
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   WICKED SISTERS
 
   VS WOMEN’S HISTORY
 
   BY
 
   I.M ROGUE
 
   COPYRIGHT 2016
 
    
 
   TABLE OF CONTENTS
 
    
 
   IN THE DARK
 
   PUBLIC DISCIPLINE
 
   ALL DIGNITY ASIDE
 
    
 
   
  
 

IN THE DARK
 
    
 
   I drug myself into the classroom and found a seat while still rubbing the sleep out of my eyes.  It was a Saturday seminar on Women’s History that I needed to take for the credits.  I had spent too much time playing this semester and without these credits I would be dropped from the university.  It was likely that most of the freshman attending this seminar were in a similar boat.  It was a good trade off – a one day seminar to make up for a lot of fooling around.  
 
                 The class was nearly full and when eight o’clock struck two surprisingly young women, a blond and a brunette, entered carrying a large sack and sat down at the instructor’s desk.  I was surprised to see them as usually Mrs. Sternberg taught this class.  But I figured she must be busy and hoped they could offer a younger, fresher take on the subject.  After organizing their bags the brunette stood up to address the class.
 
                 “Good morning ladies and thank you all for being on time.  My name is Professor Macy Friend and this is my assistant Dr. Brandi.  We will be your instructors for this course.  I realize a lot of you are here to make up credits so please pay attention.  This isn’t a free ride and there will be a test at the end of the day.”
 
                 As she spoke the brunette set up a video monitor behind her.
 
                 “Women’s history is a complex subject.  To get to the heart of today’s lesson we have prepared a short video introduction.”
              The blond doctor clicked the lights and a movie started up.  The first scene of the video was a beautiful young woman being tied to a tree by a group of older women.  When she was securely bound one of the women ripped the girl’s white dress off and her firm breasts were exposed.  This grabbed the entire class’ attention, but that was just the beginning.  
 
                 Another woman stepped forward holding a wooden switch that looked like it was cut from one of the tree branches.  She raised the switch and whipped the girl firmly across the chest and the girl winced in pain.  A gasp and a murmur ran through the classroom - but none of us could turn away.  The girl was whipped repeatedly and winced in pain after each blow.  We viewed it in shock, riveted by the scene.  None of us could stop watching.
 
                 The video flashed to another girl bound and gagged at the feet of a woman dressed in shiny leather.  A third woman was moving something between her legs and the gagged girl looked like she was on the edge of a climax.  Her expression grew more and more intense and we all watched on the edge of our seats.  
 
                 The video flashed again, this time to two young girls making out.  It was sultry, passionate and easy to tell they loved kissing each other.  After a moment the video flashed back to the girl tied to the tree.  She was whipped some more as the others stood around her in a group watching.  Welts were rising across her chest and she looked terrified.
 
                 I felt bad for the girl…but I also felt something else.  My clit was swelling as I watched.  I couldn’t help it.  Perhaps it was because I had to rush to class and didn’t have time to touch myself before leaving.  I couldn’t say for sure, but my arousal bubbled to the surface in the early morning class.
 
                 Apparently I wasn’t the only one who was moved by the video as the sound of heavy breathing began to fill the room.  On the screen they stopped whipping the young girl who cried submissively against the tree.  A woman wearing a prominent strap on dildo stepped into the shot and approached the young girl.  My eyes widened and were glued to the screen.
 
                 Suddenly the video switched off and the lights went back on.  The class looked around at each other, clearly hoping we didn’t recognize the arousal the film had started within us all.  It felt wrong – but it happened.  I for one didn’t want to admit what I saw had made me wet.  
 
                 Professor Macy stood up and spoke:
 
                 “The history of woman is wrought with abuses and neglect.  Not just from men – but also from other woman.  It is up to us, each woman individually, to embrace their sexuality in the face of our challenges.”  
 
                 “How did viewing the video make you feel?” Dr. Brandi interjected.
 
                 “I felt sorry for the girl tied to the tree” a girl next to me admitted.
 
                 “Me too” I added.  
 
                 Much of the class seemed in agreement with our sentiment.  
 
                 “Ah, but how do we know the young girl wasn’t enjoying it?” The doctor asked.
 
                 “She was crying and seemed like she was in pain” one girl replied.
 
                 “And she had marks on her from the whip” another student replied.
 
                 “Did that arouse you” Professor Macy inquired.
 
                 Yes – don’t ask me why.  I am not a sadist. This question doesn’t apply to me because I didn’t have a chance to get off this morning. 
 
                   None of the class would answer her question and I felt dirty, like I was the only one that got aroused by it.  The lights switched back off and the video came back on.  Now the group of older women were untying the punished girl and laying her down on a large tree stump.  One woman each grabbed an ankle and spread her legs and the woman with the large strap on stepped between them
 
                 Holy shit, she is going to fuck the young girl.  I can’t believe they are showing this in school.
 
