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    Strict Bullying Policy
   
 
  
   
    I thought it was going to be a normal, average summer’s day at college, which would almost certainly involve the pupils baking alive in the old buildings’ poorly ventilated rooms.
    
   
    It was a very strict, upper class single sex girls college and as such, the parents of the 500-odd pupils were all very wealthy and their children proportionately full of themselves, apart from myself of course.
    
   
    I never quite figured out what the college trust spent all the tuition fees on, because it certainly wasn’t the air conditioning, which was almost as non-existent as the heating during the winter months.
    
   
    Sometimes it felt like we were attending a Victorian-era college with the days dragging on for what seemed like an eternity as the barren tree branches withered outside.
    
   
    I was sure the teachers must have been on terrible pay as well, or at least you would think so from their dour expressions and robotic temperaments.
    
   
    Anyway it had been a particularly dry summer and that day was no different, leaving most of the girls with a light sweaty sheen across their foreheads and around their necks.
    
   
    In fact they were constantly being yelled at by the post-menopausal teachers for undoing their top buttons to cool themselves down.
    
   
    God forbid we show an inch of flesh!
   
 
  
   
    It was an especially difficult time for me due to the fact that I was the youngest girl in the class and had only just passed my 18
    th birthday.
    
   
    Not only that, but I kept to myself most of the time and only really kept a couple of friends with whom I would sit under the apple trees in the courtyard to eat our lunches.
    
   
    Sadly neither of them were in my class and so I was forced to endure the misery of my classmates all alone.
    
   
    Ever since I had arrived at the college some years earlier, there had been one particular group of girls who had it in for me.
    
   
    I had no idea why they decided to pick on me as I would never do anything to hurt anyone.
    
   
    My problems were exacerbated somewhat when, shortly after my birthday I was forced by my parents and orthodontist to get dental braces – huge railroads that traversed my smile, as if the girls didn’t have enough ammunition to use against me.
    
   
    I was a bright and gifted child and I could only assume that their hatred for me was fuelled by jealousy, as I rarely managed to get a question wrong in class.
    
   
    However, although I had managed to ignore and struggle through their endless teasing for most of my college life, I couldn’t have anticipated what was about to happen that afternoon.
    
 
  
   
    It all began in the final lesson before lunch.
    
   
    It was a maths lesson, which normally I would have breezed through.
    
   
    I was sitting to the right hand side of the class along the front row of seats next to the window, through which the intense sunlight was slowly turning my skin to a crisp.
    
   
    The windows had been sealed shut ever since the college had been repainted a few years earlier, so the atmosphere inside the classroom could easily have been mistaken for a Turkish sauna.
    
   
    The air was tinged with the pungent, yet oddly arousing aroma of the girls’ sweat and I could feel my heart thumping more and more heavily with every tick of the second hand on the clock at the front of the class.
    
   
    I was almost dozing off into a coma as I sat there, barely paying any attention to what the teacher, Miss Jenkins, was saying.
    
   
    Suddenly, her voice boomed with my name and I bolted upright and stared blankly at the board, which she was tapping with the end of her wooden metre ruler.
   
 
  
   
    “Well?”
    
   
    she asked, clearly expecting me to give her the answer she was looking for.
    
   
    It was like she was impervious to the scorching heat burning our flesh as she stood there, glaring at me as I stuttered for words.
   
 
  
   
    “Um...” I murmured, confounded by the mess of algebra she had scribbled on the board, “I..
   
   
    .
    
   
    erm...”
   
 
  
   
    “Um erm?”
    
   
    she mocked, “No, try again!”
   
 
  
   
    For some reason, no matter how much I stared at the board, I simply couldn’t absorb the strings of letters and numbers at all.
    
   
    The equals sign was practically screaming at me with the daunting blank space to the right and the whole class had turned to look at me as my mind stumbled to come up with an answer.
    
   
    I knew she wouldn’t let me off the hook even for a second, but I gave it a try anyway.
   
 
  
   
    “I’m sorry Miss, I don’t know.”
    
   
    I whimpered, hiding my face between the wilting pages of my text book.
   
 
  
   
    “That’s not good enough!”
    
   
    she barked, thumping the board so hard that a cloud of white dust puffed gently across the front of the room, “Come on, we’ve been doing this all week!”
   
 
  
   
    I took a long, deep breath and stared at the board once more, but the hot air encapsulating my body was making it impossible for me to concentrate long enough to complete the equation.
    
   
    I had forgotten the start of the string before I’d even finished reading it and I found myself sitting like an idiot, re-reading the same thing over and over again while the rest of the class giggled and muttered between themselves at my expense.
    
   
    It was mortifying and completely anathema to my usual college experience.
    
   
    Normally I would have been the first one with my hand up, but as I sat there tapping the back of my pen against my forehead, I just couldn’t think at all.
    
   
    Cruel as always, the teacher refused to move on until I answered the question, but my lack of concentration was becoming even more sustained.
    
   
    I couldn’t really understand why I was feeling the way I was, but for some reason as I sat there under the burning gaze of my fellow classmates, I could feel my clitoris beginning to tingle.
    
   
    It started off with a shallow prickling sensation that I mistook for the heat between my clammy thighs, but the longer it went on the more I could feel my labia becoming moist and my clit even firmer.
    
    
     What the fuck is happening to me
    , I thought.
 
  
   
    “Christianne, am I going to have to go through the stages with you?”
    
   
    asked the teacher, now tapping the ruler against the laminated discipline policy that was stapled to the wall next to the blackboard.
   
 
  
   
    “No no...” I said, terrified that I might get my first detention with just weeks to go before the end of term, and my college life.
    
   
    I scribbled the formula down in my exercise book and started to work through it, but I was constantly distracted by the chattering of the girls around me and the tap of the ruler against the board as the teacher waited impatiently.
   
 
  
   
    “What’s the matter?”
    
   
    whispered Sophie, the ringleader of the girls that had been picking on me, “Not got your cheat sheets today?”
   
 
  
   
    I tried to ignore her, but her subordinates piped up and joined in the derision, reaching forward to poke the back of my blouse each time the teacher looked away.
    
   
    I couldn’t focus longer than a few seconds and a few minutes had passed since I’d been asked to answer the question.
    
