temis asked with a sneer.

Katie gulped. “Why?” She whimpered.

“Because you have such beautifully big labia,” Temis answered.

“Wha… what?”

“Well, it’s not my fault those pretty petals will get in the way,” Temis added. Then, without another word, she began snapping the crop back and forth between Katie’s inner thighs. Katie let out a shriek as the leather head of the crop smacked the soft, tender spot just an inch to the side of her sex, only for the crop to rebound backward. Temis added force, but as she did, she made sure that the edge of the crop, facing upward toward Katie’s groin, happened to be just a tad bit too close to Katie’s pussy. The edge caught the dangling petals of Katie’s flower, imparting a smidgeon of energy before it smacked loudly into the other thigh. But even before Katie could react to that, the crop slashed back the other way, once more clipping Katie’s labia.

“AAAGGGHHHH!” Katie screamed, shaking as Temis’ wrists jerked wildly behind her. The crop bounced between one thigh and the other, leaving a brutal string but also imparting additional hurt to Katie’s pussy. Each flick from one thigh to the other also hit her sore and exposed folds. Katie’s throat locked up for a second, the burning sting seeming to explode between her legs, but then the beating was over. Temis pulled the crop away and gave the quivering woman a satisfied look.

Katie slumped in the seesaw kneeler as Ms. Temis tapped her foot on the pivot arm. Since Katie’s upper body weight was fully on the opposite end the huge dildo beneath her loins shot straight up into Katie’s freshly abused pussy. Katie grunted as she was impaled, wincing as the rubber rod banged against her opening and then filled her. As before, the massager started back up and Katie let out a choked sob. Half her body hurt, which only made the other half seem crazy, since she was horribly, terribly, madly aroused.

Opposite her, Jenni struggled on the restraint chair, arms and legs pulled outward, her incredible body open and helpless. The huge dildo between her thighs would slowly slide up into her, then pulsate intensely for several seconds, before slowly coming out. The torturous pleasure was clearly having an effect on the girl and both Ms. Temis and Katie realized that the drawn out thrusting, combined with the hyperoscillations of the phallus, were pushing Jenni toward another orgasm quicker than either of them were prepared for.

“Jenni,” gasped Katie. “Please! Please hold off!”

Jenni opened her eyes, looking at her mother. Her face was contorted. “I’m… I’m trying, Mama.”

Ms. Temis snorted. “Look at the little fuck slut. She wants it so badly.” Temis shook her head and moved back to Katie. “And as much as I’d love to push her over the edge, it’s titty whipping time.”

Katie blinked tears out of her eyes as Ms. Temis pushed hard on the seesaw with her foot. It drove the phallus deep into Katie’s pussy and mashed the massager hard against her clitoris. Then Ms. Temis locked it into place. A moment later she freed Katie’s wrists, only to pull them behind her back and clip them together. She unclipped the belt that went over Katie’s back, then she took a short bungee cord and connected Katie’s bound wrists to the end of the seesaw between her legs.

“That’s it,” Temis cooed. “Pull on it.”

The position was strained for Katie. She was kneeling upright now, but still couldn’t free herself thanks to the way the straps around her legs kept her on the kneeler. Pulling upward with her hands only resulted in forcing the thick vibrating phallus deeper into her pussy and that was already setting her back on the path of orgasm. Her nipples throbbed from the clamps and the pendants vibrating beneath them. Katie felt a spasm go through her thighs as the wave of sensations continued to hammer at her. Temis left Katie there, shaking and wrestling with her bonds, only to take the crop back to her wall of tools. She hung it on the appropriate hook and then crossed her arms looking thoughtful.

“Now what would be the right tool to correctly encourage a well-endowed fuck slut to wear the appropriate undergarments?” She mused. “I need something that will leave a nice mark, a hot sting, and plenty of second thoughts.” Her hand came up and moved toward a thin wire. “Hmmm, rigid but flexible, vicious but not outright overwhelming. Whippy with a nice sting.” She lifted it down, gave it a swing as Katie’s eyes widened in alarm. But then Ms. Temis shook her head. “No. While I wouldn’t mind leaving your tits a mess of hot red lines, I’m looking for something with more impact.” She hung the wire back up, but then selected a thin quirt.

“What about this? Granted, more welts, but look at that knot on the end! That will leave bruises!” She flicked it and then whirled, facing Katie. “How do you feel about your decision not to wear a bra now?” She asked, giving the quirt another test swing. Katie looked down, unwilling to reply and Ms. Temis laughed. She got closer. “Your daughter likes it when I use this on her breasts.”

Katie looked away and closed her eyes. Ms. Temis stepped to the side of the seesaw bench and glanced at the clamps. “Can’t have those on while we do this,” Temis said with a grin, setting down the quirt. She reached up and plucked both pincers away from Katie’s breasts, without opening either one. Katie squealed, wincing as her nipples were tugged, but even as she did, she ground her sex downward onto the phallus and massager. Ms. Temis held up the vibrating clamps. “Huh. Where can I put these?” She asked rhetorically, only to swing toward Jenni. “Oh. How about here?” She reached down toward Jenni’s chest, pinching open the clamps. They bit down on the girl’s breasts, eliciting a pained groan. But Jenni, who was still getting slow fucked and hard buzzed, mewled with a sound that was quite different.

Katie recognized it. In fact, she was trying hard not to make the exact same sound and she knew it wasn’t going to be long before she lost control. Her hips were churning now, grinding back and forth, the massager mashed against her clitoris sending waves of pleasure surging through her pussy. The phallus filling her sex also rumbled and she tightened around it rhythmically, which caused her bottom to clench around the vibrating anal plug. Katie groaned, knowing what was about to happen. She was going to cum. And soon.

Ms. Temis moved back over to Katie and picked up the quirt again, snapping the long leather strap with the knotted tail on the end. It cracked as it cut through the air and Katie, unable to keep her hips still as she worked herself on the various vibrators, stiffened and held her breath.

It provided the perfect target for Ms. Temis’s quirt. The leather strap flashed across Katie’s chest, striking her bosom perfectly in a straight line. Temis’ aim was practically perfect and even as Katie let out a high pitched yelp, bucking and grinding on the massager between her legs, a red line began to appear, etched into her flesh. It crossed both nipples like a roadmap through a pair of cities and Ms. Temis grinned as she readied her weapon again.

“Look at you fucking the seesaw!” She teased, then flicked the quirt once more across Katie’s breasts. Katie let out another squeal, her lower half jerking. “I’m almost tempted to loosen your bonds!” Temis struck again, leaving a third stripe across Katie’s magnificent rack. Katie’s chest heaved and she closed her eyes as another, then another stroke flashed. Ms. Temis grinned maniacally, loving the way her whip cut into Katie’s soft globes. She didn’t hold back either, swinging harder, and faster, listening to Katie’s cries.

It took Temis almost the full twenty strokes to realize what was happening. In hindsight, she should have realized that Katie would be just like her daughter. The woman’s orgasm was hard, wet, and overwhelming. Temis lowered the whip as Katie jerked like a landed fish, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head, her swollen and marred breasts hanging like plump ripe fruit, her swollen clitoris rubbed constantly as she ground herself down on the massager.

Temis licked her lips. “An orgasm. I would have thought your daughter would pop first, or should I say ‘first, for a second time’?” Ms. Temis let out a laugh and put down the flogger. “You still have four coming, but let's deal with the fallout of your unfortunately lack of control.” She went to the desk and extracted a small leather paddle. It was only four inches wide and five inches long, flexible and smooth, but still solid. She left Katie quivering, suffering through the sexual euphoria, unable to remove herself from the stimulation that caused the orgasm in the first place. But as Temis approached the teenager, she realized that Jenni was almost as close, the massive dildo sawing in and out of her pussy driving her into apoplectic levels of need.

Temis turned off the machine and pulled it out of Jenni, who cried out in desperate need. “Honestly,” Temis observed, moving it out of the way, “I’m shocked she lasted this long. Usually Jenni doesn’t bother trying to hold back.” Temis glanced at Katie, who was still shuddering, trying to figure out a way to get off the massagers and a phallus. “She must really have wanted to spare you another pussy whipping for her explosion.” She moved to Jenni’s side, lifted the paddle up so she could swing overhand, and glanced at Katie again. “You really should watch this. Not every mother gets to see their daughter’s wanton little cunt get beaten raw.”

The sap swung down viciously and the resulting splatter of girl goo, the sound of leather striking flesh, the squelching sound and the subsequent high pitched cry of the teenager all seemed to merge. Temis didn’t wait either. She hit again, and then again, spanking Jenni’s pussy with a flurry of hard, brutal strokes. Jenni’s labia was spread, flattened, and smashed. Her clit seemed to be of particular interest to Temis, who targeted the swollen nub with glee. Jenni threw her head back, screaming as the paddle slapped down repeatedly between her legs. Her feet kicked, her legs pulling hard on the straps holding her down.

Katie watched, eyes wide as her daughter was pussy whipped. She lost count of the blows, the flurry and speed of Ms. Temis’ overwhelming punishment. But even as Temis spanked Jenni’s sex, the girl seemed to tighten. Her breasts arched upward. Her toes curled and she threw her head back. Then, like her mother, her cries changed in timbre and pitch. It didn’t slow Temis in the least and even when a spray of orgasmic fluid exploded out of Jenni’s pussy, squirting out over the ISS floor, Temis continued to spank the girl, leaving the last few strokes of the earned punishment on the sensitive, overfucked, and dripping snatch of Katie’s daughter.

Temis put the sap down and picked up the quirt. She said nothing, just raised it and slashed it across Katie’s chest. It hurt. Katie yelped, wincing, then bracing herself as Temis swung again, and then twice more. Now Katie’s boobs were a mass of red lines crisscrossing her chest. Her pierced nipples were sore and hurting and her clit felt like someone was tugging on it painfully.

Ms. Temis took a deep breath and set down the quirt. She walked over and unclipped the front of the seesaw. The arm pivoted and the massager and phallus dropped away from Katie’s pussy, but only until the bungee cord caught it. Ms. Temis unhooked the bungee cord and Katie slumped slightly as her sex was free of the stimulation. Then Katie’s wrists were freed, though the bondage cuffs stayed on. Katie brought her hands up to her freshly whipped breasts, cradling them as her thumbs tested the new weals. She felt Ms. Temis’ fingers against her ass and Katie gasped as the thick plug was drawn out of her bottom, the switch turning off the vibrations flicked, and then the straps holding her to the kneeler were released.

“Get off it,” Ms. Temis ordered.

Slowly, Katie put a bare little foot down on the floor. She hissed, wincing as the beaten sole took the pressure. She straightened up, lifting her other leg and setting it down to stand next to the SeeSaw Kneeler. She swallowed hard. What a horrible restraint!

“Now,” Ms. Temis ordered. “Release your fuckslut of a daughter from the restraint chair.”

Katie nodded. She was sore and tired and she limped over to Jenni. Jenni’s eyes were still glazed with sexual euphoria and she was barely able to focus on Katie’s face. The teenager smiled weakly. “I’m sorry, mama…”

“Hush,” Katie said firmly, summoning up strength.

“But… but I exploded,” Jenni whispered. Katie freed her arms, then unstrapped the girl’s legs. Jenni let out another groan as Katie lifted Jenni’s legs out of the stirrups.

“Never mind that,” Katie insisted. “Can you stand?”

Jenni nodded and pushed herself up. Barely. She wobbled more than a bit. Katie hugged her, their bare breasts touching for a moment. It was uncomfortable for Katie, not just because of the whipping her tits had received, but because Jenni was still wearing the Pendant Vibrator Clamps.

“You know where to go, don’t you, Jenni?” Asked Ms. Temis.

The teenager looked up from her mother’s shoulder and nodded. “Yes Ms. Temis.”

“Then do it.”

Jenni let her mother go and waddled over to the SeeSaw Kneeler. Katie blinked. “Wait. Wait! You can’t!” She whirled on Ms. Temis. “She needs to rest!”

“Girls who can’t control the orgasms don’t get to rest,” Temis sneered. She pointed as Jenni climbed onto the device and knelt, bending over. She did it easily and Katie realized that her daughter had been on the SeeSaw kneeler before. Many times.

“Tie her in,” Temis demanded, looking at Katie.

Katie stepped over and started with Jenni’s wrists, locking them onto the high end of the seesaw. Jenni immediately put her weight on the front, causing the other end to rise and push up between her legs. The phallus that had fucked Katie for so long slid into Jenni and the massager pressed against her clit. Jenni groaned, the Vibrating Pendant Clamps hanging down from her chest. Then Katie secured the straps holding her daughter’s legs, ankles, and waist.

“Now the electrostim tabs,” Ms. Temis said, pointing at the device. “On her thighs, as high as you can go.”

Katie bit her lip. “Please… please don’t?”

Temis scoffed. “Because she doesn’t deserve the punishment? I might remind you that she earned just as many strokes as you, in exactly the same spaces. She is just as much a slut as you are. In fact, I still suspect she’s more of a slut than you. Now do it.”

Jenni looked at her mother. “Do it, Mama. I don’t mind.”

Katie bit her lip, but picked up the electrostim tabs and set them on her daughter. When she looked up, Temis was holding a six inch long monstrosity.

“This is a thrusting anal vibrator,” Ms. Temis explained. “I know its bigger than what you had in your ass, but I assure you, your daughter is quite familiar with this device. Aren’t you, Jenni?”

Jenni nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

“What will it do in your bottom?” Ms. Temis asked as Katie took it, a peculiar look on her face.

“Extend,” Jenni said. “By an inch.”

“Thus fucking you.”

Katie looked up. “Can I get some lube?” She asked weakly, gripping the device. It looked alien, black and segmented and awful.”

Temis snorted. “Waste gel on a slut like your daughter?” Her eyes flickered down to Katie’s loins. “Use your own. You’re still dripping!” 

Katie looked shocked, but then, after a moment, she brought the Anal Thrusting Vibrator down to her own sex. There was a thick wire and control box hanging from the back and it dangled down. She ran the tip through her pussy, whimpering as her sensitive clit touched the thing.

Temis stepped close. “Push it in. You know you want to,” she hissed. Katie stared at the woman and gulped. “Do it,” Temis insisted, reaching down, grabbing hold of the control. “Fuck yourself with it. Put it in your cunt, now!”

With a groan, Katie inserted the device. It was so thick, though not as long as the one on the SeeSaw Kneeler.

“Ready?” Temis sneered. She pressed a button and the thing inside Katie suddenly moved, shifting. It began shaking, but then to Katie’s shock, it lengthened. She felt it, the extra inch and then it retracted again. Fully inside her, fingers holding the base, the entire shaft extended another full inch then shrunk. The speed of the morphing picked up and suddenly Katie was panting, the fucking in her pussy making her tighten.

“Now,” Temis ordered. “Put it in your daughter’s ass!”

Katie mewled as she drew the wriggling thing out. Temis still held the control and silenced it as Katie brought the slick black probe up to her daughter’s bottom. She pressed the tip against Jenni’s ass and was shocked at how easily she accepted it. How many times had Jenni been violated anally to be able to take such a large object in her bottom? How did she have the mental discipline necessary to keep from tightening up, from resisting?

Ms. Temis turned on the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and watched as Jenni let out a whimper, but accepted the torment. “The ball gag,” Ms. Temis said, holding out the red rubber gag. Katie took it and Jenni looked up, opening her mouth.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart.”

Jenni smiled. “It’s alright,” she said, then accepted the gag. Katie buckled it around Jenni’s head. When she turned back toward the teacher, Temis was there with just two more items.

The ticklers.

Katie’s mouth went dry. Slowly she took them from Temis and walked around to the back of the SeeSaw Kneeler. Jenni’s feet stuck out and Katie threaded both devices over Jenni’s toes, sliding them up until they were set firmly in the center of each arch.

“Turn them on,” Temis demanded.

And Katie did. Jenni crooned into the gag, then her feet began kicking. Her limbs tugged on the straps and the pendants dangling from her nipples began jiggling. She suddenly squealed, laughter bubbling up around the rubber ball gag.

“And you,” Temis said. “Will get on the restraint chair.” She pointed to the very spot Jenni had been secured.

Katie walked over to the chair and hopped up into it. She lifted her legs and set them in the stirrups as Ms. Temis followed. She lifted her arms and felt the way the bondage cuffs on her wrists were secured to the top of the seat, and then Ms. Temis was strapping her legs into the chair. Katie groaned. She hadn’t realized just how far apart Jenni had spread and she felt the strain in her thighs.

“Oh yes, your daughter loves being spread open. I’ve had her in the splits before,” Ms. Temis said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. She reached down, grasped Katie’s labia, and pulled on it, making the woman wince. “You’re probably thinking one thing right now,” she said softly, as behind her, Jenni went crazy, grinding and pumping and suffering shocks and vibrations and tickling on the SeeSaw Kneeler. “You’re wondering how on earth I managed to forget about you not wearing panties to In-School-Suspension.”

Temis let go of Katie’s pussy, went over to the desk, picked up the very same leather sap she’d beaten Jenni’s slit with, and came back to stand next to Katie’s hip, reaching over her belly and holding the paddle above Katie’s sex.

“The truth is,” Ms. Temis said, lowering the leather, still wet with Jenni’s orgasmic goo, “I didn’t forget. You’re still going to get twenty, awful, blistering, hard, vicious strokes, right here on your pussy.” Katie trembled and let out a groan. “You’re going to like that, aren’t you?” Temis asked, still teasing, still tormenting, still rubbing Katie’s clit with the paddle. “Answer me!”

“YES!” Katie squealed. “Yes! Spank me! Punish me for not wearing panties!” She mewled, closing her eyes, tightening and bracing herself for the stroke.

“Oh, don’t think I won't," Ms. Temis hissed. “And you’ll get all twenty spanks. Right after I beat your filthy, wet, grasping, wanton little slut slit for your daughter’s unauthorized orgasm.”

Katie’s eyes snapped open. “Wha…” she blurted out in shock.

Ms. Temis, still stroking Katie’s clit, laughed. “Don’t worry. I’m going to take my time too. It’s going to be excruciating. But not just for you. For your daughter. All those vibrators? The shocks from the TENS Unit? The ticklers driving her mad? And when I’m done giving you all forty strokes, I’m going to stuff your pussy with the same dildo that drove your daughter crazy while I was punishing you. Except I’m going to turn it up. Three times the speed, all while you watch as I spank Jenni’s ass, beat the soles of her feet, crop her thighs, whip her tits, and then give her another blistering spanking on her pussy.” Ms. Temis looked up at Katie and their eyes met. “Anything you want to say before you start screaming?”

Katie glanced at Jenni, who was quivering, her feet kicking, tears streaming down her sweet cheeks, overwhelmed by the sensations she was enduring. Katie looked up at the sadistic monster holding the paddle beside her and then… then she smiled.

“Go right ahead. Both Jenni and I are ready,” she said wickedly. Temis grinned, the paddle held rigidly above Katie’s groin. It flashed down, striking the soft wet gash between Katie’s legs. Her body jerked and she let out a gasp as the paddle came up, the end even wetter than before. Ms. Temis held it ready to strike again when Katie finished her sentence.

“We’re ready to cum again. And again. And again. Because we love it.”

Ms. Temis smiled silently in approval. And then the spankings, whipings, and orgasms continued.


“Ms.Temis! PLEASE!” Jenni squealed. “Please! I really need to go!”

Agnus Temis looked up from where she was sitting, a cross look on her face. She was not an attractive woman, sporting a hawk-like beak of a nose, sharp, angular cheeks, and piercing eyes. Her dark hair was shot with bits of gray and she customarily wore it in a tight, severe bun. Her white blouse hung loose on her sticklike frame, not because it was improperly sized, but because she was practically a skeleton. Her eyes flickered across the room to where Jenni lay.

“It’s only twenty more minutes before the regularly scheduled break is due. Are you absolutely sure you want to go?”

Jenni couldn’t look over at Temis, mostly because she was secured to an arched bench, her feet and widely spread legs pointed toward the strict teacher, while her head hung off the other end. She was definitely uncomfortable, her naked body stretched out and bound in place. Plus there were other torments. Her nipples were riots of sensation, the two vibrating clamps chewing on the sensitive tips had done their fair share of pushing her, but in all honesty, the flurry of forced orgasms she’d been enduring had mostly been caused by the huge dildo of the fucking machine.

Running at about sixty thrusts per minute, the massively thick phallus was steadily pumping in and out of Jenni’s pussy. It hadn’t slowed a bit, despite her reaching climax multiple times. This late in the day, her sex had swollen, the sensitive clitoris almost twice its usual size, though that had been caused more by the flurry of corporal punishments she’d started the morning with. Ms. Temis had been very enthusiastic with her whip after Jenni had showed up to In School Suspension wearing a super short skirt, and without panties or a bra.

Again.

With a sigh, Ms. Temis stood. She walked over to the bound girl and with almost agonizing slowness, started by removing the nipple clamps from the girl’s oversized breasts. Though she’d never said anything about it, Temis had always been a touch jealous of the petite girl’s bust. It was massive, at least in comparison to her petite frame. Since the teacher’s own mammamaries were almost non-existent, she took advantage of the girl’s helplessness to fondle and squeeze both soft globes once she removed the clamps. Jenni grimaced as Ms. Temis’ nails flicked back and forth across the already delicate tips.

“Please?” Jenni groaned, closing her eyes. “I really need to go!”

Ms. Temis let out a frustrated grunt and let go of the girl’s tits. With a shake of her head, she moved to the machine positioned between Jenni’s legs. With a flick of a switch, she turned it off and the pistoning phallus slowed, five or so inches of solid rubber still buried in the girl’s slit. Fluids dripped from the extended petals of her flower, a mixture of girl goo and lubricant, and Ms. Temis moved back toward Jenni’s head. She once more touched the girl’s breast, flicking Jenni’s left nipple before running her hand all the way down to the black bondage cuff around her wrist.

Temis didn’t take the cuff off. Instead, she unclipped it from the attachment point on the bench. Then she leaned over and freed Jenni’s other hand. The girl groaned as she brought her arms up, stretching them. Having been locked onto the arched bench for over an hour and a half, it wasn’t just her bowels that were aching! She started to sit up, but had trouble, thanks to the way her legs were bound, not to mention still being impaled. Ms. Temis moved down toward Jenni’s bare little feet, taking the opportunity to tickle the bottoms for just a moment before unlocking the same kind of bondage cuffs.

Jenni started to sit up just as Ms. Temis tugged on the machine, and the monstrous dildo was pulled free. A spurt of additional fluid came out of her cunt, not orgasmic, though admittedly she hadn’t been that far away from another one of Ms. Temis’ forced orgasms. A shudder rippled through Jenni and she carefully swung her feet down off the arched bench and onto the floor, her body uncertain. Ms. Temis watched her like a hawk as the girl finally stood and shuffled toward the strange door in the corner of the room.

In School Suspension had once been a special needs classroom and came with a private lavatory. But since the conversion, the door had been altered, a huge rectangular hole cut in the front and fitted with glass. Looking in, Jenni could see the commode, which was certainly not school standard. Ms. Temis crossed her arms expectantly as Jenni opened the door and stepped in.

“I’m starting the timer,” Ms. Temis declared with a sniff. “You know the consequences. I’m frankly astonished that you are unwilling to try to hold it. But since you seem self-bent on earning as many punishments as physically possible, by all means, take your time too.” She waved at the girl and Jenni licked her lips and shut the door.

Her first encounter with the toilet had been somewhat of a learning experience. She knew what a bidet was, though she doubted that the toilet in ISS could be called one. Sure, it shared a similar feature: the use of a stream of water meant for the cleansing of perineal and anal areas of the body. But she doubted that a regular bidet had quite that many nozzles, or such intense jets of water.

Naked, there was no uniform for Jenni to pull out of the way and she sat down with a groan of relief. The tile floor was cold on her bare feet and as she took care of the more baser needs of her body, she curled her toes with discomfort, even to the point of bending her ankles to look at the sore soles. Sure enough, the marks Ms. Temis had left there that morning with the thin, whippy switch, were quite visible, and even painful to the touch. Jenni took a deep breath as she considered the wisdom of being deliberately late

The red flickering lights of the digital timer on the wall caught her attention. Ms. Temis had started it the moment Jenni had gone in and each second added just meant additional consequences. Normally, Jenni had no trouble waiting for each of the regular restroom breaks provided to the girls in ISS. But every once in a while her body just didn’t respond with its usual regularity and she was forced to plead with Ms. Temis.

Jenni brought her hands up to her breasts, well aware that her teacher was literally standing right outside the door, arms crossed, staring in. Jenni bit her lip as she began massaging the tender tips, wincing as the abused points smarted under her fingers. Jenni was a little surprised not to find any discernible welts running across her bosom, as Ms. Temis had taken great pleasure in wielding a flogger that morning, giving Jenni a full twenty strokes across the chest as punishment for the lack of a bra. It had stung horribly, but since Jenni had already been punished between the legs, and had been mounted on one of the restraint chairs to start the slow torment of sexual stimulation, all with the intention of teaching her some sort of control, resisting orgasm, all the whipping had really done is push her over the edge, causing her to explode.

And that’s what started the day’s course of forced orgasms. Once you cum in ISS, that’s all you get to do!

Jenni sighed in relief as her body resolved the extrusion of waste material and she heard the toilet self-flush. She took a deep breath, mentally trying to prepare herself for what happened next, She pressed the button on the control panel. There was only one and she heard the hiss as the pressure system activated. Her hands reached out, fingers curling onto the metal handrails on each side of the small room, and she braced herself.

The first stream of water struck her bottom as if a guided missile system had been used to target the tiny star. It not only cleansed the rim, but actually had sufficient pressure to penetrate, pushing up into her bottom an inch or two before the fluid ran back out. It created a huge splatter which fell back into the bowl and she couldn’t help squealing as her ass tightened and relaxed, trying to cope with the unusual caustic penetration.

It didn’t help that a second later another stream shot out from one of the frontal nozzles. This one was aimed at the apex of her sex, a thudding flow of water impacting against her clitoris. Since Ms. Temis had taken special care to deliver not just twenty, but a full forty swats to Jenni’s little nub at the start of the day, it was already friable and non-resistant. It flapped painfully back and forth under the aquatic onslaught as Jenni let out another cry, her thighs shaking.

A third stream struck her sex, but this one hit lower, aiming for her vaginal depths and it scoured the soft sides of her well, stripping away both the oil and girl goo that had made it so easy for the huge phallus of the fucking machine to slide in and out so throughly. Jenni trembled, her entire body affected by the multiple streams striking her lower half. Her eyes glanced up to the timer. She tried to hurry, but she knew that the vast majority of the time on the clock was going to come, not from her evacuation, but from the cleansing itself.

Her hips began rolling as her body struggled involuntarily to escape the high pressure wash, but when each stream was directed elsewhere, the computer controlled aiming system merely corrected the nozzle apertures so that Jenni had only a fraction of a second’s respite. Then she felt the burn of her clit being struck, the penetration of her sex, her insides being filled with water, flushed clean, and the deep, scouring burn of her bottom being jetted.

The timer on the wall read “six minutes forty-three seconds” when the system finally shut down and Jenni sat on the toilet, trembling violently. She wasn’t cold, but her lower half was soaked, her pussy now even more sore than it had been when she entered, and the muscular contractions in her bottom and sex all encompassing. Her chest heaved and Jenni had to admit that if it wasn’t for the consequences, she’d run the cleansing system again, allowing it to push her right over the edge.

Slowly she stood up, water dripping from her backside. Ms. Temis stood on the other side of the door, watching as Jenni used a bit of the paper to dry herself. Then Ms. Temis couldn’t wait, she yanked open the portal and snagged Jenni’s arm.

“That’s it. Out. Now!” Ms. Temis snarled. She dragged Jenni forward, pushing her toward the back corner of the classroom. Jenni knew exactly where they were heading, with only the smarting welts on her feet slowing her down.

They approached the spanking bench and Jenni stepped onto the padded platform with both trepidation and relief. The heavy rubber felt good on the bottoms of her feet, but she knew that the consequences Ms. Temis had been referring to earlier were about to be inflicted upon her sore body. She didn’t need Ms. Temis to tell her to kneel, and she dropped down, bending herself over the padded center bar. Jenni then set both of her elbows into the raised supports, her aching breasts dangling beneath her, swinging freely. Only a slight touch from Ms. Temis told Jenny to spread her knees a little wider and as she did, the teacher began securing the various straps to hold her in place.

“How does your clit feel?” Ms. Temis asked as she buckled the first thigh strap.

Jenny gulped. “It stings a bit, ma’am,” Jenni replied.

“Good,” Ms. Temis declared, moving to Jenni’s calf. Jenni felt the belt tighten, effectively immobilizing her left leg. “This is supposed to be a punishment. It’s supposed to hurt.” A third leather strap went around Jenni’s ankle. “And what about your nipples?”

Jenni bit her lip. The tips of both her breasts were unusually sensitive, undoubtedly due to the mix of whipping and clamps that she’d endured that morning. “They’re fine,” she said, not quite honestly. She was already resolved to the coming punishment, and Ms. Temis would only gloat if she knew about the pins and needles feeling that Jenni was experiencing.

“Fine?” Ms. Temis declared as she secured Jenni’s right leg into the spanking bench. “That’s rather disappointing,” she added, finishing up at Jenni’s ankle. “I had hoped that whipping those huge tits of yours this morning would have properly taught you about why you should wear a bra. But since you evidently have not learned that lesson, I believe we’ll adjust the motorized twisting clamps to a full forty-five degrees, instead of the usual twenty.”

Jenni jerked her head. “Wait! Ms. Temis, they hurt. Really. My nipples, they’re so sore!”

“Too late,” Temis declared, stretching another belt across Jenni’s back, securing her to the padded waist support. “There are consequences to being a little fuck slut and I intend for your tits to be so sore when you leave ISS today, that even wearing a blouse will make you cry.” She came around to the front of the bench and Jenni looked up at her. Ms. Temis blinked for a moment, realizing that Jenni’s expression was clearly not one of fear. She looked… excited. Ms. Temis frowned and then began securing Jenni’s arms at the wrists and elbows.

In short order, Jenni’s movement was so tightly restricted that not even rolling her hips was an option. The best she could do was rotate her ankles and wrists, or tense the muscles in her arms and legs. Ms. Temis moved back around behind her and a moment later Jenni felt the familiar sensation of oil being dripped onto her sex. The soft and tapered tip of the vibrator slid into her pussy and Jenni groaned with pleasure as it penetrated deep.

“Like this one, do you?” Ms. Temis sneered as she adjusted the bar holding the vibe in place. “Is it the twisting sensation, or the vibrations you like?”

Jenni groaned again. “Both, Ms. Temis,” she replied. Then something soft and rounded was pressed against her clitoris and she knew that Ms. Temis had moved the attached massager into place. That was actually the torment that scared her. Ms. Temis pulled back, there was a soft click, and then Jenni tightened with a passionate moan as the phallus in her pussy began vibrating and corkscrewing around. At the same time, the massager mashed against her clit also began humming and the combination of oscillations, pressure, and twisting movements in her loins, instantly ignited the smoldering heat of her earlier arousal. She surged forward toward satisfaction, even as Ms. Temis came around, holding a pair of the most vicious and horrible nipple clamps Jenni had ever endured.

She’d been the one who first tested them, an agonizing hour in the shop class. Converted from a pair of guillotine clamps, which were basically a set of pinchers designed to tighten as they were pulled upon, set into a cage, braced against the areola, the motorized twisting clamps took the hardware to another level. A tiny electric motor had been attached to each clamp and a set of control wires leading back to a remote sent energy to each motor, causing them to twist in one direction for a set period, then reversing the polarity to have them counter rotate. During testing, Jenny had been surprised to find that the five degree twists had been insanely arousing, a delicious pinching and rotating sensation that had driven her crazy. Ten degrees had been borderline, straddling the line between pain and pleasure. Twenty degrees had been painful, the discomfort building quickly as her nipples were rotated. But when the shop teacher had turned the controls to twist a full ninety degrees one way, then back the other, she’d screamed in agony, feeling as if her nipples were going to be ripped off.

Jenni felt the bite of the first clamp, the steel pincer, ridged to prevent slippage, tightened down on her nipple. The bracing cage pressed up against her breast and she winced as she felt the tender nub being stretched downward. The weight of the motorized twisting clamp wasn’t negligible either. Almost a half pound, it added a whole second dimension of distress to her flesh. Ms. Temis attached the second clamp and Jenni whimpered as the pain melded with the acute pleasure she was feeling from the vibrator and massager, turning the sensations she felt into a strange and powerful surge of need.

And then the twisting started.

At forty five degrees, acute pain shot up through Jenni’s nipples as the motors wound the delicate tips first one direction, then the other. In seconds her chest was throbbing, the combination of pinching, twisting, and crushing all leaving very different sorts of discomfort in the school girl’s body. She squealed as Ms. Temis straightened up, a smug and satisfied look on her face as Jenni quivered from the overload of sensation.

“And now,” Ms. Temis said with satisfaction. “Your ass.” She turned to the wall and lifted the paddle. It was a long leather one, firm but flexible, and Ms. Temis tapped it against Jenni’s upturned bottom. Jenni barely reacted to the touch, so focused on the other torments pushing her. But then Ms. Temis hauled her arm back and with a magnificent swing, slammed the leather face of the weapon across both Jenni’s buttocks with a loud crack.

“AAAAGGHHH!” Jenni screamed, her feet suddenly kicking violently. The spanking bench creaked as she struggled.

“Count!” Demanded Ms. Temis. “Out loud. And thank me for them!”

“ONE!” Mewled Jenni. “Thank you Ms. Temis!”

Ms. Temis smiled, waited a few seconds, and then struck again.

“AAAHGHHHEEE!” Jenni cried out. “Two,! Thank you, Ms. Temis!”

Ms. Temis clenched her teeth. “There is nothing I like better than beating the fannies of cumsluts like yourself!” She declared, hitting Jenni a third time. The girl let out a wail and, still trembling, managed to blubber out another count, followed by a weaker thanks.

Over the next five minutes Ms. Temis delivered another ten blows. It was around lucky thirteen when Jenni stiffened, then shuddered violently. Ms. Temis’ eyes narrowed and she put a hand on Jenni’s hot and reddened rump.

“I shouldn’t have to remind you that this is punishment, young lady. Cumming is not allowed, and should you be so foolish as to climax, I can assure you, another punishment will most certainly be meted out.” Then Ms. Temis delivered another spank.

“FOURTEEN!” Jenni shrieked. “Ms. Temis! Please! I can’t… I can’t… I’m… I’m…”

Ms. Temis snarled and slammed the paddle against Jenni’s ass for the fifteenth stroke. “DO. NOT. CUM!”

But it was too late. Jenni let out a cry that mixed her agony with her ecstasy and her lower half suddenly jerked, despite the tightness of the various belts. Fluids exploded out from around the massager and vibrator, exploding down over Jenni’s bound legs and feet. This didn’t stop Temis and she swung the paddle viciously, leaving the last five strokes of Jenni’s consequences with blistering fire along the girl’s backside.

Jenni slumped as the pain of punishment faded into the euphoric bliss of orgasm and she was barely cognizant of Ms. Temis stopping the motors of the twisting clamps. Even as that sensation faded, a fresh surge of agony surged through the girl’s chest as the pincers were released, allowing the crushed tips to once again get sufficient circulation. Only then did Ms. Temis turn off the massager, followed by the vibrator. Jenni trembled as the teacher finally began freeing her arms and legs, releasing the waist belt last.

“Get up,” Ms. Temis snarled.

Slowly, achingly, Jenni pushed herself upright. Her breasts sported deep circular indentations where the bracing cages of the motorized twisting clamps had dug into the flesh around her nipples. The nubs themselves were red, swollen, and two deep furrows were visible on each side, clear marks from where the clamps themselves had bitten into her body. She mewled, then brought her hands to her bottom. Her buttocks felt hot to the touch, and even stung as her fingers felt the rising welts from where the edge of the paddle had left ridges. Jenni knew that sitting would be especially painful for at least a few hours. Blinking tears from her eyes, she stumbled forward, surprised that her feet were no longer hurting. It took her a moment to realize that the only reason she couldn’t feel the bruises and welts on her soles, was because everything else hurt too much.