                 The rest of the women had the young girl pinned down, holding her arms and legs out as the woman with the strap on placed it against her pussy.  The expression on the young girls face was urgent, desperate, maybe even a little aroused.  I felt my own pussy heating up below my skirt and panted softly hoping nobody heard me.  
 
                 “I want each of you to put your hands in your panties while you continue watching” Professor Macy’s voice called out.
 
                 “Remember, you’re grade will be weighted heavily on participation” Dr. Brandi reminded us.
 
                 In the dark room it felt fairly safe and I didn’t hesitate to slide my hands into my skirt and panties.   I shut out the rest of the class and daintily stroked my taunt clit as I watched the wild scene.  
 
                 Discreetly touching myself to the video while surrounded by other students was intensely stimulating - much more intense than usual.  It was a naughty feeling, like I was getting away with something.  I worked my clit slowly, softly.  It was one of those times where it felt so good there was no need to rush – getting there was half the fun.  
 
                 I wonder if I’m the only one actually doing this?  What does it matter – they told us to.  Fuck this is so devious – so wrong.  I can’t believe what those women are doing to that girl.
 
                 The lights switched back on and the movie turned off.  Hands jerked out of their panties all around me, and I followed suit self-consciously.  
 
                 “Nobody told you to stop” Dr. Brandi stated sternly.  “Unless you want an ‘F’ that is.”
 
                 A round of nervous laughter emanated throughout the room.  
 
                 “If you can’t handle it than drop the class” Professor Macy added.  “This isn’t high school and we expect you to behave like adults.  Please follow our instructions or leave.”
 
                 “You can count on us” a short blond in the front row announced, and her hand went under her cheer skirt.  
 
                 She had set the tone and the rest of us were put on the spot.  If a cheerleader was game how could we say no?  None of us wanted to look like the lame one in class.  There was an awkward pause but one by one each girl’s hand started going back into their panties.  I followed along, dying to continue, but far too embarrassed to actually try to get off.  
 
   We were all still sleepy and confused but I wondered how many of them were as turned on as I was.  I looked around at everyone.  It was so strange to be in the middle of a group of girls who were teasing their clits while trying to pretend they weren’t.  
 
                 I wish they would turn the light back off so I could continue for real.
 
                 I got my wish – the lights turned back off and the movie started again.  The strong older woman with the strap on was pounding the young girl hard and she was clearly screaming.
 
                 In agony or ecstasy?
 
                 Other women were groping her firm breasts and pulling on the nipples, stretching them out as she got drilled.  My hand went back to work in earnest and my panties started to get soaked.  A strong desire to climax began to grow and I tried to resolve my feelings about it.
 
                 How embarrassing it would be to convulse in the middle of class.  But fuck I am getting so turned on…just the thought of climaxing in my seat is turning me on more.
 
                 I began to touch myself faster, no longer teasing myself – lost in lust.  I would do my best to mask my orgasm…but I wanted it badly.  It began feeling necessary – like my day would be ruined without one.  
 
                 Click – the lights turned back on and the movie switched off.
 
                 FUCK!
 
                 Alarmed, I jerked my hand out of my panties and looked around ashamed.  Several girls around me were panting and had urgent looks in their eyes.  Clearly I wasn’t the only one going for it for real, which relieved me some.  
 
                 “How do you feel ladies?” the professor asked.
 
                 “Embarrassed” one girl answered.
 
                 “Awkward” another added.
 
                 “I wish my boyfriend were here” a third interjected.
 
                 The professor nodded.
 
                 “Throughout the ages women have been forced to hide their arousal.  Not unlike many of you are doing right now.  In response there have been a number of devices created to use for feminine pleasure…as long as it was done in secret.  Dr. Brandi, if you will.”
 
                 Dr. Brandi reached into their sack with both hands and pulled out a large device.  It was rounded into a half barrel shape on the top and flat on the bottom.  A power cord ran out from the back and up to a little box.  She cleared the teacher’s desk and set the device down on top of it with the rounded side up.
 
                 “How many of you know what this is?”
              I have no idea.
 
                 “It’s a sybian” the blond cheerleader in front called out.
 
                 “Very good.  This machine can help a woman stimulate herself without the need for a real partner.  It can remove the guilt society places on feminine pleasure.”
 
                 “How does it work?” The short cheerleader asked.
 
                 “Would anyone like to come up and demonstrate how a sybian works?”
 
                 The class shuffled nervously and nobody volunteered.
 
                 “How about you?  Come up here please” the professor announced.
 
                 I looked around before realizing she was pointing directly at me.
 
                 “Me?” I asked pointing to myself.
 
                 “Yes, please come to the front of the class.”
 