   
    Still there was no end in sight to my humiliation and the knowledge that everyone’s opinion of me was rapidly dwindling filled me with a feeling of degradation.
    
   
    However, the stronger the emotion grew the hornier my pussy became and by the time I finally managed to conjure an answer, my panties were dripping wet and my clitoris was tingling harder than ever before.
    
   
    My face was coated in sweat and my cheeks were so bright red that they looked like they have been slapped from all sides.
    
   
    Moments later the bell rang out to signal lunch and we all filed out of the classroom with me trailing behind everyone else like a disgraced dog.
    
   
    Miss Jenkins didn’t say a word and ignored me as I walked past her towards the door, adding to my feeling of worthlessness.
    
   
    I got my lunch from my locker and went to sit with my two friends under the apple trees.
    
   
    Lunchtime was thankfully event free and allowed me a short while to relax and regroup after the berating I had received during maths.
    
   
    The calm was not to last, though, as I found out when I made my way towards the classroom for my afternoon English class.
    
 
  
   
    I had left a few minutes to spare to go to the toilet before class, but as I entered the building and walked along the corridor toward the facilities, I could hear the faint patter of other footsteps behind me and the curious giggling of a group of girls.
    
   
    There was no doubt in my mind that it was Sophie and her cohorts, Jane and Sam, and I could only hope that they would simply walk by and leave me alone as I took my toilet break.
    
   
    I had no such luck though, as no sooner had I bolted the lock on my cubicle door than I could hear their excited whispers following me inside.
    
   
    I had only just pulled down my panties and sat on the toilet seat when suddenly I heard their voices cackling from overhead.
   
 
  
   
    “Whatcha doing?”
    
   
    asked Sophie, peering down at the knickers around my knees.
    
   
    Her eyes immediately latched onto the wet patch that had formed during the maths lesson.
   
 
  
   
    “Ew!
    
   
    She’s wet her knickers!”
    
   
    she squealed, immediately beckoning the others to stand one next to her and one in the cubicle to my left.
    
   
    The three of them peered over and pointed towards my panties, which I tried to hide beneath my pleated navy blue skirt.
    
   
    Even worse, with them staring at me I couldn’t even go to the toilet.
   
 
  
   
    “What do you want?”
    
   
    I whimpered, glancing back up at them for mercy.
   
 
  
   
    “Nothing, we’re just standing here...” they said, giggling to each other knowing full well that it was impossible for me to go with them there.
    
   
    I decided not to bother and stood up, pulling my knickers back up and opening the door to leave.
    
   
    They jumped down immediately and stopped me in my tracks.
   
 
  
   
    “Where are you going?”
    
   
    laughed Sophie, holding her hand out in front of her to stop me from walking any further.
   
 
  
   
    “English, obviously!”
    
   
    I stated bluntly, quickly growing tired of their constant harassment.
    
   
    However, with her finger digging into my chest just above my breasts, I couldn’t help but notice the strange resurgence of excitement in my panties.
    
   
    Just then the bell for the afternoon’s lessons rang out all around the college, but I could tell from their stance that they weren’t to let me go.
   
 
  
   
    “The lesson’s been cancelled...” she replied, signalling to Jane to lock the doors.
    
   
    Jane quickly moved over to the exit and placed the “Out of Order” sign on the door, locking it from the inside to seal the four of us in.
   
 
  
   
    “Why are you doing this?”
    
   
    I pleaded, sensing something awful was about to happen to me.
    
   
    Part of me knew that they couldn’t hurt me too badly, as they would have hell to pay from the teachers.
    
   
    As it turned out, by the time I left the toilets I wouldn’t want to speak a word of what had happened to me, but for a very good reason.
   
 
  
   
    “You know, playing with yourself in college is totally gross!”
    
   
    she said, glaring at the front of my skirt as if she could see the damp patch between my legs through the dark pleated material.
   
 
  
   
    “I wasn’t, I swear!”
    
   
    I begged, but they didn’t believe me.
    
   
    The truth was that had they not interrupted me so soon, I might actually have had a quick play with my clit to relieve the tension.
   
 
  
   
    “Sure you weren’t!”
    
   
    she replied, nodding to Sam who was standing behind me, having emerged from the other cubicle.
    
   
    She grabbed my wrists and pulled my arms back, and no matter how much I resisted, she held them firm and steady.
    
   
    Sophie reached down and lifted the front of my skirt up so she could slip her hand between my thighs.
    
   
    I felt her fingers rubbing against my clit, sending another surge of juices to my labia.
    
   
    She moved them down and squeezed them between my thighs as I tried to clamp them together.
    
   
    She wriggled the tips of her fingers up and down between my pussy lips, stroking them from behind the barrier of my panties, which were becoming wetter by the second.
   
 
  
   
    “Are you kidding?
    
   
    It’s like Niagara falls down there!”
    
   
    she sneered, to which the others let out a raucous cackle of laughter.
   
 
  
   
    “You filthy slut!”
    
   
    said Sam as she leaned in from behind, “We’re going to tell the teachers that you’ve been fingering yourself in class!”
   
 
  
   
    There was something awful about the idea of them snitching on me, even though I knew I had done nothing wrong.
    
   
    The innocent, submissive side of me gave in to their peer pressure almost as quickly as my pussy had started to drip with moisture.
   
 
  
   
    “No, please don’t!”
    
   
    I pleaded, just as Sophie retrieved her fingers from between my thighs.
    
   
    They glistened with the residue of my juices in the harsh light from overhead and left a small patch on her septum as she sniffed them.
   
 
  
   
    “Mmm, fresh!”
    
   
    giggled Sophie as she smelled my pussy on her fingers.
    
   
    She moved them over to my lips and forced them into my mouth, giving me no choice but to suck on the moisture from her skin.
    
   
    It was so embarrassing and yet everything they did to me just made me hornier, and every bit of the humiliated heat that I had felt earlier in the classroom came back to my cheeks.
   
 
  
   
    “What’s up, didn’t think you would get caught?”
    
   
    she asked, cutting me off before I could even speak, “Don’t worry, we won’t tell... if you do as we say!”
   