Ms. Temis led her right back to the arched bench. Jenni whimpered slightly as the teacher pushed her backward, at least until Jenni’s bottom touched the padded surface. Then Jenni yelped, grimacing as her well spanked tush came into contact with the bench. Pain flared in her bottom, but Ms. Temis didn’t seem to care. She pulled Jenni’s arms upward until she was once again bent over the curved top, Jenni’s wrists were clipped into place, preventing her from rolling or moving. Then Ms. Temis grabbed hold of Jenni’s left foot.

Except, instead of securing it to the bench like it had been before, she reached out, snagged one of the restraint lines hanging from the ceiling, and stretched Jenni’s leg up and outward.

Jenni sighed in relief, as some of the weight came up off her bottom. As soon as Ms. Temis lifted Jenni’s other leg, all the pressure was relieved, Jenni’s ass smarted but she took a deep breath, relaxing into the new position. Ms. Temis walked away to her desk, then came back with her hands full.

Jenni was unsurprised when she felt the oil squirted onto her clitoris. It flowed down through her petals and then across her perineum, and because her rump was turned slightly up, the oil even seeped down to her little star, soaking the winking button. But when Ms. Temis held up the massive butt plug, the schoolgirl’s eyes widened. Then the tapered end pressed against her and Jenni groaned as Ms. Temis began working the five inch long rubber probe inward.

“This one is a bit thicker than the others I’ve used on your ass. But considering that disgusting display, I’m quite certain you deserve every inch of this thing,” Ms. Temis declared, pushing. Jenni whimpered as her body tightened involuntarily, which made her bottom hurt. But between the oil and Ms. Temis’ continued pressure, there was nothing Jenni could do to stop the slow impalement. She grimaced as the discomfort grew until there was actually a sharp pain deep in her ass. Ms. Temis pushed just a bit more, locking the base of the plug in place as Jenni tightened up around it. Ms. Temis grinned, ran her finger along the bottom, and flicked the switch.

Which is when the huge plug began vibrating.

Jenni quivered and let out a cry, the unexpected waves surging through her loins. Ms. Temis wiped her hand on Jenni’s outstretched thigh and straightened.

“I know that fuck bunnies such as yourself, prefer getting your pussy stuffed, but I’d like to think that maybe having every hole filled might just create sufficient deterrence to make you think twice before cumming during a punishment!”

She held up a thick, egg-shaped toy. Jenni, in her arched position, didn’t even see it. Instead, the recognized it by feel as Ms. Temis began running it up and down through Jenni’s oiled petals. Finally, she pushed it inward, filling the girl’s pussy completely. Then it too was activated and Jenni’s loins tightened around the two vibrating phalli.

“I know your nipples are sore,” Ms. Temis said, coming around to Jenni’s front. “But frankly, I don’t care.” She held up the vibrating nipple clamps that Jenni had been wearing before needing to go to the bathroom in the first place. Temis pinched them open and let them close on Jenni’s tender tips, eliciting a fresh cry of anguish from the bound and bent girl. “I hope those hurt you nice and good!” Temis declared, switching them both on and watching Jenni shudder with the overload of sensation. The girl wasn’t as tightly bound on the arched bench as she had been on the spanker and Ms. Temis had to silently admit to herself that she loved the way the little fuckslut was twitching. The teacher licked her lips and went to her desk. It took her only a moment to select the next needed item and return to Jenni, who was already having trouble dealing with the three different sets of vibrations.

“Open wide,” Ms. Temis cooed, pushing the dildo gag up against Jenni’s mouth. Jenni’s eyes widened. She didn’t like gags.

“Please Ms. Temis? I’ll be quiet! I swe.. Arrggghhmmmppph!” Jenni’s words became unintelligible as the rubber penis filled her mouth. She mewled as Ms. Temis buckled the gag around Jenni’s head. Slowly, Ms. Temis began stroking Jenni’s body, her fingers scooping up some of the oil from between her shaking legs, bringing it up to the girl’s breasts, and squeezing.

“In a moment, I’m going to punish you,” Ms. Temis said quietly, watching Jenni quiver with renewed lust. “You’re probably wondering what kind of punishment, and where I’m going to inflict it. But I think you probably have a really good guess.” Ms. Temis’ left hand slid down Jenni’s belly, over her navel and down between her legs. The teacher’s skeletal fingers cupped Jenni’s pussy, the middle finger sliding down between the petals and into the girl, only to press on the vibrating egg.

“I’m going to spank your pussy,” Ms. Temis whispered into Jenni’s ear. “Or more accurately, I’m going to spank your clit. Specifically.” Her finger came out and slid upward, finding Jenni’s swollen, turgid nub. Temis began rubbing in circles, causing Jenni to groan, her back arching even more, her hips thrusting upward as the intense pleasure surged through her.

“I’m going to beat this little part of you until it’s so tender, so enflamed, and so oversensitized that just the slightest touch of my tongue to it will feel excruciating.”

She straightened and left Jenni quivering, unable to talk, to see what was happening, to move. Only the vibrations surged through her abused body. Ms. Temis picked up her leather sap and a small massager from her desk, then went back to the bound schoolgirl.

“Now,” Ms. Temis said softly, standing at the end of the bench, looking down at the trembling petals and swollen clitoris of Jenni’s pussy. She lifted the leather sap and began gently stroking Jenni’s slit, from top to bottom, making double sure that every light pat started right on the distended and bulging nub. “I’m doing this for two reasons. First, because you had the gall to cum during that last punishment.” She lifted the massager, thumbed it on and the bulbed tip began trembling. Ms. Temis pushed it up against Jenni’s clit and the girl squealed, toes curling. Her hips thrust up frantically, despite all of the other orgasms. Ms. Temis didn’t just hold the pulsating tip against Jenni’s clit. She rubbed it in circles. She pressed down upon the tender nub. She tormented the girl into definitive madness, the overwhelming need once more burgeoning up inside. Jenni’s chest heaved, sharp hard breaths coming in ragged draws as she struggled to suck in sufficient air around the gag in her mouth.

Then Ms. Temis pulled the massager away. Jenni mewled with desperation, only for a sharp, brutal agony to explode between her legs as Ms. Temis began striking the engorged nub at the apex of Jenni’s sex with the sap. Sharp, hard blows landed in a flurry, beating out a blistering tempo that elicited a muted scream from the bound and gagged beauty. Finally, the sap lifted and before Jenni could let out a sob of anguish, the massager was once again pressed firmly to her beaten love button.

“And second,” Ms. Temis said, grinding the massager hard into Jenni’s groin. “I absolutely love hurting you.” She grinned, rotated the tool in a circle as Jenni quivered, whimpered, mewled, and then went rigid.

“Oh,” Ms. Temis said, pulling the massager away and raising the leather sap. “Just remember,” she grinned with sparkling eyes. “This is a punishment. Cumming during punishment isn’t allowed. And if you do…”

The sap flashed down, slapping noisily against the soft, spread, open petals of Jenni’s sex, mashing her clit downward, a furious burning heat searing through the girl’s loins. Jenni screamed, thrusting up to meet each blow, the heat and the need and the pain mixing with the pleasure, morphing into something more than the sum of its parts. Her brain, already lost in the overwhelming sensations, her vibrating and stuffed ass, the way her hurting nipples throbbed and trembled from the clamps, her stuffed and shaking pussy, and then the blistering heat of the leather sap slapping her clit over and over and over…

Ms. Temis hadn’t even finished the full set when Jenni’s body thrashed madly upon the bench, her toes curling and ever muscle tightening. The gush of cum that exploded from her cunt soaked the paddle and Ms. Temis laughed in delight.

“Yes!” The teacher crooned. “Cum again! Punishment and orgasm! You are such a cumwhore!” And Ms. Temis knelt down, putting her face between Jenni’s trembling thighs. She extended her tongue and delicately, carefully, began lapping at Jenni’s swollen clit. The girl shook, but except for the way her ass tightened around the plug, there was no discernible difference. Ms. Temis smiled and pulled away.

“Well, we’re clearly not there yet. Are we?” She said simply. She stood up and raised the sap and massager. “That’s fine by me,” she said. She lifted the sap and took careful aim.

“Let’s continue.”


Preferences

She was waiting for him at the door when he pulled up and for a second, he felt embarrassed about the barely viable clunker he was driving. It was an ancient sedan, the paint flaking off, the muffler rattling, and every few minutes the entire thing shuddered, as if every upcoming mile was a dreaded undertaking that threatened to reduce the car to its component parts. It had taken every available penny that Toby had been able to scrape together, and with the cost of insurance and gas, he pressed lightly on the brake, knowing that a single broken piece would once more reduce him to “pedaling.” A car meant freedom. But if the gorgeous brunette hurrying over cared one whit about the cracked vinyl dashboard, or the fact that the AC only blew kind of cold air, she didn’t say anything, instead grinning with excitement as she hurried over and opened the door, even as he rolled to a stop. She hopped in with grace and beauty, tossing a large purse onto the floorboard at her feet.

Toby took a moment to admire her. Jenni was petite, with a mass of dark chocolate curls that came down to her shoulders. She had a tiny, pert little nose, with a smattering of light freckles across the bridge. Her large brown eyes sparkled with a mischievous energy, the heavy lashes fluttering with daring wantonness. Her teeth were pearly white and perfectly straight, and her mouth was a small Cupid’s bow, curled up at the edges. Her face was heart-shaped, leaning more toward “adorably cute” due to her youthful exuberance, but with a cutting promise of beauty as she aged.

Like usual, she wore an outfit that resembled the normal attire a typical teenage girl would select, but Toby’s eyes immediately spotted the differences, especially as she swung her legs into the car. She wore a soft pink crop top that didn’t quite seem to fit her. The collar plunged downward, revealing an impressive cleavage, while the material seemed to struggle to contain her bosom. For a girl so petite, she was gifted with breasts that were abnormally large, at least for the size of her frame. Her midriff was bare, the gaping bottom of the shirt cut just beneath her bosom gaping, the underside of each incredible breast tantalizingly, just barely in view.

The skirt she was wearing, a blue denim number, looked more normal, at least until one realized that the hem was cut so high that even on a flat, level surface, anyone standing behind her was likely to see more than a little cheek. In fact, as she settled into her seat and closed the door, the creamy white beauty of her upper thighs came into view as her skirt rolled up even higher. Toby glanced down, already feeling an uncomfortable bulge growing at the front of his jeans, as he caught a glimpse of something pink. And just a little wet.

“Hi!” Jenni declared, leaning over to give Toby a kiss. His eyes flickered down to her chest as the shirt shifted and then her mouth was on his. He accepted it as best he could, but was unprepared for where she put her hand. It cupped the bulge just beneath the zipper and she rubbed him through the denim, even as her tongue slipped between his lips. It took his brain a moment, mostly because it was short-circuiting, but then she pulled back with a delighted laugh.

“Happy to see me?” She asked.

“Always,” Toby agreed immediately.

She settled back into her seat. It took Toby a couple of seconds to reset his brain. It didn’t help that she lifted her right foot up and propped it up on the dash in front of her. She was wearing cute little flipflops, the foam sole thin under her arch. Her toes were painted the same color as her shirt. Then he realized that her skirt had moved even higher. She wasn’t wearing panties and the exposed pink slit of her sex was in full view. The petals were glistening with moisture. For Toby, it was like setting him on fire. He gulped, adjusted his pants and looked straight ahead.

“So where are we going?” She asked.

Toby blinked, then eased off the brake. The car started to roll and he focused on driving, instead of the luscious brunette next to him.

“Uh… dinner, and a movie?”

She let out a laugh. “You know it’s only four o’clock, right? It will be over an hour before I’m hungry. At least for food.” The tone of her voice made it very clear she was hungry for something quite different.

Toby nodded. “Yeah. I thought that… uh…”

“Ohhhh,” she said teasingly, a smirk on her face. Her hand slid over into his lap and for the second time he felt her fingers over a particular spot. “Good. Did you have a spot picked out?”

Toby did and was about to tell her, but the sound of his zipper being pulled down interrupted him. Jenni’s fingers dug around and he felt her pushing her way into his boxers. Then she had him by the hand, pulling upward and out and he was suddenly driving with his cock exposed, hard and throbbing. It took him a moment, but he realized there was a place he could take her.

“Glassier Park?” He blurted out, even as her thumb began moving back and forth across the tip. “Jenni,” he said rather firmly. “I’m driving!”

“Me too,” she said.

“What?”

“You crazy,” she laughed.

It took him a second to put that together, but then she began gently squeezing his manhood, followed by a similarly soft up and down stroke of her hand.

“Jenni! I’m driving.” He gasped.

“So take the backroads to Glassier,” she said with a shrug, not stopping her caress. “You should be able to drive this monster at slow speeds. And I want to see if I can make you cum before we get there.” 

Part of him wanted to object. It was too much of a risk. Driving while her hand teased and tormented him? And what would happen if he was about to cum? But instead of turning left and heading toward the road that would get them to the park in just ten minutes, he turned right, taking the winding, but slower paced route.

“Um… how are you doing?” He asked, struggling to concentrate on driving, instead of the surging pleasure coming up from her hand. He realized he kept glancing over at her, soaking up the sheer magnificence of her beauty. She hadn’t moved her foot and the position left her exposed. He wanted to reach over and slip his fingers into her slit, but her arm was in the way. “I haven’t seen you around school much.”

She shrugged, her fingers swirling around his cock as a pearl of pre-cum appeared at the tip. “I’ve been stuck in In-School-Suspension,” she said simply.

He nodded. “Ms. Temis?” Ms. Temis was the faculty teacher assigned to ISS and she was known for being a sadistic monster.

Jenni let out a laugh. “Ms. Temis works very hard to correct my behavior,” she said, still rubbing Toby’s shaft, playing with the firm thickness. “But I think we all know that I’m a very very naughty little schoolgirl.”  

Toby nodded in absolute agreement. The slower speed of the car was a boon, because Jenni was being very very naughty. His cock throbbed with need and he began to wonder if he was going to even make it to Glassier Park without shooting out a load into her hand.

“The problem is that you like the punishments,” he gasped.

Her eyebrow went up. “How is that a problem?” She retorted. Then she shifted in her seat. Before Toby could reply, she pulled her foot down from the dash, then leaned over. Her brown hair spilled out across his right thigh even as her breasts came down onto the center console and suddenly her mouth was on his cock.

“Jenni!” He blurted out, the car shuddering as she began bobbing her head. He pulled his foot off the gas and the vehicle slowed even more. His eyes flickered to the mirror. There were no other cars behind him, and none in front of him, but his fingers tightened on the wheel. His entire being focused on just two things; the girl sucking his cock and keeping the nose of the car pointed down the asphalt. He groaned. Jenni was just too good. Pleasure surged up through him and he felt the sexual pressure inside his loins double. He felt himself thrusting, rocking his hips, even as she bobbed her head up and down.

It was a challenge, driving like that, but he maintained the slower speed, and more impressively, lane position. At one point another car came up behind him, but it zipped past, swerving around his clunker and hurtling forward so quickly that there was no way they could have seen Toby’s girlfriend bent over, sucking his cock. At twenty-five miles an hour, it took another ten, incredible, tense, and sexually frustrating minutes, before he turned into the entrance of Glassier Park.

Jenni didn’t stop though and he realized she wasn’t going to until he stopped the vehicle and parked. He had a vague idea of where he wanted to go and he drove slowly along the empty roadway, turning into one of the more remote areas of the overgrown and barely maintained nature area. He used to camp there when he was younger and he found a spot that wasn’t really a parking space, but was adjacent to the head of a trail that used to be two meters wide, but was now only barely recognizable as a path, the lush undergrowth encroaching. He braked, his teeth clenched, loins shuddering along with the car.

“Jenni!” He blurted out, realizing what was about to happen. He put the vehicle in park barely in time and she let out a hum. It was too much. The pressure burst and he felt his granite hard shaft jerk, shooting white cream up into her mouth. She let out a surprised little grunt, but then began swallowing, drinking his jism down with enthusiasm and delight. She rubbed, squeezing his shaft, as if trying to get the last little bit out of her straw, and she kept slurping until he groaned, softening in her mouth.

Slowly she straightened, a smug and self-satisfied smirk on her face and she licked her lips. “Made you cum,” she said, leaning back, only to once more put her right foot up on the dash, flashing her slit. Then, as Toby let out another moan, sexual euphoria slipping through him, she touched herself, running her fingers through her sex, spreading the moisture of her arousal across her petals. “Told you I was naughty.”

Toby let out a little laugh. “Yes,” he agreed. “Yes, you are.”

She bit her lip with a wicked look. “Are you going to punish me?”

“What for?” He asked.

Her eyes sparkled. “For being naughty.”

He let out a laugh. “But I like it when you are naughty.”

There was a flicker of disappointment on her face, but Toby didn’t see it. She looked out of the car and out at the path. “Are we going for a walk to someplace secluded?”

He nodded.

She grinned. “Perfect.” She grabbed the handle of the door and pulled, climbing out with fluid grace. Toby, still flushed with the endorphins of sexual release, watched as she plucked her bag out of the car and moved to the front, standing at the hood. She set her bag down on the car, then faced him. He began getting his privates back into his pants, when she posed provocatively for a moment, and then pulled her crop top completely off.

Her breasts were utterly magnificent. Large, firm, cream colored globes capped with a pair of huge pink nipples, perfectly centered facing him. She tossed the shirt down on the hood of the car with a delighted smile and she ran her hands up her body to her breasts, only to tease the tips, making them taut and hard. Toby felt a twitch in his loins, despite the fact that he had just cum, and when she pinched each nipple, twisting back and forth, her mouth opening in a gasp of pleasure, he quickly finished packing away his junk and got out of the car.

She turned toward him, letting go of herself as he pocketed the keys, but then her thumbs found the waistband of her denim skirt. She pulled, popping the snap button at the waist and pushed. The material fell to the gravel covered ground, baring her amazing, curved ass, her taut belly, and most importantly, the perfect pink slit of her sex.

“Jenni!” Toby said, glancing around. “What if someone drives by?”

Jenni shrugged. “They’ll see you punishing me?” She picked up her skirt and set it on the ticking hood of the car, right on top of her shirt. “Whatever you might need is in the bag,” she said, nodding toward her purse.

His eyebrow went up. “Jenni, are you sure that right here is…”

She put both hands down on the engine, leaning forward, placing her feet even wider. Every part of her was exposed and she stuck her ass outward, as if expecting him to spank her. Or fuck her from behind. “The longer you take to punish me, the more likely it is that someone will drive by.” She smiled. “Not that I mind…”

Toby took a deep breath. Jenni was… well, not like other girls. She was sexually voracious. She got turned on by being nude in public. And she was a masochist. He didn’t know what was in the bag, but when he pulled it over toward him, he wasn’t terribly surprised at the contents.

“So I made you cum,” she said, wiggling her butt. “When I wasn’t supposed to. What are you going to do about that?”

Toby reached into the bag. While there were some items in there that would have interested Ms. Temis, he was more of a sensualist than a sadist. He plucked the silver plug out of the purse, noticing that the base was capped with a very bright blue jewel. Jenni eyed it, then licked her lips and lifted her bottom higher, rising up on tiptoe so that the arches of each tiny foot were exposed.

“Need me to lick it?” She teased.

Toby chuckled but moved behind her. “I think there’s another way to get it wet.” He brought the plug down, letting the tapered point drag along her buttock. Then he moved between her legs, squatted down, and ran the tip through the petals of her soaked sex. Instantly the moisture coated the end of the plug and he began teasing her, sliding the edges of the plug along her labia, listening to her moan softly. She spread her legs even more, clearly wanting him to push it into her, but instead he tormented her, toying with her sex, rubbing the point of the plug against her clit. Then, when it was fully coated with her own lubrication, he moved it upward, over her perineum and to her ass.

“Yes,” she mewled, lifting her chin, and thrusting her breasts forward as he pushed. It went in easily, her body open and accepting. “Harder!” She whimpered. “Push it all the way in!”

Toby obliged and the solid mass of the plug disappeared fully into her bottom. She gasped, then wriggled her ass as she took the four inch probe.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned. “That’s a good start.”

Toby frowned. Clearly she needed a bit more than something jammed up her bum. He reached for the bag and picked out something else he had seen on his first inventory.

“Turn around,” he said. Her heels dropped and she closed her legs. She turned and then to his shock, spread her legs obscenely wide again and leaned back against the car, palms on the hood. She looked straight at him, eyes wide, mouth curled into a predatory smile, as if she expected him to begin slashing at her body with a flogger.

Instead he held up the two bell clamps. They were simple pincers with rubber pads, but what he liked were the two jingle bells hanging from thin chains from each clamp.

“Oh,” she said, but she didn’t move. He moved to her side and leaned against her, lifting the first clamp to her left breast. Her eyes never left his and he positioned the rubber padded pincers of the clamp into place. She gave him the faintest nod and it was like electricity. He felt his shaft stiffen and he relaxed the pressure, allowing the clamp to close. She let out a soft gasp, closing her eyes and he looked down, loving the way the pink tip of her breast was now pinched tightly between the rubber pads. A small ball shaped bell dangled from the clamp by a three inch chain, already ringing lightly as it bounced against her ribs.

“Now the other one,” she said with a light groan. She twisted, but he moved around her, lifting the second clamp. It went on her other breast, biting onto the erect and tender tip. She licked her lips, a flicker of discomfort flashing across her face, but she stayed in position. Toby put his hand on her belly, then slid it down, straight to the slit between her legs. She shuddered as he found her wetness, teasing her clitoris before pushing a finger deep into her body. Jenni groaned and thrust against him.

“I shouldn’t…” she panted, “be allowed… to… cum.”

He pumped his finger, curling it inside her. “You shouldn’t have made me cum in the car.”

Her eyes flickered up to his, her chest heaving, the bells hanging from her tits ringing. “I’m going… to make you… cum again… on this walk.” It was a declaration, strong and intense, her eyes smoldering with need.

Toby pulled his finger out and held it up. Jenni opened her mouth, clearly expecting him to put it in, but instead he popped it into his own, sucking her juices right off it. He smiled as her eyes widened a bit, but then she grinned. Toby licked his lips and brought his hand down. He imagined her walking along, the bells of the clamps dangling down beneath the bottom of her crop top.

“You can put your clothes back on,” he said.

Jenni pushed herself up from the hood of the car. She took a deep breath, the bells ringing, and then she grabbed her purse. To Toby’s surprise, she walked away, heading straight toward the trail. Naked.

“Wait!” He blurted out, glancing at her skirt and shirt, both of which still sat on the hood of his car. “Your clothes!”

She looked back at him, turning halfway so he could see her breasts and butt at the same time. The blue jewel on the base of the plug glimmered in the afternoon sun. “What about them?”

He blinked. “You’re really going to walk naked? With just your bag?” He demanded. “What if someone sees you?”

She shrugged. “So what if they do?” Toby just stood there, flabbergasted. She shrugged. “Besides, you brought me here for a reason,” she said, her eyelids dropping with a wicked look. “And this trail is so overgrown I doubt anyone is back there.”

Toby bit his lip. “Shouldn’t we at least take them with us?” He asked incredulously.

Jenni laughed. It was pure and clear and as gorgeous as she was herself. She turned and walked back to him. “If we take them with us, it means I have an option. If I leave them here I am one hundred percent the naughty little fuck slut Ms. Temis thinks I am. So I guess the question is do you think I am a naughty little fuck slut?” She licked her lips and fluttered her eyelashes. “Or do I have to prove it?”

Toby took a deep breath, glanced at the discarded clothing, but then nodded. “You’re putting them back on before we get to the restaurant,” he declared, giving her a stern look. She laughed again, stretched upward on tiptoe, and kissed him. The move pressed her breasts against his chest and he heard the bells ring, then mute. She opened her mouth, her tongue slipping into his. They kissed and she was the one who finally pulled away.

“You are so hot right now,” she whispered huskily. “Come on. I want to make you cum again.” She grabbed his hand and pulled him into the woods.

The trail was too narrow for them to walk side by side and Jenni took the lead deliberately. Toby followed behind her, only realizing belatedly that she was deliberately walking with an exaggerated swish of her hips, crossing her flipflop clad feet with each step, wiggling so that the blue jewel of the plug in her ass swung from side to side. The bells attached to her breasts jingled prettily and Toby gulped, realizing that his cock had already grown quite stiff.

“What’s your favorite thing to do to me?” She asked, pressing ahead.

Toby tore his eyes away from her incredible ass, going up her spine to the back of her head. “Uh… what?”

She chuckled, still putting one foot in front of the other. “What’s your favorite thing to do to me?”

Toby blinked. “Uh… make love to you?”

She snorted. “More specific.”

Toby frowned. “Um… touch every part of your body, I guess.”

She spun, the bells swinging outward, tugging on the clamps and she started walking backward a bit, looking at him.

“Not spanking me?”

“What?” Toby asked, surprised.

“Spanking me.” She turned back around again, facing forward and she wiggled her ass daringly. Then she actually slapped her own rump. “Do you like spanking me?”

Toby had, actually, spanked her before. Not with the brutal and punishing strokes Ms. Temis liked to inflict on Jenni, but playfully. “Well, yeah…” he said with a bit more confidence.

She skipped a little. “Let’s play this or that.”

“What’s that?”

“Or this?”

“Well, I’m confused now,” Toby admitted.

Jenni spun again, once more taking several steps backward. “It’s simple. I give you two options. This or that. And you choose.”

“Like what?”

She looked thoughtful. “You know, like cheeseburger and hotdog.”

“What about them?”

“Which do you prefer?” Jenni asked.

“Does it matter?”

“It’s an example. And a game,” she said, but then had to turn around, facing front again. The blue jewel in the crack of her ass shimmied.

“Oh. Cheeseburgers I guess,” replied Toby.

She nodded, her dark hair bobbing. “Great. Next one. Tits, or ass?”

“What kind of choice is that?” Toby demanded. “I like both.”

“You have to choose, Toby.”

“Why?”

She laughed again. “Because that’s the game. It doesn’t mean you can’t have both. It’s just a preference.”

He frowned. “Okay. Uh… tits.”

“Missionary or Cowgirl?” She asked immediately.

“Uh… cowgirl?”

She twirled again to look at him, her breasts sporting the clamps, the bells swinging, even as she once more faced front. “Totally naked, or scantily clad?”

Toby thought about it. “I’m not sure. Guess it depends on where we are,” he said firmly. “Um, am I allowed to ask you preferences too?”

She shrugged. “Sure.”

He thought about the contents of her bag and a preference question occurred to him immediately. “Bell clamps or those clover ones.”

Jenni came to a stop. She turned and looked at him directly, then brought her hands up to her breasts. She cupped them both, then squeezed slightly, making them bulge. “Which ones do you prefer?” She asked breathlessly, giving the little bells a jiggle by making her tits move.

Toby’s cock got even harder. He shifted uncomfortably. “I asked you first.”

“It’s a complicated answer,” she admitted honestly. “It depends on how aroused I am.”

His eyebrow went up. “So right now?”

Her eyes smoldered. “Borderline. I’m loving the pull of the bell clamps. It pinches and is making me so wet. And the bells ringing, they put this little thrill in me, as if they’re attracting attention. If someone is around, they will want to know what the sound is. They’ll come looking. They’ll see me, naked. Exposed. Vulnerable.” She stepped even closer. “But I’m so horny that I also want something more intense. Something that bites into me and sends little sparks through my body. The clover clamps do that. Especially if you pull on them, or add weights. They tighten more and more until…” she gulped and closed her eyes. Then she licked her lips and opened them. She slipped the bag from her shoulder and held it out.

“You can put the clover clamps on me, if you’d like. I brought them.”

Toby couldn’t help it. He reached down, jammed his hand down his jeans, and adjusted his cock. To his shock, it was as hard as it had been in the car, right before she’d sucked him off. Her eyes watched and her mouth curled up into a smile.

“I’m going to make you cum soon,” she whispered.

He nodded. “Yes you are.”

“Clover clamps?” She asked plaintively, rising up on tiptoe, offering her breasts up to him.

Toby glanced into the bag. They were down at the bottom, underneath the rubber stranded flogger she’d brought, and the two sets of leather bondage cuffs, and the curved vibrating insert, and that little leather paddle. There was even a skein of rope, as if she had known where they were going. Of course, there were other items too, things he had never used on her before. Things he wasn’t even sure what to call.

He gulped. “Not… not yet,” he replied. “Once we get to the table.”

Her eyebrow arched. She didn’t look disappointed. “The table?”

He nodded. Desire flooded through him. He half wanted to take her right then there, yank down his pants and have her kneel in front of him. He wanted to slide himself into her pussy and just fill her up. He wanted to hear the bells ring as he fucked her. “There’s… there’s an old picnic table. Concrete, up by the lakeshore. I wanted to take you there.”

She let go of her breasts and spread her arms, another wicked smile spreading across her face. “Like a sacrifice to the gods, to be defiled and sexually tortured?”

Toby suddenly laughed. “Well, maybe not that extreme.”

“Too bad,” she retorted, then turned, heading forward on the trail. “We should hurry. You look uncomfortable in those jeans.”

Toby had to adjust himself again and he hurried after her. Even with the increased speed she didn’t stop the back and forth swish of her ass. The blue gem glimmered and moved and he could see moisture on her inner thighs as she walked, smearing on the soft skin from her sex.

“Where do you want to fuck me,” she asked. “Pussy or ass?”

Toby didn’t hesitate. “Pussy,” he declared.

She looked back at him. “You don’t want to try my bottom?”

Toby grinned. “I didn’t say that. It’s just, as a preference, I’d prefer your pussy.”

She nodded. “Your turn.”

It took him a few steps to think of a question. “The flogger or the paddle?”

She didn’t pause, or look back at him. “Another complicated question.”

“How is it complicated?” He asked.

She whirled again, gracing him with another incredible view of her clamped bosom before spinning back to the front. “The flogger is exciting. It can sting which feels incredible. And it makes me more receptive to more intense torments. But honestly, the paddle is the best, especially if I’m insanely aroused and haven’t cum in ages.” She closed her eyes and actually shuddered. “Tie my legs open as wide as possible and then just beat me, right there, right on my clit, hard spanks that leave me screaming and breathless. That… that makes me cum.”

Toby gulped. She took a few more steps. Ahead of them he could see a sort of clearing, but it was still quite overgrown.

“Same question, Toby. “Flogger or paddle?”

He blinked. “I don’t want either,” he admitted. She stopped. Turned again, and put her hands on her hips.

“Seriously?” She declared. “I mean to use on me.”

“Oh!” He thought about it. “I guess… well… the paddle?”

Her mouth curled up into a slow, lazy, totally wicked smile.

“Good.” She turned around. “I think that’s your sacrificial table. I hope you brought a beautiful girl to defile.”

He laughed. “I did.” The trail widened and he spotted the picnic platform in front of them. Grass had grown up long around it, leaving the table and concrete benches the only bare patch. It was shaded, positioned under a massive oak tree and leaves and twigs had fallen on the table’s surface. Lichen had grown, spreading darkly and it almost looked as if the table really had been used for some unspeakable ceremony. But if it was offputting to Jenni, she didn’t show it. She swept the surface with her hands, then hopped up. Even without a word from Toby, she lay back, bringing her arms upward as her dark hair spilled out around her head. The bells attached to her breasts fell back against her skin, sliding along the curve of her bosom. Then she spread her legs, her sweet slit still leaking moisture, even as the glittering blue gem beneath her sex winked at him.

“I’m ready,” she said simply. “Flogger? Or paddle?”

Toby swallowed. He knew what she wanted, but his raging erection demanded immediate satisfaction. He moved up to the table and instead grabbed her wrist. He pulled her upward, so that she was sitting. She looked at him curiously, but then allowed him to pull her down. He positioned her over the concrete bench, bracing against the table with her hands. Jenni heard the zip of his jeans and she smiled knowingly.

His penetration was quick and easy. She was hot and slippery and Toby groaned as he thrust against her. The bells dangling from her breasts jingled and he began ramming himself into her body, his hips against her buttocks, fucking her from behind. Jenni closed her eyes. It wasn’t exactly what she wanted, or even needed, but it certainly felt incredible and she tightened around him as he held her hips.

It didn’t take him long, even having exploded earlier. Grunting, he yanked himself out and Jenni spun, sitting on the bench, lifting her face and opening her mouth. There wasn’t as much this time, and most of it landed on her cheeks, dripping down to her chin and onto her incredible breasts. Toby sighed, swaying as she bent forward and took his already softening member into her mouth. She pleasured him, sucking gently as he went flaccid. Finally he pulled away and looked down at her in awe.

“You are amazing,” he said in total honesty.

Her face wet and streaked with his cum, she smiled up at him, eyes bright. “Made you cum,” she teased. “Gonna do it again too. At dinner.”

Toby, already feeling the strain of a second orgasm in such a short time, sat down on the bench next to her. “Doubt it,” he said honestly. “It’s going to take a while for me to recharge.”

She looked right at him, then stood up, stretching her gorgeous, naked body. Her chest glistened in the light of the setting sun, the clamps still clinging to her nipples, the tiny bells swinging back and forth beneath. “You still haven’t sacrificed me,” she teased, winking.

“Flogger or paddle?” He retorted skeptically.

“Paddle,” she said instantly. Without a word, she climbed back up onto the table, kicking off her flipflops in the process. Toby watched incredulously as she got onto her back and the lifted both feet up into the air, spreading her legs wide apart.

“Wait!” He blurted out, his hands going to the bottom of his shirt. “Sit up,”

She gave him a curious look, but sat up even as he stripped his tee shirt over his head. He shook it out, laid it on the concrete behind her, then patted her thigh. “The concrete is rough,” he said defensively.

Jenni let out a laugh and once more laid back, adopting exactly the same pose. Toby, despite having just cum, licked his lips as she spread her legs, toes pointing up toward the tree above them. He grabbed the bag, rifling through it quickly to grab both the skein of rope and the two sets of cuffs. He brought them out and hopped up on the bench so he could look down at her. He set the rope and one set of the cuffs on the table next to her hip, but kept the other set of leather manacles in his hand. They were already loose and he began securing the first one to her left ankle.

“I’m wondering how many girls at school have their own leather bondage cuffs,” he said conversationally as he buckled the bondage gear on his girlfriend.

“Our school?” She retorted. “More than you would think,” she teased.

He finished her left foot and moved to the right. She bent her knee slightly to make it easier for him. Then he hopped down and picked up the other set of cuffs. He put them on her wrists, then grabbed the rope.

“Are you ready?” He asked, reaching up and tying the end of the rope to the steel ring embedded in the cuff, wrapped around her left ankle. He used a clove hitch, so he could shorten the length of the rope.

She lifted her head and looked at him through her outstretched legs. “Tie me tight,” she said softly. “I like that.”

Toby moved around to the other side of the table and strung the rope down and around the corner. Then he tossed the rope underneath, moved back to where her hands were down by her bottom, and grabbed the line. He threaded the rope through both sets of wrist cuffs, pulling enough that Jenni let out a little groan as her left leg was hauled up even with her shoulders. Then Toby reversed the line, going up to the alternate corner, wrapped the cord around the edge of the table, then climbed up to tie off the end on her right leg.

“I’m going to tighten it up now,” he said.

She blinked. “It’s not tight?”

Toby laughed, then began pulling. Suddenly her feet were pulled even higher up, bending her completely in half, exposing her loins perfectly. Jenni closed her eyes, moaning as her feet were drawn up over her head and pulled out wide. “Ohhh,” she whimpered. “Yesssss.”

“Feel okay?”

She nodded. “I can feel the stretch.” She wriggled her hips and Toby noticed that she was clearly getting excited. The bells attached to the clamps on her nipples had begun to ring, even laying against her sides. He went back to the bag and for a second, almost grabbed the paddle. But then he smiled, pulled two of the other toys out, and then positioned himself between her outstretched legs. He knelt on the bench.