                 My stomach grew cold and my heart pounded wildly.  Every girl in class was staring at me intently.  I was on the spot and felt like I had to live up to it.
 
                 Don’t look like a scared child in front of everybody.  Pretend is no big deal.
 
                 “It’s okay sweetie.  We are just going to do a dry run to show the class how it works” the doctor insisted.
 
                 I breathed a sigh of relief and stood up in a daze.  My knees shook as I approached and I tried to mask my fear as much as possible.  
 
                 “Now climb up onto the desk and sit across the sybian dear.”
 
                 I can’t believe they are actually making me do this.  How embarrassing.  Can’t we just switch off the light and watch some more of the movie?
 
                 I climbed onto the desk and spread my knees, mounting the sybian and making sure my skirt covered my panties.  
 
                 “Good, the girl straddles the sybain like so.” The professor said pointing to my mount.  “Attached to the sybian is a control box that once plugged in, makes the sybian vibrate at different intensities.  Please write this down, it will be on the test.”
 
                 She held up a box with knobs and buttons on it while the professor plugged the machine in.  I could feel the eyes of the entire class watching me as intently as I had watched the movie and felt very self-conscious.  When I sat against the sybian the wet spot in my panties made me feel naughty – like a pervert.  Nobody knew about it, but a strange shame made me feel like they did.
 
                 “Now let’s try it out.”
 
                 What?
 
                 The blond doctor pushed a button and the machine whirred to life beneath me, surprising me and causing me to arch up off it.  The smooth rounded top of the sybian vibrated gently against my legs and I understood how it could be pleasurable.
 
                 “What is your name dear?” The professor asked.
 
                 “Faye” I squeaked embarrassed.
 
                 “Now Faye I need you to sit back down on the sybian to continue the demonstration.  Make sure your bottom is firmly against it.”
 
                 I knew she was instructing me to vibrate my clit.  Everyone’s eyes were glued to me and it felt like I had no choice.  I eased my hips down until I was sitting, my clit pressed firmly against the vibrating machine.  The whirring vibration lit my clit up and quickly spread throughout my hips and legs.
 
                 “Oh” I moaned, ashamed of letting it slip out.
 
                 The class shifted in their seats anxiously and I felt like a lurid sex display.  
 
                 “Right now the sybian is gently massaging Faye’s tender clit.”
              Don’t tell them that!
 
                 “And she doesn’t have to do a thing.  This model is built to feel like a tongue swathing while it vibrates” the doctor stated pushing a button.  As the machine vibrated a ripple below me swathed my clit back and forth and I had to restrain moaning again.  
 
                 “How does it feel Faye?”
 
                 “It feels…different” I replied afraid to give an honest description.  
 
   I was far too modest to state that it felt orgasmically incredible and instead tried to be cool about it – like it was nothing at all.  In the meantime the machine was literally drenching my panties.  
 
   “Good, now let’s try another speed.”
 
   The professor turned a small dial on the control box and the vibration grew stronger.  It tingled my crotch until my clit pulsated under the relentless stimulation.  I fought to restrain more moans and my breathing grew heavier.  
 
   The class watched me intently, big eyes all around.  I spread my skirt more making sure nothing was viewable to the audience.  As I looked at them through my stimulation it felt like they had begun viewing me like a guinea pig.  Like there was an expectation that I perform for them.  
 
   However, I wasn’t alone in my arousal.  I noted several girls had developed hard nipples while watching and others shifted restlessly in their seat.  Suddenly it felt like I was the porn movie.
 
   Is this really happening?  Do they expect me to cum in front of all of them? No way – I’d never live it down.
 
   Shame made me ease away from the sybian.  Dr. Brandi caught me and was not happy about it.
 
   “Back down on it Faye.  If you can’t follow simple instructions I’ll fail you right now.”
 
   The class mumbled at her threat – but we all believed her.  She put her hand on my shoulder and forced me back on the vibrating saddle.  The stimulation bolted up through me and I felt helpless to stop it.
 
   “Common Faye.  Quit fooling around” the blond cheerleader called out making me feel obligated to obey.  Deep down I knew the class just wanted to see what would happen next.
 
   I struggled to manage my arousal as the professor spoke.  My face was flushing red and the first stage of a building climax spread throughout me.  I barred down and tried to resist the forced arousal that was publicly, outrageously, stimulating me.
 
   “Another important attachment to the modern sybian is the dildo.”
 
    She pulled a large red dildo out of her bag and held it up in front of class.  The students shifted in their seats, fascinated by the unfolding scene.  
 
   “There is an attachment beneath Faye’s heated pussy” the doctor informed them.  “The dildo attaches there.”
 
   I couldn’t believe she used the term pussy, but before I could consider it she held the dildo between my legs against my skirt.
 