 
  
   
    With that, Sam and Jane each took one of my hands and raised them up above my head, holding them firmly against the top corners of the doorway to one of the toilet cubicles.
    
   
    Then, Sophie reached into her pack in the next cubicle and pulled out some string, which they proceeded to tie around my wrists and then around the decorative notches at the front of each cubicle wall, binding my arms in place.
    
   
    They were too strong and too many for me to resist, although if I’m honest I actually quite liked the idea of being overpowered.
    
   
    It was an entirely new feeling to me, but the tingling of my clitoris grew more and more intense with every tug of my arms as they wound the string around my wrists.
    
   
    I even let out a brief whimper of sexual excitement as they secured my arms above my head.
    
   
    They surrounded my helpless body, with Sam behind me in the cubicle and Sophie and Jane standing before me with a pair of particularly cruel grins stretching across their lips.
    
   
    Their innocence was completely juxtaposed to the look of sadistic glee on their faces and they would have terrified me to my wit’s end had it not been for the overwhelming itch that had consumed my clitoris.
    
   
    All I wanted to do was reach down and touch myself, and the thought of what they might call me if I did, just made my little bean even firmer.
    
 
  
   
    Sam reached down and pulled up my skirt, exposing my panties and bare thighs to the other two as they giggled to themselves.
    
   
    They each gripped one side of my panties and started to peel them down over my legs, wedging them apart slightly with their free hands to stop me from clamping them together.
    
   
    When I continued to resist, they pinched and flicked at my skin with the back of their nails, making me gasp and wriggle to avoid their painful fingers.
    
   
    They pulled my knickers down and forced me to lift up my feet so they could take them off.
    
   
    Sophie stepped aside and sniffed at them, seemingly enjoying the scent of my aroused pussy before tucking them into her bag in the next cubicle.
    
   
    Sam unzipped my skirt and unravelled it from my waist, leaving me completely naked below the waist.
    
   
    They all pointed and laughed at the small patch of pubic hair above my pussy.
    
   
    It was so demeaning and I knew that the reason they were laughing was because the excess of moisture in my panties had rubbed against the hair, matting it up with my juices.
    
 
  
   
    Jane loosened my tie and pulled it out from under my collar, resting it above my blouse so she could run her fingers down the front to undo each button.
    
   
    I could feel her knuckles pressing against my breasts as she popped each one open, and then as she finally reached the last one and pulled the sides of my white cotton blouse apart, I shivered with a mixture of excitement and terror.
    
    
     What are they going to do to me
    , I wondered, simultaneously filling with hope and despair. 
   
    She unhooked the clasp between the two cups of my bra, releasing them to reveal the supple, jiggling fleshy mounds of my breasts and my beautiful little pink nipples.
    
   
    They squealed with delight, reaching out to cup and fondle my tits like I was their own little sex toy.
    
   
    Sam reached around from behind and rested her chin on my shoulder as she felt the soft skin of my stomach while the others gripped my delicate teats between their fingers and squeezed them.
    
   
    I clenched my teeth as the pain shot through my breasts, but then as they pulled their fingers away, I couldn’t deny that the prickling relief felt good.
    
   
    In fact my pussy was dripping so much that my juices were running down the inside of my thighs.
    
   
    That was all just child’s play compared to what they had planned for me.
   
 
  
   
    Sophie reached into her bag and pulled out a mess of thin cables, which for a moment made me wonder what the hell they were doing.
    
   
    Then, as I saw what was on the end of each strand, a sudden and awful realisation made my heart sink to my stomach like a lead weight.
    
   
    They held up the ends of two of the cables and wiggled them in front of my face.
    
   
    My eyes were already watery from the intense nipple pinching, but they were about to get a whole lot wetter.
    
   
    On the end of each cable was a shiny metal crocodile clip, which they squeezed open and latched onto my two firm, erect nipples.
    
   
    They let go and allowed the clips to press down around my teats, instantly making my breasts feel like they were on fire.
    
   
    I squealed and tried to wriggle free, but they were clamped too tightly onto my tits.
    
   
    Jane pressed her thumb to my cheek and wiped away a tear as it made its way down towards my lip, almost like she cared.
    
   
    Then she licked up the tear from her thumb and laughed in my face while Sophie prepared her next instrument of torture.
    
   
    As my nipples became numb from the intense pain, I realised that my clitoris was still throbbing as hard as ever.
    
 
  
   
    “Did we disturb you going to the toilet?”
    
   
    asked Sophie with her usual mock sincerity.
    
   
    Without even thinking, I nodded back at her.
    
   
    She held up a small bucket in front of her while Jane attached some more of the cables to the hoops on the side where a handle was once connected.
    
   
    She placed it on the tiles between my feet and then held the cable up between my legs, lifting the bucket off the floor while she aimed the crocodile clips on the ends.
    
    
     They wouldn’t!
     
   
    I thought, 
    they couldn’t be so cruel!
    
   
    But indeed they could, and as Jane gripped and held each of my slim labia one at a time, Sophie clipped the two crocodile clips on and stepped back to watch as I screamed in agony.
    
   
    Before I could close my mouth, they lodged a wooden spoon between my jaws, which Sam held in place from behind, pinning my head back against her shoulder.
    
   
    It was so uncomfortable and horrific to imagine, and yet all I wanted to do was touch myself.
    
   
    The persistent itch of my clitoris felt like it would never go away no matter what they did to me.
   
 
  
   
    “Okay, go ahead...” snorted Sophie, pointing at the bucket that was now dangling between my legs.
    
   
    I tried to go, but nothing came out.
    
   
    I had always been quite shy in the bathroom and could never piss unless the room was cleared.
    
   
    I tried again, and even though I could feel the swell inside my bladder, I just couldn’t release it.
    
   
    Sam reached down over my chest and tugged on the wire that was connecting my two nipples, tugging on them so the clips dug even harder into my extra sensitive young areolas.
    
   
    I cried out in agony and bit down hard on the spoon, but still nothing came out.
    
   
    Then, Sophie and Jane began to flick my stomach with their nails, working their way down to my pussy as if they were counting down with an ultimatum.
    
   
    I closed my eyes and pretended no-one was there, and moments later a thin stream of slightly yellow piss sprayed from my urethra.
    