“You are here to be sacrificed, your orgasm a gift to…” he faltered. “Uh…”

“You,” she said with a sniff.

“Me,” he acknowledged. “A gift to me, for being such an incredibly beautiful, talented, amazing…”

“Naughty little schoolgirl.”

Toby rolled his eyes. “Right,” he said. “So to start off, you will get twenty strokes of the flogger.”

She blinked. “The flogger? I thought…”

He lifted the black, battery operated, rubber tipped massager, his thumb already switching it on, and he pressed it firmly against her clitoris with his left hand.

“Ohhhhh!” She gasped, eyes widening. Her hips rolled and she thrust upward, which is exactly what he was waiting for. He pulled the massager away and then his right arm flicked forward. It wasn’t a strong swing. He doubted the rubber strands of the flogger would do more than sting a little. But they landed with a snap against her glistening, perfect petals and she jerked.

“Ahhh!”

Her response was mitigated by the fact that he immediately applied the massager again, to exactly the same spot he’d just hit with the flogger. She mewled, writhing as her toes curled. He waited for her to thrust up, wanting to feel the desperation flooding through her, and when it came, he switched again, pulling the massager back, then slashing down with the flogger. The rumbling, bulbed tip once more came into contact with her clitoris and he held it against her flesh for almost ten more seconds before striking with the rubber stranded whip a third time.

Back and forth Toby switched, alternating between the exquisite pleasure and the harsh sting. He found himself hitting just a touch harder with each successive stroke, unknowingly reacting to the obvious surges of desperate arousal flowing through Jenni’s body. She trembled and panted between the cries of pain, the bells still clamped to her nipples jingling delightedly. Her toes curled as spasms rippled up and down her legs. But most of all, the way her hips thrust upward, not only against the oscillating tip of the massager, but to meet the burning strands of silicone that snapped against her pussy, all excited Toby.

She wasn’t counting, but he was, and on the fourteenth stroke of the flogger, she exploded. Toby knew it was coming. He could see the tension in her form, the way her toes pointed, the clenching of her fists, even the way her jaw and neck tightened. Even the blue gem of the anal plug seemed to jiggle as her body tightened. He had expected release when the massager was pressed against her clitoris, but instead, the squirting release came as he was pulling the flogger back from her pussy, fluids splattering the bench. Jenni screamed in release, hips jerking. For a second, he hesitated, but then he began flicking the flogger down between her legs fast and hard. He left the last six strokes in as many seconds, then, as she let out another pained cry, jammed the massager back up against her clit.

Toby’s actions accomplished his desired outcome and the secondary orgasmic wave that rocked through the schoolgirl, bound to the picnic table, elicited another, smaller squirt of girl goo. Then Jenni’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head, she shuddered, and then groaned. Her thrashing slowed, then halted and Toby lightened up the pressure. The shaking head of the massager was still touching her clit, but he wasn’t grinding it against her flesh. Jenni’s eyes were closed and it wasn’t until she moved her hips again that he spoke.

“Feel better?” He asked, even as he began to lightly move the massager’s head in tight circles, right over her clitoris.

“Oh yes,” she breathed. “Oh wow.”

“Ready for another preference question?” He asked, putting down the flogger and sliding his free hand into the bag.

“Preference?” She breathed, still lost in the euphoria of her orgasm.

Toby nodded. He fished out the leather paddle. It wasn’t very big, but it was flexible and her eyes widened as she saw it. Her nod was intense, eager, and the way her eyes flashed made Toby smile.

“Yes. The paddle,” she blurted out. He felt her hips push upward, pressing against the massager, her clit getting the intense vibrations.

Toby grinned. “Oh. No. Sorry. That’s not part of the choice.” He smiled wickedly.

“It… it isn’t?” She groaned. Another spasm rippled through her loins.

“No. The choice is the massager or…” he pulled the trembling rubber head away from her pussy and instead leaned forward. Without warning, he put his mouth on her clit, sucking the tender little nub upward. His tongue circled it and stabbed at it and Jenni’s back arched. She let out a sweet, longing cry, pushing up against him. He continued for almost ten seconds, then let go of her, lifted his head, and then raised the paddle. Her eyes were closed and she didn’t see it coming. The smooth leather end cracked loudly as it slapped against her folds, the end catching the very spot he’d just suckled. Jenni yelped, her entire body jerking.

“So? Massager, or my mouth?” He asked.

Clearly Jenni’s brain was misfiring, overloaded with pleasure and pain and orgasm and need. It took her a moment to figure out what he was asking, and then… what she wanted to do about it. Finally she lifted her head, eyes flashing, her mouth open with desperation. She told him and Toby smiled, then bent back down, the tangy flavor of her sex filling his mouth as he sucked and slurped and licked.

And then spanked.


A Private Dinner

The principal pulled up in front of the small but well-kept house and stopped the engine of his vehicle. He leaned over and picked up the bouquet from the empty seat beside him, the scent of the roses a subtle reminder of the woman he was about to see. For a moment he hesitated, mentally trying to come to grips with the fact that by continuing to see her, especially outside of the workplace environment, even deepening the relationship, he was in violation of the school district’s faculty code of conduct. But as he pressed the roses to his nose and closed his eyes, it was difficult for him not to become swayed by the intoxicating mental image of Ms. Becca, the school librarian, fresh in his memory. She had long wheat-colored hair which curled around her heart-shaped face and a body that was both curvaceous and lush. But she was not just a physical beauty. He was just as taken by her creativity, her intellectual brilliance, and of course, their shared interest in… well… other things.

He stepped out of the car, his patent leather shoes gleaming and shined. He hadn’t technically dressed up, but the trousers and sports jacket were his way of saying that she was worth him trying to look nice for her. A suit would have been too formal, especially since she regularly saw him in such attire at work. He glanced up at the house and checked his watch. As usual, he was right on time and he didn’t even need to slow his steps, reaching for the doorbell just as the second hand swept past the exact moment of his designated arrival. He straightened, a wry smile on his lips as he held the flowers.

The door opened and Ms. Becca stepped into the doorway, eyes smoldering with a look that made the principal stiffen physically. The bulge in his pants grew and his eyes flickered down the front of her incredible form. He wasn’t sure what he had been expecting, a tiny little black dress perhaps, but the silvery smooth silk chemise that barely covered her impressive bust, only to tuck and cling to her taut belly and widen at the hips, the hem just barely long enough to cover her delectable secrets, was not the sort of outfit that left doubts as to her intentions. She put one hand on the doorframe, her body adopting a come hither pose that practically screamed for him to lay hands on her and explore every curve.

“My, don’t you look handsome,” she purred, the corners of her mouth curling slightly.

“Good evening,” the principal replied warmly, unable to tear his eyes off of her. Each breath she took seemed to make her entire bosom shift and the low collar of the slip only emphasized the lush ripeness in front of him. The tips of her breasts were tight and he could see the silhouettes perfectly. He swallowed as he held out the flowers.

“Oh! Are these for me?” Becca asked with a pleased tone. She took them, lifting them to her nose, breathing deeply. It was impossible not to notice the way her chest moved.

“I… uh… I hope I’m not early?” He asked, half afraid he had caught her in the midst of dressing. Not that he minded seeing her in such a state. But now he was so aroused he half-wished that they were staying in.

“On the contrary,” she hummed, reaching out with her free hand and pulling him toward her. “You’re right on time.” She didn’t move as he stepped in, pressing her breasts against him. For a moment, only the material of her chemise and his button-up oxford came between them and she rose up on tiptoe, the elegant high heels she was wearing twisting slightly. She kissed him, her tongue slipping against his lips. He leaned into the kiss, half thinking he could feel the stiffness of her nipples against his chest. The flowers moved behind him, but her other hand slid downward between them, her fingers finding his firmness, teasing him even further.

He didn’t break the kiss. He wouldn’t have. Not for anything. It was a sound that did it, a soft whimpering mewl that sounded strained. He opened his eyes and blinked as she pulled back with a wry smile. He blinked in confusion, trying to equate the noise he had just heard to Becca’s mouth when she sighed.

“Dinner clearly needs some attention,” she said with a light laugh. “Or at least, the decorations do.” She stepped back. “Come in while I get things going.” She gave him a wink and whirled. His eyes flashed down to her derriere, the bare curve of each cheek coming into view as the bottom of the chemise lifted and danced. She walked deeper into the house, leaving him to follow. He gulped, adjusted himself for comfort, and then entered.

The door shut and the principal found himself standing in her living room. He was familiar with the space. A comfortable sofa stood against one wall while a wooden coffee table, perfectly sized for… well… those other interests… was positioned in front of the sofa. A modest television was hung on the wall opposite and bookshelves lined the rest of the free space. Becca disappeared through the arched walkway that led to the dining room, and then the kitchen and he pursued her with intent.

“Are we eating in?” He asked as he went through the arch and saw the table. It was laid out with linen and two plates of fine china. A full set of tableware was in place, with cloth napkins rolled into rings. Two crystal goblets sat next to a bottle of Merlot and a silver wire basket, lined with matching cloth, held rolls and breadsticks, still steaming. Intriguingly, there was already a vase with white flowers on the table, along with an assortment of implements that would have been more appropriate for the school’s detention room, or In-School Suspension. First, a pair of vibrating nipple clamps lay waiting right next to a set of motorized silicone stimulators. A short flogger with dozens of rubber strands sat next to a wicked looking crop. A thick and rigid wire, one end embedded in a wooden handle, lay waiting against a black leather paddle. But as amazing as this revelation was, he was even more astounded by the table next to their dining space.

The girl lay face up on the small platform, her naked body trembling as the machine positioned at the end pumped the nine inch phallus deep into her body with regular thrusts. Her knees had been drawn up, lifting her tiny bare feet, but the black leather straps wrapped around her thighs also pulled her legs outward, exposing her stuffed slit and glistening, distended petals. Her wrists were bound to the platform down by her hips, thick leather cuffs keeping her arms in place. Matching manacles were wrapped around each ankle, though there were currently no restraints holding her feet in place. A soot colored sleep mask was positioned over her eyes, blocking her vision, while a set of headphones had been placed over her ears. A thick red rubber ball gag was jammed between her teeth.

The principal stepped up to the bound teenager, grinning with appreciation. He noticed that her large breasts were flushed pink and even sported a few, thin, red welts crisscrossing the tender nipples. Her exposed thighs, still shaking as the massive rubber cock continued to slide in and out of her pussy, was similarly marked, but with wider, reddish blotches. The bottoms of the girl’s feet, right on the tender arches, looked like someone had already given her soles a firm beating. There were even marks on the girl’s bottom, long thin welts that could have been delivered by the rigid wire on the table. Lastly, the principal couldn’t help noticing that her labia, indeed her entire vaginal area, was flushed dark pink, as if the plunging, pumping synthetic cock wasn’t the only abuse she had endured.

“Jenni,” he said softly in sudden recognition. The dark brown hair, the enormous breasts, the petite frame, the tiny feet, even the light pink painted toe nails. There was no mistaking the girl, even with her eyes covered and her lips distended by the rubber ball gag. He reached out and gently stroked the bottom of her right foot, causing her to jerk, then mewl desperately into the ball gag. He wondered if she could tell the difference between his slight touch, and that of Ms. Becca.

“Can you pour the wine?” Ms. Becca called out from the kitchen.

The principal let out a chuckle and drew his hand away from the trembling girl. “I like how you decorate,” he said sincerely, taking hold of the bottle. It was already opened and he began to pour the vino.

Ms. Becca came out of the kitchen carrying bowls and placed them on the table. A thick, homemade marinara filled with meat and smelling heavenly sat next to the fresh pasta and the garlic butter broccoli steamed delectably. She grinned as he nodded in appreciation.

“Quite the board,” he added.

Ms. Becca grinned, glancing over at the girl. “Do you like it?”

The principal nodded. “Indeed.” He let out a little laugh. “Though I meant the food. Still, she seems quite stimulated. I suspect she’ll have an orgasm soon. At least from the way her hips are twitching.”

Ms. Becca smirked. “For her sake, I hope she desists. Orgasm is not permitted today, at least for some.”

The principal came around the table and pulled Ms. Becca’s chair out for her. He couldn’t help glancing down at her lap as her chemise slid up. Despite the shadow he thought he caught a glimpse of pink. Smiling, he went to his own seat, wondering just how long her pink little panties might stay on her.

“So, no orgasms? She looks ready to pop. I don’t think she’ll be able to hold off,” he said, taking his napkin and shaking it out. “What are the consequences?” He asked.

Ms. Becca grinned and took a sip of her wine. “Female orgasm is to be punished by twenty strokes of the sap or flogger to the pussy, and another twenty delivered to one of the other four approved punishment spots.” Her eyes sparkled. “At the punisher’s discretion.”

The principal nodded as Ms. Becca began serving the pasta. The school district had designated the breasts, inner-upper thighs, the bottom, and the soles of the feet as acceptable targets for corporal punishment. He glanced over at Jenni, who was whimpering more loudly now, her hips grinding as the fucking machine continued its steady plunging. Something bothered the man and his brow furrowed. His eyes flickered to the welts and blotches and reddening on the girl’s body. She’d clearly been punished. He’d at first believed it to be a single event, but his eyes widened in realization.

“How many…” he began to ask, only for Ms. Becca to let out a peal of laughter and set a wireless control box in front of him, interrupting his line of thought. He glanced at the controller. “What does this go to?” He asked curiously.

She smiled mysteriously. “The vibrator of course. I told you. Female orgasm is not permitted.”

The principal let out a chuckle and picked up the device. He glanced over at Jenni, admiring the way her twitching, shivering body was reacting to the sexual stimulation. It was definitely time to push her over the edge! He twisted the control knob all the way to maximum, ready for the tiny girl’s response, only to jerk in surprise when Ms. Becca gasped in alarm, then groaned passionately.

The principal looked over at his dining partner and watched as a slow flush colored her cheeks. Ms. Becca gulped and gave the principal a smoldering look. “Oh my,” she said, her impressive chest starting to heave. “It may be a race to see who cums next.” She glanced at Jenni and licked her lips. “And who gets the next punishment.”

For a second, the principal almost turned down the vibrator, but then he set it on the table, leaving the power turned to its highest setting. “Indeed,” he said with satisfaction. “And will it be your first orgasm of the day?”

Ms. Becca took a bite of her pasta and nodded. “Mine, yes. Hers, not quite.”

The principal glanced at Jenni. The girl was now incredibly mobile, writhing as she clearly approached climax. The soft whimpers escaping around the gag were like music to his ears. “And how many explosions has our little schoolgirl endured?”

Ms. Becca let out a little laugh. “She arrived just after lunch. I’ve beaten her breasts twice now.”

The principal blinked as his suspicions were confirmed, but he still gave her skeptical glance. “And you said the punishment is twenty strokes to her cunt, and then twenty to each of her other target zones?”

“Tits, tush, thighs, toes and twat?” Ms. Becca said with a smile, though the undercurrent of sexual tension was clearly affecting her. “No. That would be too much. Just one target for each violation. So for her first orgasm, I gave her twenty between the legs and an additional twenty to her tits. Then on her second orgasm, she received another twenty on her pussy, and twenty to her bottom. On her third…”

The principal looked a little shocked. “Oh. Oh my.” He glanced at Jenni, doing the math. “And then back to her breasts. That means she’s already had six orgasms?”

Ms. Becca grinned evilly.

The principal took another sip of his wine. “One hundred and twenty strokes of the paddle to her pussy?”

Ms. Becca laughed, twirling pasta on her fork. “Spaced out over the last five hours. And I used the flogger for some of those.” She put the morsel in her mouth, chewed and then swallowed. “I’m not a monster.”

The principal sampled each of the items on his plate, finding them delicious. “Of course not. Has she been bound the entire time?”

Ms. Becca opened her mouth to answer, but a shrill screech came from Jenni’s stuffed mouth and her body shook violently. Both adults put their silverware down, watching with acute satisfaction as the girl climaxed. Ripples of spastic energy rocked her body and her toes curled as her bare little feet kicked. A small trickle of fluid seemed to leak out of her sex, around the still ravaging thrusts of the huge dildo as her hips rocked. But then, slowly, she started to relax, her body losing the rigid tenseness she’d displayed upon his arrival. As soon as she settled down with a whimper, Ms. Becca slid her chair back and stood. The principal looked surprised.

“Is everything alright?” He asked curiously.

“Of course,” Ms. Becca assured him. “We just have punishment to deliver.”

“Of course,” he amended.

Ms. Becca walked around Jenni’s quivering body and flicked a switch on the machine. Slowly the huge rubber dildo slowed, coming to a stop half in and half out of the girl’s dripping slit. Ms. Becca tugged and the machine and its stand slid backward, until the entire phallus was exposed. She moved the stand out of the way and gestured to the principal.

“If you’ll be kind enough to deliver the forty strokes she has coming, I’ll get the machine prepped for the next round.”

The principal wiped his lips with the napkin and set it down, only to pick up the leather paddle. He swiveled in his chair, pleased that he wouldn’t even need to stand. He raised the sap up, aimed carefully, and then gave a hard swat right on the soaked, swollen petals of Jenni’s flower.

The agonized squeal that came from the girl was accompanied by the arching of her back and the kicking of her feet. He knew that the blow had hurt, but that was the point of punishment. As he waited for her to calm down, Ms. Becca reached under the machine, onto a tray of the stand, and pulled out a steel rod. To the end was attached a thin and rather short vibrator, and she slid the rod into a bracket positioned below the extended shaft of the fucking machine’s primary weapon. The principal nodded, turned back to Jenni, and delivered another stroke to the girl’s poor pussy.

Jenni’s screech was music to his ears and he proceeded to leave another dozen spanks on her sex, each one leaving a vicious sting that burned through her loins. The flushed look of her petals darkened even more and he changed the angle of his attack, focusing more on her clitoris than the full length of her gash. Soon Jenni was letting out a series of desperate sobs, shaking her head as she crooned and wailed.

With six more strokes to go, the principal glanced at Ms. Becca. She was standing there, mouth partly open, one hand between her legs. The bottom of the chemise had lifted and she was stroking her own pussy, the tail of the pink vibrator now fully visible. Her other hand pinched a nipple, still concealed beneath the silk surface of the chemise. He grinned and gave Jenni the rest of the spanks, leaving her a quivering, crying mess.

“You said the last spot you gave her the additional spanks were her breasts?”

Ms. Becca nodded. “Yes. And before that, her bottom.”

“So I should start at her thighs, or her feet?”

Ms. Becca shrugged. “I’ll leave that up to you. Or do those huge tits of hers again.”

The principal grinned. “The first breasts I punish tonight will be yours, I assure you.”

The librarian's eyes widened and her smile got even bigger. “It won’t be much longer,” she told the man. “I’m almost on the edge right now.”

“Then I should finish this punishment, so I can be ready to deliver yours,” he replied, gesturing at the girl.

Ms. Becca nodded, but then began pushing the fucking machine back into place. “Just allow me to get her properly stuffed and stimulated again, before you begin.”

The principal nodded and pulled back, switching out the paddle for the flogger. Ms. Becca pushed the stand back into place and both the thick phallus and the narrower vibrator came into contact with Jenni’s lower half. The larger, wider probe penetrated, delving into the freshly spanked crevasse, while the thinner vibrator took advantage of the girl goo still dripping down from Jenni’s sex, and dipped into her bottom.

Jenni’s squeal made it clear she wasn’t expecting the anal penetration, but that didn’t stop Ms. Becca from pushing until the vibrator was completely buried in Jenni’s ass. She turned it on, the soft but firm toy shaking quite impressively in the girl’s tight bottom.

“Now, the fun part,” Ms. Becca said, flipping on the machine.

The dildo half buried in Jenni’s cunt finished withdrawing until only an inch of its full length was inside her. Then it reversed course and was driven deep into the girl’s gaping sex. Jenni let out a groan as she was subjected, once again, to the mindnumbingly incessant fucking. The principal stood up, moving to the side of the table with the flogger, as he tried to imagine what it was like for the girl. Her only break from being a fuckslut was when she was being pussy paddled!

Ms. Becca’s flushed face looked up at him as he began flicking the flogger downward, striking Jenni’s thighs. Even with her knees bent up and bare little feet waving in the air, kicking with each stroke, nothing impeded his blows and the rubber strands of the flogger snapped at the soft inner portion of her legs, just where they met her crotch. Indeed, he adjusted his aim slightly so that a small portion of the rubber strands actually struck the girl’s stretched labia, timed to impact at the very moment the massive dildo was fully inside her. He most certainly was whipping her thighs, but in a way, he was also whipping her pussy.

Ms. Becca had gone back to fingering herself, not caring one whit that he could see her sex. In fact, the front of the chemise had slipped, or been pulled down, exposing one nipple, tightly gripped between her thumb and forefinger. She was twisting and tugging on the sensitive tip of her breasts, her chest heaving as her own climax loomed dangerously.

The principal continued to slash downward, but the blows of the flogger were nowhere near as painful or cutting as the impact of the paddle. He half regretted changing weapons. Still, he made the already soft pink flush of Jenni’s skin deeper, into a rosy hue and as he finished leaving the last of the twenty strokes, divided between both legs, Ms. Becca shuddered and cried out, cum squirting from her pussy to splatter on the floor between her high heeled shoes.

“Oh dear,” the principal said calmly. “That’s quite the orgasm.”

Ms. Becca quivered, eyes closed. Even when he returned the flogger to the table and picked up the paddle, she stood there shuddering, the blissful euphoria shooting through her body. He stood up, took her arm, and led her back to her chair.

“Sit, and spread your legs wide. Time for your punishment.”

Breathless, Ms. Becca nodded and she sat. Slowly, she opened her knees and leaned back, not bothering to readjust the chemise to cover her chest. Her eyes found his as she moved her legs to either side of the chair, shifting her hips and tilting herself perfectly, barely perched on the end of the seat.

“Hit me as hard as you hit her,” she whispered desperately, glancing over at the trembling girl still bound to the platform nearby. The soft hum of the fucking machine driving the huge phallus into Jenni’s pussy matched the girl’s soft whimpers.

The principal smiled. “I wouldn’t dream of anything less,” he assured her. Then he reached down with the sap, held it six inches away from Ms. Becca’s pussy, and snapped it hard against the pink petals of her sex. The paddle not only slapped along her labia, but against the vibrator just barely sticking out of her slit, jamming it in.

She jumped as the sharp sting shot through her sex and her little cry of agony made him stiffen even more in his trousers. He struck again and Ms. Becca’s knees jerked, the involuntary urge to close up almost overwhelming her. She leaned her head back, thrusting her breasts forward, widening herself invitingly. His left hand snaked down her shoulder, to her luscious curve and he took hold of her nipple, pinching it as he delivered another stroke.

Ms. Becca looked up at the principal, even as another slap of the sap on her pussy made her jump. She quivered and nodded, biting her bottom lip. He grinned and struck again and she clenched her teeth and hissed. He was about to hit her again, but she suddenly stood up, eyes frantic, only to twist toward him. She backed up to the dining table, her hands pushing the bowls to the side, only to sit and then lay back, as if she were part of the meal herself. The principal looked on in surprise as she lifted her legs, feet high in the air, and spread herself open. Her glistening pink sex was inches away.

“Fast and hard! Please!” Ms. Becca begged.

The principal licked his lips, but brought the sap down in a flurry of strokes that smashed into the school librarian’s pussy with a fury. She screamed in excitement, only to jam a knuckle into her mouth to muffle the sound of her voice and her toes curled. He finished the full set, all twenty and then yanked the vibrator out of the librarian’s sex. He dropped it on the table, onto one of the napkins to keep its vibration from being a disruption, and then jammed his face into Ms. Becca’s cunt, sucking her freshly beaten clit into his mouth.

“Oh my GOD!” She squealed, one hand on his head, fingers twisting in his hair, the other kneading her breast. He reached up around her legs with both hands, even as he licked and sucked and thrust his tongue into her wetness and grabbed her tits. His fingers found her nipples, pinching them and twisting. She quivered violently then gasped.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Ms. Becca cried out.

He felt the wetness on his face as she quivered and stiffened. Slowly he pulled back, using her napkin to wipe away the effluvium of fluid coating his chin. Ms. Becca lay on the table, eyes closed, her face sporting a happy, blissful smile. The principal couldn’t help himself though. He yanked down the zipper of his trousers and pulled out his cock. He slid it into her and began pumping while Ms. Becca let out a passionate moan. He felt his own arousal building, getting closer to eruption, when she opened her eyes, cupped her own breasts, squeezing them together.

“Aren’t you going to punish me?” She whispered, eyes glittering.

He smiled. “Of course I am.” He reached over and picked up the crop. Her gaze lingered on it and she nodded, fingers tightening, plumping her breasts. The tension in his loins continued to build as he stroked her left nipple with the leather pad on the end of the shaft, then flicked his wrist to swat the upturned tip. Ms. Becca hissed, closing her eyes and he moved the end of the crop to her other breast. He continued to pump himself through her hot and slippery depths and he gave her another stroke of the crop.

“The girl,” the principal asked as Ms. Becca groaned. “What is she listening to?”

Ms. Becca looked up, slightly breathless, her face a mix of pain and pleasure. “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volume 9 by Breanne Erickson.”

The principal nodded and gave Ms. Becca’s left breast a second spank from the crop. The librarian whimpered with a high pitched mewl, trembling around his cock. “She is something of a nympho humiliation pain slut, isn’t she?”

Ms. Becca nodded, only to lower her legs down and wrap them around the principal, helping him stay inside her. “I told her to show up… ooh… oohh! Oww! At five! And that she’d… Oh! Yes… get fucked non-stop until nine.” She winced again as he gave her breast another set of spanks. Ms. Becca hissed. “When she came at twelve thirty I told her that if she stayed, I’d start tormenting her right then.”

The principal looked down at the writhing woman who still held her breasts, fingers tight so that he could strike the sensitive pink tips sticking straight up. “Did you punish her for coming to a faculty member’s residence?”

Ms. Becca blinked. “Um… I didn’t quite… oww!” She exclaimed, giving a light squeal as the crop bit hard into her breast.

“Was she wearing panties and a bra?” The principal demanded.

Ms. Becca shook her head. “No! She just had on a skirt!” The crop smacked down again.

The principal realized he was about to lose control of himself and began flicking the crop quickly. Ms. Becca’s back arched and her pussy locked down tight around him. Her legs swung behind him, ankles crossing as he pounded away at both her loins and breasts.

“Oh God yes! Punish me!” Ms. Becca squealed, shaking.

With a grimace, he finished all twenty of the required strokes to Ms. Becca’s breasts before he exploded and he felt the ribbons of cream spurt out of his member into her damp depths. She groaned with pleasure, trembling as he emptied himself. The principal put the crop down and then pulled away, looking down to see her pussy dripping with white jism.

She lifted her head, a wry smile on her face. “Satisfied?” She asked wickedly, licking her lips.

“Temporarily,” the principal said politely. “And still hungry,” he added. “Perhaps we should finish our meal before I deliver the second round of punishment.”

She gave a little shrug. “I could take it now,” she teased.

He let out a laugh, picked up the vibrator, and pressed it against her clit. Ms. Becca groaned softly, then gasped as he pushed it in. She bit her lip, looking up at him, her chest already heaving with renewed need. But then he leaned across the table, grabbed the remote, and turned off the vibrations.

“Ohhh,” she cooed, giving him a disappointed look. “That felt good.”

The principal held out a hand and she took it, only for him to pull her up right. She blinked as he bent down and kissed her. “I need a moment to recover. After we eat,” he insisted. “But I don’t think you’ll need this chemise,” he added, pulling the silvery silk slip from her shoulders. She shimmied out of it with a grin, standing naked and glorious before him. Her breasts were now sporting a soft flush of pink, her nipples still taut and raised. He moved her chair and helped her to sit once more. Then he walked around the table and the little schoolgirl, to sit at his plate.

As the principal ate, he glanced over at Jenni. The little schoolgirl was quivering again, clearly agitated thanks to the steady thrusting movement of the huge phallus, as well as the vibrating plug in her ass. He chewed his pasta thoughtfully, then looked back at Ms. Becca.

“So, you said that she was not properly punished for coming over?”

Ms. Becca glanced up. “What? Oh. Yes. That’s correct.” She blushed. “I was so focused on getting her bound and in place that I didn’t think about it.”

He nodded, ate a bit more, and then smiled. “Generally, that sort of violation is another twenty strokes.” Ms. Becca gave him a smoldering look and he felt her foot against his shin, rubbing up and down.

“Indeed it is,” she agreed. “Did you want to inflict it on her now?”

The principal ate another bite, considering it. “To be honest, I’m not sure adding strokes is the right way to go at this point.”

Ms. Becca looked surprised. “You don’t?”

He shook his head. “No. I mean, you’ve already spanked her in practically every spot.” He eyed Jenni, who squirmed uncomfortably on the platform next to the table. From the way her hips were twitching as the huge phallus continued to pump into her, she wasn’t that far away from another orgasm. “I wish there was something we could do to her clitoris. I’d put a clamp on it, but it would get in the way of the fucking machine.”

Suddenly Ms. Becca grinned. “Perhaps some additional stimulation? Over-sensitize her in that specific area? It would push her to additional orgasms of course, and when it comes time  to paddle her pussy, would make that punishment more intense.”

The principal looked thoughtful. “Well, while I would never object to sensitizing a corporal punishment point, that’s not quite what I had in mind. Still, it would serve until I’ve thought of something appropriate.”

Ms. Becca rose, her naked body beautiful. “I’ll return in just a moment.” She walked out of the dining room wearing only her high heels and a wicked smile. The principal picked up the remote to the vibrator and turned it on, once more to full power and Ms. Becca’s startled gasp, followed by an aroused groan from the hallway made the man grin.

The principal set down the remote and studied Jenni. The teenager was still quivering, undoubtedly strained by the constant sexual stimulation she was enduring. He could only imagine what it felt like to be repeatedly, incessantly, impaled by such a large phallic object. Ms. Becca had clearly lubed the girl, drenching her cunt with sufficient oil to keep it sufficiently slick, but he wondered just how much of the observable moisture was from her orgasms. He knew from experience that Jenni was insatiable, a veritable cumslut who could cum repeatedly, despite the cruelest stimulation. He watched as the massive dildo slid in and out of the girl’s sex, forcing her petals apart, an uncomfortably thick and deep penetration. He leaned down to study the way the smaller vibrator impaled the girl’s bottom. He could see her flesh shaking.

Ms. Becca returned a moment later and held up a small rubber tipped massager. Then she bent over and rummaged around in the bottom tray of the platform the fucking machine was mounted upon, and held up a second extension arm, this one with multiple adjustable joints. She snapped it into an opening on the top of the fucking machine, attached the the massager, and moved the extension until the tip of the massager was just barely above Jenni’s already swollen and quite red nub.

“What setting do you think is appropriate?” Ms. Becca asked the principal.

“Medium for right now,” he replied. “We don’t want her to mistake this as a reward and she’ll undoubtedly feel the urge to cum again.”

Ms. Becca grinned. “I certainly hope so!” She pressed the control button on the massager and it rumbled to life. Jenni let out a squeal through the gag, thrusting her hips upward as much as she could. It was immediately apparent that the vibrations, now being directly applied to her clitoris, were driving her precipitously toward the cliffs of orgasm.

Ms. Becca stood there, watching with satisfaction, when the principal pushed his empty plate forward and stood, picking up the crop. He turned and looked at her directly.

“Please fetch two throw pillows from the living room,” the principal said calmly. “It’s time for your punishment.”

Ms. Becca’s eyebrow went up and the smirk on her face returned. She turned and she made a show of it, crossing her ankles with each step, swinging her bottom back and forth to emphasize the luscious curves. She disappeared from view, but returned after only a moment, two thick green square pillows held in her hands. She approached the principal, who pointed at the floor.

“Put them down.” Ms. Becca dropped the pillows, but he used his foot, nudging them further and further apart. “Now,” he said firmly. “Kneel. One knee on each pillow.”

She dropped down, spreading her legs wide so that she was supported on each pad. It saved her knees, which she appreciated, but it left her stuffed and vibrating pussy vulnerable.

“Lean forward, head on the floor, arms stretched out in front of you, and lift your ass as high as possible.”

Ms. Becca licked her lips and put her hands on the carpet. Then she leaned down, supporting herself, arching her back and lifting her bottom. The tips of her breasts just barely grazed the shag of the carpet and she couldn’t help shifting back and forth, the deliciousness of the sensation making her even more aroused.

“The first punishment is supposed to be my pussy,” she said a moment later, as the principal stepped up, putting his feet on either side of her body. She felt the crop against her ass.

“I’m quite aware of that, thank you,” the principal said, sounding somewhat irritated. “You will count the strokes aloud.”

Ms. Becca closed her eyes as she felt the head of the crop come up off her bottom. “Of course…” she began, but then he hit her.

The crop didn’t land on her bottom. Instead he leaned forward and smacked the leather pad of the weapon firmly and perfectly on the exposed length of her pussy. It stung viciously and she rocked forward with a sharp squeal. Her ass tightened as did her sex and the sensations coming from the vibrator only seemed to get more intense.

“One!” Ms. Becca gasped, shocked at how exact his stroke had been.

The principal reached down and once again stroked the cheek of her bottom with the crop. She tensed, quivering with expectation. The only warning was the movement of the leather head. Then it snapped against her pussy a second time. The burning sting shot across her petals, straight to her clit and she clenched her jaw, a high-pitched hiss making it clear that it hurt.

“Two!” She said a moment later. He stroked her bottom again with the tool. “It has occurred to me,” Ms. Becca said, only to gasp as the principal lifted the crop and delivered another hot stroke to her cunt. “Three!

“What has occurred to you?” The principal asked, the leather end softly stroking Ms. Becca’s pussy.

She took a deep breath. “Just that our relationship has developed past what might be considered appropriate for a supervisor and employee.”

The principal paused for a moment. “I can see how our situation might be interpreted in that manner,” he said, nodding. Then he snapped his wrist forward and another hot stroke landed on her sex.

“Four!” She mewled.

The principal pulled the crop out from between her legs, noting the streak of wetness on it. “School district policy prohibits a supervisor from having a personal relationship with a direct report.” His wrist flicked and the head of the crop once more struck the glistening petals of her sex.

“Five!” She mewled, then, just a tad breathless, “what does the policy say about consequences for such a thing?”

The principal frowned. “It depends,” he said sheepishly, “on the instigator.” He bit his lip, then flicked the crop, this time a little harder. Ms. Becca cried out, her body rocking forward. One hand lifted from the floor, reaching back.

“Six,” she whispered a moment later. “The instigator?”

“Indeed,” the principal said, nodding. He waited another few seconds, then gave her another stroke, this one lighter. She winced as the sting shot through her pussy.

“Seven!”

“If the district were to discover our relationship, then I would undoubtedly be terminated from my position. You, as the subordinate, would face disciplinary action.” His arm swung and a hard blow snapped against her exposed sex. She cried out, hips twisting, her bottom moving to the left and right.

“Eight!” She blurted out. “That’s… that’s if… we… are in… a relationship.”

His eyebrow went up. “Becca, it’s hard to see how this could be anything but a…”

Her head snapped up, her eyes finding his face. “As your direct report, I appreciate the continuing education and expert training that you have been providing me. It has enhanced my performance.”

The principal blinked. He moved the crop to her head and pushed it back down. “I’m not sure we could make that particular explanation work, all things considered.” He ran the tool down her spine, making her shudder, then worked it down between her ass cheeks. He stroked her sex with the leather head, then snapped it again. Her body jerked from the impact.

“Nine,” she mewled. “You said that I would only face disciplinary action?” she gulped and wiggled her bottom again. “More of this?”

He left another stroke on her pussy and she hissed out a “ten!”

“I suppose corporal punishment could be the consequence,” he admitted. “At least for one of us.”

Becca looked up at him, a wicked look in her eyes. “Then it appears we have four options. We could continue, hiding our interactions, hoping that no one notices…”

He frowned. “That might be difficult. I’m sure that several of the faculty have noted our… familiarity. Agnus Temis especially.”