   “It attaches just back from here” she mused as the dildo stuck up embarrassingly between my legs.  “Now let’s go ahead and attach it so Faye can give us a demonstration.”
 
   What?  Wait – no!
 
   Humiliation suffocated me when she said it…and a wave of pleasure rocketed through my clit.  I began to feel light headed.  I was trapped between my shame and arousal and they were feeding off each other.  I was too ashamed to admit being aroused and I was so ashamed that it made me more aroused.  
 
   “No, this is as much – I can’t” I stammered.
 
   I climbed off the sybian alarmed and humiliated.  A look of disappointment stared back at me from the class.  They no longer viewed me as having rights.  I was there for their amusement – and they hungered for more.  
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

PUBLIC DISCIPLINE
 
    
 
   Professor Macy walked up to me slowly, a serious look on her face.
 
   “You know, you’re right Faye.  I think now would be a good time to go over some of the historical punishment rituals women have had to endure.  Do you mind helping?”
 
   “Your grade depends on it” Dr. Brandi added.
 
   “Okay, sure” I offered relieved.
 
   Thank god I am not going to have to mount the dildo in front of my classmates.  
 
   Brandi reached into the doctor’s bag and pulled out a leather strap that was shaped like the number eight.  She held it up before the class.
 
   “In seventeenth century Britain this oppressive wrist cuff was commonly used to bind and control woman.  It works like this.”
 
   Professor Macy turned me around, pulled my arms behind my back, and the doctor crammed my wrists into the holes of the binding.  It tightened snugly around them and just like that my arms were restrained behind me.  An ominous feeling crept over me as I stood helplessly bound in front of the hungry audience.  My breasts jutted out vulgarly and my nipples hardened from nerves.  
 
   The doctor stepped forward and held something up that I couldn’t see.
 
   “A traditional ball gag” she announced.  “Because women weren’t allowed to complain or even have a voice in public.”
 
   It felt like slow motion when she turned and grabbed me by the hair.  I looked the doctor in the eyes as if to verify that she was serious.  She was, and I felt the ball gag being forced into my mouth.   She forced it passed my teeth until it was firmly lodged between my jaws, stretching them wildly.  Professor Macy took the straps that dangled to the sides and fastened them around my head securing the gag tightly in place.  
 
   When she was done I grunted into the gag with alarm.  The class all marveled at how well the gag worked and seemed to enjoy my helplessness.  I was pulled around to the side of the desk and bent down over it roughly.  Everything felt out of control as I was laid across the desk in shock.
 
   “In Victorian times they used a variety of devices to punish woman.  Let’s have a look at a few of them.”
 
   The class buzzed anxiously and my adrenaline shot up.  My heart banged nervously and the hair on my arms stood up stiff.  I closed my eyes for a moment, too embarrassed to look at my classmates.  
 
   Are they really going to demonstrate punishment on me – for real!
 
   A long wooden paddle was pulled out of the sack and held up to the class.
 
   “The wooden paddle was one of the original repression inducing punishment tools.  It works as you would imagine.”
 
   Out of the corner of my eye I saw the doctor raise the paddle out of my view and tensed up.
 
   This is a bluff.  It’s surely just a pretend demonstration.  
 
   You could have heard a pin drop as the class watched intently.  That was when I noted the lust in their eyes – a collective lust that implored the doctor to punish me.  Everyone seemed to be in favor of spanking me and I began questioning if this really was a bluff.  
 
   SMACK! – the paddle struck my ass so hard I couldn’t help screaming into the gag, shocked and stung by the firm blow.  The class rustled anxiously and leaned forward in their seats.  Before I could get my bearings:
 
   SMACK! – an even harder blow stung me and I squealed in pain through the gag. The burn in my ass stretched all the way across both cheeks and stung painfully.
 
   OW!  
 
   SMACK! – another hard blow caused me to squeal in agony and the class literally gasped in unison.  The stinging was murder and I shifted from foot to foot dying to rub my sore bottom.  Searing heat spread across my ass and into my crotch.  While writhing in my helpless state I must admit, my pussy and clit began throbbing anxiously.  
 
   “As time moved on new punishment devices were relied upon.  When raising cattle became more prominent ‘the disobedience whip’ came into style.”
 
   The doctor pulled a large black leather whip out of the bag and I whimpered just looking at it.  I shook my head no and tried to stand but with my arms bound behind my back I had no leverage.  I arched up but the professor easily pushed me back down over the desk.  
 
   “Hold still for the demonstration Faye.”
 
   “How does the disobedience whip work?” The blond cheerleader inquired.
 
   “Patience, we will demonstrate it but first we should check on the subject.”
 
   The professor leaned over me and patted my sore ass.  Her touch caught me by surprise and I stiffened with embarrassment.
 
   “You doing alright Faye” she cooed softly.
 