   
    It shot out onto the floor between my legs and I had to aim the stream into the bucket to make sure it didn’t go everywhere.
    
   
    However, they kept pinching and flicking me, forcing me to wriggle to avoid their snapping fingers.
    
   
    The steaming hot urine shook and splashed over my thighs, trickling down to my ankles and soaking into my cute little white socks.
    
   
    They were such impossible sadists and yet every strike of their nails across my flesh left me hornier than ever.
    
   
    As the bucket filled up with piss, the weight of it forced the crocodile clips to pull on my labia, making me cringe and wiggle my hips even more to dislodge them.
    
   
    Finally, just as I stopped pissing, the clips slipped free of my admittedly small pussy lips and fell a few inches to the floor, splashing yet more piss over my ankles.
    
 
  
   
    “Good!”
    
   
    said Sophie as she kicked the bucket aside, “One job down, one to go!”
   
 
  
   
    “What do you mean?”
    
   
    I sobbed, feeling the cold chill of the air on my wet, teary cheeks and piss stained thighs.
    
   
    Then I noticed the worst thing of all – sitting perched on the sinks opposite the toilet cubicles was a phone, which was obviously facing me.
    
   
    In the mirror I could see the reflection of the screen on the other side, which clearly showed my suspended, tortured body.
    
   
    They had recorded the whole thing to blackmail me!
    
   
    They knew that I couldn’t bear to have anyone else see me like that.
    
   
    I would never live it down!
    
   
    It was so cruel and evil of them, but for some reason I liked it.
    
   
    They detached the crocodile clips and then loosened the string around my wrists, and for a brief, naive moment I thought they had had their fun and would leave me alone.
    
   
    They still had one final act of humiliation to mount on me though.
    
   
    Sophie grabbed my tie, which was still flapping loosely at my chest, and tugged it so the knot constricted around my neck.
    
   
    She tightened it so far that it almost choked me, allowing only a small passage for the air to pass through my throat.
    
   
    I gasped for air but she refused to loosen it, and the others grabbed my arms before I could fight her.
    
   
    They pushed down on my back, forcing me down onto my knees.
    
   
    I knelt on the floor, bent over and balanced precariously with my arms pinned behind my back.
    
 
  
   
    They rooted around in their pack of sadistic tricks again and pulled out some more implements of torture, but they didn’t allow me to turn around and see.
    
   
    Suddenly I felt a harsh strike across my ass and bolted forward in shock.
    
   
    They pulled me back and prevented me from smacking my face on the floor, but then lashed a second strike over my cheeks.
    
   
    I yelled out as the burning pain spread around my ass with each ripple of flesh.
    
   
    Sam moved around in front of me and crouched down, gripping her fingers around my cheeks.
   
 
  
   
    “Shhh!”
    
   
    she whispered into my ear, followed by a sharp slap across the face.
    
   
    I remained quiet as another tear dripped down toward my chin.
    
   
    I was a complete mess, stripped almost naked with my blouse and bra hanging from my body and my tie held back behind me along with my arms like reins, choking me as the sexual pleasure grew more and more intense.
    
   
    I couldn’t explain it, but every little element of pain and degradation that they caused just inched me closer and closer to an orgasm, amplifying my state of arousal way beyond the mere itch of strange excitement that I’d felt during the maths class.
    
   
    I kept thrusting my hips and pressing my thighs together as they spanked me harder and faster, leaving barely an inch of pink flesh remaining on my ass or the back of my thighs.
    
   
    They placed the paddle down on the floor next to me for a moment and started to run their fingers around my pussy lips, smearing the juices that were dripping from around my labia all over my pussy and my asshole, working them inside me.
    
   
    I gasped as they both penetrated me at the same time, sliding their fingers up inside my pussy and my rectum and moving them in and out with a repetitive stroking motion.
   
 
  
   
    “Do it!”
    
   
    commanded Sophie to Sam, who promptly knelt on the floor in front of me and whipped her skirt up to rest around her waist.
    
   
    Her cute little young ass wiggled around in front of me as she peeled her pink cotton panties down to her knees.
    
   
    Then she pulled her ass cheeks apart to reveal the perky little ring of her asshole, which she proceeded to push against my lips by backing up slightly.
    
   
    The others continued to finger my two holes even faster while they pressed my head down onto Sam’s ass, forcing me to lick it while they filmed me.
    
   
    It was the most extreme thing I’d ever done, as my only sexual experience was touching myself tepidly in the comfort of my own bedroom.
    
   
    However as I knelt there being choked, fingered in both holes and forced to lick another girl’s asshole, I’d never felt so alive or so horny.
    
   
    I knew that they were doing it all to make me cum on camera, as if the footage of me pissing into a bucket wasn’t terrible enough.
    
   
    Still as I lashed my tongue up and down over the soft wrinkles of Sam’s anus, I was sure that I could hear her moaning lightly from over her shoulders.
   
 
  
   
    I couldn’t take it any longer.
    
   
    I’d grown past the point of caring whether anyone saw what they were doing to me.
    
   
    In fact, the more I entertained the thought the more it spurred me on towards the impending orgasm that was waiting for me at the end of the tunnel.
    
   
    My hips began to thrash around behind me as they tugged even harder on my tie, cutting off my air supply completely as I convulsed and groaned noisily on the floor.
    
   
    My vaginal and anal muscles contracted tightly around their fingers as they fingered me until the very end and as I came, I lodged my tongue deep in Sam’s ass.
    
   
    I’d never even considered sex with a girl before but as I knelt there on the floor it was the most arousing thing I’d ever done.
    
   
    They spanked the sore flesh of my ass a few more times as I shuddered endlessly through my climax, and then collapsed in a mess of piss and sweat on the floor.
    
   
    They cleaned themselves up quickly and left me alone to tidy myself and get dressed again.
    
   
    Sophie kept my panties though, which bolstered the idea that they weren’t simply picking on me.
    
   
    She wanted to think about me while she masturbated, sniffing the scent of my pussy and imagining me eating her out as well.
    
   
    In one afternoon I had realised that I was a lesbian and that I liked being sexually tortured.
    
   
    I couldn’t wait to find out what other facets of my sexuality would become apparent!
   