Becca nodded. “Which means she might report us. Your termination, regardless of my fate, is clearly unacceptable.”

“Indeed,” he observed.

“I could self-report,” she said next, “stating my intention to seduce and ensnare you. I would be punished, but probably not lose my job. That said…”

“Superintendent Jenkins would wonder why I hadn’t noticed. He might view it as a deficiency, or worse, believe I was interested in your intentions.”

“Fair point,” Ms. Becca replied. “Which means that the only correct course of action would be for you to report my attempts at seducing you. It would deflect any suspicion that you were party to indiscretion and then you could handle my punishment…” she lowered her head, but arched her back again, only to wiggle her ass. “Personally.”

The principal blinked. “Becca, there is no guarantee that I would be the one handling the punishment. You could very well be spending teacher in-service in much the same position as Jenni is this evening. Tied open, on your back, legs spread, being subjected to an intense course of stimulation and correction, with Agnus Temis holding the whip.”

She glanced up at him, eyes smoldering with need. “I could live with that, presuming you were watching,” she purred with absolute and total acceptance.

He let out a soft chuckle and gave her pussy another spank with the crop. It was light though and she mewled with heat. “Eleven.”

He glanced over at Jenni. The little schoolgirl was panting now, her chest heaving with need, even as her lower half quivered madly. The huge synthetic cock continued its steady, unwavering pumping and the combined vibrations of the anal vibrator and the massager turned both the top and bottom of her crotch into an earthquake, tremors rippling up and down her loins. Her toes were starting to curl and the principal realized he needed to speed things up, or there would be two girls needing punishment and insufficient time to handle both. He set the crop against Ms. Becca’s sex and with a flurry of movements, left five strokes in rapid succession.

“Twelve! Thirteen! Four… aggghghhh!” Ms. Becca squealed. Her feet began kicking, the high heels almost falling off. The burning heat of the crop made her close her eyes, teeth clenched as the pain almost overwhelmed the sexual need. But as he began stroking her tenderized petals with the leather, a surge of animalistic lust ran through her. She groaned. “Fourteen, fifteen, and sixteen,” she whispered, trembling. She was too wrapped up in the sensation coming up from between her legs. She wanted him to fuck her. And hit her again. She quivered, trembling with expectation. Then the crop smacked her sex once more and she yelped.

“You would really submit to Agnus?” He asked curiously, rubbing the crop against the inflamed petals of her stuffed sex.

“Agnus certainly would enjoy torturing me,” Ms. Becca moaned, wriggling her bottom. “Our work relationship is somewhat strained.”

The principal snapped the crop again and Ms. Becca squealed.

“Eighteen!” He flicked the crop again and she let out a sharp, high pitched noise. “Nineteen!”

“I don’t like the idea of reporting you to Human Resources for this,” he said honestly. “We might be misreading the seriousness of the situation.” He flicked his wrist and the last stroke landed harshly on her pussy. Ms. Becca squealed and this time, covered her sex with her hand.

“Twenty!” She wailed, chest heaving. She shuddered, closing her eyes. The principal stepped back and then moved to her side. He stroked her upturned bottom with the crop. She caught her breath and looked up at him. “Or… we are taking proactive measures to protect ourselves.”

“Remain in that position,” he warned her. Then he began hitting her ass.

Each stroke fell quickly, across both buttocks, and he used the full length of the crop. The head smacked into her left flank while the shaft crossed over to her right. She cried out, hips twisting, but she kept her bottom high in the air, squealing as the crop bit into her soft cheeks. He hit her steadily, with varying degrees of strength, but by the time he had left ten strokes, the first red lines were forming.

“Yes!” She blurted out, blinking away the tears, her hand still between her legs, fingers frantically rubbing. “Oh God yes! Harder!”

The principal shook his head, but he complied. He finished the last ten strokes, as she wailed. Then he threw the crop down, his fingers struggling with his trousers. She looked up, eyes wet, and straightened, but staying on her knees. She helped him and yanked down his pants. He kicked off his shoes, letting her pull at his clothes until his cock was free. She grabbed his manhood, opening her mouth and pulling him closer, until her lips wrapped around him and she began sucking.

“Ohhh,” the principal groaned. He felt his blood boiling, need rushing through him. He glanced back over at Jenni, only to see her stiffen and arch her back. Her head moved back and forth and her little bare feet kicked violently.

“Becca,” he gasped as the librarian bobbed her head vigorously on his cock. “Becca!”

She looked up, unwilling to let him go and he nodded toward the little schoolgirl. “Jenni. She’s… she’s cumming.”

A momentary look of indecision crossed the librarian’s face, but then she opened her mouth and released his prick. She took a deep breath. “If you think I’m done with you, you’re quite wrong,” she said firmly. Then she stood up, moved over to the girl, and pulled the fucking machine away.

Jenni let out a high pitched sound, the relief obvious in her voice through the gag. Ms. Becca turned off the vibrator and massager, then the pumping machine and she gave the principal an amused look. Slowly she sank back down, squatting just beneath Jenni’s dripping slit, her back to the girl.

“Aren’t you going to whip her pussy now?” Ms. Becca asked with a wry grin.

The principal moved quickly, discarding the crop and picking up the flogger. Jenni’s pussy was soaked with oil and cum, glistening and beautiful. Her petals were flushed a dark pink, almost red, and the girl’s clit was swollen and huge. Her ass puckered from the penetration and he lifted his hand, the rubber strands of the flogger ready to strike down hard, which is when Ms. Becca leaned forward and once more took him into her mouth.

He wanted to go slow, but the bobbing of Becca’s head became the pace setter and he slashed down with the rubber weapon quickly, striking the inflamed petals of Jenni’s sex with force. She squealed, her body shaking as her pussy was pummeled and he couldn’t help loving the way her tiny feet kicked as the pain rushed through her loins. He aimed for her clitoris, knowing that the short rubber flogger, even at his strength, was only leaving a sharp, burning sting. Still, he loved the way her clit and petals jerked and trembled after each stroke.

Ms. Becca moved her hand from the base of his cock to his scrotum, stroking his balls gently with her nails as she licked and sucked. She didn’t even realize that he had finished whipping Jenni’s pussy until he set down the flogger and picked up the rigid wire. She didn’t stop sucking either, or playing with her own brimming, needing sex. Her fingers swirled over and around her clit, pushing herself toward a third orgasm even as the principal grabbed hold of Jenni’s left foot and raised the thin, vicious looking cane.

The girl’s shrieks as the wire bit into the tender arch of her foot was the catalyst Ms. Becca needed. Even as she felt his cock throbbing in her mouth, she felt herself tighten and she plunged several fingers in deep, pushing the vibrator to the side, pumping. He didn’t even notice as Ms. Becca exploded, so focused on striking the soft, white instep of the bound girl’s sole. He moved to the other foot, Jenni wailing and thrashing in her bonds, clearly trying to avoid the punishment. But then the wire slashed across the bottom of her right foot and Ms. Becca focused all her attention on the principal’s cock.

It was too much for the man. The squirming beauty of the teenager bound to the platform, her exposed sex, the exquisite curve of her body, even the marks now left upon her flesh, combined with the perfection of Ms. Becca’s mouth on his penis, became the catalyst for his release. He didn’t even finish the full set before he groaned, dropping the wire and grabbing Becca’s head, thrusting himself hard into her mouth. He felt the rippling spasm as his jism erupted, squirting in spurts as the pent up sexual tension released. Ms. Becca sucked hard, swallowing and drinking his fluids down and when he sagged, she continued gently, bobbing her head once again until he staggered, pulling away and collapsing into the nearby chair. She wiped one hand across her lips with a smile and slowly stood up.

Jenni was crying. Ms. Becca ran a hand down the girl’s body, then reached for the fucking machine. She pulled it closer, aiming the massive cock straight for the girl’s already brutalized pussy, and pushed it halfway into her. The vibrating anal probe entered and Jenni wailed, stiffening again, shaking her head. Ms. Becca repositioned the massager and then with vicious satisfaction, activated everything in turn. Vibrations exploded into Jenni’s sore, abused clitoris, rumbled deep into her ass, and then the massive, thick phallus began fucking her once more.

“How many more orgasms do you think she can take?” The principal asked with a soft chuckle.

Ms. Becca glanced down at the squirming, tormented girl. “I have no idea,” she admitted. “But I can’t wait to find out.” The librarian suddenly pushed herself onto the man, straddling his bare legs, her breasts just inches from his face. She bent down and kissed him passionately.

“Monday,” she said softly, “I want you to report me. And please assure Superintendent Jenkins that you will do everything in your power to prevent any kind of personal relationship from developing between us.”

He gulped. “Are you sure?”

She nodded, her hips wriggling gently. “Absolutely,” she said, only to pause. “And… I wouldn’t mind it if you also had Angus Temis handle some, not all, but some, of that punishment.” She grinned as his eyes widened. “Afterall, teacher-in-service week can be a long time to monopolize the principal’s time. And it might make Superintendent Jenkins more receptive.”

He shook his head in amazement. “You are almost as bad as that little girl,” he said, his head nodding toward Jenni, who was already crooning and quivering, hips grinding desperately as she churned toward another orgasm. “Don’t you know what Agnus will do to your gorgeous, willing, perfect body?”

Ms. Becca laughed and drew his face down to her breast. His tongue began to lick at her nipple and then he suckled it. “Of course. She’ll do what I hope you’re about to,” she added, only to put her mouth right down by his ear. “Because while I was sucking on your cock, I exploded.” She pulled back, tugging her tit from his lips, relishing his widening eyes. “Which means…” She smiled wickedly.

“Another punishment,” he said softly.

She rose with grace. “Give me just a moment to clear the table,” she said. “And get some rope.” She glanced at Jenni. “You can tie me down, just like I did her. Then you can have two of us to torture. And punish.”  She grabbed the empty plates, stacking the bowls, and took everything off to the kitchen. The principal sighed and took a deep breath, glancing over at the little schoolgirl.

“Jenni, you,” he said to the quivering, mewling, struggling strumpet, even though the teenager couldn’t hear him, “are a terrible influence. And I think both you and I will be spending the night here with Ms. Becca. And I think I’ll see which of you can cum the most.” He flipped the massager on and the rumbling bulb trembled against Jenni’s clit.


Prom Night

Toby checked the address a second time, comparing the small slip of paper Jenni had given him against the numbers emblazoned upon each house. The neighborhood itself made him slightly uncomfortable, the large, well-kept houses several orders of magnitude bigger than his parent’s place. He never suspected that she came from a well-to-do family with money. Here the lawns were all perfectly cut, the shrubs pruned and even the trees looked like they were sculpted. His sputtering car was the only thing that seemed out of place.

Finally he spotted the right number and his feelings of inadequacy only got worse. The house was the biggest on the block, with a wrought iron door, cedar fences on each side, and a circular drive. Trying to quell the butterflies in his stomach, he turned in and then put the car in park. He was a few minutes early, which was already something of a concern to him. The dinner and dance didn’t start till five-thirty. So why had she asked him to pick her up at four? What were they going to do for an hour when the hotel ballroom wasn’t even open?

Toby climbed out of the car and caught his reflection in the vehicle window. He had to admit that he looked good. That was the one thing about tuxedos. Everyone looked amazing in one. He ran his fingers through his hair, still shocked at his fortune. Just about the entire male population of the school had asked Jenni to prom, undoubtedly because they expected her to accompany them back to a hotel room, strip naked, and spread her legs for them. And honestly, Toby was hoping for that too. He’d mowed forty lawns to be able to afford that hotel room. But still, he didn’t quite know why she’d accepted his proposal over everyone else’s. He just hoped that she’d have a good time.

He rang the doorbell and the pleasant chime from inside resulted in almost an immediate motion as someone approached the door. Toby’s breath caught in his throat as he recognized her shape right through the leaded glass. Jenni was hard to miss, with a narrow, shapely waist, impressive, widening hips, short legs that ended with tiny, adorable feet, but most of all, she had a bust that was two sizes too large for her frame, giving her a lush, ripe, overtly sexual appearance that made men drool with desire.

Toby swallowed hard as she opened the door and he felt his cock hardening right then. His eyes flickered down to the bare feet, with bright pink painted toenails, then slid up to the adorable ankles. Her legs were exposed, right up to a short little miniskirt that danced along the edge of decency, since he thought he caught a glimpse of her sweet, shaved slit. Her midriff was exposed and her breasts were encased in a crop top that barely contained the massive globes. Both nipples were hard and pressed against the material, so obvious that he longed to reach out and touch both bumps. Her dark brown hair curled around her shoulders and chin and her wicked smile curled up to…

“Well hi!” The woman standing in the doorway said. “You must be Toby.” She held out her hand. “I’m Jenni’s mother.”

Toby’s jaw dropped in astonishment. Sure enough, the difference in age was there, but only barely. The similarity in appearance was so uncanny that for a moment his brain was scrambled, especially since his body was responding to her appearance in exactly the same manner as it did for her daughter.

“Uhh…” he stammered. Jenni’s mother laughed, grabbed his hand, and pulled him into the house.

“My name is Katie,” she said, introducing herself. Then to his horror, she actually hugged him, pressing her breasts against his chest. Toby stood there, completely flabbergasted and she stepped back, giving him a very solid inspection. “Don’t you look handsome!” She said, reaching out for the small plastic box holding the corsage he had purchased. “Let me take this until you need it!”

She took the small arrangement of flowers and as she walked through the foyer, called out. “Jenni! Toby is here!” Toby’s eyes flickered to Katie’s ass, unable to help himself as her bottom wiggled back and forth about as perfectly as possible. She looked back, winked, and then held up a finger. “Let me get my camera!”

Toby stood there, unsure of himself, when Jenni appeared at the top of the stairs. He glanced up and received the second shock. He was accustomed to her radiant smile and the “girl-next-door” beauty she normally exuded. But the woman that walked down those stairs had changed dramatically, metamorphosing into an ethereal creature that he almost felt unworthy to even bow down to. Her hair curled in fancy ringlets to fall upon her bare shoulders and her usual light dusting of makeup had been set aside in favor of a more exotic and sultry look. A set of dangling earrings, studded with blue and white gems, glittered from both ears.

Toby’s jaw dropped however, when his eyes traced the more familiar outlines of her figure. She was wearing a dress so skin tight that it looked almost as if it were painted on. An almost transparent, gauzy material formed a sheath that hugged her every curve, the natural coloration of her skin showing through. A row of embroidered flowers in dark blue with gold threads were intricately woven through the gauze sheath, swirling vine-like around her body, barely covering Jenni’s more prurient parts. Toby resisted the immediate urge to adjust the bulge in his trousers, but as Jenni got closer, it became more and more obvious that the dress revealed far more than it concealed.

“Hi,” she said with a grin, her tone belying so much underlying tension that Toby felt his heart race. There was excitement in her voice, and hope. But also arousal. Their eyes met and she stepped down the final step. She was taller than usual and he realized that her beautiful little feet were encased in a pair of open-toed shoes with six-inch heels. It was different looking almost straight across to her, rather than downward.

“Wow,” he said in total honesty. Her eyes sparkled at the statement and a rosy blush crossed her cheeks. So he said it again. “Wow.”

“A man of few words,” Katie declared, walking up holding her cell phone. She looked at Jenni and smiled. “Very nice. Let’s get some pictures!”

Jenni nodded and grabbed Toby’s hand, pulling him with her as she followed her mother into the depths of the house. The place was immaculate, with dark wood paneling on the walls and comfortable, but expensive furniture. Katie picked a spot, pointed them toward it, and then held up the camera.

“Toby, wrap your right arm around Jenni and both of you look at the camera,” Katie declared. Toby obeyed and Jenni’s mother took the shot.

“Now look down at her. Jenni, look up at him.”

Another shot.

“Now, turn to each other. Passionate embrace.”

The commands and photographs kept coming, the poses becoming more intricate. Toby’s eyebrow went up when Katie told her daughter to get on her knees in front of Toby. The position, while familiar to the young man, though for more intimate reasons, immediately felt awkward when done in front of Jenni’s mother. Worse, the smoldering intensity in Jenni’s eyes half made him wonder if she was planning on unzipping his fly and just devouring him right there.

But the embarrassment disappeared as Jenni was instructed to stand again and, as her mother put it, “melt into his embrace.”

Toby thought the kiss would be for show, but the passion translated by her lips on his, the way her body pressed against him, the utter sensuousness of their touch ignited the flames of his lust. Katie hummed, then moved around them, grabbed Toby’s hand and moved it over her daughter’s rump.

“There,” she said happily. “Now give her a little squeeze, Toby!”

It wasn’t Toby’s first time touching Jenni’s bottom, but doing it in front of her mother? Katie hummed and snapped several shots as Toby’s face heated up. Finally she was satisfied and Toby pulled his hands back, somewhat embarrassed. He didn’t even notice the state of Jenni’s dress, though her mother did.

“Oh!” Katie declared. “Jenni dear, your dress has twisted around a bit. You’re going to give poor Toby a show much sooner than you thought!”

Toby looked down at Jenni’s chest and realized that the perfectly pink circle of her right nipple was fully exposed, the point tight and pressing outward. The embroidered blue flower that was supposed to be covering it had slipped toward the girl’s cleavage. He spotted Jenni’s other nipple as well, still partially concealed but clearly inching toward the light. He couldn’t help wondering if the trailing vine that covered her sex had also moved, but then Katie was there.

“Here,” she said quickly, tugging at the dress. Jenni didn’t appear fazed and she glanced at Toby with a wicked smile on her face, as if she had totally expected the wardrobe malfunction. “You might need to watch that tonight,” Katie said as she managed to get her daughter’s areolas properly covered. “At least, as long as you’re wearing it,” she teased.

“Mama,” Jenni said with disapproval. Even Toby looked a little shell shocked.

Katie laughed. “Well, unless you both would rather stay home tonight and let me take pictures, you’d best be going.”

Toby blinked. “Pictures?”

Even Jenni blushed at that. Katie grinned. “I would very much like some of Jenni, in a variety of poses. In whatever outfit she’s wearing!”

“Mama!”

Katie laughed. “Go on, go on! Have a great time! Did you remember to bring protection?”

At that Jenni couldn’t take it. She grabbed Toby’s hand and hauled him toward the door. He looked back at Jenni’s mother who winked at him.

“Take good care of my little girl!” She ordered. Jenni snagged a backpack by the door on her way out and all Toby could do was nod as she pulled him outside.

“Wow,” Toby said as Jenni stopped by the car door.

She looked up at him. “Sorry about that,” she apologized.

Toby shook his head. “No, it’s fine. Your mom is cool.”

Jenni tilted her head to the side. “Yes. She is.”

He opened the door for her and she climbed in. The high heels made her long legs look even more shapely and as she sat down, the dress scrunched up more than enough for him to see the pink and moist slit between her thighs. Toby gulped and checked his watch. He hadn’t expected the almost fifty minute long photoshoot. Now he understood why Jenni had wanted him to come early.

He shut the door and slipped around the car to the driver’s seat. As he got in, he saw that Jenni had opened her bag and pulled out a strangely shaped, pink colored object. And her phone. She turned and gave him a hungry look and then pressed the screen. A code graphic appeared.

“Scan this. Download the application,” she ordered.

Toby didn’t ask, he just did. The application loaded a moment later and his eyebrow went up. “What’s a Lush?” He asked.

Jenni grinned. “It’s a vibrator. See? Press here. Good. Now slide that circle up and down.”

Toby did and in her hand, the smooth, teardrop shaped toy began vibrating. Toby’s eyes widened as he realized he could change the speed and intensity of the vibrations merely by moving the control circle around on the screen of his phone.

“Wow!” He said.

She laughed. “You say that alot.” Then she lifted one foot, bending a knee as she set her shoe on the dash. “I want to stay right on the edge for you. No cumming until we get back to the hotel room. I’m putty in your hands,” she declared, holding out the toy.

Toby licked his lips. “This goes in your… um…”

Jenni gave him a snide look. “Well it certainly doesn’t go in my ass,” she declared. Then she sniffed. “I have a different toy for that spot,” she teased. She spread her legs more than enough and Toby took the toy. The rounder, thicker end he rubbed against her open sex as she leaned back in the seat, lifting her arms. Jenni let out a soft groan as he pushed and the toy disappeared into her pussy. The curved tail of the droplet vibe pressed against her clit and Toby pulled his hand away, fingers covered in her juices.

“Now,” she whispered. “Turn it on. Torment me.”

Toby nodded and activated the toy. She gasped, closing her eyes, hips thrusting up as her sex tightened around the vibrating insert. “Oh yes!”

Toby gulped. “Um… what if you accidentally cum?”

Jenni opened her eyes and the look she gave him practically smoldered. “Then you’ll need to punish me.” She glanced out the window and looked up at the house, smiling as she saw her mother standing by the upstairs window, phone raised taking pictures. “Let’s go to prom, Toby.”

***

Toby opened up the door and held out his hand to help Jenni. Delicately, she put one little foot on the ground and allowed him to pull her upward as her other hand struggled with her dress, trying to move the material back around so that the blue and gold flower that was supposed to be positioned over her sex was in the right spot. She gave Toby a teasing look as he glanced down, the pink sex toy still softly rumbling in her sweet slit still somewhat visible around the edges of the covering.

“Jenni?” He asked carefully as she settled herself. “Your dress.”

“Yes?” She asked breathlessly. “Do you like it?”

Toby nodded eagerly. “Absolutely! It’s incredible! It’s beyond sexy. It’s just… um… are you sure it’s in compliance with the rules of attire they sent out?”

Jenni’s eyebrow went up. “What rules of attire?”

Toby’s eyes widened. “Um. You know. The rules?” He gestured at the broad expanse of her body that was, for all intents and purposes, completely exposed. “I’m not sure they’ll approve.”

Jenni frowned. “My mother gave me this dress. She wore it for her prom!”

Toby blinked. “Well, I mean. Sure. I guess.”

Jenni gave him a smug look. “Everything’s covered right?” She cocked one leg seductively and put her hands on her hips, thrusting her breasts forward.

Toby couldn’t help but stare. He nodded, almost saying the words that shot through his brain. For now.

She grinned and grabbed his arm, threading hers through his. “Take me to the dance, big boy.”

They headed for the hotel entrance and quickly joined a queue of other senior couples, only for Toby to realize that he was a pariah quite quickly. The glances of alarm, envy, and outright disdain from the other girls upon seeing Jenni’s almost nude form made him hyper aware of just who was hanging on his arm. And the looks of outright envy from the other senior boys only reinforced to him the scope of the situation. None of the other girls wore anything even half as daring. Jenni trumped them all. Her heels were higher, her dress shorter, tighter, and more revealing, even her blue earrings sparkled like diamonds.

Toby presented their tickets at the ballroom doors and they plunged into a semi-lit, music filled hall. Circular tables filled one end, while an enormous dance floor occupied the other side of the room. Glittering lights of all colors flashed across the students, most of whom were already dancing. The music was loud too and Jenni had to lean over, rising up on tiptoe to put her mouth near his ear.

“You can turn the vibe up a bit!” She shouted.

Toby gave her an incredulous look and she grinned. He let out a chuckle, pulled his phone from his pocket and opened the app. He moved the control circle up, but not to maximum. Part of him loved the idea of her cumming and earning a punishment, but he wanted to experience the anticipation. She let out a low hum of approval, leaning against him. Then, her hips already twitching, she grabbed his hand.

“Our table is over there,” she said, pointing. “But I want to dance!” She dragged him forward, out onto the dance floor and a moment later she was in his arms, staring up into his eyes, swaying back and forth.

“You are so hot right now!” Toby said to her. She batted her eyelashes and twirled dramatically, then began doing this incredible wriggling move that caught the eye of practically everyone around them. She moved with practiced ease, as if dancing in six inch heels was a normal, every day occurrence for her. Toby tried to look as fluid, but instead he lumbered around her as she swirled and then seemed to slip and slide against his rigid frame, her fingertips constantly brushing the thick bulge just beneath his cummerbun. The fluttering only made him more aroused and for a moment, he thought about upping the vibrations just to get her back.

The song ended and they wandered over to get drinks. With thirty minutes to go before dinner was served, they headed back out onto the floor for another dance. This time Jenni didn’t even bother hiding what she was doing. Her hand cupped his package and she stroked him, gyrating back and forth.

“Am I torturing you?” She asked breathlessly as another song faded into silence. Toby held her against his body.

“I’m not the one with a sex toy inside me,” he replied. She let out a laugh and made another pirouette.

“I’d rather have you inside me,” she breathed, then grabbed him again. They spun as the next song began and she held him tight. They were halfway through when she suddenly gasped in alarm, eyes widening as her fingers tightened.

“Toby! Not that much!” She hissed.

Toby blinked. “What?” He asked, his voice loud over the music. “Not that much what?”

Her entire body shuddered and she groaned. “The vibrations! I can’t!” Her hips thrust forward and Toby felt the hardness of the toy’s tail against his thigh.

“Can’t what?” Toby blurted out. “Jenni? I haven’t touched the control. What’s going on?”

Jenni’s eyes widened and she jammed a hand down into her crotch, her hips thrusting involuntarily. “It’s too much! Please! I can’t hold off!”

Toby let go of her and fumbled for his phone. He opened the app and to his alarm, he saw that the vibrations and frequency were at maximum and then, to his horror, he realized he had no control. His thumb slid across the screen, frantically trying to move the control circle downward, but there was no response. “Jenni! I can’t turn it off!”

She looked at him, the waves of arousal surging through her and with a cry of wild abandon, she grabbed hold of him tightly and jammed her face into his shoulder. Even then he could hear her screaming with excitement as her loins jerked back and forth, thrusting against him wildly.

“Toby! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

Her antics attracted more than a little attention as several other couples glanced over as Jenni twitched and shook. Toby stood there, just a little horrified as she shuddered in his arms, her body clearly in the throes of orgasmic bliss. He felt her stiffen, only to jerk three times in succession before sagging against him. Toby held her tightly as she panted breathlessly, bum still jiggling as the vibrator continued oscillating in her slit.

“Come on,” Toby grunted. “I have you. Let’s go sit down,” he said. He turned, pulling her toward the tables, when a tall, sticklike woman wearing a plain, unadorned black dress blocked his way. Her mud colored hair was pulled back into a severe bun and her hawkish nose pointed at the two of them, a sneer on her face.

“I should have known!” Ms. Temis hissed. “Already causing a disruption! Look at you! You can barely stand!” Her eyes flickered downward. “What on earth are you wearing?” She asked in outrage. “How dare you come to this event in such attire!” She pointed at Toby. “Both of you will follow me immediately!” She turned and led the young couple through the sea of dancers who parted for Jenni and Toby, looks of both compassion and interest on their faces.

Ms. Temis whipped out her phone and quickly tapped the screen, putting it away almost immediately. Beside him, Jenni let out a soft groan and straightened, breathing somewhat easier. She blinked and straightened up. The young couple was led to a table near the back corner of the room. Like the other dining tables, there were six plates set, but the fancy floral centerpiece was missing. None of that mattered to Toby. He let out a groan since sitting there was the principal. He looked up, surprise on his face as he took in Jenni’s outfit.

“Good Lord,” he said.

Ms. Temis growled. “I’ll be back. She left a puddle of cum on the dance floor. If I don’t arrange for someone to clean it up there will be a slip and fall for sure.” She whirled and disappeared back into the dancing mayhem.

“Sir,” said Toby quickly. “I’m really sorry about…”

The principal held up his hand. “This isn’t about you, Toby.”

Jenni stood there next to her date, looking downward. She clearly had recovered from the intense stimulation, but Toby still couldn’t understand what had happened. How had the vibrator gone so crazy? And in just the worst possible moment? He glanced at Jenni. It appeared that the vibrations had been turned down. The principal took a deep breath and reached into his suit coat pocket, pulling out a piece of folded paper.

“Young lady,” he said, his voice stern. “Did you review the Rules of Attire, setting the standard for acceptable dresses for this event?”

Jenni gulped. “No sir.”

The principal sighed. “Of course you didn’t. Well, here is a copy. I’ll let young Toby read them to you.” He handed the boy the paper. Toby licked his lips.

“Prom is a formal night for students and C.P. Elrod Senior High hopes to maintain the integrity and formality of this event by implementing the following dress code. Students who are not appropriately dressed may be turned away at the door, or could face disciplinary action in accordance with school policy. As such, formal prom attire may be classified as a dress, tuxedo, dress suit, dress shirt, and appropriate shoes.”

“Skip to the section for girls, Toby,” ordered the principal.

Toby glanced at Jenni. “Um… shoes must have heels no higher than three inches.”

Jenni licked her lips and twisted slightly, looking down at her massive, six inch long heels. “Oops,” she said, not sounding a bit sorry. 

“Dresses may not be cut below the bust line,” Toby read next. He glanced over at Jenni’s chest. The gauze of her dress compressed her bosom to create a daring cleavage, all of which was in full view, but the cut was most definitely below the bust line.

“Dresses may not have cuts or slits in them, exposing skin underneath.” Toby looked over at the principal. “Technically sir, her dress has no slits.”

The principal gave Toby a dry look and the young man coughed, continuing. “Undergarments are required and should not be visible.” Toby bit his lip. “Dresses should be at least fingertip length. See-through apparel is not permitted.”

Ms. Temis reappeared as Toby lowered the paper. “What a mess!” She declared. “How one girl can possibly produce that much fluid from a single orgasm is beyond me!” Jenni’s eyes widened with humiliation and she looked away again. Ms. Temis frowned and looked at the principal. “You’ve already gone over the infractions?”

The principal shrugged. “Some of them. The attire based ones at least. Having an unauthorized orgasm in the middle of a school function is somewhat obvious.”

Temis glared at both Toby and Jenni. “How could you possibly think that dress was acceptable? Look at you! I can see both of your breasts! And what is that pink monstrosity between your legs? Is that a sex toy?” Temis demanded.

Toby didn’t think it was possible for Jenni’s blush to get any deeper, but it did.

Temis let out a huff. “Well,” she said firmly. “Since your date allowed you to cum in this state, he can assist with disciplining you.”

“What?” Toby blurted out. Jenni’s head dipped with a nod.

“Yes Ms. Temis,” she said demurely. Toby gaped at Jenni, shocked at how accepting she seemed to be.

“Agnus, perhaps right here isn’t…” began the principal.

But Agnus Temis didn’t hesitate. She grabbed hold of Jenni’s arm and hauled her forward, spinning her around so fast that the girl fell backward. She landed with a thud on the table, gasping in alarm as the plates and silverware on either side of her rattled briefly with the impact. Jenni’s feet came up off the floor and Temis reached up with both hands, grabbed the collar of Jenni’s dress, and pulled downward.

Both huge, perfect, and full globes popped free of the constraining gauze material as Jenni let out a short yelp and brought up her hands. Except, instead of covering her tits, Jenni cupped them, squeezing them so that the nipples pointed upward. Temis reached under the table and produced a short flogger from behind her back, the leather strands only about ten inches long, attached to a rather thick, leather sheathed handle.

The principal’s eyebrow went up. “That’s convenient,” he chided Ms. Temis.

The sticklike disciplinarian’s eyes narrowed. “It pays to anticipate problems,” she said with a sniff.

Toby took a step forward, eyes narrowing, about to snatch the weapon from Ms. Temis, only to find the hawkish teacher turning and shoving it into his hands. “Since you are responsible for allowing her to become a spectacle, you will deliver twenty strokes to her breasts. And Toby, I expect every blow to be of sufficient strength to turn her chest scarlet.”

“What?” Toby blurted out. “I can’t!”

“Toby,” the principal said calmly. “If you don’t, Agnus is going to drag her out into the center of the dance floor and then whip her tits personally. You are both already attracting attention. Your peers are watching. Let's not make this even more awkward.”

“More awkward?” Toby declared in dismay. He glanced around. Sure enough, while none of the other students wanted to get too close, over a dozen phones were already out, the embedded cameras pointed toward the dimly lit table. Temis glared at him and shook the whip.

“Are you going to do it?” She sneered. “Or am I?” She smiled. “Please. Let me do it.”

Another woman stepped up to the table, a stunning brunette with long brown hair and she slid into the seat next to the principal. Also dressed in black, her outfit was both elegant and sexy. A massive keyhole slit in the bodice threatened to spill two large breasts out of the front of the dress and revealed a delicious looking cleavage. While the hem was well past her knees, a slit along her left leg went up all the way past her hip and terminated just below her left breast. It was impossible to miss the uninterrupted swatch of bare skin, proving that she wasn’t wearing undergarments of any kind. She was holding two glasses, both filled with a golden bubbly liquid and she gave one to the principal. She glanced at the half naked girl lying on the table.

“Oh dear,” said Ms. Becca, the librarian. “Already?”

Ms. Temis snarled something. “Your little strumpet decided to have a public orgasm in the middle of the dance floor.”

Ms. Becca smiled and she took a sip of her champagne. “Really? Was it good?” She asked the girl wickedly.

“It created a safety hazard,” declared Temis. “And her outfit is in violation of the dress code!”

Ms. Becca leaned back, arching her back. “Is that so,” she teased, emphasizing her own multiple violations.

“Enough,” the principal said. “Toby, either begin the discipline process or you’ll be ejected from the event.”

Toby looked surprised. “You’ll just make us leave?”

Temis snorted, but the principal shook his head. “No. You’ll leave. Jenni will then be punished by Ms. Temis. After being appropriately disciplined, Ms. Becca will drive her home.”

Jenni glanced at Toby, still standing above her prone body. “Please?” she whispered. “It’s okay. I deserve it. I’m a bad girl.”

Toby licked his lips, then nodded. Temis grinned with triumph as Toby took the whip, shaking out the strands.

“Hard, do you understand me?” Temis insisted. “If I don’t hear a shriek or wail with every stroke, you’ll have to do it over.”

Toby gulped. “Yes Ma’am.”

Behind him he could hear the dance music, the heavy beat throbbing as he stared down at Jenni’s breasts. She spread her arms outward and arched her back, clearly bracing herself for the coming strokes. Across the table Ms. Becca pulled out her phone absently.

Just as Toby swung, Jenni tensed, her body tightening. The leather strands slashed downward across her chest, even as the vibrating toy in her love nest began shaking once more. Jenni cried out, the stinging bite of the flogger tearing at her nipples and she jerked, even as her own loins began rolling with the waves of pleasure. Toby didn’t realize the toy was on again and he laid another stroke across Jenni’s body. She squealed, grabbing at her tits with both hands, only to gather them up, lifting them and making the tips more pronounced.

“Yes!” Hissed Temis. “Again! Harder!”

Toby felt his manhood stiffen even more and he flicked the whip downward. Jenni grimaced as the pain shot across her bosom, nipples tightening, huge and hard. Her feet kicked a little, dangling off the edge of the table. He left almost a dozen strokes, each one biting into Jenni’s breasts with stinging heat and the intensity of the punishment seemed to inflame him. The cries of anguish coming from Jenni’s mouth, the grimace on her face, combined with the now clear moans of arousal and the way her hips rolled and thrust, became an aphrodisiac in and of itself for the boy.

“Toby, stop for a moment,” Ms. Becca said sternly. Toby’s arm frozen and Ms. Temis looked up angrily. “Agnus dear, I’m worried about the dishes. Perhaps we should get her more properly centered on the table, and secure her.”

Ms. Temis’ face immediately changed and she nodded curtly. “Scoot up, girl.” She pushed on Jenni’s side and Jenni wriggled, moving her body more fully onto the table. Toby bent down and helped get her legs up. Ms. Becca and the principal both stood, moving a few of the place settings slightly, then reaching for Jenni’s arms and legs, stretching them outward. Ms. Temis bent under the table again and produced two sets of nylon and rubber bondage cuffs, handing them out.

“I do like a woman who comes prepared,” Ms. Becca said with appreciation, pulling open the Velcro strap and wrapping the cuff around Jenni’s wrist. The principal followed suit on Jenni’s ankle, just above the high heel.

“Indeed,” he agreed. “Though I’m now wondering how you intend to secure her.”