   I shook my head ‘no’ but as I did her hand dropped down and firmly rubbed my pussy.  It immediately drenched and I swooned, utterly shocked at how good it felt.  A new feeling started to spread through me.  A strange need to be an obedient good girl gripped me and I stopped protesting.  
 
   “I think she is doing fine.  Continue with the demonstration doctor Brandi.”
 
   The doctor did a few practice swings in front of the class, causing the whip to snap loudly each time.  Everyone sat watching with their mouths agape.
 
   Shouldn’t it be somebody else’s turn?   This is getting scarier.  Please don’t whip me with…
 
   CRACK – the whip hit my ass so firmly it went numb for a second, then an unbearable sting shot through me so powerfully that I whimpered desperately into my gag.  Another gasp echoed through the room and every girl’s nipples were now raging against their tops.  They were all aroused by my punishment.  For a moment I felt extreme humiliation and then:
 
   CRACK – and even harder blow stung me.  My vision saw only the color white and my ass hurt so badly I tried to slump off the desk to escape.  Professor Macy grabbed me and forced back into position.  Then she leaned down and whispered in my ear.
 
   “We still need someone to demonstrate the sybian properly sweet Faye.  Won’t you reconsider?”
 
   The thought of shamelessly riding the sybian in front of the class terrified me and again I nodded ‘no’ while still whimpering.  
 
   “Fine, I guess we will have to continue.”
 
   Professor Macy pulled away disappointed.  
 
   “Is it hard to use the whip” the short blond cheerleader asked.
 
   “What is your name” the doctor asked.
 
   “Emily.”
 
   “Come up here Emily and give it a try.  I’m sure Faye won’t mind.”
 
   “Goodie” Emily chirped and bolted out of her seat to the front of the room.
 
   Oh no…
 
   “How hard do I swing it?” Emily asked.
 
   “Well let’s ask the class” the professor stated.  “How hard should the next blow be class?”
 
   For a moment I felt relieved that someone might speak up for me.  But I was wrong.  They viewed me as an object for their amusement now.  
 
   “Really hard” the girl who sat next to me yelled.
 
   The class seemed to agree.  They wanted to see me whipped hard and my hopes for mercy faded.  My ass was still a raging inferno and I could feel a welt from the last blow rising below my panties.  
 
   “It’s hard to aim with her skirt in the way.  Is it possible to move it” Emily asked.
 
   “Your right, a beginner should have a clear target.”
 
   The doctor grabbed my skirt and yanked it down around my ankles.
 
   Oh no!  
 
   “And the panties too” the professor interjected.
 
   The doctor gripped my pink bikini cuts and pulled them down to my ankles.  My well guarded pussy was now exposed.  Fortunately the class was viewing me from the side and only my punishers could see my exposed lust.  The blond doctor leaned towards me.
 
    “You could end this if you would ride the sybian” she muttered under her breath.
 
   Oh fuck.  I am caught between a rock and a hard place.  What should I…
 
   CRACK – the whip impacted my bare ass like a flame.  I squealed in agony and writhed on the desk helplessly.  
 
   “Cool!” the cheerleader cooed giddily.
 
   “That was a well delivered blow” the professor complimented her.
 
   To increase my shock Emily placed her hand on my pussy and traced my inner lips tenderly.  It felt alarmingly good and a feeling of submission towards her crept into my mind.  She was so confident that I couldn’t resist respecting her.  In the past I had felt disdain for cheerleaders.  But something about her small yet powerful demeanor made my heart flutter.  I suddenly began to feel like I was her property…and I liked it.
 
   “She is really wet” Emily announced to the class and I groaned with shame.
 
   “She likes it.  Whip her again” a girl from the back called out.
 
   “Do you like it gorgeous?” Emily asked softly.
 
   “Uh-huh” I replied shocking myself by the admission.
 
   I couldn’t believe it.  As my ass burned something deep inside me wanted to submit to the cheerleader – to roll over and become her possession.  I was not gay, but in the moment I worshipped her.  My nagging clit throbbed powerfully below my welts.  Her cute little face and cheer outfit attracted me in an unusual way.  Perhaps not in a sexual way, but a need to please her overtook me.  I would have done anything my confident cheerleader asked.
 
   “You’ve got her Em!” I heard the professor whisper discreetly.
 
   “Do you mind if I whip you again” Emily asked in front of the class.
 
   I nodded no, and I meant it.  Emily beamed in front of the other students, proudly displaying her dominance over me.  Even that made me want to submit to her more.  The punishment was mixing up all my emotions.  I was suddenly wetter than I have ever been in my entire life.
 
   “You belong to me now Faye” Emily stated with authority.  “Say it.”
 
   “I lelog tu ooh” I stammered through my gag.
 