 
   

   

  
   
    The End
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    Strict Bullying Policy
   
 
  
   
    I thought it was going to be a normal, average summer’s day at college, which would almost certainly involve the pupils baking alive in the old buildings’ poorly ventilated rooms.
    
   
    It was a very strict, upper class single sex girls college and as such, the parents of the 500-odd pupils were all very wealthy and their children proportionately full of themselves, apart from myself of course.
    
   
    I never quite figured out what the college trust spent all the tuition fees on, because it certainly wasn’t the air conditioning, which was almost as non-existent as the heating during the winter months.
    
   
    Sometimes it felt like we were attending a Victorian-era college with the days dragging on for what seemed like an eternity as the barren tree branches withered outside.
    
   
    I was sure the teachers must have been on terrible pay as well, or at least you would think so from their dour expressions and robotic temperaments.
    
   
    Anyway it had been a particularly dry summer and that day was no different, leaving most of the girls with a light sweaty sheen across their foreheads and around their necks.
    
   
    In fact they were constantly being yelled at by the post-menopausal teachers for undoing their top buttons to cool themselves down.
    
   
    God forbid we show an inch of flesh!
   
 
  
   
    It was an especially difficult time for me due to the fact that I was the youngest girl in the class and had only just passed my 18
    th birthday.
    
   
    Not only that, but I kept to myself most of the time and only really kept a couple of friends with whom I would sit under the apple trees in the courtyard to eat our lunches.
    
   
    Sadly neither of them were in my class and so I was forced to endure the misery of my classmates all alone.
    
   
    Ever since I had arrived at the college some years earlier, there had been one particular group of girls who had it in for me.
    
   
    I had no idea why they decided to pick on me as I would never do anything to hurt anyone.
    
   
    My problems were exacerbated somewhat when, shortly after my birthday I was forced by my parents and orthodontist to get dental braces – huge railroads that traversed my smile, as if the girls didn’t have enough ammunition to use against me.
    
   
    I was a bright and gifted child and I could only assume that their hatred for me was fuelled by jealousy, as I rarely managed to get a question wrong in class.
    
   
    However, although I had managed to ignore and struggle through their endless teasing for most of my college life, I couldn’t have anticipated what was about to happen that afternoon.
    
 
  
   
    It all began in the final lesson before lunch.
    
   
    It was a maths lesson, which normally I would have breezed through.
    
   
    I was sitting to the right hand side of the class along the front row of seats next to the window, through which the intense sunlight was slowly turning my skin to a crisp.
    
   
    The windows had been sealed shut ever since the college had been repainted a few years earlier, so the atmosphere inside the classroom could easily have been mistaken for a Turkish sauna.
    
   
    The air was tinged with the pungent, yet oddly arousing aroma of the girls’ sweat and I could feel my heart thumping more and more heavily with every tick of the second hand on the clock at the front of the class.
    
   
    I was almost dozing off into a coma as I sat there, barely paying any attention to what the teacher, Miss Jenkins, was saying.
    
   
    Suddenly, her voice boomed with my name and I bolted upright and stared blankly at the board, which she was tapping with the end of her wooden metre ruler.
   
 
  
   
    “Well?”
    
   
    she asked, clearly expecting me to give her the answer she was looking for.
    
   
    It was like she was impervious to the scorching heat burning our flesh as she stood there, glaring at me as I stuttered for words.
   
 
  
   
    “Um...” I murmured, confounded by the mess of algebra she had scribbled on the board, “I..
   
   
    .
    
   
    erm...”
   
 
  
   
    “Um erm?”
    
   
    she mocked, “No, try again!”
   
 
  
   
    For some reason, no matter how much I stared at the board, I simply couldn’t absorb the strings of letters and numbers at all.
    
   
    The equals sign was practically screaming at me with the daunting blank space to the right and the whole class had turned to look at me as my mind stumbled to come up with an answer.
    
   
    I knew she wouldn’t let me off the hook even for a second, but I gave it a try anyway.
   
 
  
   
    “I’m sorry Miss, I don’t know.”
    
   
    I whimpered, hiding my face between the wilting pages of my text book.
   
 
  
   
    “That’s not good enough!”
    
   
    she barked, thumping the board so hard that a cloud of white dust puffed gently across the front of the room, “Come on, we’ve been doing this all week!”
   
 
  
   
    I took a long, deep breath and stared at the board once more, but the hot air encapsulating my body was making it impossible for me to concentrate long enough to complete the equation.
    
   
    I had forgotten the start of the string before I’d even finished reading it and I found myself sitting like an idiot, re-reading the same thing over and over again while the rest of the class giggled and muttered between themselves at my expense.
    
   
    It was mortifying and completely anathema to my usual college experience.
    
   
    Normally I would have been the first one with my hand up, but as I sat there tapping the back of my pen against my forehead, I just couldn’t think at all.
    
   
    Cruel as always, the teacher refused to move on until I answered the question, but my lack of concentration was becoming even more sustained.
    
   
    I couldn’t really understand why I was feeling the way I was, but for some reason as I sat there under the burning gaze of my fellow classmates, I could feel my clitoris beginning to tingle.
    
   
    It started off with a shallow prickling sensation that I mistook for the heat between my clammy thighs, but the longer it went on the more I could feel my labia becoming moist and my clit even firmer.
    
    
     What the fuck is happening to me
    , I thought.
 
  
   
    “Christianne, am I going to have to go through the stages with you?”
    
   
    asked the teacher, now tapping the ruler against the laminated discipline policy that was stapled to the wall next to the blackboard.
   
 
  
   
    “No no...” I said, terrified that I might get my first detention with just weeks to go before the end of term, and my college life.
    
   
    I scribbled the formula down in my exercise book and started to work through it, but I was constantly distracted by the chattering of the girls around me and the tap of the ruler against the board as the teacher waited impatiently.
   
 
  
   
    “What’s the matter?”
    
   
    whispered Sophie, the ringleader of the girls that had been picking on me, “Not got your cheat sheets today?”
   
 
  
   
    I tried to ignore her, but her subordinates piped up and joined in the derision, reaching forward to poke the back of my blouse each time the teacher looked away.
    
   
    I couldn’t focus longer than a few seconds and a few minutes had passed since I’d been asked to answer the question.
    