Temis snorted and four bungee cords, each three feet long, appeared in her hands. Hooks on either end made it clear what she intended. “You can secure her to the table legs,” she said, handing one to Toby as he finished wrapping the last cuff around his girlfriend’s ankle. It took them only a moment to stretch Jenni out and she tested her bonds, finding that she was totally immobilized.

“Now that,” the principal said with appreciation, “is a centerpiece.” He sat back down and looked expectantly at Ms. Temis. “Please proceed with the punishment.”

Ms. Temis smiled and leaned over Jenni. Her see through dress was now nothing more than a crumpled roll around her waist and her exposed loins twitched as the huge pink vibrator continued to rumble in her slit. “How many strokes did Toby give you?” Temis demanded.

Jenni blinked. A riot of sensation was still flowing through her, both breasts hot and heavy, the sting of the whipping only having barely started to fade. Worse, the vibrator between her legs kept changing intensity, speeding up, slowing down, building her back up toward another orgasm. “I’m sorry…” she whispered. “What?”

Ms. Temis reached out, grabbed one of Jenni’s nipples between her thumb and forefinger, and pinched her hard. Jenni cried out, wincing with the pain. “How many strokes have you received?”

Toby couldn’t help himself. “Ms. Temis! Please! I gave her…” he began to say.

“SILENCE!” Temis snapped. “This is for HER to answer!”

Jenni groaned, eyes closing. She couldn’t keep her hips still, thrusting upward. “Please. Please. I don’t know. I… I forgot to count.”

Ms. Temis grinned. “Then, Toby will begin again. At one.”

Toby glared at the woman. “But Ms. Temis! She’s already gotten twelve strokes!”

Ms. Temis looked at the boy. “You will either comply or I will give them to her and you will be heading home.”

Toby licked his lips, guilt rushing through him. But then his eyes met hers and the expression on her face startled him. She wasn’t upset with him, or mad at him. She was on the cusp of another orgasm. She wanted him to punish her. Suddenly it all came together for him. She had hoped something like this would happen to her!

Toby gulped. “Yes Ma’am,” he said simply. Then he raised the whip and brought it down firmly across Jenni’s chest.

The mix of loud music and Jenni’s cries made Ms. Becca smiled and she looked over at the principal. “So, having her tits whipped. What’s this punishment for?” The leather flogger flashed again, the thongs tearing at the bound girl’s nipples. The principal waited for Jenni’s shriek to fade and shrugged.

“Take your pick. Cumming on the dance floor and creating a safety hazard. Having an unauthorized orgasm at a school function. Or any one of the six violations of the dress code she’s committed.” Toby hit Jenni again, but it was becoming clear that the sensation having the most effect on the girl was coming from her pussy.

Ms. Becca laughed, still playing with her phone. “I liked her dress,” she said. “Daring yet sophisticated. And her shoes. Did you see the way she moved in those heels?” She shook her head as the flogger slashed across Jenni’s nipples. Each blow elicited a sharper cry from the girl and Toby hurried, thinking that getting through the required twenty strokes would be better for her. Jenni arched her back, thrusting her chest upward, teeth clenched as she closed her eyes.

The principal leaned back, sipping his champagne. “Admittedly, she does carry herself well. It’s disappointing though, that she still can’t seem to learn appropriate decorum.” He gave Ms. Becca a slightly sarcastic look. “Almost as if she had incorrigible role models.”

Ms. Becca looked up from her phone with a teasing smile as her thumb slid upward across the screen. “Indeed?”

Jenni suddenly wailed, her body shaking and Toby almost hesitated, until he realized that her vocal cries weren’t in response to the last stinging blow to her breasts. Her hips rolled violently and to his surprise he could hear the vibrator. Over the music. Ms. Temis leaned forward urgently.

“Now! Toby! Quickly! The last two! Give her the last two strokes now!”

And Toby did. 

***

Jenni’s orgasm left a remarkable wet spot on the tablecloth and the vibrator slowed and then went silent. Toby stared down at the trembling girl, the flogger in his hand, still shocked at what had just happened. Had Jenni cum again? Ms. Temis reached over and took the whip away from him and he sat down in one of the chairs. Toby felt drained and tight and stressed as he stared down at Jenni, her body still twitching from the powerful climax. His cock was so hard that it ached and he had to adjust himself beneath the tuxedo trousers. Ms. Becca looked at him from across the girl’s whipped breasts, the white skin now flushed a light and darling pink. The librarian lifted her phone and there was a soft click.

“How delightful,” she said, licking her lips. “Katie will be pleased.”

Ms. Temis stood there, a frustrated look on her face. “That’s what you have to say?” She demanded, gesturing at the soaked cotton beneath Jenni’s ass. “Look at the table! She just had another orgasm! During punishment!”

Ms. Becca grinned. “Well, that’s hardly out of the ordinary for Jenni. She is a painslut afterall.”

Ms. Temis put her fists on her hips and looked at the principal. “And you’re okay with this?”

The principal sighed and held up his hands. “Agnus, the girl has already earned over a hundred strokes to every part of her body that we are allowed to punish. Jenni’s tendency to orgasm during correction is somewhat well known. Complete the punishments we have already outlined for this evening, and on Monday she can spend the next week bound in whatever position you’d like at In School Suspension, where you can inflict whatever torments you want upon her.”

Ms. Temis considered that, then nodded, apparently mollified.

Ms. Becca grinned. “So what’s next?” She asked, glancing at Jenni’s bare form stretched out across the table.

Ms. Temis straightened. “Her bottom.”She reached under the table and the tension on the bungee cord holding Jenni’s right ankle disappeared. “Toby? Release her other foot.”

Toby, still somewhat stunned at what was happening, complied, but with a worried look on his face. He watched as Ms. Temis brought her own cord out and followed suit.

“Now, lift her legs until those stripper shoes of hers are around her ears!” Ms. Temis ordered. She hauled Jenni’s foot upward, bending the girl in half. Toby, startled, grabbed Jenni’s other leg and Jenni groaned as she was folded in two. A moment later Ms. Becca and the principal were stretching the two bungee cords downward, hooking them under the table, and Jenny’s feet were secured on either side of her head. She groaned as her bottom was pulled upward, the huge pink vibrator fully exposed, the small pinched button of her ass now visible.  Her labia on either side of the sex toy were soaked and Toby sat there in awe of her beauty and poise, despite the degrading position.

Ms. Temis sat down, reached under the table again, and pulled out a three foot long cane.

“Good lord,” the principal declared. “Did you bring the entire school’s collection of punishment instruments?”

Ms. Becca snorted before Ms. Temis could respond. “Of course she did,” the librarian said teasingly.

“It pays to come prepared,” Ms. Temis declared. She stood up and moved the cane into position. Just as she did, the vibrator in Jenni’s pussy began a complicated hum, clearly activating in a specific pattern. Jenni let out a groan, her body shifting as the sex toy once again went to work on her libido. Ms. Temis took that as a sign and with a look of concentration, flicked her wrist, snapping the wooden rod against Jenni’s butt.

The way she jerked in response, along with the sharp yelp, made Toby cringe. The stroke had to have hurt her, but his eyes were locked on her pussy, clearly clenching around the vibe. Ms. Temis moved the cane a little lower and hit her again, once more eliciting a sharp, high-pitched squeal from the bound girl. Toby clenched his fists under the table, trying to reconcile his desire to rescue his date from her torment, and wanting to see what happened next.

“Personally,” observed Ms. Becca, “I prefer to deliver spankings the other way, with the girl’s bottom turned upward. This way the musculature isn’t tense and can properly shake and move with each stroke.”

Jenni let out another yelp as the cane smacked her bottom. Toby realized that a red welt had started to appear where Ms. Temis’ first stroke had landed, a flushed line of heat that crossed both buttocks.

“What about you?” Ms. Becca asked the principal. “Do you have a preference for spankings?”

He smiled as Ms. Temis left another stripe across Jenni’s rump. The girl let out a shrill wail and her feet began kicking. Not that it did her any good.

“I prefer across the lap, by choice. Or bent over my desk.”

“What about you, Agnus?” Asked the Librarian. “How do you like a girl to be positioned for a spanking?”

Temis didn’t respond for a moment, and instead gave Jenni another hard swat. Toby stared in growing discomfort at the hash of red lines that now marked Jenni’s bottom. He had to admit to himself that he’d seen worse marks. Temis was obviously pulling her blows enough to limit the damage to a sharp, burning sting. But Jenni certainly wouldn’t be sitting for a while after this punishment.

“Agnus?” Ms. Becca repeated.

Ms. Temis lashed at Jenni’s bottom again and then looked up. “What?” She asked. “Oh. Position. Bound. I don’t care how.”

Ms. Becca rolled her eyes and then looked at Toby. “And what about you, Toby? If you had to spank Jenni, what position would you like her to be in?”

Toby’s eyes widened and he glanced at Jenni. To his shock, her gaze met his and the way she looked at him in sudden curiosity made him cringe. “Uh. Um… I don’t really know,” he admitted, licking his lips nervously. Temis gave Jenni another whack and the girl yelped, closing her eyes and turning her head.

Ms. Becca let out a laugh. “In your particular case, I recommend trying English Spanking. The process is simple. First you impale her with your cock, then she is positioned across your lap with your manhood still inside her. Then you bring your hand down on her ass, so that with each blow she is forced down on you, essentially combining a good fucking with a blistering spanking.” She smiled wickedly. “I personally like being spanked that way.” She eyed the principal who coughed nervously.

Around them the music suddenly died away and a voice came over the speakers. “Students, dinner is ready to be served. Please make your way to your seats.” The crowd on the dance floor, and even those who were still hanging around to watch Jenni’s punishment, started to move toward their respective tables. Music started up again, but at a much lower volume. Temis ignored all of it and gave Jenni another swat with the cane. This time, her tiny shriek was much more audible and Toby cringed, looking around.

“Dinner,” Ms. Becca said cheerfully. “I must admit I had not quite expected such exquisite entertainment at Prom.” She leaned back, the keyhole slit in her bodice stretching almost enough for Toby to get a glimpse of her nipple. Agnus, still focused, smacked her dowel to leave another welt across Jenni’s buttocks. It must have hurt worse than the others because she let out a shrill screech and her high heels wiggled madly.

“Ooh, that must have hurt,” Ms. Becca observed, pulling out her phone again.

“I believe,” Ms. Temis responded snidely, “that it is supposed to.” She snapped her wrist again quickly and Jenni squealed, her entire body now shaking. But then her hips began rolling, making it harder for Agnus to aim her cane at unmarked portions of her ass. Toby blinked, realizing that the vibrator in Jenni’s pussy was now going at full power again.

Ms. Becca suddenly put down her phone and slid her hands up Jenni’s arms, over her shoulders and under her shins. Jenni gasped as the librarian touched her nipples, grasping them and pinching lightly. Toby watched with astonishment as Ms. Becca began twisting the raised points back and forth, not enough to cause any serious discomfort. In fact, Jenni gasped, eyes snapping open as she let out a passionate mewl.

Ms. Temis gave Jenni another stroke of the cane, but this time the sound that came from Jenni’s mouth was very different. The blow had to have hurt, Toby knew that. But the pain seemed to affect her very differently. His eyes flickered to the vibrator. He could see it shaking in her pussy, Jenni’s labia tightening and fluttering around it. There was no mistaking the way her hips were thrusting now, lifting up as Ms. Temis snarled something nasty under her breath and gave up trying to aim.

“Um…” Toby said loudly as Jenni let out another cry. “Shouldn’t we go to our table?” He asked, hoping that Ms. Temis would relent. Instead, the teacher glanced up, frowned, and hit Jenni again. The girl seemed to go into a frenzy, squealing as the various torments seemed to coalesce. Ms. Becca continued to tease, pinch, and twist Jenni’s nipples, while Temis left another vicious stroke across the girl’s buttocks.

“Toby, considering Jenni’s current situation, I think it best if you eat here. We have sufficient room. In fact, you can take that seat there,” he said, pointing to the edge of the table directly opposite Jenni’s exposed, trembling sex.

Ms. Becca snickered. “The seat of honor,” she teased Toby, her fingers still tormenting Jenni. “I’m sure that Ms. Temis has an electric toothbrush or something similar that you can use on Jenni’s clit while we eat.”

Ms. Temis snapped the cane again and Jenni’s back arched. Her feet twisted, the surge of energy having nowhere else to go. Her chest heaved as Becca’s nails scratched at the exposed nipples.

“Please! It hurts! I can’t…” Jenni cried out.

Toby started to reach across the table, but a waiter appeared holding a plate. He looked at Jenni’s trembling, shuddering body, her jaw clenched tight, lines of bright red crisscrossing her ass, with her feet in the air. The waiter hesitated, at first wanting to put the plate in front of Ms. Becca. Except she was leaning over, her own breasts almost spilling out of her dress onto the table, her fingers fiddling with Jenni’s nipples like the knobs of a radio. The poor man turned toward Ms. Temis, but the spot in front of her was taken as well. Ms. Temis gave Jenni’s rump another shot and the warbling cry that erupted from the bound girl’s throat was anything but pain-laden.

The principal sighed. “Here,” he ordered, pointing at the spot in front of him. The waiter, relieved, put the plate down in front of the principal and then hurried away, even as the two ladies doubled down on Jenni’s body. To Toby, it almost seemed as if they were trying to accomplish two very different, but complementary goals. Ms. Temis was clearly trying to punish Jenni, inflicting discipline on her, while Ms. Becca was trying to hurt her in just the right manner to stimulate a severe and overwhelming sexual response.

“You should move, Toby,” the principal ordered, pointing to the right spot on the table. Toby, white faced as he watched Jenni’s body ripple and shake, scooted out of his chair and moved. He sat back down, now treated to the incredible view of Jenni’s caned bottom. The red lines were vivid, angry looking marks that had to be excruciating. They spanned the girl’s entire ass, from one side to the other and Temis had made sure to start the marks just where Jenni’s buttocks actually met her thighs, all the way down past the tiny star of her ass. Still, none of the welts had broken skin and the red lines were even. But what really caught Toby’s attention was the way Jenni’s pussy was quivering around the vibrator.

Suddenly, a plate was placed before him and Toby looked away from Jenni for only a moment.

“Last one,” Temis hissed, and left the worst of her strokes just as Jenni let out a violent scream.

“Yes!” Crowed Ms. Becca, pinching Jenni’s nipples so hard that the pink nubs turned white between her fingers. Toby gaped, the slab of roast chicken breast, mashed potatoes, and green beans forgotten as Ms. Temis dropped the cane and grabbed hold of the vibrator. With a single pull, the stick-like woman yanked the shaking sex toy out of Jenni’s cunt and pressed its shaking bulb against Jenni’s clitoris.

“I’M CUMMING!” Jenni screamed.

Around the nearby tables, heads turned and half the students in the room stood, only to see poor Toby get sprayed with cum as Jenni exploded. Her slut slurry squirted out of her pussy in a stream, most of it landing on his plate, but more than enough getting on his face and clothing to leave the boy gaping. Jenni let out another scream, a second jet of girl goo falling onto Toby’s meal and then she slumped with a groan as Ms. Temis straightened and lifted the vibrator away from Jenni’s twitching body.

Ms. Becca let go of Jenni’s nipples and slipped back down into her seat. She lifted her phone, took another picture of Jenni, and fiddled with the screen for a moment. Ms. Temis set down the vibrator on the table as Toby wiped his face with his hand. Jenni’s perfect pink slit gaped just a few feet away from him, still pulsing as she swirled through the euphoric bliss of her climax. Slowly, he shook out his napkin and began wiping away the sprinkling she’d left on his cheeks and shirt.

Another plate was set in front of Ms. Becca. She smiled up at the waiter. “Thank you,” she said warmly.

“Ms. Becca,” the principal said urgently. “Your bodice.”

Ms. Becca glanced down. “Oh my,” she said, lifting hold of her exposed boob and tucking it back into her dress. “How embarrassing,” she said without a smidgeon of apology. Across the table Ms. Temis frowned.

“Disgusting,” she sneered. “We should release her legs and allow her to rest before the next punishment.”

The principal put down his fork. “Indeed. An excellent suggestion. Ms. Becca? Would you get that side of her?” He pointed.

Toby sat there as the principal and librarian released the bungee cords and Jenni let out a groan as she unfolded. Ms. Temis caught both legs and lowered them gently, but then pulled the girl’s right leg outward.

“Spread your legs, Jenni.” Jenni let out a whimper but opened herself up. Ms. Temis pulled, positioning the high heel between herself and the principal. “Toby, please grab that other leg and pull it upward.”

Toby got up from his chair and grabbed hold of Jenni’s left foot. He tugged, spreading his girlfriend open. Ms. Temis eyed the boy and pulled Jenny’s foot even higher. Jenni groaned as she was stretched open even further and Ms. Temis bent down under the table, securing the bungee cord. Toby bit his lip. Jenni wasn’t doing the splits, but she was damn close. It was a completely exposed position and as he clipped the bungee cord into place, he couldn’t help noticing the way her petals lay open and waiting, or the tautness of her thighs.

“Before you sit back down,” Ms. Temis said, her hand going to Jenni’s shoe. “Remove that ridiculous footwear she has on and give it to me.”

Toby glanced down at Jenni’s high heel. The open toed sandal was buckled around the ankle with a thin strap and he fumbled at it for a moment before it released. Gently, he took it off Jenni’s foot, noting the exquisite curve of her instep. He handed the shoe over to Ms. Temis who chucked it under the table with the other.

The principal grinned. “Nicely done, ladies. I totally approve. And Toby, you’re doing great. Have a seat, young man. Dig in.” Toby returned to his seat and looked down at his food. It was still covered in Jenni’s cum, droplets glistening on the plate. “Well?” The principal asked expectantly as another waiter set a dish in front of Ms. Temis. “How’s the food?”

Toby glanced around but then took a deep breath, his spine straightening. He grabbed his fork and knife, jammed both into the chicken breast and cut off a piece that had gotten soaked. He lifted it to his mouth, took the whole bite and chewed it. There was a distinct flavor to it, but it wasn’t unfamiliar. He’d tasted Jenni several times before. He swallowed dramatically and then looked right at the principal, eyes narrowing.

“Delicious,” he said, trying not to let his anger show too much.

Ms. Becca hummed. “Really?” She said, eyes sparkling. “Can I have a taste too?”

Ms. Temis snorted. “Really,” she muttered.

Toby took another bite of his food. “What about Jenni?” He asked. “Doesn’t she get to eat?” His tone of disapproval was quite obvious.

The principal looked up. “We’ll make sure that the kitchen saves her a plate, so that after her punishment she can eat and recover. That said,” he paused and looked at Ms. Temis. “It does seem somewhat churlish for us to leave her bound open like this while we are eating, with nothing to keep her occupied.”

Ms. Temis put down her fork. “Of course,” she said immediately. She bent down and reached under the table again. She came back up holding not one, but two white plastic devices, both the size of a television remote control, and handed one across Jenni’s bound body to Ms. Becca.

“Oooh!” The librarian cooed. “A TENS Unit! How adorable!” She smiled. “And with clamps. Very austere.” She smiled at Ms. Temis. “I presume these should go on her tits?”

Ms. Temis nodded and set her own transcutaneous nerve stimulator on the table beside Jenni’s hip. “Indeed. My TENS unit has a clamp for her clit.”

Ms. Becca didn’t hesitate. She unclipped the two sets of wired metal clamps and quickly stood, bending over Jenni’s prone body. Toby watched with a mixture of fascination and frustration as the librarian positioned both clamps and then let them tighten down on Jenni’s nipples. Jenni let out a mewl of pain, the discomfort flashing across her eyes, but she didn’t say anything else. Ms. Temis, however, ran her fingers through Jenni’s pussy, opening up the folds and exposing the girl’s clitoris. Toby, sitting right in front of Jenni’s crotch, watched as the clamp locked down on Jenni’s engorged nub, the double white wire leading back to Ms.Temis’ device.

“I think Level Three to be an appropriate starting point,” declared Ms. Becca, lifting her TENS Unit. “That should be a nice mix of a twist and a pinch.” She turned on the device and Jenni jerked, gasping. Her chest heaved and her upper body seemed to twitch every other second. Toby knew that the small white device was sending shocks across each of Jenni’s nipples. He didn’t think Level three was particularly painful, at least from the way Jenni was reacting, but he knew that there were ten levels and it was unlikely that Ms. Becca would turn the device down.

Ms. Temis produced two white electro stimtabs, small squares wired just like the clamp and Toby looked on in confusion as Ms. Temis placed one tab on Jenni’s pudenda, then the other right on the small patch of skin between Jenni’s pussy and ass.

“Despite this being stimulation prior to punishment,” she declared, “it’s still not supposed to be a pleasant experience. Her clit and cunt will get level four.” Ms. Temis picked up the remote and Toby watched as Jenni’s lower half started to quiver in time to the shocks. She mewled, eyes closing as a ripple of pain shot through her loins.

Toby glared at Ms. Temis and the woman gave him a haughty look. “You are hardly in a position to complain,” the woman declared. “If it were up to me, you’d have been ejected from the dance and scheduled to join your slut of a date at In School Suspension.”

“Now, now,” the principal said. “He’s just expressing his feelings for Jenni’s welfare.” The principal tapped his fork against his plate. Ms. Becca nodded and smiled at Temis.

“Perhaps Toby should be given an opportunity to mitigate some of her discomfort,” the librarian suggested.

Ms. Temis’s eyebrow arched upward. “Like what?”

Ms. Becca shrugged. “Perhaps a dildo?”

“He’s eating his dinner,” Ms. Temis retorted.

Toby pushed his plate aside. “I’m finished,” he declared immediately.

Ms. Temis gave him a dirty look. “You’ve barely touched it!” She sniffed. “Not that I blame you. Cum isn’t a flavor some people enjoy.”

Toby’s eyes narrowed. “It’s not the flavor,” he assured Ms. Temis. “It’s the company.”

Ms. Temis’ mouth dropped and she half rose from her chair, but the principal let out a loud guffaw.

“An excellent roast! I appreciate a sharp whit!” The principal declared. Ms. Temis seethed, grinding her teeth as she stared at Toby, who didn’t back down even a hair. “Do you have a dildo or not, Agnus?”

Ms. Temis’ eyes twitched and grudgingly she reached back down under the table. But as she reached down, her mouth curled up into a smile. She rummaged around for a moment and then pulled out the most astonishing phallus Toby had ever seen.

It was huge, easily the width and length of his arm. A switch on the bottom made it clear that it was motorized and a secondary arm stuck out at an angle, clearly meant to be jammed against a woman’s clit. Ms. Temis handed it over and Toby took it, more than a little alarmed.

“My goodness!” Declared Ms. Becca. “What is that?”

Ms. Temis smiled wickedly. “It’s a new stimulation device I ordered from Japan. It vibrates and corkscrews simultaneously and I’ve been meaning to try it on an appropriate subject. I’m glad an opportunity has presented itself.” She looked over at Jenni and then slapped Jenni’s thigh, eliciting a sharp yelp from the girl, who was almost totally focused on the shocks. “Your young man is about to provide you some relief. I should warn you that orgasming during stimulation is a punishment, which I will inflict upon you this evening.”

Ms. Becca snorted as Jenni nodded, closing her eyes. Ms. Temis grinned viciously and then nodded at Toby. “You may,” she paused sarcastically, “mitigate her discomfort.” 

Toby took a deep breath, cursing his words. He looked at the phallus and turned it on. Bright LED lights embedded under the whitish silicone outer layer began flashing, drawing the attention of everyone at the nearby tables. A loud whisper built as the toy in his hand began wriggling vigorously. Toby’s eyes widened in alarm. How the hell could Jenni resist such a device? He glanced at her, noting the pained expression on her face, her cheek twitching in time with the rest of her body as the TENS units continued to send jolts of electricity across her tingling nipples, clit, and labia. Without a good option, he lowered the point of the surging, sparkling, jerking rod and pushed it up against Jenni’s pussy.

If Toby was surprised at how easy it was to insert the monstrous dildo into Jenni, he hid it well. The entire length slid into her body, almost up to where his hand gripped the handle and her entire lower half began rocking back and forth as the motorized jiggling of the sex toy rotated inside her. Toby held it in place as Jenni gasped, then groaned, her pussy tilting upward, thrusting toward him.

“Make sure you pump it too, Toby!” Ms. Becca urged.

Ms. Temis grinned as Toby’s eyes flickered over Jenni to the librarian, clearly alarmed. “Well boy? Go on. Pump it.” Ms. Temis ordered.

Toby bit his lip, but he drew the dildo half way out, then pushed it back in. The wet squelching sound of the huge phallus going in and out was loud enough that he could hear it over the sounds of the music and the nearby conversations. The effect on Jenni was immediate. Her entire body began wriggling with sensory overload, unable to process both the intense pleasure and shocking pain being delivered to her nervous system.

“Toby,” said Ms. Becca pleasantly between bites, “let me know if you think she’s close and I can turn up the TENS Unit. A little more sting on her nipples might help her control the sensation.”

Toby blinked, trying to understand how hurting Jenni more would help her deal with the pleasure. He looked down and continued to pump the dildo. The principal pushed his plate away and looked over at Ms. Temis.

“Agnus, what do you recommend next for punishment?”

Ms. Temis looked up from her dinner, eyeing Jenni’s quivering form. “Presuming she doesn’t cum from this mitigation of discomfort?”

The principal laughed. “Yes. I know that if she explodes while we’re eating you’ll undoubtedly inflict something appropriate on her. But if she and Toby manage to avoid a third orgasm, what’s next?”

“Her feet,” declared Ms. Temis. “Punishment for those ridiculous shoes.” She glanced at Toby, who was still thrusting the dildo into Jenni.

Ms. Becca’s face brightened. “Oh! Excellent. Can I cane her soles?”

Ms. Temis looked over at Ms. Becca with a confused look. “You? A cane?”

Ms. Becca grinned. “I have a soft spot for a girl’s arches,” she said with a wink. In front of her, Jenni let out a strained whimper, her bottom lip trembling.

Ms. Temis considered it. “It was my intention to use a different implement on each part of her body. I had intended to use a pair of rubber bands and…”

“Oh!” Ms Becca said, interrupting. “That would be fine too!”

Ms. Temis frowned. “It would?”

Ms. Becca grinned. “Absolutely. Can we put them on her now?”

Ms. Temis glanced at the principal who shrugged. “I have no objections,” he replied, so Ms. Temis reached back under the table. Toby used Ms. Temis’ distraction to slow his pumping, but that seemed to backfire as Jenni tightened down on the churning dildo, letting out a groan that spoke volumes. Toby gritted his teeth, watching as she began grinding, working herself against the toy desperately.

“Damn it,” he muttered, pulling it out of her.

Ms. Temis reappeared and held up two thick blue rubber bands. She tossed one to Ms.Becca and took the other one, spreading it between her fingers and slipping it over the toes of Jenni’s right foot. It settled down in the middle of Jenni’s foot, the band right in the center of her arch. Ms. Temis smiled and didn’t wait, pulling on the elastic against the delicate curve and pulling outward. She let go and the rubber band snapped back, striking Jenni’s sole.

She jerked, but it was clearly the maniacal dildo that held her attention. Ms. Becca stood up and moved to the side of the table, stroking the bottom of Jenni’s left foot. The girl’s toes twitched and Ms. Becca fluttered her fingers with an evil grin. Jenni’s head twisted and she looked at Ms. Becca in alarm, crying out as her toes curled.

“Please! That tickles!” Jenni squealed.

“So?” Demanded Ms. Becca, her fingers still flickering along Jenni’s sole. The girl grimaced, then screamed with laughter. She began thrashing on the table, shaking violently and Toby couldn’t even hold the vibrator in her.

“Becca!” The principal said loudly. “Cease!”

Ms. Becca looked up, her hand frozen, as Jenni let out a panicked cry of relief. “Excuse me?” Ms. Becca demanded.

The principal gave the librarian a frustrated look. “The restraints holding her down are not sufficient for a tickling session. And while I am both intrigued and very much interested in observing such torments inflicted upon her, this might be best left for another day.”

“But not Monday,” Ms. Temis said. “On Monday I’m going to have her tied upside down while I whip every inch of her exquisite little body.”

Ms. Becca licked her lips, but then she nodded as Jenni’s frantic breathing slowed. “Very well,” she said. She spread the rubber band open and slipped it over Jenni’s toes, running it down to the very spot she’d just been tickling. “Snaps it is,” she stated.

“Toby,” Ms. Temis said. “Aren’t you supposed to be fucking that tramp’s cunt with that thing?”

Toby glanced at Ms. Temis, holding the motorized wand. He frowned. “She was wiggling around so much I couldn’t keep it in,” he said sullenly.

“Well, put it back in,” demanded the teacher. Toby nodded and placed the humming, rotating tip back against Jenni’s pussy and pushed. As it went in she shuddered, then yelped as both Ms. Becca and Ms. Temis snapped their respective rubber bands.

“Ouch,” the principal said cheerfully.

Becca eyed Agnus. “On each thrust?” She asked.

Ms. Temis grinned.

“What?” Toby asked, drawing the shaking toy out of Jenni’s grasping little cunt.

“Push it back in, Toby,” purred Ms. Becca. “Hard.”

Toby frowned but thrust the dildo back into Jenni, who jerked as it went in. Then she let out a little cry as both women once more let go of the rubber bands, the elastic biting into Jenni’s arches.

“Again,” Ms. Temis ordered.

Toby gritted his teeth, furious that they were using his movements to time their punishment, but he could tell that Jenni had very different feelings. Maybe the rubber bands hurt, but on top of the shocks still being delivered to her nipples and clit, not to mention whatever was flowing through the folds of her sex, around the plunging silicone monster Toby was repeatedly shoving into her, how could it be worse? Toby felt himself fold emotionally, giving into the situation. Jenni was clearly enraptured, on her way to a third orgasm. Did it really matter if she earned herself another punishment for that evening, on top of the ones she was already supposed to get? He shook his head, sliding the dildo in again, watching as her toes curled in response to the fresh snaps of pain across her soles.

“I think she might be getting close,” observed the principal, somewhat ruefully. He looked up at Ms. Becca. “It might be prudent to increase the level on the TENS Unit.”

Toby ignored the comment and pulled the dildo out, only to ram it back into Jenni’s dripping, clutching quim. Another set of snaps to the bottoms of Jenni’s feet caused her to yelp, grimacing.

Ms. Becca looked up. “I have no objection. What about you, Agnus?”

Ms Temis reached for the TENS unit by Jenni’s hip and without a word, pressed a button. Jenni gasped, then mewled, her face contorting.

“Owww! Owwwie!”

The principal smiled. “That might pull her back from the brink,” he agreed. But he still reached for the other TENS unit and turned it up a level as well. Jenni let out a shrill squawk and Toby saw her nipples pucker, the entire areolas tightening up. The clamps on her breasts seemed to shake as her bosom rippled with a series of spasms and Ms. Becca tapped his arm, reminding him to continue fucking Jenni’s pussy with the dildo. He jammed it back in and another set of snaps cut into the bottoms of each of Jenni’s feet.

As Toby continued thrusting, each full push ending with Jenni’s shrill cries as the rubber bands continued to lacerate the sensitive, delicate arches, he couldn’t help noticing that despite everything being done to her, her sex was clenching hard around the dildo. Her hips moved in time with his hand, the huge phallus plunging into her soaked hole, flashing lights and churning movement sending waves of sexual delight up through her body. He could only wonder how her brain was interpreting the mixed signals, the agonies and ecstasies as each time he jammed the overactive mechanical cock up into her pussy. Jenni let out a passionate wail, her body twisting on the table, clearly on the verge.

“Two more, Toby!” Ms.Becca exclaimed happily. “Quickly now, before she cums!”

Ms.Temis growled. “No. Push that damn thing inside her and hold it there for a moment!”

Ms.Becca gave Ms.Temis a skeptical look, but then shrugged, evidently deciding that was fine. “Alright. Shove it in again and hold it there,” the librarian amended, smiling.

Toby, realizing what was about to happen, closed his eyes. There was no way to avoid it. Jenni was going to cum. His hand moved gently, thrusting the huge dildo in and he held it there, feeling the rhythm of its cranking, its vibration against the walls of her sex. Jenni screeched and he knew that Ms. Becca and Ms. Temis had snapped the rubber bands against Jenni’s poor soles.

He felt the spray on his hand and opened his eyes as Jenni began bucking, her body unable to process everything being done to it. Each nipple seemed to burn as electricity crossed the tender tips, causing the skin to pucker and tingle. The same sensation shot across her clitoris, except the higher level of the TENS Unit added a violent twist to the sensation, as if someone was gripping her tender nub with a pair of pliers, squeezing and turning her flesh. Flashes of lightning seemed to shoot down along her pussy, switching between one labia and the next, causing her body to contract in rhythmic pulses around the dildo in Toby’s hands. The biting cruelty inflicted upon her poor feet was only a mild irritation to the girl, but on such sensitive spots, was like pouring salt into a wound.

But it was the phallus itself that was the worst. Her sex was sore and sensitive and the massive girth and length of the toy stretched her insides, curling around her soft depths. Each rotation caused it to rub against her G-Spot, sending surges of pleasure screeching up her spine. Yet that sensation got caught up with the pain flaring up through her breasts from her nipples, which combined with the burning sensation from her feet. Jenni’s brain, unable to process everything, began to short circuit, converting it all into something she could handle, something she could bear, something that she could use.

“AGGGHHHHH!” She screamed, so loudly that the entire ballroom turned to look at her thrashing body. Fluid squirted out of her sex, around the phallus inside her, soaking Toby’s hand and arm up to his elbow. Her bottom lifted up off the table as her back arched, her neck extended and Toby gasped in alarm as Jenni seemed to go crazy. Spasms rippled across her slick and shiny skin. Her chest heaved, the wires dancing as she twitched madly. Another cry escaped her lips and students stood at their tables, watching in both alarm and admiration as Jenni orgasmed.

Ms. Becca snapped her rubber band one last time and smiled as the girl on the table slumped, her head lolling as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head.

***

It took some time for the principal to calm everyone down and get students to return to their seats. When he returned to the table he found Jenni in the same position, but Ms. Becca and Ms. Temis had removed both TENS Units, putting them away. The rubber bands on her feet were also gone, though both arches sported a distinct red mark across the soft and sensitive center, from the instep to the outer edge. He ran a finger along one, feeling Jenni twitch as he touched her.

Toby was sitting in his chair, his head in his hands. The dildo was laying on the table in it’s own puddle of goo, the lights and motors turned off. The principal put his hand on Toby’s shoulder and squeezed lightly.

“You’re doing great,” he said softly. Toby twisted and looked up the man.

“I’m doing great?” He asked incredulously.

The principal nodded. “It takes great fortitude to provide the kind of attention to a young woman that you have this evening. And in such circumstances.” He gestured around the room. “Everyone is watching you. What you do to her. How you do it.” He grinned. “Half the girls in this place are wishing they’d had the guts to wear a dress like her. To break the rules knowing that being bound in front of everyone, punished and tormented, forced to orgasm for everyone’s entertainment, would be the result. But it was your date that did it.”

On the other side of the table, Ms. Temis and Ms. Becca sat together, talking quietly, but with clear animation, as if they were discussing important issues. Toby shook his head, unsure how to take the words of the principal.

“I’m supposed to be taking care of her,” he muttered.

The principal laughed. “Oh trust me, you are certainly taking care of her. Her needs, to be precise.” He shook his head. “Jenni is a very special girl. Her cravings are somewhat beyond the norm. It takes a strong hand, a somewhat sadistic one too, in order to meet those needs. I think you have what it takes.” He gestured at the girl, who lay there, breathing quietly, still lost in the euphoric bliss of sexual release, barely aware of her surroundings. “And think about this Toby. She knew what she wanted. What she needed. And how this evening was going to go. She chose you to end it with her.”

That made Toby blink. Slowly he nodded and then looked up at the principal. “Yeah,” he replied with realization. “She did. Didn’t she?”

The principal grinned. He patted Toby’s shoulder again. “Indeed. Now she needs you to be strong for what's coming next. She will need your support.”