   The jaws of the class literally hit the floor when I admitted it and anxious ruffling rippled through the crowd.  They couldn’t understand what was happening to me anymore that I could.  I only knew the feeling was real…and it was intense.
 
   “Okay Faye, hold still like a good girl” Emily instructed.  
 
   CRACK!
 
   CRACK!
 
   A double shot rang down on my ass and I froze in agony.  My eyes welled with tears and my ass begged for mercy.  Burning welts began to rise up through my skin and I pined for Emily to touch me again.  Her hand reached for me and traced a welt across my seared ass making me swoon submissively.  
 
   “Wow she is drenched.  Is it normal doctor for the bad girl to get this wet?”
 
   “Yes it can be – under the right circumstances.  I think it’s a good lesson for the class.  Everyone come up here and observe Faye’s condition.”
 
   Oh please professor - no.  These are my school mates. 
 
   Girls quickly exited their seats and formed a group behind me, all getting a clear view of my modest pussy now.  Through my shame it began heating up as hot as the welts on my ass.  My modesty was in tatters but my pussy didn’t care.
 
   “Feel it” Emily encourage our classmates dragging her finger across my flooded slit.  I swooned with submission and disbelief.  
 
   A tall girl in blue jeans stepped forward and I felt her finger between my inner lips.  It forced me to moan and her finger slipped into me up to the first knuckle.  Pleasure radiated out of every spot she touched me and I moaned louder.  When she pulled it back out I groaned in wanton shame.  
 
   Another girl stepped forward and slipped her finger into me.  
 
   “Wow, I have never been this wet” she mused.
 
   Again it felt so intensely stimulating that I could restrain swooning.  She stepped aside and another girl took her place, making me start to feel like a sex toy.  I had become the community pussy to study and observe – and a need to get fucked hard, once and for all, began raging inside me.  I began to feel like an object – the class slut.
 
   This is so embarrassing yet I am dying for one of them to bang me hard.  Treat me like the slut I feel like.  Imagine if Emily did...
 
   It seemed like every girl took a turn feeling my pussy and by the time they were done the lips butterflied open on their own – pining for more.  Offering my most well guarded secrets up to whoever wanted it.  
 
   “Do you mind if we look at your tits…beautiful Faye?” The much shorter cheerleader asked me.
 
   Strong Emily called me beautiful!  Swoon.
 
   I nodded ‘no’, unable to resist any of her requests.  The doctor and professor stood me up and unbuttoned my top.  Emily pulled it aside revealing my pink bra to all.  With one quick motion she unhooked the front and my tits were on display for everyone.  
 
   “This is the perfect opportunity to discuss nipple clamps” Professor Macy informed the class.  
 
   My top and bra were pulled around my back and down my arms to the wrist bindings, completely displaying my body.  The class went and sat back down, except for Emily who remained next to me.  The professor stood next to me and began speaking.
 
   “There are several types of nipple clamps.  For example something as simple as a clothes pin can be used.”
 
   Doctor Brandi pulled out a handful of wooden clothes pins and gave one to Macy.  She grabbed my left nipple firmly causing me to jerk self consciously.  She guided a clothes pin around the nipple and clamped it.  Searing pain immediately shot through the nipple and up my chest.  For a moment I stiffened in pain until Emily ordered me to remain still.  
 
   My submission kicked in and I focused on remaining obediently still for my demanding cheerleader.  My nipple stung wildly and a drop of my juices forced their way out of me, rolling to the place between my pussy and ass.  
 
   “Here, you try one Emily.”
 
   Emily took a pin and grabbed the same nipple, pulling it out painfully.  She clamped the pin on the outside of my areola and the stinging spread further.  I groaned but fought to remain strong for my short new…mistress?
 
   I don’t know why I have such strong feeling towards her but I love the way it makes me feel.  How am I ever going to face the class after this?
 
   My nipple cried for relief and I felt woozy sanding naked in front of my classmates.  
 
   “Metal clamps came into vogue in the early twentieth century during the industrial revolution” the professor stated.  “By day Rosie was a riveter, but by night she was clamped by her coworkers.”
 
   Doctor Brandi held up a set of two thin metal bars connected by a chain across my nipples.  She turned a little knob on one of the bars and it separated in two like a vice opening.  The vice was placed over my right nipple and then she began tightening it down.  As it began clamping down on my nipple a throbbing echoed through my chest.  Tighter and tighter it got and more and more it stung.  When the nipple was squeezed tightly I groaned from the crushing pain but she continued on.  
 
   “Ride the sybian you slutty little cowgirl” she whispered to me as she worked.
 
   She turned the knob a few more times, tightening the vice around my poor nipple until my body began writhing.  My nipple radiated the crushing pain maddeningly throughout my torso.  After it she was done she pulled the chain firmly and placed the other bar over the clothes pinned nipple.
 