   
    Still there was no end in sight to my humiliation and the knowledge that everyone’s opinion of me was rapidly dwindling filled me with a feeling of degradation.
    
   
    However, the stronger the emotion grew the hornier my pussy became and by the time I finally managed to conjure an answer, my panties were dripping wet and my clitoris was tingling harder than ever before.
    
   
    My face was coated in sweat and my cheeks were so bright red that they looked like they have been slapped from all sides.
    
   
    Moments later the bell rang out to signal lunch and we all filed out of the classroom with me trailing behind everyone else like a disgraced dog.
    
   
    Miss Jenkins didn’t say a word and ignored me as I walked past her towards the door, adding to my feeling of worthlessness.
    
   
    I got my lunch from my locker and went to sit with my two friends under the apple trees.
    
   
    Lunchtime was thankfully event free and allowed me a short while to relax and regroup after the berating I had received during maths.
    
   
    The calm was not to last, though, as I found out when I made my way towards the classroom for my afternoon English class.
    
 
  
   
    I had left a few minutes to spare to go to the toilet before class, but as I entered the building and walked along the corridor toward the facilities, I could hear the faint patter of other footsteps behind me and the curious giggling of a group of girls.
    
   
    There was no doubt in my mind that it was Sophie and her cohorts, Jane and Sam, and I could only hope that they would simply walk by and leave me alone as I took my toilet break.
    
   
    I had no such luck though, as no sooner had I bolted the lock on my cubicle door than I could hear their excited whispers following me inside.
    
   
    I had only just pulled down my panties and sat on the toilet seat when suddenly I heard their voices cackling from overhead.
   
 
  
   
    “Whatcha doing?”
    
   
    asked Sophie, peering down at the knickers around my knees.
    
   
    Her eyes immediately latched onto the wet patch that had formed during the maths lesson.
   
 
  
   
    “Ew!
    
   
    She’s wet her knickers!”
    
   
    she squealed, immediately beckoning the others to stand one next to her and one in the cubicle to my left.
    
   
    The three of them peered over and pointed towards my panties, which I tried to hide beneath my pleated navy blue skirt.
    
   
    Even worse, with them staring at me I couldn’t even go to the toilet.
   
 
  
   
    “What do you want?”
    
   
    I whimpered, glancing back up at them for mercy.
   
 
  
   
    “Nothing, we’re just standing here...” they said, giggling to each other knowing full well that it was impossible for me to go with them there.
    
   
    I decided not to bother and stood up, pulling my knickers back up and opening the door to leave.
    
   
    They jumped down immediately and stopped me in my tracks.
   
 
  
   
    “Where are you going?”
    
   
    laughed Sophie, holding her hand out in front of her to stop me from walking any further.
   
 
  
   
    “English, obviously!”
    
   
    I stated bluntly, quickly growing tired of their constant harassment.
    
   
    However, with her finger digging into my chest just above my breasts, I couldn’t help but notice the strange resurgence of excitement in my panties.
    
   
    Just then the bell for the afternoon’s lessons rang out all around the college, but I could tell from their stance that they weren’t to let me go.
   
 
  
   
    “The lesson’s been cancelled...” she replied, signalling to Jane to lock the doors.
    
   
    Jane quickly moved over to the exit and placed the “Out of Order” sign on the door, locking it from the inside to seal the four of us in.
   
 
  
   
    “Why are you doing this?”
    
   
    I pleaded, sensing something awful was about to happen to me.
    
   
    Part of me knew that they couldn’t hurt me too badly, as they would have hell to pay from the teachers.
    
   
    As it turned out, by the time I left the toilets I wouldn’t want to speak a word of what had happened to me, but for a very good reason.
   
 
  
   
    “You know, playing with yourself in college is totally gross!”
    
   
    she said, glaring at the front of my skirt as if she could see the damp patch between my legs through the dark pleated material.
   
 
  
   
    “I wasn’t, I swear!”
    
   
    I begged, but they didn’t believe me.
    
   
    The truth was that had they not interrupted me so soon, I might actually have had a quick play with my clit to relieve the tension.
   
 
  
   
    “Sure you weren’t!”
    
   
    she replied, nodding to Sam who was standing behind me, having emerged from the other cubicle.
    
   
    She grabbed my wrists and pulled my arms back, and no matter how much I resisted, she held them firm and steady.
    
   
    Sophie reached down and lifted the front of my skirt up so she could slip her hand between my thighs.
    
   
    I felt her fingers rubbing against my clit, sending another surge of juices to my labia.
    
   
    She moved them down and squeezed them between my thighs as I tried to clamp them together.
    
   
    She wriggled the tips of her fingers up and down between my pussy lips, stroking them from behind the barrier of my panties, which were becoming wetter by the second.
   
 
  
   
    “Are you kidding?
    
   
    It’s like Niagara falls down there!”
    
   
    she sneered, to which the others let out a raucous cackle of laughter.
   
 
  
   
    “You filthy slut!”
    
   
    said Sam as she leaned in from behind, “We’re going to tell the teachers that you’ve been fingering yourself in class!”
   
 
  
   
    There was something awful about the idea of them snitching on me, even though I knew I had done nothing wrong.
    
   
    The innocent, submissive side of me gave in to their peer pressure almost as quickly as my pussy had started to drip with moisture.
   
 
  
   
    “No, please don’t!”
    
   
    I pleaded, just as Sophie retrieved her fingers from between my thighs.
    
   
    They glistened with the residue of my juices in the harsh light from overhead and left a small patch on her septum as she sniffed them.
   
 
  
   
    “Mmm, fresh!”
    
   
    giggled Sophie as she smelled my pussy on her fingers.
    
   
    She moved them over to my lips and forced them into my mouth, giving me no choice but to suck on the moisture from her skin.
    
   
    It was so embarrassing and yet everything they did to me just made me hornier, and every bit of the humiliated heat that I had felt earlier in the classroom came back to my cheeks.
   
 
  
   
    “What’s up, didn’t think you would get caught?”
    
   
    she asked, cutting me off before I could even speak, “Don’t worry, we won’t tell... if you do as we say!”
   