Toby frowned. “What’s coming next?”

The principal hesitated, then shrugged. “Well, had she managed to avoid that orgasm, I’d be taking a strap to her thighs.” He pointed at Jenni’s spread legs. “Unfortunately, she’s earned herself a special punishment for cumming and I believe that the ladies have devised a most devious and cruel consequence as repercussion.” He pointed to where Ms. Becca and Ms. Temis were deep in conversation.

Several waiters swung by the table, clearing the main dinner plates and Ms. Temis stood up. Coming around toward Toby, she looked down on Jenni’s naked body with a smirk. “We have decided on the next punishment,” she declared.

Toby’s eyes darted to Jenni and saw that she had lifted her head just slightly, looking up at Ms. Temis. Still stretched and bound on the table, legs spread wide, she didn’t have the freedom to move much. Toby wondered if she was uncomfortable.

“To start with,” Ms. Temis announced, “please release the bungee cords from her ankle cuffs.”

The principal, who was sitting near Jenni’s right foot, immediately bent under the table and unhooked the elastic cord and then freed her leg. Toby followed suit, thrilled at being able to free Jenni, even if it were just a little. She groaned with relief as the tension was lifted and closed her legs, stretching them, toes pointed. Toby couldn’t help staring at the soft bottoms of her feet, transfixed by the red mark going across the arch. Then Ms. Temis tapped him on the arm.

“Now Toby, lift her up by the hips and pull her down to the edge of the table. Her pussy needs to be where your plate was.”

Toby blinked, but with a glance at the principal who nodded, Toby reached forward, putting his hands on Jenni’s waist. She helped, wriggling toward him as he pulled. Her arms, still bound above her head, straightened and pulled tight, but Ms. Becca was on the end to make sure that nothing untoward happened. Toby continued pulling until Jenni’s legs bent at the knees, flopping downward over the curved edge of the circular table. She let her toes dangle as he settled her into position. Temis smiled and pushed a chair over. Then she bent under the table again, rustling around in whatever container she had brought.

Ms.Becca smiled. “Sit down, Toby.”

He paused, but then lowered himself down, shocked at how close he was to Jenni’s sex. It was literally right in front of him. The scent of her arousal was strong and the pink folds of her sex seemed to pulse. Her clit was slightly engorged from the various torments applied to it and he could only imagine how she felt, on display and subject to unspeakable torment.

Ms. Temis popped up holding two small plastic pill shaped objects in one hand, both the size and shape of a pecan. Wires led to from each object to a control box and she also held a roll of medical adhesive tape. As she moved toward Jenni’s upper body, Ms. Becca came around, running her hand across Toby’s shoulders. He stiffened at the touch and then cringed when she sat down in the chair right next to him. Her hand slid downward, along his side, and to his shock, into his lap. Her fingers found the bulge of his need and gave him a soft squeeze.

“Enjoying the view?” She teased.

“Please,” Toby begged. “Please don’t.”

Ms. Becca laughed. “Silly boy. Don’t you know that you’re being punished too?” She said, her fingers moving from the shape of him to the zipper of his trousers. She pulled and Toby froze, unsure what to do, when he saw Ms. Temis tearing a strip of tape off the roll, only to secure the first of the little objects onto Jenni’s right breast. It was positioned over the nipple, the wire running up her shoulder and to the control box over her head.

“Toby, you might be interested to know that you will play a crucial role in the coming punishment of this young fuckslut. Ms. Becca has reminded me that mere physical torment can be made more effective by torturing a person’s mind, and she has suggested a rather invidious option.” She tore another piece of tape and began securing the second bullet to Jenni’s other breast.

Ms. Becca finished unzipping Toby’s pants and worked her fingers inward. “Toby,” she purred, pushing aside the material of his boxers. “In a moment dessert will be served,” she said, finding his manhood. She grasped it and began pulling it free of the encasing material. “Key lime pie. Do you like key lime pie?”

Toby, his cock throbbing as she extracted him from his pants, gulped. “It’s okay. I guess,” he managed to squeak.

Ms. Becca laughed. “Well, for Jenni’s sake, I hope it’s better than okay.” She gently began stroking him. “When your slice arrives, I am going to place a small dollop of pie filling on Jenni’s clit. You are going to devour it, licking and then sucking your tiny little plate clean. If I’m satisfied that nothing remains on Jenni’s little nub, I’ll place another bit of pie on her for you to eat. In this manner, you’ll get to enjoy both Jenni’s body, and key lime pie.”

Toby looked at Jenni, the thought of what was about to happen a little intense. His cock throbbed in her hand. “Uh… okay.” He paused. “Wait. What’s the catch?”

Ms. Temis lifted the control box and suddenly the hum of two motors floated across Jenni. She gasped, arching her back again momentarily. “Oh God!” She whimpered.

Ms. Temis grinned. “Explain the ‘catch’ to him, Becca.”

Becca, her hand still lightly caressing his cock, leaned closer. “Neither of you are allowed to cum,” she whispered. Then her fingers spun around the head of his shaft and he shuddered, his hips surging upward. “I can feel your need,” she added quietly, her lips at his ears. “You are so close. You’ve watched her cum, what three times here at the table? Four? Did you fuck her before bringing her to the dance too?” Her hand suddenly engulfed his rod and she began stroking him more vigorously. “If you cum,” she declared, “you may decide between having a second slice of pie, eaten out of her pussy like the first, or…”

“I pinch her clit in a clip and take a plastic ruler to it, beating that sore, sensitive little nub into paste,” Ms. Temis declared firmly. She smiled. “Ms. Becca would prefer you to have another slice while I would much prefer beating this little strumpet’s cunt.” She shrugged. “Either way, you both suffer.”

Toby swallowed. Across the room, the waiters were already starting to bring out the dessert course. “What if… what if she cums?”

“Well,” Ms. Becca said, still stroking Toby’s dick. “It is unlikely that you’ll be able to bring her to such a point. Jenni is, after all, a pain slut. And while her clit is undoubtedly sensitive right now, and we are hoping to increase that sensitivity for the final punishment, I do not think you’ll be successful.”

Ms. Temis grinned. “I disagree. I think she’s ripe for exactly this kind of torment. The incessant licking of her clit will drive her crazy. That said, should you manage to bring her to orgasm, I am going to place a trio of guillotine clamps on her nipples and clit, which she will suffer until her final punishment.”

Toby blinked. “So… don’t make her cum.”

Ms. Becca chuckled. “That would be wise.” Her fingers continued to squeeze and torment him.

“And don’t cum myself.”

Suddenly, a slice of key lime pie was set down in front of Ms. Becca. A second was set on the other side of Jenni’s leg. Ms. Becca let go of Toby’s prick, plucked the spoon off the side of the plate and sliced a tiny bit of key lime off the edge of the slice. There was barely enough to cover a dime and she leaned forward over Jenni’s leg and delicately smeared the light green cream over Jenni’s clit, swirling it deep so that it seeped into the hood. Jenni groaned, hips twitching.

“Start licking,” Ms. Becca encouraged. She put down the spoon and went right back to rubbing Toby’s shaft.

Toby’s tongue was already touching Jenni’s clit when his brain began processing the specifics of her circumstances. It didn’t help that she let out a passionate groan of pleasure, pressing up with her mons so that she filled his mouth. He lifted up slightly, licking and stabbing his tongue against her swollen nub, the taste and flavor of lime mixed with the salty tang of her arousal filling his mouth. He glanced down, looking for more of the pie filling, but didn’t see any. He went back down, sucked her entire clit into his mouth and when he couldn’t taste any citrus, came back up, chin wet. Ms. Becca was ready, his member in one hand, the spoon in the other, a small, fresh dollop of key lime pie waiting. She smeared it on Jenni’s clit, scratching at her nub with the edge of the spoon, eliciting a little squeal from the girl, then pulled back.

Toby bent forward again, his hands on her soft thighs and he dug his thumbs into her labia, pulling the folds apart so he could get a better angle on her clit. Jenni groaned, her hips rolling, thrusting into his darting tongue. He slurped his way around her nub then pulled back.

“Missed a small spot there, at the top,” Ms. Becca said helpfully. Toby quickly darted back, licking at Jenni’s clit and the second he pulled back, Ms. Becca was smearing another astonishingly small bit of cream on Jenni’s clitoris.

As he sucked and lapped at her sex, he could hear Jenni’s breathing become more labored. She twitched under his mouth, her loins jerking as her soft moans transformed into something more intense. Each dollop from Ms. Becca took him almost a full thirty seconds to properly clear from Jenni’s slit and several times Ms. Becca made him do it over. His own cock throbbed with desperation as Ms. Becca toyed with him too.

“Yes!” Jenni groaned. “More! Oh Toby!”

“Jenni!” He gasped. “You can’t! You have to hold off!” Ms. Becca smeared another bit of cream on her cunt.

“You might need to turn the vibrating bullets on her nipples up a bit,” Ms. Becca said politely to Ms. Temis, who stood just above Jenni’s head, monitoring. Her hand jerked in Toby’s lap.

Ms. Temis grinned and touched the control box. Jenni cried out, starting to shake. Toby lifted his head again from Jenni’s quivering quim. “Please! Ms. Becca! I’m about to…”

Ms. Becca slipped out of her chair so quickly that Toby thought she’d fallen. Instead she pushed her head beneath the table and wrapped her mouth around his cock so quickly that he had no understanding of what had just happened. She sucked on him voraciously, bobbing her head as Toby cried out in release, spurting his fluid into the teacher’s throat. Ms. Becca swallowed eagerly and came up a moment later as Toby slumped, his breath ragged. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and grinned. “Delicious,” she said teasingly. She got back into her seat and glanced at Jenni’s clit.

“Missed a spot. Were you distracted?” She asked sweetly. “Should I ask some other boy to come and take your spot? I’m sure one of these young men would gladly dump their date in order to put their tongue in Jenni’s pussy.”

That snapped Toby out of his daze. He blinked, glared at Ms. Becca and shook his head.

“No!” He said firmly. “I’ll do it.” He put his nose against Jenni’s loins and began licking again. Ms. Becca waited patiently and the moment he pulled back, smeared another frustratingly small amount of key lime pie on the same spot. Toby didn’t hesitate but dived right in. Jenni mewled, trembling with need.

“I wonder what option he will choose,” said the principal, watching from his seat and taking small bites of his own pie. “I guess it depends on if she explodes before he finishes.”

Ms. Temis nodded. “Personally, I’m hoping that he lets me beat her clit.” She glanced around the room. “The other students are still watching. Let’s hope that they take this public punishment to heart and don’t repeat Jenni’s mistakes.”

Ms. Becca looked up from adding another bit of pie to Jenni’s clit. “Agnus, I do believe you’re right. I apologize.”

Ms. Temis blinked. “For what?” She asked.

Jenni mewled, thrusting her hips up violently.

“Because the little slut is cumming,” Ms. Becca said with a rueful grin.

Sure enough, Jenni quivered as Toby continued to lick and suck her clit. He felt the added wetness as well as the way she trembled and he lifted his face, only to watch as Ms. Becca put another bit of pie on the girl’s nub. He glanced down at the plate. He hadn’t even finished half of the slice! Worse, his cock was already starting to firm up again, despite having unloaded the contents of his balls into Ms. Becca’s mouth. She continued to rub and fondle him and he looked at her weakly.

“Shouldn’t we, you know, give her a moment’s rest?” He begged.

“What?” Demanded Temis. “Of course not! Get your mouth on her cunt right now!”

Ms. Becca gave Toby’s cock a firm squeeze. “No rest for the wicked,” she teased. Toby groaned but bent back down, his tongue lapping at Jenni as she shuddered, then let out a pained whimper. Ms Temis bent over her, grabbing both tits and squeezing them.

“Are you feeling it yet?” She hissed, her mouth right by Jenni’s ear. “Is your clit sore and sensitive? Ms. Becca thinks that this is the true torment, but we’ll see in a moment, won’t we? As soon as your boy toy finishes that pie I’m going to find out whether you go through another twenty minutes of constant licking or three minutes of excruciating agony. Which do you think he’ll choose?” She kneaded the soft globes, the vibrating bullets taped to Jenni’s nipples shaking against the sensitive tips. “Overloaded yet?”

Jenni’s eyes flickered up and she met Ms. Temis’ gaze. Carefully she nodded, wincing. “Yes,” she whimpered. “So sensitive. It’s like… being scraped.”

Ms. Temis shook her head in quiet disbelief. “So she was right. I guess I have something to learn from our dear librarian.” She lifted her head up and glanced down at Jenni’s body. Her hips were rolling again as Toby continued to lick and Ms. Temis grinned. “He’s been at it for fifteen minutes and there’s still plenty of pie left!”

Jenni let out another whimper, her body twitching. At one point, she lifted a leg and Ms. Becca looked up with concern, then smiled as it came back down. Out on the dance floor student couples had started dancing again and the volume level rose as real music began pumping through the room.

“One more little bit,” Ms. Becca declared happily, smearing the last bit over and around Jenni’s clit. The little nub seemed huge now, three times its original size. Jenni shuddered violently as Toby, his cock rock hard and almost painful in Ms. Becca’s fingers, leaned down and sucked it clean.

“Excellent!” Declared Ms. Becca. She pushed the plate away. Toby leaned back in his chair, sagging. He was tired and his jaw hurt. He’d never licked a girl for thirty minutes before! He looked over at Ms. Becca, clearly defeated. She let go of his cock and patted his leg. “Would you like another slice of pie dear? Or does Ms. Temis get to turn your darling’s clit into a burning nodule of utter agony?”

Toby groaned and he looked up at Jenni. “Jenni? What should I do?” He asked, though the words came out mushy, his mouth aching. She looked up, lifting her head, eyes soft and forgiving. Even without her saying it, Toby guessed what she wanted. He shook his head and suddenly stood up, his cock coming out from under the table, sticking straight out.

“No!” He declared, leaning over her, putting his hands on her thighs. Jenni gasped as Ms. Becca stood quickly, alarmed. “I’ll do it. I don’t care how much it aches! I don’t care if I can’t talk or eat for a week!” He said to Jenni. “Don’t accept the punishment to save me!”

Jenni’s eyes widened and she bit her bottom lip. For a second she looked conflicted but then Ms. Temis laughed. “You foolish boy. She wants both.”

Toby’s mouth dropped and he looked back at Jenni, seeing the guilt in her eyes. She looked away and he moved back, dropping into his chair. Ms. Becca took a deep breath, then smiled warmly.

“Well,” the librarian said. “How interesting!” She reached down under the table and grabbed one of the bungee cords. “I’m glad the music has gotten loud again,” she added. “It will help muffle the screams.” She snagged Jenny’s foot and hooked the bungee cord to it, pulling it outward and up. Jenni groaned as her leg swiveled and she twisted to lessen the pressure on her hip.

Ms. Temis snorted and moved around to the other side of the girl. In seconds, Jenny was doing the splits, her legs pulled almost perpendicular to her torso along the bottom edge of the circular table. Toby sat there, right in front of Jenni’s still soaked sex, staring numbly at his girlfriend’s pussy. He just couldn’t believe what was happening. What was about to happen!

Ms. Temis disappeared beneath the table and when she came back out she handed a red rubber ball gag on a black leather band to Ms. Becca. The librarian took the ball and quickly moved to Jenni’s head. The girl accepted it willingly, her chest heaving as the vibrators taped to her nipples continued to send salvos of oscillating waves through her huge tits. Ms. Temis, still standing by Jenni’s hip, lifted up a strange looking clamp. Two curved plastic braces, each as long as her forefinger, were connected at the back by a hinge. She glanced at Toby.

“Perhaps you should go sit next to the principal,” she said quietly. “You might not be as ready for this as she is.” It came out softly, almost compassionately.

The principal nodded. “Toby. Come over here. Sit by me. Hold Jenni’s hand. She’s going to need your strength for this next bit.”

Slowly, Toby stood and he shuffled over to the seat next to the Principal. Ms. Becca sat on the other side of the man as Ms. Temis leaned over Jenni’s outstretched groin. She positioned the strange clamp so that the soft, over-sensitized nub that Toby had spent the last half hour licking and sucking, was right between the two braces. Then, with a nasty smirk on her lips, she squeezed the clamp shut and felt it lock tight.

The effect on Jenny was immediate. The agonizing screech that struggled to escape from around the ball gag was still easily audible and even a few students who were still scraping at their dessert plates looked around, shocked at Jenny’s frame arching upward in pain-ridden agony. Her toes curled and her bottom lifted from the table, only to begin bouncing in desperate throes, as if she were trying to escape the biting pressure that crushed her clitoris.

Ms. Temis picked up the flat, twelve inch ruler and put a hand on Jenni’s hip, forcing the girl down, steadingying her target. “She’ll go numb in a minute or two,” she declared. “So we do it now.” Then, with her tongue caught between her teeth, she began smacking Jenni’s clamped, caught, sensitized, and engorged clitoris.

Jenni screamed, her heels thumping on the desk as pain exploded through her body. Only the gag in her mouth kept the entire student body from realizing what was happening, though enough of them were close enough to stare in shock. Several phones came out, including Ms. Becca’s, snapping photos and videotaping the brutal punishment as Ms. Temis beat out a dozen vicious strokes, each landing precisely on the clamped button. Toby’s fingers tightened into fists and he half rose from his seat as Jenni began thrashing, pulling hard on her bonds, bawling as tears streamed from her clenched eyes. Her teeth dug into the ball gag as she shrieked, spank after spank smashing her clit flat against the clamp braces. It took less than a minute for Ms. Temis to deliver all twenty strokes and the second the last one hammered down, scorching the little purple nub, Ms. Temis dropped the ruler and quickly released Jenni from the excruciating clamp.

Blood surged back into the crushed and beaten tip and Jenni once more went rigid with pain. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as her scream became gargled and suddenly she slumped, passing out. Ms. Becca stood with immediate concern, but then Jenni was back, eyes flickering around as she began sobbing, her voice drowned out. Toby held her hand, grimacing, furious with himself for allowing her to choose this and he shook his head, angry.

But then Jenny tried to say something. She mumbled it through her tears, around the gag. Ms. Becca’s eyebrow went up.

“What?” She asked in disbelief. “Hold on. Agnus?”

Ms. Temis looked up from Jenni’s other end. “What?”

Ms. Becca struggled with the gag, pulling the ball from Jenni’s mouth. “What did you say?” She demanded.

“PLEASE! I’M SO CLOSE!” Jenni cried out.

Temis blinked.

“PLEASE! SOMEONE FUCK ME!” Jenni screamed. That got several heads turning in their direction.

Ms. Temis blinked, unsure of herself. Ms. Becca’s mouth dropped. But it was the principal who surged upright. He grabbed Toby and hauled the young man around, pushing past Ms. Temis.

“PLEASE! PLEASE! PLEASE! I NEED… I NEED!” Jenni whimpered, her entire body shaking violently.

“Well man! Get it out!” The principal urged. Toby just stared. The principal poked him hard in the side. “Your cock. Put it in her now!”

Something clicked inside Toby and he frantically unzipped his pants. He shucked out of them as more of his fellow students turned to watch. He climbed up on the table between Jenni’s outstretched legs, trying to be gentle, trying not to hurt her…

Her head snapped up and she looked at him with blazing eyes and burning need. “TOBY! I NEED YOU! FUCK ME HARD!”

And Toby slid himself in.

***

Ms. Temis stood against the wall, arms crossed, looking aggrieved as Toby finally slid off the thrashing body of the brunette slut still bound to the table. She’d cum, even before he did, screaming in lust filled glory as the young man stuffed her cunt hole to the brim. The sex had been brutal and fast, all panting and thrusting. The young man slipped into his seat as the principal removed the two vibrating bullets from Jenni’s nipples, turning them off. Jenni lay there, tiny spasms rippling through her outstretched legs and arms, her head turned to the side, eyes closed. It had taken a moment for her breathing to slow and now she almost looked asleep.

Temis frowned, furious with herself and rolled her eyes as Ms. Becca came over and leaned against the wall next to her.

“Well,” the librarian said. “That was somewhat unexpected,” she said loudly, trying to be heard over the music.

“Maybe it shouldn’t have been,” Ms. Temis declared. “She’s a pain slut. A nympho humiliation pain slut. She gets off on being humiliated in public, at being used as a cock sleeve, on having her naughty bits whipped and paddled and beaten. And she’s a slut because I know for a fact that while she might prefer that rugged young man there, she’ll fuck practically anyone.”

Ms. Becca nodded. “I know,” she admitted. “Even I was slightly surprised at her level of masochism.” 

Temis let out a frustrated breath. “I feel used.”

Ms. Becca bit her lip and then gave Agnus Temis a guilty look. “Agnus, you shouldn’t fret about this, but I suppose you deserve to know. Jenni came to me over a week ago with that dress.”

Temis blinked. “You… you approved it?” She asked incredulously.

Ms. Becca shook her head. “Hardly. I told her that it would most certainly result in her immediate punishment. She then asked if you would be attending prom.”

Temis cocked her head, staring at the girl. “She planned this.”

Ms. Becca nodded. “Indeed. From start to finish.” She put a hand on Temis arm. “We gave her exactly what she wanted. Five, mind-blowing orgasms, in front of a crowd, her body tied up and exposed, legs pulled apart, spanked and whipped right on the spot she loves getting abused the most.”

Ms. Temis shook her head. “There’s nothing we can do with her, is there? She’ll never stop being a fuck slut.”

“And a pain whore,” Ms. Becca agreed. “But it's pretty clear that punishing her this way isn’t having the effect we want it to have. In fact, if anything, it has reinforced the mental pathways that make her seek out this kind of attention. We are essentially feeding the monster.”

Ms. Temis thought about this. “But this also means we can’t stop.”

Ms. Becca chuckled again and nodded. “Exactly.”

“She’ll seek it out on her own if she isn’t getting punished by us.”

The librarian hummed. “And God only knows what trouble she’ll get into if we allow that,” she added.

Ms. Temis pushed off from the wall. “I believe,” she said with newfound firmness, “that it is time for our principal to deliver the next punishment.”

Ms. Becca smiled. “Her thighs, if I’m understanding the progression correctly?”

“Indeed. Tits, tush, toes, thighs, and twat.”

“Too bad ‘clit’ doesn’t start with the letter T,” Becca said ruefully. “Clearly adding it isn’t a bad idea.”

Temis snorted and disagreed. “Most girls couldn’t stand having their pussy spanked twice.”

Becca patted Temis on the shoulder. “But Jenni certainly can. Maybe more than twice.”

The two women approached the table. Jenni lay in a puddle of her own cum, the white table cloth dark from the fluids that had pooled beneath her ass. Her body still twitched as the rushes of adrenaline finally faded, leaving behind the flood of endorphins and dopamine that turned the human mind into pleasure soaked soup. Ms. Temis reached under the table as Ms. Becca began running her hands along Jenni’s body, using her nails along the girl’s sides. It made Jenni quiver and then gasp, her eyes opening up as Becca forced her back to awareness.

Ms. Temis joined the librarian and together they leaned over Becca’s top half. Neither Toby or Jenni noticed what was in Ms. Temis’ hands.

“Feeling good now?” Ms. Becca asked.

Jenni smiled weakly and nodded. “Yes Ma’am,” she whispered. “Just a little sore.”

Becca grinned down at her. “I’m so glad. That you’re sore I mean. Because that will mean these will hurt more.” She held out her hand and Temis put the guillotine clamp into Becca’s palm.

Jenni blinked, realizing what was about to happen. “What?” She mewled. “What… what are you going to do to me?”

Ms. Temis lifted her own piece of hardware. It was a small, bell shaped cage sporting a clover style clamp that dangled from the top, like a clapper. Ms. Temis flicked Jenni’s right nipple and put the cage over her entire areola.

“Ms. Becca? Ms. Temis?” The girl pleaded. “Please? I’ll be a good girl!”

“Oh, it’s way too late for that,” Ms. Becca chided. “You still have forty more strokes to take before we let Toby take you to that hotel bed. And I told you what would happen if you exploded while he was licking you.” She pinched open the clamp and let it close on Jenni’s sore, tenderized nipple. The girl groaned, then let out a sharp cry. Temis followed suit and the crushing bite on both nubs surged through the girl’s chest. Becca began tightening the screw at the top and the clamp rose, pulling the caught bit of flesh upward. Temis did hers just a moment later and Jenni began shaking as the pain shot through her nipples.

The principal stood up from his chair looking interested. “Is it my turn?”

Becca grinned at the man, then straightened, glancing down at Jenni’s pussy. “Do you think her clit can handle it?” She asked Ms. Temis.

Temis reached down and without warning, grabbed hold of Jenni’s clitoris. The girl squealed, toes curling. Temis ran her thumb back and forth across the swollen nub as Jenni blubbered, yelping as her hips jounced up and down. Toby stood up.

“What are you doing to her?” He asked in utter shock.

Temis let go and nodded. “She’ll be fine.”

Ms. Becca went to the boy and pulled him aside. “Toby, Jenni has to endure two more punishments. Now, the principal prefers whipping a woman’s thighs from above, which means that you can help Jenni best by getting that huge motorized dildo out again, and pushing it deep into her cunt. That way she has both pleasure and pain to work with.”

Toby gaped as Ms. Temis leaned over Jenni’s loins and set the guillotine clamp in place. Jenni let out another wail as the metal jaws bit down on her clit. Jenni clenched her teeth and then let out another shriek as Ms. Temis tightened the screw, pulling upward on her nub.

“It’s hurting her!” Toby exclaimed.

Ms. Becca nodded and reached down, grabbing the motorized phallus. “Yes. Yes it is. It’s supposed to. Now do you want to help relieve her pain or not?” She held out the massively thick dildo. “If so, get this in her as quickly as possible.”

Jenni whimpered, her chest heaving as the throbbing ache of the clamps bit deeply into her body. Flickers of pain lanced out from her nipples and clit, burning horribly as her frayed and splintered nerves were forced to communicate the agony. She arched her back again, struggling to cope, when something pushed its way into her pussy, spreading her wide apart, only to begin violently shaking. Jenni squawked as it rumbled and something inside her snapped again. The pain at the tips of her breast and along her pussy shifted, not diminishing, but changing. She couldn’t help thrusting against the long, slow, deep strokes fucking her pussy.

“I’m glad I wore a suit and not a tux,” said the principal, moving into position, his belt in hand. “To be honest, I rather like whipping a girl’s thighs. It seems more like real punishment than smacking her between the legs.” And with that he swung the end of the belt downward. The supple leather impacted only four inches away from where Toby was thrusting the flashing, corkscrewing synthetic cock into Jenni’s body and she jerked, toes curling as the hot sting burned across the soft, delicate flesh of her upper and inner thigh. The principal didn’t wait and struck again, this time a little further away and when he hit a third time, the flesh beneath the first stroke had started to darken, a pink swatch of skin reacting to the impact.

Toby struggled to focus on pumping the dildo, but he couldn’t help watching the reaction each blow of the principal’s belt left on Jenni. More welts, though wider and lighter than the ones left by the cane on Jenni’s ass, appeared on her right leg, from her pussy almost up to her knee. Nine strokes landed beautifully, each in exactly the right spot and the principal returned back to the very apex where her leg and sex met to leave the last blow just a centimeter from Toby’s knuckle. Jenni screeched, her leg shaking as Toby tried to change the pain to pleasure. But even as the shaking of the vibrating cock rocked her core, it also made the guillotine clamp on her clit oscillate, translating the waves directly into her clamped clit.

Jenni began panting, her chest heaving, which only made the other two clamps jiggle and she began thrusting against Toby’s toy filled hand. The principal moved around her body, past Ms. Temis, and on to her other side. He lifted the belt and began smacking downward, leaving another series of blistering blows across Jenni’s skin. She squealed, struggling against the pain, surging against the pleasure, and shaking as her body was once more conflicted with a riot of sensation she had no hope of handling. Finally the twentieth stroke of the principal’s belt landed, so close to her pussy that the leather grazed her labia. She arched her back again, shrieking so loudly that once more she drew the attention of the other students, even above the thumping music.

The principal lifted his belt and nodded with satisfaction. “Nicely done. And look at those marks! She’ll have them until tomorrow morning at the least.” He looked over at Toby. “I highly recommend doggy-style tonight. She won’t appreciate spreading her legs for quite awhile.” Then he frowned. “Oh. She got caned across the ass.” He winced. “Ow. Sex might not be on the menu later.”

Toby frowned, still pumping. But then Ms. Becca leaned over, grabbed the guillotine clamp on Jenni’s clit, and freed the pulverized bit of flesh. Jenni let out a sob, eyes squeezed shut, her head coming up as the pain surged through her. Even Toby’s quickening pace, thrusting the grinding phallus deep into Jenni’s well, didn’t help.

Ms. Temis removed the two clamps on Jenni’s nipples and she cried out again, but only for a moment. Then she lay back, shaking, eyes closed as Toby worked her pussy. Slowly she relaxed, but her breathing didn’t settle. Instead she moaned, her hips rolling ever more stridently. Soon Toby realized that Jenni was not just feeling the pleasure. She was aroused. Her pussy clenched tight on the dildo and he slowed his thrusts even more. He couldn’t help worrying that Ms. Temis or Ms. Becca would stop him.

Ms. Becca seemed to ignore Toby’s movements and looked up at Ms. Temis. “Are you ready?” She asked with a smile.

“Is she?” Agnus replied.

“Tits, tush, toes, thighs, and twat,” Becca repeated. “Do you think she’ll cum?”

Jenni groaned, pumping her hips, her body undulating as Toby worked her closer and closer to climax.

“Does it matter?” Temis asked carefully. She reached under the table and pulled out a black leather sap. The small paddle seemed to glisten in the light, reflecting the colored flashes from the dildo.

Becca paused, then nodded. “I believe it does,” she said simply.

“Then,” Ms. Temis said. “Let’s make sure this little pain slut cums.”

Ms. Becca moved rapidly, grabbing Toby’s arm and yanking the huge dildo out of Jenni’s pussy. Girl goo dripped from the end and Jenni protested, moaning precipitously as her cunt was emptied. Toby froze, shocked at Ms. Becca’s interruption, but then Ms. Temis leaned over Jenni’s belly, the leather sap held above her glistening, soaked slit, and began the spanking.

She didn’t just hit Jenni’s clit, though that poor abused apex of the girl’s pussy certainly received a brutal portion of each rapid stroke. Instead, the paddle curved downward, spreading Jenni’s labia, leaving a biting sting along the entire length of her sex. She screeched, thrusting upward as Temis snapped the paddle over and over against the moist wetness of Jenni’s slit. Blow after blow landed and Toby gaped, losing count as the black sap struck over and over.

Jenni’s legs jerked and her heels thumped on the table. She screamed again, only for her throat to lock up with tension. She pulled on her wrist bindings so hard that one of the bungee cords snapped, flying off past the principal who looked alarmed. But her hands were still bound together as well and she was unable to do anything but thrash back and forth as her pussy was smacked, spanked, and pounded.

“YES!” Jenni suddenly shouted. “YES! HARDER!”

Agnus glanced at Becca who nodded. The librarian grabbed the dildo out of Toby’s hands, making sure it was turned to full power. Ms. Temis looked down, and changed the angle of her attack, slapping more of the paddle along the full length of Jenni’s pussy. The girl howled, almost as loud as she had done before, her scarlet marked thighs trembling. Ms. Temis slapped her clit hard with the paddle and then, just as Jenni squealed, froze.

“That… that was twenty!” Ms. Temis declared, looking at Becca with sudden panic.

“MORE! I’M SO CLOSE! PLEASE! OH GOD!” Jenni screamed. “HIT ME!”

Becca blinked. Then she shrugged as Jenni quivered on the cusp. “Technically, she’s earned another two hundred or so strokes for cumming during punishment.”

The principal nodded and Toby looked at Jenni. “Do it,” he said firmly.

And Ms.Temis grinned, bringing the sap down hard, over and over, until she exploded. 

***

“Here we are,” Toby said quietly, standing in front of the hotel room door. Next to him stood a petite brunette wearing what had to be the most daring, sexy, and utterly inappropriate prom dress that ever existed. She glanced up at him with an exhausted, patient expression, her face slightly haggard. Her makeup was a bit smeared and some black streaks had run from her eyes outward, giving her a uniquely exotic look. He had to admit he liked it. He pushed open the door and she limped in on bare feet, flashes of red marring the soles across each arch.

Toby followed. One hand held his own overnight bag, which he’d retrieved from the car while Jenni had eaten, sitting between Ms. Temis and Ms. Becca. Her bag was thrown over his shoulder and her high heels were clutched between his huge fingers. He set them down as she waddled in. There was a small light on in the corner and she sat down gingerly on the huge, king sized bed, wincing. Toby glanced at the clock. It was late. Already eleven and he had to admit that he was tired. He couldn’t imagine how she felt. He turned on the bedside lamp and the light fell across her body.

Jenni had been put through the worst punishment he’d ever seen inflicted upon a girl. Nipples clamped, shocked, vibrated, and crushed. The bottoms of her feet stung and marked. Her breasts whipped and squeezed. Her thighs had been beaten with a leather belt. And then there was everything done to her poor, sweet, clit and soft folds. He grimaced, not sure how to proceed.

“Are you okay?” He asked nervously. Jenni let out a soft laugh and began tugging on her dress, pulling it upward.

“I’m definitely sore,” she admitted wryly. “I hadn’t expected Ms. Temis to be quite so creative.”

He shook his head. “I can’t believe you meant for this to happen.” He gave her an accusatory look. “You should have told me.”

She smiled up at him. “And you would have been okay with it? Watching me get punished like that? Helping them do it?” She shook her head. “No. I knew you would be strong enough for it. And I wanted it.” She nodded, as if to herself. “I needed it.” For a moment she stared off into the distance, but then shook her head. “Help me get my dress off. I need to see the damage.”

He came over to her and helped, tugging the material free. Had it been the first time to see her naked, it might have been enticing, but after the events of that evening, her nudity was almost wasted upon him. He’d cum twice while witnessing and helping with her torment. Sure, he was already stiff again, but he wasn’t on edge. He lifted the gauze and embroidered material free of her body and she let out a groan, looking down at her breasts. She cupped them both and lifted them up.

“Good lord,” she muttered. “Look at my nipples!”

Both sported marks on either side of the areola, deep indentations that combined with abrasions. They looked sore. She touched one, then the other, wincing as she checked just how badly her skin was marred.

“Ouch,” Toby said, agreeing. “They did a number on your tits.”

Jenni looked up at him with questioning eyes, then she nodded. Slowly she spread her legs, leaning back. The movement exposed her thighs and she prodded at the red marks hesitantly. “Honestly, that doesn’t hurt as much as my butt. It feels tender, and it still stings a bit when I touch myself there, but I can handle it.” She closed her legs quickly as Toby bent down to look at the part he was really worried about. Then she twisted, putting her backside to him and he found himself staring at her ass. Red lines crossed both buttocks

“How bad is it?” She asked.

Toby licked his lips. “Well, you sort of look like a tiger,” he replied ruefully. “Lots of stripes.”

She nodded, facing the wall. “Grab my phone and take a pic so I can see?” She asked.

Toby nodded and retrieved her phone, handing it to her. She opened up the screen and activated the camera function. He snapped a picture, but as he did, the phone pinged, announcing a received message. Jenni looked up.

“Who is it from?” She asked curiously.

“Uh… your mother,” he said, handing over the phone. “She wants photos.” She took it, spreading out on her stomach as she read the message. Jenni let out a light snort and then hit the attach button. She selected the photo Toby had just taken and there was a slight wooshing noise as she hit send.

“Did you just send the picture of your caned ass to your mom?” He asked incredulously.

Jenni nodded and dropped the phone. “She asked for pics, right? I’m not sure what will make her happier. The photo or seeing the marks on my bottom.” With a groan she rolled over as Toby sat down on the edge of the bed. Slowly, she spread her legs, wider and wider, then lifted herself up on her elbows.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s see how bad it is.” She slipped one hand downward and gently touched herself. Toby held his breath as her fingers began pressing on her clit. There was a flash of discomfort on her face, then she groaned softly. Suddenly she began rubbing her fingers around in a circle, a much sterner pressure applied.