   “You’re going to do the pinned nipple also” a girl in the front row asked shocked.
 
   “That’s right.  This is how it was done.  Woman back then had to endure all kinds of punishment.”
 
   The second clamp was positioned over the other nipple in front of the clothes pin.  The professor tightened it down in the same manner as the first and when she was finally done I was writhing on the edge of my limits.  The doctor grabbed the chain attaching the two clamps and tugged on it.  The pain increased and I squealed into my gag like a little girl.  Even through all of my suffering I still managed to feel self-conscious.
 
   I still can’t believe I am standing in front of the class naked.  They are punishing my dignity right out of me.  I wish Emily was in charge.
 
   “The chain between the clamps can act as a type of leash, allowing us to lead the bad girl around wherever we choose.  She tugged harder, imploring me to move and my nipples cried out for mercy.  I had no choice but to step forward and be lead behind her like a dog.  
 
   She walked me around the edge off the class showing everyone how it worked.  She pulled me along and I followed obediently behind her.  The tall girl asked if she could try it and the doctor turned over the reins to her.  Tall girl eagerly grabbed the chain and pulled, parading me back around to the front of the class as I fought the urge to squeal.  All the girls leered at my degraded state with arousal.  
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

ALL DIGNITY ASIDE
 
    
 
   When the tall girl had walked me up to the front she turned the chain over to Emily and my pussy began throbbing harder.  Emily could lead me anywhere she wanted. As she tugged on the chain the pain in my nipples became a badge of honor for my short cheer mistress.  
 
   Emily turned to me and put her hands on my tortured nipples and massaged them probingly.  She was so short her face barely came up to my breasts and I secretly longed for her to take one into her mouth.  As she felt me up I started panting with anticipation – of what I don’t know.  Something was building deep inside me.  She leaned closer whispered up at me:
 
   “You want to make me happy don’t you little Faye slut?”
 
   “Uh-huh”.
 
   “I need you to ride the sybian for me in front of the class.  I know you need to get off.  Won’t you do that for me?”
 
   She had me - there was no way I could have declined her dominating request and I nodded ‘yes’.  
 
   She smiled proudly at me and my heart raced over her approval.  
 
   “Faye says she really wants to demonstrate the sybian for us” Emily announced to the class.
 
   A spontaneous round of applause erupted and I knew there was no turning back.  
 
   “Very well Faye, let’s get you back up on the desk” Professor Macy noted.
 
   The three of them guided me back onto the desk until my knees were again straddling the sybian.  A small latch opened between my legs and the doctor fastened the large red dildo to it.  When she was done it stuck up between my legs vulgarly.  Humiliation rose up in me once more and my pussy pouted for attention.  I had become so aroused my nudity no longer concerned me.  
 
   The two instructors took an arm each and raised me up until my aching pussy was positioned over the dildo.  When the tip of it hit my lips it was immediately soaked in my juices and primed to penetrate me, hard and without prejudice.  
 
   The class leaned forward on edge, waiting for me to be penetrated.  They bit their lips and shifted in their chairs, anxiously waiting to see me lose the last few shreds of dignity I had left.  It was almost as if they were obsessed with it. 
 
   Oh my god…I am the girl in the movie now.
 
   The realization made me moan even before they began pushing me down onto the dildo.  When it penetrated me an inch I moaned even louder and goose bumps rose all over my body.  I noted a girl in the back row had stuck her hand into her shorts and was clearly using my situation to get off.  
 
   The first few inches of fat dildo eased into me. My pussy stretched – I had never taken anything that large.  I looked out at the class in disbelief.  I couldn’t bear their penetrating eyes so I focused on Emily and relaxed more.
 
   “Take it all you little whore” the tall girl called out.  
 
   I waited for the instructors to scold her but they just continued to force me down deeper onto the hard rod.  My lips stretched wider to accommodate the fat intruder.  I could feel every millimeter of it against the throbbing walls of my pussy.  The deeper it went the better it felt.  
 
   When I was completely impaled on it my clit was pressing hard against the smooth rounded sybian.  The doctor pushed the button, the vibration started, and ecstasy washed up my body.  
 
   “Ahhhh” I groaned through my gag.
 
   Girls throughout the room began breathing heavier and another girl put her hand inside her jeans.  Apparently I was putting on such a hot display she couldn’t resist, and in an odd way I felt a sort of slutty pride.  
 
   My pussy throbbed with wonderful stimulation and I realized that without thinking about it I had begun humping up and down on the dildo – fucking myself shamelessly in front of everyone.  It felt too overwhelming for me to worry about the audience any longer.  My thoughts became completely focused on the orgasm that was building with monumental intensity.  I hungered for it and fucked the dildo faster.
 
   “She is fucking it like a little slut” Emily announced.
 