 
  
   
    With that, Sam and Jane each took one of my hands and raised them up above my head, holding them firmly against the top corners of the doorway to one of the toilet cubicles.
    
   
    Then, Sophie reached into her pack in the next cubicle and pulled out some string, which they proceeded to tie around my wrists and then around the decorative notches at the front of each cubicle wall, binding my arms in place.
    
   
    They were too strong and too many for me to resist, although if I’m honest I actually quite liked the idea of being overpowered.
    
   
    It was an entirely new feeling to me, but the tingling of my clitoris grew more and more intense with every tug of my arms as they wound the string around my wrists.
    
   
    I even let out a brief whimper of sexual excitement as they secured my arms above my head.
    
   
    They surrounded my helpless body, with Sam behind me in the cubicle and Sophie and Jane standing before me with a pair of particularly cruel grins stretching across their lips.
    
   
    Their innocence was completely juxtaposed to the look of sadistic glee on their faces and they would have terrified me to my wit’s end had it not been for the overwhelming itch that had consumed my clitoris.
    
   
    All I wanted to do was reach down and touch myself, and the thought of what they might call me if I did, just made my little bean even firmer.
    
 
  
   
    Sam reached down and pulled up my skirt, exposing my panties and bare thighs to the other two as they giggled to themselves.
    
   
    They each gripped one side of my panties and started to peel them down over my legs, wedging them apart slightly with their free hands to stop me from clamping them together.
    
   
    When I continued to resist, they pinched and flicked at my skin with the back of their nails, making me gasp and wriggle to avoid their painful fingers.
    
   
    They pulled my knickers down and forced me to lift up my feet so they could take them off.
    
   
    Sophie stepped aside and sniffed at them, seemingly enjoying the scent of my aroused pussy before tucking them into her bag in the next cubicle.
    
   
    Sam unzipped my skirt and unravelled it from my waist, leaving me completely naked below the waist.
    
   
    They all pointed and laughed at the small patch of pubic hair above my pussy.
    
   
    It was so demeaning and I knew that the reason they were laughing was because the excess of moisture in my panties had rubbed against the hair, matting it up with my juices.
    
 
  
   
    Jane loosened my tie and pulled it out from under my collar, resting it above my blouse so she could run her fingers down the front to undo each button.
    
   
    I could feel her knuckles pressing against my breasts as she popped each one open, and then as she finally reached the last one and pulled the sides of my white cotton blouse apart, I shivered with a mixture of excitement and terror.
    
    
     What are they going to do to me
    , I wondered, simultaneously filling with hope and despair. 
   
    She unhooked the clasp between the two cups of my bra, releasing them to reveal the supple, jiggling fleshy mounds of my breasts and my beautiful little pink nipples.
    
   
    They squealed with delight, reaching out to cup and fondle my tits like I was their own little sex toy.
    
   
    Sam reached around from behind and rested her chin on my shoulder as she felt the soft skin of my stomach while the others gripped my delicate teats between their fingers and squeezed them.
    
   
    I clenched my teeth as the pain shot through my breasts, but then as they pulled their fingers away, I couldn’t deny that the prickling relief felt good.
    
   
    In fact my pussy was dripping so much that my juices were running down the inside of my thighs.
    
   
    That was all just child’s play compared to what they had planned for me.
   
 
  
   
    Sophie reached into her bag and pulled out a mess of thin cables, which for a moment made me wonder what the hell they were doing.
    
   
    Then, as I saw what was on the end of each strand, a sudden and awful realisation made my heart sink to my stomach like a lead weight.
    
   
    They held up the ends of two of the cables and wiggled them in front of my face.
    
   
    My eyes were already watery from the intense nipple pinching, but they were about to get a whole lot wetter.
    
   
    On the end of each cable was a shiny metal crocodile clip, which they squeezed open and latched onto my two firm, erect nipples.
    
   
    They let go and allowed the clips to press down around my teats, instantly making my breasts feel like they were on fire.
    
   
    I squealed and tried to wriggle free, but they were clamped too tightly onto my tits.
    
   
    Jane pressed her thumb to my cheek and wiped away a tear as it made its way down towards my lip, almost like she cared.
    
   
    Then she licked up the tear from her thumb and laughed in my face while Sophie prepared her next instrument of torture.
    
   
    As my nipples became numb from the intense pain, I realised that my clitoris was still throbbing as hard as ever.
    
 
  
   
    “Did we disturb you going to the toilet?”
    
   
    asked Sophie with her usual mock sincerity.
    
   
    Without even thinking, I nodded back at her.
    
   
    She held up a small bucket in front of her while Jane attached some more of the cables to the hoops on the side where a handle was once connected.
    
   
    She placed it on the tiles between my feet and then held the cable up between my legs, lifting the bucket off the floor while she aimed the crocodile clips on the ends.
    
    
     They wouldn’t!
     
   
    I thought, 
    they couldn’t be so cruel!
    
   
    But indeed they could, and as Jane gripped and held each of my slim labia one at a time, Sophie clipped the two crocodile clips on and stepped back to watch as I screamed in agony.
    
   
    Before I could close my mouth, they lodged a wooden spoon between my jaws, which Sam held in place from behind, pinning my head back against her shoulder.
    
   
    It was so uncomfortable and horrific to imagine, and yet all I wanted to do was touch myself.
    
   
    The persistent itch of my clitoris felt like it would never go away no matter what they did to me.
   
 
  
   
    “Okay, go ahead...” snorted Sophie, pointing at the bucket that was now dangling between my legs.
    
   
    I tried to go, but nothing came out.
    
   
    I had always been quite shy in the bathroom and could never piss unless the room was cleared.
    
   
    I tried again, and even though I could feel the swell inside my bladder, I just couldn’t release it.
    
   
    Sam reached down over my chest and tugged on the wire that was connecting my two nipples, tugging on them so the clips dug even harder into my extra sensitive young areolas.
    
   
    I cried out in agony and bit down hard on the spoon, but still nothing came out.
    
   
    Then, Sophie and Jane began to flick my stomach with their nails, working their way down to my pussy as if they were counting down with an ultimatum.
    
   
    I closed my eyes and pretended no-one was there, and moments later a thin stream of slightly yellow piss sprayed from my urethra.
    