“Hey!” Toby exclaimed. “What are you doing?”

Jenni grimaced. “It hurts, but not terribly. You’d think getting spanked like that would have more serious repercussions.” She pushed her fingers further down, spreading her labia, only to push two fingers into her depths. Jenni sighed, pumping them. “Not bad,” she added, then pulled her hand away. “And I can tell my feet will be fine by tomorrow.”

Toby stood up. “This is nuts. I should take you home.”

Jenni straightened. “What?” She demanded. “Why?”

“Because!” Toby blurted out. “You’re a wreck! I don’t even know how to take care of you! I mean, is there a cream I can put on those welts? Should I make an ice pack? Do I draw you a bath and let you soak in hot water?” He put his hands on his head. “What the hell am I supposed to do?”

Jenni’s mouth began curling upward at the corners. Then her eyes narrowed, sparkling with amusement. “Are you really that set on helping me?” She asked.

Toby nodded. “Of course I am!” He declared.

She grinned. “Fine. In the main pocket of my backpack you’ll find everything you need to provide me with the perfect aftercare.” She leaned backward on the bed and spread herself wide, arms and legs stretching outward to the edges of the comforter. Toby looked at her pussy. It was almost purple, bruises forming along her petals, her clitoris still swollen and turgid, deep red marks from the various clamps, and amongst all of that, glistening with moisture. He shook his head and turned, grabbing her bag.

“I hope you brought pain killers,” he muttered, tugging at the zipper. “Because I’m not sure you’ll even be able to sleep much less…” His voice trailed off, his eyes widening as he stared down into the bag.

“Did you find it?” She asked cheerfully. “The stuff that can help me?” Toby turned, a shocked look on his face. She patted the bed beside her. “Bring it here.”

He shuffled over, still unable to articulate the thoughts shooting through his brain. He held out the bag and she took it, turning it upside down. The contents spilled out next to her and none of it helped him. Jenni tossed the bag on the floor and pushed aside the two sets of leather bondage cuffs, the huge pink vibrator, the bag of wooden clothespins, the two sets of clover clamps, two tubes of flavored lubricant, a five beaded anal toy that clearly was meant to vibrate, four thick rubber bands, a pair of binder clips, a box of condoms, and one last item that Toby couldn’t even believe she had. Slowly, he reached out and picked up the smooth leather paddle, an almost exact copy of the one Ms. Temis had used during the final punishment.

“I’m going to have to get a plastic ruler,” she said absently as she lifted her phone. “And find out what kind of clamp that was that Ms. Temis used on my clit.” Another message appeared and she laughed. “Mama liked the photo. She wants more.” She looked up. “Are you okay?”

“This… this is what you think will help you?” Toby asked, staring at the paddle, the cuffs, the clothespins. She looked at him steadily and then sat up. She slid to the edge of the bed, ignoring the smarting pains from her bottom. Then she dropped down onto her knees, right in front of him. She held up her phone.

“Mama wants another photo,” she whispered. Her other hand came up, tugging at his zipper, pulling downward. Toby blinked, paddle in one hand, and he took the phone in the other.

“Jenni, you don’t have to do this,” he whispered as she freed his cock, the thick member coming out strong and straight. She looked up at him, eyes bright, mouth open, excitement clearly starting to run through her.

“I don’t have to, but I’m going to,” she teased, only to engulf his penis, her lips closing around him. Toby groaned as she began sucking and bobbing on his manhood. She drew back, then pressed against him, deepthroating his full length. She held him there for a moment, then gasped, saliva dripping from her mouth as she gasped for air. “That was good!” She declared. “Take a picture!!”

Toby lifted the camera as she started sucking on him again and she looked up, his cock in her mouth. He snapped the shot and then closed his eyes, the pressure building inside him. His balls tightened as the sexy fuck slut on her knees slurped and sucked on his shaft with an almost voracious appetite. He felt himself quiver, his cock hardening even more, and he grimaced as he realized just where he actually was.

“Jenni! Please! I’m going to cum if you don’t stop!” He whimpered. She pulled away just long enough to grin up at him, her fingers still clutching his shaft at the base.

“That’s perfect. Do you think we should send a picture of your cum all over my whipped titties? Maybe we should put some clothespins on my nipples first? Or should we wait until I’m spread-eagled on the bed, cuffed and tied open, with you giving my poor little pussy another tender spanking?”

Toby’s eyes widened in shock, but he was so close. He groaned and she laughed. “I know,” She whispered. “Let’s do both!” She twisted and reached back to the bed, managing to snag the clear plastic bag full of pegs.

“Jenni,” Toby whimpered. “Please…” But she had already opened it, plucking two wooden clothespins out. She held them up and to his shock, put them on her nipples. She winced, but then grabbed him and once more wrapped her mouth around his cock.

“Jenni,” he groaned, the pinnacle approaching. “Jenni!” He blurted out. She pulled back, licking the tip of his cock. The two pegs on her chest jiggling up and down. 

“What?” She asked in frustration. “I’m trying to suck your cock here!”

He grabbed his rod and gave it two pumps of his fist. White cream spurted out, a full stream that struck her sternum, splattering downward over her huge breasts, dripping as she gasped with delight. She cupped her breasts, squeezing them together to catch his jism in the dark valley between. The clothespins jutting out bounced, undoubtedly painful as he emptied himself onto her. She mewled, closing her eyes only to smear the globs of his cum across her sore tits, deliberately bending the clothespins down and then around in a circle, twisting her nipples. Toby sighed in relief, still shocked. He was about to take a step back, but her right hand grabbed him, pulling him closer and she once more put her mouth around him. He softened in her mouth as she sucked the last bits of cream from his noodle.

“There,” she said softly. “All better?” Her chest was a mess, white goo everywhere, pegs still biting down on her pink nipples, the wood half soaked with his cum. He nodded and she grinned. “Now, take the pic.” 

A minute later Toby collapsed into the nearby chair as Jenni sent off the picture, only to set down the phone. Her body was still glistening from the fluids he had deposited on her and she smiled.

“Ready for a shower?” She asked. “I can wash you, and you can wash me.”

Toby looked up. She hadn’t even removed the clothespins! “And then what?” He asked honestly. “Do you really expect me to punish you, again?”

Jenni sighed. She licked her lips and picked up the small paddle. Slowly she walked over toward him and then stood, feet spread wide, right in front of his knees.

“Toby, what I want from you is simple,” she said softly. “I want you to make me cum.”

“Make you cum,” he repeated, almost too scared to explore that thought further.

She nodded and sank down to her knees. She pressed herself to his legs, not caring about her cum soaked tits. Her eyes looked very big. “You know what I like. You know what turns me on. You know what I am.” She gave him a hopeful look. “Don’t you like doing it to me? You seemed to.”

He licked his lips. “Jenni, I’m not sure I can do what Temis and Ms. Becca can,” he whispered. “I’m not… I’m not quite the sadist they are.”

And Jenni laughed. “I don’t need you to be!” She declared. She held out the paddle. “What I need is for you to make it hurt, just a little,” she paused and winked mischievously. “And then slide your utterly perfect dick into me and fuck my brains out.” 


Finals Review

Toby pulled up to the house and frowned, feeling just a little bit overwhelmed. The place was huge. Two stories of white painted beauty, freshly manicured landscaping, and a circular drive contrasted starkly with the small, two bedroom house he lived in. The opulence of Jenni’s place left him feeling a bit dejected and, at least from a fiscal potential perspective, he couldn't imagine what she saw in him. Why would a gorgeous girl whose family came from money want a guy like him? Granted, they weren't officially together, but she seemed to seek him out more than any other boy at school. She’d even said yes when he asked her to prom.

All of which was why he was at her place on a Sunday afternoon. School finals started Monday and she had asked him if he wanted to study together. He had few illusions about Jenni’s intentions. She made good grades and considering her voracious sexual appetite, it was more likely that she'd invited him over for something more carnal. Heck, it wouldn't be the first time. Or even the tenth! He was just grateful that she wanted him.

He headed up to the door and rang the bell, sticking his hands into the pockets of his blue jeans. He had dressed nice, or at least as nice as he could. The green polo shirt was cheap, but it was clean. And that was what was important.

The door opened and he expected Jenni to be standing there, hair pulled up into a set of darling and provocative pigtails, wearing something that was just on the scandalous side of slutty. Instead, he found himself gaping at Jenni’s mother Katie, who stood there with a sultry smile, wearing a long tee shirt. The collar was cut, allowing one side to dip, exposing the woman's shoulder, much of her upper arm, and daringly, the top half of her left breast. Toby got a glimpse of nipple as Katie sized him up like a hungry lioness who had just watched prey wander into her lair.

“Uh … hi. Jenni invited me over to… uh … study for finals.” It took Toby’s brain to process the presence of Jenni's mother. Suddenly his hopes of getting laid disappeared.

“Hello, Toby! Jenni told me you were cumming for a study session today. Come on in. Close the door.” She turned and walked into the house, leaving him to shut the door. But as she turned the hem of the long tee shirt swirled upward and Toby caught sight of her ass. Soft, smooth skin seemed to glow and if she was wearing panties, they had to be a thong. She walked with a fluid grace, her bare feet crossing with each step and Toby blinked, suddenly fascinated by the sheer sensuality of Katie's movement. Then she turned, moving out of view. Toby gulped and shut the door.

A thudding on the nearby stairs distracted him and a slightly younger version of Katie came hurrying down the stairs. Sure enough, Jenni's hair was up in a set of pigtails, contrasting her mother's more adult and angular beauty with lush cuteness. Not that Jenni wasn't gorgeous in her own right. She was petite and just as curvy as her mother, with breasts far too large for her frame. Huge brown eyes and a winsome smile made Toby tingle.

“Hi, Toby!” Jenni exclaimed. She was wearing a thin, white tube top that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Toby could see her nipples right through the skimpy swath of material. It barely covered her breasts. He gulped slightly, taking in the impressive curvature of her bosom. Jenni’s skirt was just as revealing, the hem cut so short that, like her mother, her bottom was just barely in view. Toby smiled as she reached out a hand and took his.

“Ready to study?” Jenni asked, a mischievous and excited smile on her face. The inflection on the word study made it clear that she had an expanded definition. Toby couldn't help grinning, but he glanced back toward the great room and kitchen where Jenni's mother had gone.

“Ummm. I wasn't expecting your mother to be here. Is your dad here too?” He asked, sounding slightly worried.

Jenni shook her head. “Stepdad, and no. He is on a business trip. Otherwise we would be studying at your house.”

Toby considered the logistical problems inherent with that suggestion, then shrugged. His parents would approve of Jenni, right up until they caught her naked and riding their son. Then she would be a harlot. Jenni tugged on his arm and he followed her up the stairs. Like her mother, Jenni was barefoot and her smooth, thin legs seemed to glow.

It was his first time to see her room and was actually surprised. It was mostly colored in white, with a few pale blue accents. The bed was a full, easily big enough for two people cuddling, draped in a fluffy, white comforter. A mound of pillows were stacked neatly against the headboard. He half expected stuffed animals, but Jenni's room was elegant and even mature. A white wooden desk was in one corner and she pulled the match chair out, picking up a sheaf of papers. She pushed the chair towards him, then hopped up onto the bed, tucking one leg up under herself. Toby sat down, realizing almost immediately that her skirt had ridden up and she wasn't wearing panties.

“Okay,” Jenni said, holding the papers. “I'll ask you a question. You get the answer right, you get a reward.”

Toby glanced at the open door of the bedroom and then gave her a wicked smile. “What kind of reward?” He asked. Jenni grinned.

“Better than getting the question wrong,” she sniffed. Toby frowned but shrugged.

“Okay,” he replied

Jenni glanced down at her review sheet. “The payment made by an employer to an employee is called a what?”

Toby’s eyebrow went up. “Ummm… do I get multiple choices?”

Jenni glared at him. “Do you know the answer,  or not?”

Toby let out a laugh and held up his hand. “Fine! Fine! It's called a wage, okay?”

Jenni nodded, looking mollified. “That's right,” she declared. Then she set the paper full of questions on the bed and slid downward toward Toby. Her knees went to the carpet, her hands pressing on his thighs. Then her fingers moved to the snap of his jeans and pulled. “Reward time,” she whispered in a seductive tone

Toby didn't stop her as she wrestled with the denim. The zipper yielded to her and he lifted up as she manhandled him. He was a bit surprised when it became apparent she wanted his jeans completely removed, and he kicked off his shoes. She didn't stop there though. She hooked her fingers into his socks, then came back up for his boxers. Her mouth curled into an almost manic grin when his stiff cock popped loose. She yanked his boxers clear, tossing them aside, only to put both hands on his thighs, pushing. Then her mouth opened and engulfed his shaft. He felt her tongue slide and swirl in a circle and a surge of exquisite pleasure rushed through him. He groaned.

Her head popped up after only a few bobs, leaving his glistening rod exposed. She twisted, grabbed the review questions with one hand, but grabbed his cock with the other, gently rubbing.

“What are two goods that are bought and used together?”

Toby didn't even need to think. “Complimentary goods,” he blurted out. Jenni grinned up at him again, then lowered his lips to his shaft. She licked the tip of his manhood, then once more sucked the entire thing into her mouth. She bobbed her head with long slow strokes as Toby closed his eyes with ecstasy. But then, as before, her head released his throbbing shaft.

“What is the financial gain, made in a transaction, called?” She asked, reading off the paper, still clutched in her left hand. Her other squeezed the base of his cock, rubbing the shaft gently.

“Profit,” Toby moaned. She leaned forward and he felt her surround him, warm wetness driving him toward eruption, only for her to pull back, teasing and frustrating him with another question.

He answered half a dozen more, each one punctuated with the sweet slickness of her mouth, a parsed and frustrating blowjob that kept him hard and desperate, but seemed designed to keep him from relief. His blood felt like it was boiling and he longed to drag her up onto the bed and throw himself down upon her. The fantasy solidified in his mind, distracting him.

“The point at which the quantity demanded and the quantity supplied are equal is called what?”

Toby blanked. All he wanted was his cock in her mouth again, or better yet, her soft pussy. He opened his mouth to respond and then realized he had no clue.

“Toby?”

He blinked. “I don't know,” he said honestly. Her eyes widened and to his surprise she nodded, let go of his shaft, and stood up.

“Well, we knew it was going to happen, right?” She said softly, putting the review questions down on the desk behind him.

“Jenni?”

She slid the drawer open. “Of course, there are consequences for not knowing. Or getting an answer wrong. Aren't there?”

“Jenni?” Toby repeated in confusion. Then she reached into the drawer and pulled out a wooden clothespin. She held it up dramatically. “These really hurt when put on the right spot. It's a throbbing pain, unless the peg gets twisted or pulled.” She gave him a very serious look. “Now we get to see if you can stand it.”

Toby's eyes widened in shock as her gaze flickered to his exposed groin. He didn't even realize that he had covered himself with a hand, protecting the soft skin of his scrotal sack. Jenni licked her lips, then reached up to her tube top and tugged the left side upward. Her magnificent breast seemed to explode out of the elastic casing, the huge pink nipple tight and erect. Her breasts were made to be licked and squeezed, sucked on and kneaded, but Toby's look of surprise only intensified as she brought the wooden peg up to her exposed toy and let it bite down hard on the tip.

She winced and a flicker of pain flashed across her face. She took a deep breath, the movement causing the clothespin to jiggle. She placed it straight on so that the weight caused the pinched tip to bend slightly downward, a constant pain flickering through her body.

“Wait. I thought I was the one who is supposed to be punished for getting an answer wrong,” Toby protested.

Jenni’s hand dropped and she picked up the review questions again. “You are,” she replied simply. “Can you bear my suffering? Will you do your best to answer the questions?” Then her mouth curled into a wicked smile. “Or will you deliberately make errors, just so I'm forced to endure more?”

Toby gaped, his rock hard cock bobbing like mad. She took his silence as acquiescence, then looked down at the paper.

“What is an economic or productive factor required to accomplish an activity?”

Toby blinked. “Uh… a resource?”

She smiled warmly, dropped to her knees, and once more wrapped her lips around his cock. Her movements were deeper and more intense and Toby groaned as the pleasure once more surgery through him. She released him, asked another question from the review, and then once more sucked his cock when he gave her the correct response.

He didn't make another error, or find himself at a loss, for over a dozen questions, her mouth sensuously stroking his shaft. The sexual pressure built and even when she leaned back with a shake of her head, he could feel himself throbbing with desperate need. Jenni stood, opened the desk drawer again and pulled a second clothespin out. She bared her right breast, pulling the other side of the tube top up, then off and over her head. She set the clothespin in place, making a matched set, and grimaced as it bit tightly down on the tender pink tip.

He answered the next question correctly and she returned to her knees, sucking on his cock for a few paltry, exquisite seconds before coming up to ask the next query.

“You seem tense,” she teased after another wet rise and fall caress. “Can't take it?” She glanced at the paper. “You've got like thirty left. Then you get something nice.”

“Jenni, I so want to fuck you right now!” He blurted out. She laughed. “Honestly, you're doing better than I hoped.” Her tone sounded rueful, as if she were slightly disappointed in him.

Toby’s eyebrow went up. “You sound like you expected me to get a bunch wrong.” The aggrieved tone in his voice made her give him a mischievous wink.

“You've got it backwards,” she said. “I said I hoped. I put two dozen clothespins in my drawer.”

Toby blinked. “Wait, you wanted me to get more wrong so you could have more punishment?”

Jenni didn't reply to his question, and instead asked one. “The measure used to determine how consumers react to a change in price is termed as what?”

“Uhhh…” Toby said, grinning. “Elasticity.”

Jenni bit her lip, then scooched forward. She lifted both of her breasts from the underside, so that the pegs clinging to her nipples were tilted upward. Then she pressed her bosom against the seat of the chair, between his spread legs, her mouth opening to surround his cock. He groaned as she bobbed her head, applying pressure in different ways, her tongue pressing against his shaft. Waves of pleasure surged through him. Jenni hummed, the vibration traveling into his cock and his fingers tightened on the arm rest of the chair. He closed his eyes, which is why his first inclination that something was wrong was when Katie spoke.

“Hey you two, I brought you some drinks and snacks…” her voice trailed off as Jenni jumped up, her mouth releasing Toby's cock. Toby looked up in surprise, then embarrassment as Katie’s expression darkened. Instinctively, he covered his hard on and blushed crimson. Jenni stood shame faced looking downward.

“Studying,” Jenni's mother said in disbelief. “You were supposed to be studying.” She slid the tray onto the desk and grabbed the sheaf of review questions. “Downstairs. Both of you.”

Toby, utterly embarrassed, stood up, covering his almost painful erection. He bent to retrieve his boxers and jeans, but Katie stomped one tiny bare foot down on the discarded clothing and shook her head. She pointed at the door imperiously and Toby followed Jenni out, a bizarre parade of half naked teenagers; him from the waist down, her from the hips up. Jenni walked down the stairs slowly, then turned down the hallway, into a section of the house Toby had never seen.

The room was dark paneled and cozy. It felt masculine in a way that made Toby feel at home. A large mahogany desk was positioned in front of the window, which was covered with blinds that only let tiny slits of light through from outside. One wall was custom built with shelves and a television, a pair of easy chairs, along with two small tables, were positioned to comfortably view a show or read one of the hundreds of books which were carefully arranged on the shelves. But right behind the chairs, positioned almost in the very center of the room, was a large, black leather ottoman. It was massive, easily five wide and a perfect circle. It stood two feet tall, but what caught Toby’s attention were the dark metal rings that were embedded in the leather, stitched into the circular side every twelve inches. It gave the ottoman a striking look, but Toby couldn’t help thinking that those rings would make tying someone down on the circular platform rather easy.

Jenny walked right up to the ottoman, the two clothespins on her nipples jiggling with each breath, and turned to look at her mother, who filed in behind Toby. Both teenagers stood there shamefaced while Katie closed the distance.

“I cannot believe that you abused this young man’s trust,” Katie said, looking at Jenni darkly. It made Toby blink, his hands covering his still aching cock. “He came here with the expectation of you helping him study. Not to be cock teased.”

Jenni nodded meekly, but Toby suddenly shook his head. “Ms. XXXX? Please, it wasn’t like that. I mean, it was consensual. Jenni wasn’t…”

Katie held up her hand. “While I appreciate your attempts to excuse my daughter’s behavior, I’m quite aware that a young man such as yourself will willing put your cock in a woman’s hands under any pretense. In fact, most men will, regardless of age,” she said with assurance. “Regardless, Jenni will face the consequences for her actions. That said, I think you deserve relief and I think we can handle both objectives at the same time.” She pointed at the ottoman. “Lay down there.”

Toby glanced at the padded platform. “Uh… am I going to be tied down?” He asked carefully. Katie grinned.

“Why?” She asked in a teasing voice. “Do you want to be tied down?”

He hesitated. “Not particularly.”

Katie almost looked disappointed. “I have no intention of restraining you, at least in that manner.”

“What manner did you intend then?” He asked.

Katie smiled wickedly. “In a moment, Jenni will straddle you. I suspect the rocking movements of her hips, along with the wet pleasure of her pussy, will keep you perfectly in place.”

“Mother,” Jenni whispered, her face crimson with shame.

“Hush, Jenni,” Katie ordered, then pointed at the ottoman again. “Now Toby, lay down. Jenni will then put a condom on you and provide the relief you clearly need.” She glanced down at his cock and Toby didn’t hesitate. He dropped his hands, twisted and sat, only to scoot backward into the center of the platform. It took him a moment to adjust, to position himself so that his head wasn’t hanging off the edge, but that did put his feet sticking far out. He saw Jenni move to the desk and a moment later she came back with two items. One, a thick leather paddle, she handed to her mother, while in her other hand she held a small packet.

It turned out to be a condom and she slipped the prophylactic on Toby’s shaft with practiced ease. It slid down over his hardness and then, without any prompt, she climbed up onto the ottoman with him, throwing one knee over his thighs. She scooted up, reaching down behind her to grab his shaft, positioning it properly, as her clothespinned nipples bobbed with her movements. Toby groaned as he felt the tip of his shaft slip into her, even through the condom her wetness and heat was palpable. Then she let out a desperate moan, sinking down, impaling herself with his full length.

“Now lean forward,” Katie said, moving up, the leather paddle firmly gripped in her right hand. “Toby, please grab hold of the clothespins hanging from my daughter’s tits and do not let them go until you have cum. That’s one of the goals here.” She lifted the paddle. “The other, of course, is to punish Jenni.”

Jenni was already rocking her hips as Toby brought his hands up. He grabbed the clothespins, eliciting a pained gasp from Jenni, but she didn’t stop grinding herself on his manhood. If anything, his grip added an additional stimulation to her gyrations.

“How… how many spanks?” Tony asked, already lost in the pleasure surging up from his groin.

“Why, until you explode,” Katie said simply. “Hopefully that will be more than twenty, but we’ll see.” She flicked the paddle forward and it snapped lightly against Jenni’s rump. “Start fucking him. I want to see you bounce. Vigorously.”

Jenni bit her lip but instantly her body jerked on top of Toby and his cock began sliding in and out of her almost completely as she jiggled atop him. Now that his fingers had closed around the wooden pegs on her nipples, the clothespins pulled and tugged and twisted the crushed tips in what had to be excruciating ways. Jenni’s breath caught in her throat and then suddenly Katie swung the paddle. It snapped against Jenni’s butt with a sharp crack and Jenni yelped, her entire body driven downward, even as her sex tightened and clenched around Toby’s cock.

“Did you feel that?” Katie demanded, looking down at the boy. “Did you feel her tighten around you?” Jenni, already recovered, was bouncing desperately again. Toby couldn’t tell if she was trying to push him over the edge, or herself. “Here,” Katie declared. “Let me do it again.”

The sharp snap of the paddle striking flesh flashed through both girl and boy, driving her deeper onto his mast, the hot and slippery sheath of her sex covered him completely. It felt incredible, though he knew subjectively that Jenni’s nipples had to be throbbing with agony, and that her bottom was burning. Katie struck again after a moment and Jenni’s mewls of desperation mixed with her body’s reaction to the severe discipline being wielded against her ass by her own mother.

The spanking continued, as did the vigorous and frantic sex, and Toby lost count as his body shuddered and the sexual pressure intensified. He found himself twisting the clothespins, hearing Jenni squeal at the sudden but unexpected torment being inflicted upon her. She bounced more, her sex quivering around him, stroking and massaging his entire length. The paddle fell, over and over, at uneven intervals, so that neither of them knew when it would land or just how bad it would burn.

Toby gritted his teeth, his back arching as he felt himself crest. It was too much, the vision of Jenni’s beauty, her nubile and lither body astride him, the scent of vanilla filling his nose, the hot wetness engulfing him, the view of Katie smacking her own daughter with the paddle, even the twisting pain at the tips of Jenni’s breasts, caused by his own hand. All of it seemed to implode within him, sending him skyrocketing upward.

“I’m cumming!” He screeched, teeth clenched as he twisted the clothespins thoughtlessly. Jenni squealed, her hands coming up to his wrists, but she didn’t pull him away and he didn’t let go. Instead they bucked together, the paddle slamming into Jenni’s bottom in sharp, fast blows until finally Toby let out a stained sigh and let go of the clothespins. He collapsed backward onto the ottoman and Jenni let out a frustrated whimper, her hips churning again. He slipped from her depths and she pressed her clit against him,making desperate whimpers. Katie tapped her bottom with the paddle again and Jenni slid to the side. She plucked the condom off as Katie nodded in satisfaction.

“Clean him,” Katie ordered and Jenni obediently took Toby's limp cock in her mouth, sucking him clean. Then Katie went back to the desk. When she returned she held a handful of black nylon straps. Each one was fitted with a plastic clip on one end and a Velcro loop on the other.

“Toby, I need the ottoman please,” Katie said politely. She pulled Jenni off Toby’s cock and in a daze of sexual euphoria, slowly sat up. He looked at Jenni. She was still wearing the two clothespins attached to her nipples, but her short little skirt had rolled up around her waist. Her bottom was flushed pink and had to be smarting from the paddling.

Katie was still wearing the oversized tee shirt and the wicked smile on her face spoke volumes. “Toby, get up.”

He blinked, then stood. Katie looked over at her daughter. “Butterfly position,” she ordered. Jenni gulped, then nodded. She climbed up onto the ottoman and lay down, the two clothespins sticking straight up from her tits. She raised her arms above her head while at the same time bent her knees, bringing the soles of her little bare feet together. Katie held out the bundle of straps to Toby.

“Clip a strap to each ring,” she told the boy. Toby nodded, accepted the bundle and began securing the snap links to the metal rings positioned around the ottoman. As he did Katy returned with a small angular pillow, but instead of placing it under her daughter's head, she made Jenni lift up her ass. The padding lifted Jenni's pelvis, exposing her glistening slit more fully. Then Katie began strapping Jenni down. Toby finished attaching the straps and watched Katie bind Jenni so securely that he doubted Jenni could move an inch.

“Here,” Katie said, handing a small plastic device. It was about the size and shape of a quail’s egg, and electric pink in color. A wire led from the thicker end to a small control box that felt heavy enough to hold several batteries. “Thrust that deep into her pussy.”

Toby nodded and took the device. He dipped the tapered end into Jenni's slick slit, rubbing it up and down until it was thoroughly coated with girl goo. Jenni let out a passionate groan and thrust up towards it. Toby pushed then, driving the toy into Jenni. It settled deep and she whimpered with desperate need. Toby watched her shudder, loving the way the clothespins jiggled as the spasm rocked her nubile form.

“What setting?” He asked Katie, who had retrieved the list of review questions.

“Low. She shouldn't be encouraged to cum.” Jenni let out a frustrated whine as Katie approached. “What question were you on?” She asked.

Toby had no idea, but Jenni responded, despite being tied open, helpless, sexually tormented, and so aroused she could barely think straight.

“Sixty-three!” She blurted out and Katie smiled.

“Excellent,” she exclaimed. “Now, let's finish your review.” She glanced down at the paper. “When a state agrees to lower a tax rate for one corporation so that the corporation builds a plant or factory in that state, it is an example of what?” Katie looked up at Toby expectantly.

He paused. “Oh. It's an incentive.”

Katie smiled. “Exactly. Now, I'm going to give you an incentive to keep answering these review questions correctly.”

She moved right in front of Toby and then to his shock, dropped to her knees. Her hand grabbed hold of his cock, which still hadn't formed up. She lifted it, opened her mouth, and wrapped her lips around it. She began vigorously bobbing her head, rubbing and squeezing his shaft, slurping wetly. It felt incredible, different from the gentle teasing blowjobs that Jenni had given him. Longer too. Katie sucked and pleasured him for three or four minutes before coming up for air. When Toby looked down, he was shocked to find himself stiff, if not granite hardness.

“Name the economic system that relies on habit, custom, or ritual to decide questions of production and consumption of goods and services,” Katie instructed.

Toby glanced at Jenni. The young girl quivered on the ottoman. Her nipples had to be throbbing with pain, but he couldn't help thinking about her statement about her drawer full of clothespins. He knew the correct answer to Katie's question was a traditional system, but suddenly he decided to see what would happen if he answered something else.

“Uhh… barter system?”

Katie looked up from the paper. “Oh, Toby, I'm sorry but that's incorrect.” She set the paper down. “You do understand that there are consequences for getting an answer incorrect?”

Toby nodded. “Yes ma’am.”

Katie moved to the desk, opened the drawer and drew out a black silk bag. A drawstring kept it closed, but it rattled as she came back to Toby and Jenni. Toby watched as Katie opened the bag and drew out a clothespin. She held it out

“I think the best place to put this is on her clit.”.

Toby took it. He looked down at Jenni and then bent down. Jenni's clit was visible, but still mostly hidden within the clitoral hood. Toby bent down and teased the nub with his finger, making Jenni gasp, her back arching.

“It's a punishment, Toby. It's not supposed to feel good. Put it on her,” Katie said sternly. Toby nodded, pinched the wooden peg open, positioned the maw over Jenni's clitoris and then let it close.

She screeched, her body initially rejecting the biting pinch between her legs. But then she seemed to settle down, accepting the discomfort. Her hips churned as she thrust her stuffed and vibrated cunt upward. Katie nodded satisfactorily.

“Name the market structure in which many companies sell products that are similar but not identical,” Katie ordered.

Toby blinked. He actually didn't know the answer. “Uh… oligopoly?”

Katie gave him a sad look, then glanced at her daughter. “Oh, I'm sorry. That is incorrect.” She rifled in the bag and extracted another clothespin. She held it out. “Next to the one on her right breast.”

Toby leaned over Jenni and set the wooden peg next to the other clamp and let it bite down. Jenni squealed, shaking, but Toby was under no illusion about her current state of mind. The way her hips continued to roll made it absolutely clear that Jenni was on the cusp of orgasm.

Toby answered the next question correctly and Katie got back on her knees so quickly that Toby wasn't quite prepared for her attention. Her head jerked as she seemingly devoured Toby's cock. She stopped only after a few minutes of sucking, asked another question, which Toby again answered correctly. Katie continued, putting full effort into deep throating his entire length.

He got another question wrong, resulting in a fourth clothespin being placed on Jenni's breasts. Then came a long series of correct answers, each one resulting in his sexual tension being increased by the dynamic cock sucking of Jenni's mother. Back and forth both teenagers felt the pressing heat of desire. Jenni suffered beautifully, sporting almost a dozen pegs that clung to her nipples and pussy, while Toby has recovered his erection, hardening to the same granite like pillar he’d had when Jenni had been forced to mount him for her paddling.

“Last question,” Katie asked, Toby’s wet cock in one hand, the question sheet in the other. “The formal organization of producers that agree to coordinate prices and production is called a what?”

“A cartel,” Toby declared. He was so close and he wondered if Katie would swallow his spunk the next time she took his cock into her mouth.

Katie grinned and stood up. “I'm so proud of you Toby! You did so well! You are now ready for a special reward.”

Toby smiled. “What kind of special reward?”

Katie put down the paper and stood up. She grabbed both of Toby’s hands and pulled him around to one of the easy chairs. She forced him down into it, using her knees to rotate the chair so he had a perfect view of Jenni, still bound on the ottoman, her pussy stuffed with the softly buzzing vibrating egg, her bosom and labia covered with clothespins.

Katie stood in front of him and suddenly his attention was diverted from Jenni's sexual suffering. Katie was writhing in this erotic movement and as she did, the tee shirt covering her body slipped and then fell.

From a purely clinical standpoint, both mother and daughter were physically exquisite. Katie was a touch thinner and more angular, while being wider at the hips and bust. Jenni possessed a certain ripe lushness, of unsullied youth. But even as Toby struggled to categorize each woman’s attributes, Katie produced a condom, just like the one her daughter had put on him. It slid over his shaft, guided by her fingers and suddenly she was straddling him, his dressed manhood pressed against her slit. She wriggled and pushed. Toby felt himself enter and then she pulled his face to her breasts. He mouthed her nipples and then began frantically sucking.

“Yes,” Katie groaned, pulling his face up against her bosom. “Fuck my body hard!” She ground herself down hard, rocking her hips. Toby thrust upward, his hands wrapping around her, cupping her bottom, squeezing and kneading the perfectly sculpted buttocks. Katie threw her head back, pleasure etched on her face. She swung her legs outward, going from just straddling Toby, to letting her bare feet dangle over each armrest. She clung to Toby.

“Toby! Take me! Make me cum!” Katie demanded. The boy didn't disappoint. He picked her up, lifting her easily, his cock still buried in her quivering slit. He bore her to the carpeted floor, just beside the platform, and pinned her. Their bodies moved rhythmically, pumping hips and merging flesh. Katie cried out, only to wrap her legs around his waist, tightening herself. An expression startlingly familiar to Toby crossed her face and her hands moved from his chest to her own. Her fingers began pinching her nipples, twisting them viciously as her back arched. Her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth opened with a groan that sounded so satisfying that Toby had absolutely no doubt she had just cum.

Katie softened beneath him, her legs releasing and a silly smile spread across her face. That didn't stop Toby, who lifted his legs, straddling her. He pushed himself hard and fast into the sloppy wetness of her pussy, pressing himself to her breasts. Her dark hair fanned out over the carpet as she rocked with each thrust.

Toby felt himself cresting, still somewhat shocked at the progression of events. The sexual teasing, then cumming in Jenni while she was being paddled, the mix of blowjobs and clothespins, followed by frantic, energetic sex with Jenni's mother was more than he could have imagined, much less hoped for. He glanced up at the ottoman as he pounded himself into Katie. Jenni lay there, twitching, hips and bust jerking as the pain of a dozen clothespins mixed with the gentle but incessant stirring of her pussy from the vibrating egg. Her head was turned though, staring down at Toby and her mother. Their eyes met and for a second, Toby thought she might be mad at him, or jealous. But she smiled and he knew exactly what Jenni wanted.

And what he needed.

Toby grunted, slamming himself as fully into Katie's well as possible. He felt the spasm in his cock, the spurting cream shooting from his loins. It filled the reservoir at the tip of the condom, then he gasped, shuddered, and collapsed on top of Jenni, his chest heaving from exertion. She let out a soft groan as his weight pressed her down, but when he went to roll off her, she tightened her grip around him.

“No,” she whispered. “Stay in me until you soften.”

It was only an extra twenty seconds before his manhood slipped from her sex. The scent of her filled his nose, her softness pressed against his chest and legs. Finally she released him, relaxing her grip and he rolled off, feeling the edge of the ottoman against his back as he lay between both females. Katie rolled over onto her side, a strand of her dark hair over her face. She smiled with satisfaction, then propped her head up on one hand and looked at him. Her other reached over and stripped the condom off his cock, tossing it to the side. Then her fingers found his flaccid member and began gently stroking it.

“That was quite satisfactory,” she said simply. “But now you have another task.”

Toby, still somewhat dazed from sexual euphoria, not to mention the light caress of her hand, blinked and nodded.

“My daughter,” Katie said clearly, despite the fact that Jenni lay just above them, tormented and hurting and bound, quivering with unrequited desperation. “She has to be tested. She must be asked all the same questions. If she gets one right, she should be rewarded. If she gets one wrong…”

The words cut through Toby as he realized what Katie was telling him. “Reward? Punishment?”

She nodded, then let go of him. She pushed herself up, standing, and went back to the desk. Toby groaned and got to his knees, but she was back by the time he was standing. She pressed two items into his hands and he looked down in shock.

“She shouldn’t be allowed to cum,” Katie insisted with a wry smile, glancing down at the shuddering form of her daughter. Jenni’s hips twitched from the buzzing egg toy in her pussy.

“But… she’s so close,” Toby protested, staring down at the two objects now held tightly in his grip.

Katie smiled. “Indeed. But the consequences of violating the rule should be intense. Simply double the punishment. And the reward.” And with that she bent down, scooped up her tee shirt, and slipped it on over her head. It covered her nudity, but not her shape and Toby stared as Katie twirled and walked out of the room, leaving him with Jenni. He leaned down and knelt on the ottoman, next to her, setting both of the items Katie had given him aside. He began removing the clothespins, first from her pussy, then from her breasts. The last three to go were from her clit and nipples. Jenni squealed as the blood flow returned to her crushed nipples and Toby bent down and sucked one of her tits into his mouth, stabbing his tongue against the tip. She tasted amazing, the scent of vanilla swirling around her. Finally she was panting, arching her back and he lifted his head to stare down at her.

“Your mom wants me to quiz you,” Toby said simply. Jenni gulped and nodded.

“I know,” she replied.

“Answering a question right will mean a reward.” He grabbed the bulbed massager Katie had given him and held it up. “Five seconds. Right on your clit.” But then his expression darkened. “But you aren’t supposed to cum.”

Jenni licked her lips. “I’m really, really close.”

Toby nodded. “I know. I’m sorry. But if you do cum, then I have to double it. The reward… and the punishment.”

Jenni smiled. “How is that an incentive not to cum?” She closed her eyes and shook her head. “Go ahead. Ask the first question.”

Toby blinked. “Don’t you want to know what the punishment for getting an answer wrong is?”

She shook her head and laughed. “I know all the answers, Toby.”

He frowned, then shrugged. He reached for the review questions and held up the paper. “The payment made by an employer to an employee is called a what?”

Jenni looked straight at him, a sparkle in her eye. She smiled wryly. “That’s called a profit.”

Toby nodded, then stiffened. “What? No it isn’t!” He declared in confusion. “You know that. It’s called a wage!” Dawning realization hit him and he sucked in a breath. “You little minx.”

Jenni looked up at him. Her body writhed, bound open on the ottoman, her stuffed pussy just begging for attention. She licked her lips. “I got it wrong. Better inflict that punishment on me.”

Toby set down the paper. He reached out and picked up the other item that Katie handed him. He looked down at her delicate, desperate slit and then with certainty, raised the paddle upward, holding it six inches away from her pussy. “Five strokes.”

The leather slapped down and Jenni squealed, her back arching as the paddle snapped against her sex. He hit again, and then again in rapid succession, until all five blows had landed. Jenni was thrashing and wailing, her body shuddering madly and it wasn’t until he pulled the paddle back did he realize what was happening. Fluids puddled on the ottoman beneath her ass, soaking into the small pillow and her chest heaved. Then slowly, she relaxed, letting out a groan of satisfaction so obvious that Toby’s jaw dropped.

“Did you just cum from me paddling your pussy?” He demanded.

Jenni smiled, eyes closed. “You should turn up the vibrating egg,” she teased. Then she opened her eyes. “And ask me the next question.”

“But… but… now I have to double both the punishments and the rewards!”

Jenni let out a soft chuckle. “I know.”

For a moment, Toby didn’t know what to do. But then, finally, he picked up the controller. He thumbed the selector to maximum and he heard the vibrations in her pussy increase. She let out a groan and once more her hips rolled. He shook his head, flummoxed by her behavior, her desire, her twisted masochistic streak. But all he could think of to do was grab the review questions. “What are two goods that are bought and used together?”

Jenni opened her eyes and licked her lips. “Concurrent goods.”

Toby’s eyes flickered down to her naked body and he took a deep breath. “So that’s how this is going to go?”

She nodded. “Absolutely.”

Toby, somewhat resigned, set the questions down. “Alright.” Beneath him, she closed her eyes, and somehow, despite the straps binding her open, seemed to spread herself even wider for him. She knew the answer. He knew it. But she’d chosen this instead.

“Ten strokes,” he said, already feeling his cock start to twitch, to harden, to want. And with that he brought the paddle down, right on her soaked, trembling, perfect little pussy.

And after that? Just ninety-eight questions to go.


Jenni’s Graduation

Jenni waved as her mother drove away, leaving the eighteen year old beauty standing on the sidewalk in front of the school’s huge, stand alone, basketball arena. It was a beautiful spring day and Jenni knew she’d be seeing her mother again, presuming she’d be able to pick her out in the stands. But her mother had to park and Jenni had to get in place. She turned and hurried toward the glass entrance doors where dozens of other cap and gowned seniors were entering. She bit her lip as she entered the lobby, glancing around. She’d done it; completed her entire senior year and now she was graduating. Part of her was excited, thrilled at the coming adventure of college. Especially with the idea of joining a sorority, but another part of her knew that she was going to miss going to C.P. Elrod Senior High School. A very specific part.

She followed the other students toward the main floor of the coliseum and was just about to enter into the assembly hall when she heard her name. It was called out with a sharp and commanding voice and she froze, turning her head. Her eyes spotted Ms. Temis immediately, the teacher’s hawk-like nose, angular cheeks and chin, and stick-like form clearly visible amongst the students. She wore a black gown, similar to the one that Jenni had wrapped around her body. The only major difference was that Jenni could see the hem of Ms. Temis’ dress, visible at the bottom of the gown. Jenni knew there was no such indicator peeking out along the bottom of her own robe’s hem. Ms. Temis curled her finger, clearly indicating for Jenni to approach.

“Yes Ms. Temis?” Jenni asked, just a little nervously.

Ms. Temis’ eyes narrowed and she grabbed Jenni’s arm. “Just because you’ve somehow managed to pass all of your classes and graduate, until you have a diploma in hand, you are still a student. And I can’t imagine a more inappropriate place for you to engage in one of your usual episodes than the graduation ceremony. So, before I allow you into the hall, we will complete one, final, panty check.”

Jenni’s eyes widened and her jaw dropped with the unexpected announcement, but before she could protest, Ms. Temis pulled her up to a nearby door, opened it, and thrust the girl into the small, private room.

It wasn’t large. Two chairs and a single table were all that was in the room. Jenni heard the door shut behind her with a finality and that other part of her, the part that she knew was going to miss C.P. Elrod Senior High School, tightened rather impressively.

And wetly.

Ms. Temis crossed her arms impatiently. “Well? Go on! Unzip your gown and then remove your dress. Completely mind you. I want to see your bra and panties!”

Jenni took a deep breath and her eyes went right up to Ms. Temis. Her hand came up to the zipper of the gown, which was just a few inches below her chin. She grabbed hold of it and was just about to pull it down when the door behind Ms. Temis opened and another woman entered.

She was an attractive woman with long, brown hair that was currently pinned up at the back of her neck, just beneath her own cap. Ms. Becca wore a gown similar to Ms. Temis’, with the faculty collar that differentiated them from the graduating students. Jenni couldn’t help but wonder what might happen if someone conducted a panty check on Ms. Becca.

“Oohh,” Ms. Becca cooed. “Just in time I see?”

Ms. Temis frowned. “She’s showing me her panties.”

Ms. Becca looked over at Jenni, a wicked sparkle in her eye. “And bra,” she said with a grin. “Can’t be violating any of the school rules now, can we?”

Jenni gulped and with steady fingers, pulled the zipper downward. It opened quickly and she barely had to lift the bottom of the graduation gown before it opened up completely. Exposing Jenni’s incredibly beautiful, completely naked, and delightfully perfect body.

Ms. Temis sneered, but her eyes drank in the sight. “Of course,” the teacher said with a smirk. “I should have known. No panties. No bra. Not even a dress! Just your graduation gown!”

Ms. Becca covered her mouth with one hand, but the mirth in her eyes made it clear that she completely approved of Jenni’s audacity. “Well, this certainly merits some consideration. Afterall, this is still a school function.”

“It merits more than consideration!” Ms. Temis declared. “It’s an outright violation! Four of them in fact!”

“Four?” Ms. Becca asked curiously.

Ms. Temis nodded vigorously. “One for not wearing panties, another for failure to wear a brazier. A third violation for not wearing a dress under the gown, and a fourth for her obvious intention to disrupt the graduation ceremony.”

Jenni blinked, a little shocked. “But… Ms. Temis…” she began to protest.

“Now, now, Agnus,” Ms. Becca said in a mollifying tone. “You don’t know that she was intending to disrupt the event. You can only punish her for actually doing it. Not intending to do it.”

Ms. Temis ground her teeth. “Well, regardless, that's sixty strokes!”

Ms. Becca nodded sagely. “That’s for certain.” She glanced at her wrist watch. “However, I’m not sure we have time for that, if we have to both sensitize her and punish her. The ceremony starts in thirty minutes.”

Jenni looked at both teachers and bowed her head submissively. “I’m sorry. I understand that um… I deserve to be punished.”

“Punished?” Ms. Temis asked with incredulity. “If it were up to me, you would spend the entire ceremony up on the stage, completely naked, bound with your legs spread wide, gagged, clamped, and vibrated until every last student but yourself has received their diploma. And then you’d be properly whipped in front of the entire crowd and student body!”

Jenni’s eyes widened, but it was Ms. Becca who spoke. “That is certainly an attractive option,” she agreed. “I’m not sure the principal would be open to such a spectacle though.”

Ms. Temis looked like she was about to object, but then seemed to yield. “Unfortunately, I am not the one to make that decision.” She pulled out her phone, typed something in, and then set it down. Ms. Temis looked at Ms. Becca. “Did you bring everything I recommended?”

The librarian nodded. “I did indeed,” she said, reaching into her own graduation gown. She pulled out a trio of pendant clamps, setting them on the table. Then came an entire row of vibrating anal beads, complete with a small remote. Finally, a thick pink curved vibrator with a wireless remote was set down. Jenni gulped.

That was when the door opened a third time. 

Jenni jumped at the unannounced intrusion, but she recognized the principal and he looked regal and elegant in his own cap and gown. He took one look at Jenni’s nude body and rolled his eyes, only to glance at Ms. Temis.

“Please tell me that you have her dress and underclothes somewhere?”

The woman snorted in response. “Hardly. She arrived wearing nothing but her cap, gown, and those heels.

Ms. Becca stepped up next to the girl, stroking the girl’s shoulder. “Agnus believes that she should be stripped naked on stage, bound open for everyone to appreciate, and subjected to relentless torment prior to being thoroughly and viciously whipped at the end of the ceremony.” She ran her fingers downward across Jenni’s front. Jenni gulped as the librarian teased one nipple, then gave it a delicious pinch. “I think the idea has a certain appeal!”

The principal sighed. “Enough Becca,” he said with a shake of his head. “Agnus, there are two hundred and thirty-seven graduates. All of them, save perhaps one, are looking forward to walking across that stage and accepting their diplomas. I have absolutely no intention of allowing this to become the ‘Jenni’ show.”

“But she needs to be punished!” Demanded Ms. Temis.

The principal raised a hand. “Yes. And I agree. But not here.”

Ms. Becca smiled. “Simple. Punish her after the ceremony. We can use the teacher’s assembly room to deliver her final comeuppance.”

The principal frowned. “She is no longer a student once she receives her diploma, Becca.” He tapped his finger against his chin. “That said, we could just hand her a blank folder. That would negate the legalities of the situation. Of course,” he said, “eyeing the clamps and anal beads. “The question would then be how to apply the correct amount of stimulation to ensure she is ready for punishment, without pushing her to disrupt the ceremony.”

Ms. Temis snorted. “Well, she usually doesn’t cum from anal stimulation, so we can leave the beads on full power. The pendant clamps have only one setting, and might push her into an orgasm, presuming she can’t control herself. But the vibe, on anything but low, will most certainly have her cumming.”

The principal considered this, then looked at Jenni. “Allow me to be very, very clear. I will not tolerate you disrupting this ceremony. You will control yourself. Should I hear a peep out of you, see bare skin, or find you make a spectacle of some sort in any way, I will literally double the punishment you are already going to receive. Do you understand?”

Jenni gulped again. “Yes, sir.” She replied obediently.

He took a deep breath. “Ladies, if you’ll get her prepared, then get her dressed,” he glanced at the gown on the table. “In whatever she has that makes her presentable. You don’t have much time.” He then turned and opened the door, hurrying out.

“Yum yum time,” Ms. Becca hummed. She grabbed Jenni and pushed her over the edge of the table. “Spread your legs so we can stuff that cute little bottom of yours!”

Jenni yelped as her breasts were suddenly mashed onto the wooden surface and she felt Ms. Becca kick at her heel. Jenni widened her stance, further and further in response to Ms. Becca’s insistence. It seemed the librarian was only satisfied when Jenni’s feet were five feet apart and she could feel the stretch in her thighs.

“Did you bring any lubricant?” Ms. Temis asked.

Ms. Becca snorted. “Hardly. And it’s not like we need it. The girl’s cunt is a dripping morass. Stuff the beads up there and we’ll get plenty of moisture.”

Jenni felt Ms. Temis reach past her exposed thigh, then something cool and firm touched her petals. She let out a soft groan as the first small bead was pushed into her pussy. It felt amazing, but also unsatisfying at the same time. It was just too small. Then the second bead was slid into her. Slowly, each of the five beads, the next bigger than the previous, was thrust into Jenni’s wet depths.

“You should turn them on for a moment,” suggested Ms. Becca, “just to make sure she’s fully lubricated them.”

Ms. Temis grinned. “And it will be even more of a torment for her!”

Suddenly, all five beads began shaking in Jenni’s pussy. Jenni gasped, her sex tightening down on the unusual stimulation and she felt the sexual pressure that had already built inside her intensifying. Her hips began to thrust and she wished she had been smart enough to straddle the corner of the table, so she could rub her clit against the edge.

A stinging slap of Ms. Temis’ hand on her rump made her squeal and then the vibrating beads were tugged free of her quivering sex. Fingers pried at her buttocks and the first slick, marble sized sphere was pushed against Jenni’s brown little star. She focused on relaxing, though between her own girl goo and the pressure of Ms. Temis’ hand, the first bead slid into her back door easily. The second, the size of a hard candy, was easy to handle as well, but from there, the beads got steadily larger. Jenni whimpered as the third and fourth beads were pushed into her bottom, until only the largest, a sphere almost the size of a golf ball, pressed snuggly against her anus.

“Brace yourself,” Ms. Temis sneered.

Jenni gulped and attempted to do exactly the opposite, knowing that tightening down would only make the penetration that much more uncomfortable. She closed her eyes and deliberately relaxed, opening herself up. It was almost as much a mental game as a physical one, as the fifth and final bead was shoved up her ass. Jenni grunted as it pushed past her sphincter. Then the involuntary response caused her to tighten and she whimpered.

“There,” Ms. Temis declared, wiping her fingers on Jenni’s butt. “Completely stuffed. And now…” There was a momentary pause and then all five beads began shaking in Jenni’s rear end, this time set to full power.

The sensation wasn’t quite as arousing as having the beads in her pussy, but the strength of the oscillations, four times stronger than the brief tease she had gotten while lubricating the beads in the first place, was more difficult to ignore. She found herself clenching, only to realize that not having anything in her pussy was probably sparing her the indignity of another orgasm.

“Stand up straight,” Ms. Becca ordered, tugging on Jenni’s shoulder. The girl straightened, then was forced to close her legs as she was turned around to face the two teachers. Both held one of the pendant clamps.

“I’ll have you know,” Ms. Temis said, holding up the little piece of hardware, “that we’ve replaced the rubber duck billed clamps with something more appropriate for a little fuck slut like yourself.”

Ms. Becca grinned. “Indeed. I suspect these will be much more painful,” she assured Jenni.” Even before Ms. Temis could move, Ms. Becca positioned the clamp onto Jenni’s left nipple. The teeth of the clamp were clearly visible and Jenni mewled, wincing as the metal jaw bit down.

“Owww,” she moaned, only to squeal a second later when the other clamp was placed on her right nipple. Pain shot through both breasts and a moment later she felt the tell-tale throb of her heart laboring to push blood through the crushed tips.

“Now,” said Ms. Temis, “let's turn on the vibrations!” She grabbed hold of the plastic pendant that dangled down from the clamp itself and flicked the tiny switch. Instantly, the internal motor began humming, the offset weight making the entire case jerk back and forth. This movement translated up into the clamp, adding an intense, almost twisting sensation to the pinching hurt.

Jenni mewled again, eyes closing as her body responded to the stimuli. If graduation lasted over an hour, it was going to be agonizing. Worse, a part of her liked both the pinching and the twisting. Had there been anything in her pussy, she’d have been clenching and squeezing it hard.

“Hop up on the table, dear.” Ms. Becca held up the third clamp. “Lay back and spread your legs wide for us. This one is going to drive you absolutely crazy!”

Jenni opened her eyes and gulped, but pushed down with her hands to sit on the table. She leaned back, ignoring the throbbing burn of her nipples as she spread her legs wide, then even more, until her knees were bending on the opposite sides of the rectangular surface. As Ms. Becca leaned forward with the clamp, her free hand came up and began stroking Jenni’s clit. The girl moaned softly, then gasped as Ms. Becca suddenly put her mouth on the extended nub and sucked on it firmly.

“That’s hardly appropriate,” Ms. Temis snorted. “Though admittedly, not a violation of process.”

Ms. Becca rolled her tongue around Jenni’s clit, but then let go. “I find it delicious!” Then she placed the clamp over the same spot and let it close.

Jenni let out a squeal, one hand jerking toward her pussy, but she managed to stop herself before touching either her sex or the clamp. The pendant dangled downward, resting her petals. Ms. Becca turned it on and Jenni groaned passionately as the vibrations surged up through her clit and through her labia.

“Now,” Ms. Temis said nastily. “The vibe.” She lifted the curved insert and without another word, slid it into the poor girl laying on the table. Jenni’s hips jerked and her toes curled in the high heels as she was impaled, the huge, curved, pink phallus embedded in her sex. She wanted Ms. Temis to pump it and her throbbing chest heaved with need.

“Yes… please!” Jenni begged, trembling. Suddenly, the vibrator began shaking as well, the tremors flowing through her insides, combining and fighting with the trembling of the vibrating anal beads and the three pendant clamps. Worse, the pendant hanging from her clit bounced and rattled against the butt end of the vibrator. Jenni brought a knuckle up to her mouth and bit on it, overwhelmed.

Ms. Becca set the remote to the vibrating phallus down on the table. “I’d like to remind you that orgasm is not allowed. You will maintain your decorum, accept your empty folder on the stage, and we will be waiting for you on the other side to escort you to punishment.”

“Where you will be whipped thoroughly!” Ms. Temis added.

Ms. Becca smirked a little. “And you will be thoroughly whipped.”

“Now stand up and let's get you dressed,” Ms. Temis declared. “You have graduation to attend!

***

“Here you go,” Ms. Becca said with a smile, maneuvering Jenni into line. The two students she was forced to slide between gave her cursory glances. Maureen Wasiliksi was a straight laced girl who rarely, if ever, got into trouble, and the fact that Ms. Becca was escorting Jenni into place was, frankly, rather typical. As for the young man now behind Jenni, Samuel Wilson grinned and “accidentally” brushed his hand across Jenni’s ass. Multiple times.

“Now, be a good girl and don’t drop that thread.”

Jenni licked her lips and nodded, fingers clutched tight around the long, black thread coiled up in her right hand. After Ms. Becca had led Jenni from the room, she tied the eight foot long thread to the zipper that ran the length of the graduation gown. “Yes Ma’am,” she replied, her voice tense. Ms. Becca grinned, gave her a little wave, and turned away.

Once again, Jenni felt a touch on her bottom. Samuel leaned forward. “I can hear the vibrator,” he said teasingly. His fingers began kneading Jenni’s buttock and she leaned back into him. “Going to cum soon?”

Jenni gulped. “I’m… I’m not supposed to,” she replied over her shoulder. But even as she spoke the words, she knew that holding off wasn’t going to happen. Her body was a riot of sensation. Both of her nipples throbbed, the tips subjected to the harsh pinching of the clamps as well as the vibrations from the pendants that dangled from them. Her clitoris was in similar shape, trapped in the deliciously vicious pinch of the clamp, while suffering the same oscillations. Then there were the five beads in her bottom, each one filled with a motor spinning at a slightly different speed, sending waves of churning motion through her ass that made her constantly tighten. That in turn caused her pussy to clench down on the vibrator, which was the only toy not set to the maximum level. In fact, it was barely rumbling and she was still on the verge of orgasm.

Suddenly, Maureen looked back at Jenni. “Pull it together then. We’re about to go in,” she sneered. Sure enough, the familiar tones of Pomp & Circumstances began playing. Ahead of Jenni, the line started moving and she took a deep breath, struggling to collect herself. Already her hand was getting a little tired holding the coiled thread, but she didn’t dare drop it. In a line, Samuel would undoubtedly tread on it and Jenni didn’t want to contemplate the effect that would have.

Ahead, the line of graduating students marched through the door into the arena and Jenni blinked as she saw the blue curtained stage and rows of chairs. Each step was both agonizing and pleasurable as her body continued to suffer and she shuffled forward between Maureen and Samuel toward the row near the very back. Samuel continued to brush his hand back and forth across her bottom, knowing that she couldn’t object. Not that she would. Jenni had a reputation.

Finally she stood in front of the cheap plastic chair, completely focused on the steady and non-stop march toward climax. She saw the principal on stage, their eyes meeting briefly as he spotted her. Then the student body as a whole sat down. Jenni was almost the last to sit, only barely registering the need.

She made it through the principal’s speech, though she had absolutely no clue what was said. This was due to the shooting pains going through her breasts, not to mention the incessant buzzing of the various sex toys stuffed inside her, or clinging to the very parts that were throbbing. But it also didn’t help that she was forced to spread her knees obnoxiously wide, almost touching Maureen and definitely pressed against Samuel’s leg. But Jenni couldn’t help it. Closing up caused the pendant clamped to her clit to press against the end of the vibrator stuffed into her slit and the noise was… well not loud, but definitely noticeable. Jenni’s hips rolled as she tried to get comfortable, but it wasn’t easy. Between the uncomfortable fullness and shaking of her ass, the thick vibe stuffed in her cunt, and the clamp and pendant clinging to her clit, she twitched and jerked almost constantly.

“Sit still!” Maureen hissed, grabbing Jenni’s knee and squeezing.

“I’m… I’m trying!” Jenni whimpered.

Fortunately for Jenni, the principal’s speech was short, sweet, and to the point. But then came the introduction of the Valedictorian. Again, Jenni tuned out the content in favor of her own little tornado of sexual stimulation. She tried holding her breath. Then she focused on counting prime numbers. That only worked into the eighties and she tried counting by twos. She lifted her eyes to the crowd and tried to find her mother. That only took three or four minutes because spotting the signature red sleeveless blouse was relatively easy. Plus her mother immediately waved down at Jenni, one hand clutching something pink.

Which is when the vibrator inside Jenni’s pussy went from low to high. Completely in violation of the principal’s orders.

Jenni gasped and Maureen once again glared at her. That didn’t help the graduating schoolgirl, who tightened with a groan. She pressed her knees together, which only made the rattling that much more noticeable, though a moment later, as her thighs locked, the sound was muted. But nothing could prevent the way her body stiffened. Jenni jammed a knuckle in between her teeth, biting down, even as her entire body jerked as if she were in the throes of a seizure.

“Mmmphhh!” She whined, closing her eyes.

Maureen’s hand moved upward, almost against Jenni’s hip, holding her down and as the orgasm rocked through the girl, Samuel also helped. A moment later the surge was over, the vibrator switched back down to low as Jenni pitched forward. Maureen caught her, pushing her back against the seat as Jenni’s chest heaved, panting from the sexual exertion.

“Disgusting,” Maureen whispered.

But it seemed that neither the crowd nor the Valedictorian had recognized Jenni’s behavior for what it was and as Jenni calmed down somewhat, she began to realize the negative consequences of cumming. Her nipples and clit had become even more sore and sensitive to the vibrations and clamping. Her pussy itself was still dealing with the vibrator, and even back to the lowest level, was sending waves of stimulation into her body. But shifting left and right made Jenni much more aware of another problem.

The back of her graduation robe, the part she was sitting on, was soaked with cum.

The Valedictorian’s speech ended and Jenni squirmed, trying to figure out how bad things were. The robe was polyester, which meant that it at least wouldn’t soak up the copious amounts of girl goo leaking from her pussy, but she had little doubt that everyone in the stands was going to notice.

Slowly, Jenni spread her legs again, lifting the front of her gown as high as she dared, trying to air dry the sodden swamp between her legs. Samuel noticed and put his hand down on her exposed knee, only to slowly pull his hand up her leg, exposing even more skin.

“Samuel!” Jenni gasped when she realized just how far up he’d gone. She put a hand on his, keeping him from going higher, but he changed direction, going inward, along her inner thigh, his fingers only two or three inches from her stuffed and vibrated pussy.

“You know you want it,” he whispered as the first row of students began heading up toward the stage. The principal called out the first name and handed over the blue folder containing the young man’s diploma. Samuel forced his hand a little higher and Jenni whimpered.

“Leave her alone,” Maureen growled from the other side.

Samuel glared at Maureen across Jenni’s shaking and clamped bosom. “She likes it.”

“It’s not about consent,” Maureen hissed. “It’s about doing it here, moron.”

Samuel’s fingers wiggled even closer to Jenni’s honeypot. “She just exploded and no one noticed. What’s another?”

“I noticed,” Maureen declared, her eyes flickering to the front of the student assembly as the second row stood. More and more diplomas were being handed out. “Leave her alone.”

But then Samuel’s fingers slid along Jenni’s inner and upper thigh, finding her slick petals and the jiggling pendant. He pressed on it, mashing it down into her pussy, the connecting chain tugging on her clitoris. Jenni stiffened with a gasp, her loins tightening and thrusting upward.

“Look at her,” Samuel said quietly. “She’s a little fuck slut!”

Maureen grimaced and looked away angrily.

Then, to make things worse, the vibrator switched from low to medium. Jenni’s body went rigid with pleasure, the sharp pains still shooting from her nipples and clit, along with the thick discomfort of her stuffed ass only making the entire collection of sensation more acute. In seconds she was fully on her way back to the metaphorical cliff of orgasm. Samuel certainly noticed and his fingers began tugging on the clit clamp, twisting it back and forth.

Jenni’s legs straightened as her feet shot out, her knees spreading wide. Her entire body tensed and she whimpered as wave upon wave of acute, mind-numbing pleasure surged through her. She bit her lip, then once more brought her hand up to her mouth, chewing on her knuckle to try to keep quiet. She closed her eyes, her slight frame shuddering as the combination of Samuel’s hand, the trembling vibrator in her pussy, the oscillating beads in her ass, and the trio of pendant clamps shaking and chewing on her nipples and clit, thrust her hurriedly back toward orgasm.

“Enough. It’s time. Let’s go,” Maureen suddenly urged. Jenni opened her eyes, shocked to find that the row of chairs in front of them was empty and Maureen was standing. Samuel snarled something and pulled his hand out from between Jenni’s legs. It took the little brunette a moment to push down her gown and she stood, stumbling forward as her body struggled to achieve climax, while her brain tried to tamp down the urge. Maureen took the lead and then Jenni followed, her chest heaving as fluids streamed down her thighs. Each step was a frustrating wave of need and she gulped, eyes glazed as she shuffled forward, the fingers of both hands clenched.

They neared the stage quicker than she thought they would, the names of each graduate called out as they crossed, received their diploma, and shook the hands of both the principal and Mr. Wilkinson, the vice-principal. Jenni noticed both Ms. Temis and Ms. Becca standing nearby, their eyes focused on Jenni.

When Maureen was about to climb the stairs of the stage, the vibrator in Jenni’s pussy roared to full power. With a cry, she clenched, her knees slamming together, one hand jammed between her legs. But then Maureen was crossing the stage and Jenni clenched her teeth, forced herself up the stairs, both hands grabbing hold of the railing. Then her name was called and Jenni, almost at the crest of orgasm, hurried forward to take her empty folder from the principal.

Which is when Samuel stepped on the thread that trailed from between Jenni’s legs, back to the stairs. The thread went taut, yanking the zipper down so fast that Jenni didn’t even realize what was happening until her entire graduation gown was yanked off her body backward and she ended up standing in front of the principal buck naked, except for the clamps.

“Good Lord,” the principal declared before the roar of approval and catcalls of the crowd exploded through the entire arena.

Jenni went red, but the combination of utter humiliation and exposure, combined with the powerful vibrations between her legs, left her discombobulated and shuddering. She cried out, closing her eyes as the orgasm hit her violently. She started shaking, fluids exploding from between her legs, soaking her thighs, and leaving a puddle on the stage floor in front of the principal, who looked furious.

Suddenly, Ms. Temis and Ms. Becca were both there, grabbing hold of Jenni and forcibly pulling her, sans robe, fully off the stage. She was still dealing with the waves of orgasm as they practically carried her through the far door, the screaming cheers of the crowd changing to disappointment as Jenni was hurried across the hallway and into the far room, the door shutting behind them.

“What the fuck was that?” Demanded Ms. Temis furiously. She glanced around, spotted the restraint chair in the corner, and began dragging Jenni over to it. Ms. Becca assisted and together, they managed to force the still-cumming teenager into the seat.

“Get her legs,” Ms. Temis ordered, already securing Jenni’s wrists above her head, stretching out her arms.

“She’s still squirting!” Exclaimed Ms. Becca a moment later with a laugh. She managed to drag one foot outward, buckling the cuff around the girl’s ankle. Already, a splatter of cunt juice was on the floor.

Jenny mewled, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head, but Ms. Temis reached down, grabbed one of the clamps on the girl’s tits, and twisted. The pain shot through Jenni and she squealed, her eyes focusing on the teacher.

“Owww!”

“Don’t you dare pass out, you little tramp!” Ms. Temis hissed. “This was exactly what we were trying to avoid!”

Ms. Becca stood, her gown spotted with tiny droplets. She grinned. “Well, what did you expect from a fuck slut?” She looked at Jenni’s trembling form, admiring her stuffed cunt and the pendant clamps. “That thing must be driving her mad!”

“It’s sending her straight back to another orgasm!” Ms. Temis declared.

Jenni mewled, eyes closing as her hips thrust up violently again and Ms. Temis glanced around. She quickly retrieved a red rubber ball gag from one of the boxes on the nearby shelf and jammed it in between Jenni’s teeth. It muted her cries, but did nothing to alleviate her body’s gyrations as the vibrations continued to affect her libido.

Suddenly, the door opened and the principal walked into the room, an exasperated look on his face.

“Well, that was a fiasco!” He declared. “There is a mob of students and their parents out there, demanding that she be brought back out and punished in front of them for disrupting the ceremony!”

Ms. Becca grinned. “I’m totally fine with that,” she said coyly.

Ms. Temis hesitated, then agreed. “Indeed.”

“Well, I’m not,” said the principal. “Because this isn’t just her failure. You two were supposed to stimulate her, not push her to the point where she had a fucking orgasm on stage. And how the hell did her gown fall off?” He glanced at the vibrator which was still buzzing like mad, making Jenni’s hips jerk as she was stimulated toward a third orgasm. “Why the hell is that thing on full power?”

Ms. Temis frowned and looked at Ms. Becca. “Turn it down,” she told the librarian.

Ms. Becca blinked, then smiled. “I don’t have the remote,” she replied honestly.

“You don’t?” Ms. Temis asked in bewilderment. “Then who does?”

And once again, the door opened unexpectedly. The petite brunette who walked in was wearing a sleeveless red blouse, an unusually short mini-skirt, high heels, and had a black leather purse slung over one shoulder. In her hand, she held a pink remote.

“Ah…,” Jenni’s mother said. “Here’s my naughty little daughter. The crowd wants her back on stage for punishment.”

The principal sighed. “Ms. Betoni…”

“Katie,” Jenni’s mother replied.

“Katie,” he said. “Your daughter just committed multiple violations…”

“Five,” Ms. Temis interrupted. “Specifically.”

The principal glared at Ms. Temis. “Five,” he allowed, “violations of the school code of conduct.”

“Failure to wear appropriate clothing to a school event, failure to wear a bra, failure to wear panties, disrupting a school event, and having an unauthorized orgasm during stimulation prior to punishment!” Ms. Temis ranted, ticking them off on her fingers.

Katie laughed, her eyes flickering over the stretched out naked body of her daughter. “I’m absolutely positive she had an orgasm during the Valedictorian’s speech as well, so it’s actually six violations.” She waved the pink remote around. “I know, because I’m the one who turned up the vibe!”

The principal blinked and Ms. Temis gasped. “You?” She looked over at Ms. Becca. “You gave her mother the remote? Have you no idea what that woman is capable of?”

Ms. Becca shrugged. “It seemed appropriate at the time.”

The principal ran his hand through his hair. “Admittedly, I am at a loss for words,” he said quietly. “I don’t even know how to hold you responsible for your actions.”

Katie let out a laugh. Ms. Temis coughed. “Sir, if I may? The release she signed when she audited In School Suspension had no end date. For all intents and purposes, she can still be considered a student when on school property, and held to the same standards as her slut of a daughter.”

Katie blinked. “Oh dear,” she said with a smile. “That sounds bad for me.”

Ms. Temis’ eyes narrowed. “It means that he can strip you naked in front of the crowd, Bind your hands above your head, and whip your entire body from head to toe, focusing on your breasts, ass, and pussy!”

The principal sighed. “Agnus… please…”

Temis gave the principal a guilty look, but then Ms. Becca spoke up.

“I personally would like to point out that if Katie is concerned a student, then she also is required to abide by the school uniform code.” She eyed Katie’s outfit wickedly. “It’s fairly obvious to me that she’s not wearing either a bra, or panties.”

Katie grinned and cocked a decadent pose. “My, my, my,” she said softly. “Look at the kettle calling the pot black.” Her eyebrow went up. “I’d sure like to see what’s under your gown, Ms. Becca.” 

The librarian just smiled back, not saying a word.

The principal looked frustrated and ran his hand through his hair. Then his phone chirped. He pulled it out from under his gown, read the text message and then shook his head. “Well, that settles it. Superintendent Jenkins wants Jenni brought back out. For punishment.” 

“He’s here?” Agnus asked, startled.

The principal nodded. “In the stands. His nephew.”

Ms. Becca pushed on the restraint chair. “Well, she’s ready to go. Bound, stuffed with vibrators, spread open, gagged, and ready for her whipping. We can even roll her right out there.” She produced a flogger and held it out to the principal. He took it and let out a sigh, then looked at Jenni. Even gagged, she looked to be on the edge of orgasm.

“I suppose, if she has to end her school career here, she might as well go out with a bang,” he declared.

Katie grinned. “She wants to cum. She needs it.”

Ms. Becca stepped up next to the chair. “Bound and helpless in front of everyone, embarrassed and humiliated,” she observed.

Ms. Temis moved to the other side. “Writhing with the intensity of her punishment, even if it is pushing her straight into another orgasm.” She paused. “I hope she’s screaming. Lots of screaming.”

The principal took a deep breath and swung the whip once through the air. “Alright. Let’s give everyone what they want.” He pushed through the door, Becca, Agnus, and Katie pushing the quivering, desperate, naked little schoolgirl across the hall and back into the main hall. The roar of the crowd enveloped them as they pushed Jenni up the ramp, onto the stage, turning the restraint chair to face her peers, their parents, the whole crowd.

The principal raised the whip and Jenni’s punishment began. 
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