   
    It shot out onto the floor between my legs and I had to aim the stream into the bucket to make sure it didn’t go everywhere.
    
   
    However, they kept pinching and flicking me, forcing me to wriggle to avoid their snapping fingers.
    
   
    The steaming hot urine shook and splashed over my thighs, trickling down to my ankles and soaking into my cute little white socks.
    
   
    They were such impossible sadists and yet every strike of their nails across my flesh left me hornier than ever.
    
   
    As the bucket filled up with piss, the weight of it forced the crocodile clips to pull on my labia, making me cringe and wiggle my hips even more to dislodge them.
    
   
    Finally, just as I stopped pissing, the clips slipped free of my admittedly small pussy lips and fell a few inches to the floor, splashing yet more piss over my ankles.
    
 
  
   
    “Good!”
    
   
    said Sophie as she kicked the bucket aside, “One job down, one to go!”
   
 
  
   
    “What do you mean?”
    
   
    I sobbed, feeling the cold chill of the air on my wet, teary cheeks and piss stained thighs.
    
   
    Then I noticed the worst thing of all – sitting perched on the sinks opposite the toilet cubicles was a phone, which was obviously facing me.
    
   
    In the mirror I could see the reflection of the screen on the other side, which clearly showed my suspended, tortured body.
    
   
    They had recorded the whole thing to blackmail me!
    
   
    They knew that I couldn’t bear to have anyone else see me like that.
    
   
    I would never live it down!
    
   
    It was so cruel and evil of them, but for some reason I liked it.
    
   
    They detached the crocodile clips and then loosened the string around my wrists, and for a brief, naive moment I thought they had had their fun and would leave me alone.
    
   
    They still had one final act of humiliation to mount on me though.
    
   
    Sophie grabbed my tie, which was still flapping loosely at my chest, and tugged it so the knot constricted around my neck.
    
   
    She tightened it so far that it almost choked me, allowing only a small passage for the air to pass through my throat.
    
   
    I gasped for air but she refused to loosen it, and the others grabbed my arms before I could fight her.
    
   
    They pushed down on my back, forcing me down onto my knees.
    
   
    I knelt on the floor, bent over and balanced precariously with my arms pinned behind my back.
    
 
  
   
    They rooted around in their pack of sadistic tricks again and pulled out some more implements of torture, but they didn’t allow me to turn around and see.
    
   
    Suddenly I felt a harsh strike across my ass and bolted forward in shock.
    
   
    They pulled me back and prevented me from smacking my face on the floor, but then lashed a second strike over my cheeks.
    
   
    I yelled out as the burning pain spread around my ass with each ripple of flesh.
    
   
    Sam moved around in front of me and crouched down, gripping her fingers around my cheeks.
   
 
  
   
    “Shhh!”
    
   
    she whispered into my ear, followed by a sharp slap across the face.
    
   
    I remained quiet as another tear dripped down toward my chin.
    
   
    I was a complete mess, stripped almost naked with my blouse and bra hanging from my body and my tie held back behind me along with my arms like reins, choking me as the sexual pleasure grew more and more intense.
    
   
    I couldn’t explain it, but every little element of pain and degradation that they caused just inched me closer and closer to an orgasm, amplifying my state of arousal way beyond the mere itch of strange excitement that I’d felt during the maths class.
    
   
    I kept thrusting my hips and pressing my thighs together as they spanked me harder and faster, leaving barely an inch of pink flesh remaining on my ass or the back of my thighs.
    
   
    They placed the paddle down on the floor next to me for a moment and started to run their fingers around my pussy lips, smearing the juices that were dripping from around my labia all over my pussy and my asshole, working them inside me.
    
   
    I gasped as they both penetrated me at the same time, sliding their fingers up inside my pussy and my rectum and moving them in and out with a repetitive stroking motion.
   
 
  
   
    “Do it!”
    
   
    commanded Sophie to Sam, who promptly knelt on the floor in front of me and whipped her skirt up to rest around her waist.
    
   
    Her cute little young ass wiggled around in front of me as she peeled her pink cotton panties down to her knees.
    
   
    Then she pulled her ass cheeks apart to reveal the perky little ring of her asshole, which she proceeded to push against my lips by backing up slightly.
    
   
    The others continued to finger my two holes even faster while they pressed my head down onto Sam’s ass, forcing me to lick it while they filmed me.
    
   
    It was the most extreme thing I’d ever done, as my only sexual experience was touching myself tepidly in the comfort of my own bedroom.
    
   
    However as I knelt there being choked, fingered in both holes and forced to lick another girl’s asshole, I’d never felt so alive or so horny.
    
   
    I knew that they were doing it all to make me cum on camera, as if the footage of me pissing into a bucket wasn’t terrible enough.
    
   
    Still as I lashed my tongue up and down over the soft wrinkles of Sam’s anus, I was sure that I could hear her moaning lightly from over her shoulders.
   
 
  
   
    I couldn’t take it any longer.
    
   
    I’d grown past the point of caring whether anyone saw what they were doing to me.
    
   
    In fact, the more I entertained the thought the more it spurred me on towards the impending orgasm that was waiting for me at the end of the tunnel.
    
   
    My hips began to thrash around behind me as they tugged even harder on my tie, cutting off my air supply completely as I convulsed and groaned noisily on the floor.
    
   
    My vaginal and anal muscles contracted tightly around their fingers as they fingered me until the very end and as I came, I lodged my tongue deep in Sam’s ass.
    
   
    I’d never even considered sex with a girl before but as I knelt there on the floor it was the most arousing thing I’d ever done.
    
   
    They spanked the sore flesh of my ass a few more times as I shuddered endlessly through my climax, and then collapsed in a mess of piss and sweat on the floor.
    
   
    They cleaned themselves up quickly and left me alone to tidy myself and get dressed again.
    
   
    Sophie kept my panties though, which bolstered the idea that they weren’t simply picking on me.
    
   
    She wanted to think about me while she masturbated, sniffing the scent of my pussy and imagining me eating her out as well.
    
   
    In one afternoon I had realised that I was a lesbian and that I liked being sexually tortured.
    
   
    I couldn’t wait to find out what other facets of my sexuality would become apparent!
   
 
   

   

  
   
    The End
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