   The class paned harder and leered at me anxiously.  The vibrating sybian continued to send my clit into overdrive every time I took my hard new lover deep.  Soon I was moaning nonstop, unable to restrain it.
 
   “Everyone, hands in your panties right now” Professor Macy ordered.
 
   I collected myself enough to notice every girl in the room moving their hands into their clothes and using my lurid situation for their own pleasure.  
 
   “Fuck it harder” Emily demanded.
 
   Oh fuck yes Emily.  You know just what I need.  I think I am crushing on you.
 
   I began fucking myself hard, impaling my pussy up and down on the large dildo.  Wide eyed girls stared at me – their hands going crazy in their panties.  The sensuality of it was only matched by the pride I felt from following Emily’s orders.  I wanted her to know she was secretly in control of me – and I think she did.
 
   “You belong to me now bitch” she leered at me.
 
   Oh yes.  It’s true.
 
   I nodded to Emily urgently and she smiled.  When our eyes met we shared a moment of understanding and I swooned under her confident gaze.  She lifted up her skirt and showed me her red cheer panties.  An early convulsion surged through me at the site of it.  My heterosexual self was inexplicably hot for this short girl’s pussy.  When she reached her hand inside her panties and gave her clit a stroke I pounded myself down on the dildo and grunted loudly, like an animal.  
 
   Feeling like I was owned by Emily gave me a sense of purpose, like I was necessary, important to someone that I would never have imagined.  
 
   Moans began ringing out from various places throughout the classroom.  My tightly engorged clit was going crazy, dancing on the edge of an explosion.  I pined to be able to free my hands and touch it.  I was at the sybians mercy but it wouldn’t be long now.  My back was tensing and my feet were twitching uncontrollably.  Pleasure radiated out of my clit and up the walls of my pussy along with the dildo.
 
   “Be my good little slut” Emily whispered to me.  “Cum for me now.  Do it!”
 
   I was possessed by the stimulation.  Beads of perspiration formed all over my body in unison.  Waves of pleasure rolled through my chest and my breasts felt like they were cracking under the clamps.  I couldn’t taste any saliva in my mouth and my moans became passionate growls.  
 
   Other moans continued rising up throughout the room and I realized other girls were starting to climax while watching me.  It felt like they were a million miles away.  I was in another reality –somewhere between awake and dreaming – filled with stimulation.   A hot spark of sensation ran up my back and all at once I erupted.  
 
   Like a dam breaking an overwhelming wave of pleasure gushed out of my clit and surged through my body.  I convulsed harder than I ever had on top of the sybian as endless ripples of intense stimulation radiated throughout me.  My vision blurred and my body felt so good I wondered if it all really was a dream.  
 
   It was no dream and I continued to grunt and rock on display in front of the class.  The dildo felt extra big inside me as I shook and the base of the sybian was soaked with my juices.  Suddenly my nipples rang out extra painfully.  Emily had gripped both nipples and was squeezing them between the clamps while smiling wickedly at me.  My heart glowed with submission and my climax pelted me more violently.  
 
   I shook so hard I nearly collapsed but Emily held me up, keeping my orgasm on maximum intensity.
 
   Thank you mistress Emily.
 
   Girls were moaning and shaking all over the room and the entire class started to feel like a madhouse of lust.  I was their object, their tool, and they were all using my suffering to climax.  Emily continued to torture my nipples and my orgasm became another measure of my endurance.  I looked at her obediently, telling her with my eyes that she could do anything she wanted to me.
 
   Just as the last of the class was climaxing my orgasm began to fade.  I caught my breath and immediately became aware that I was still nude and on display.  But that wasn’t as troubling to me since that class sat exhausted by their own orgasms.  We all had something to hide now.  
 
   While I collected myself I felt Emily untying my wrist bindings.  The instructors started to remove the nipple clamps while smiling at me deviously.  When Professor Macy removed my gag she whispered.
 
   “You were a good slut.  I have a procedure or two I’d like to do to you in private.”
 
   I nodded submissively, knowing Emily would want me to.  
 
   “Now let’s get you off this sybian.”
 
   I arched up and felt the dildo sliding out of me.  Emily helped steady me as it slipped out and I climbed off the desk immediately reaching for my clothes.  
 
   “I want to meet you tonight alone in the quad.  Be there at seven.” Emily discreetly instructed me.
 
   What should I say?  I do still want to submit to her but I’m not gay…or maybe I’m bi? Whatever, I can’t say no.  I gotta take this further.
 
   “I’ll be there” I muttered grabbing my skirt.  
 
   She flipped her short blond hair and smiled confidently.   I couldn’t help thinking how cute she looked in her cheer outfit.  An odd satisfaction filled me.  
 
   A cheerleader is hot for me. It’s so flattering.    
 
   “Everyone may take a fifteen minute break.  Please be back by ten” Professor Macy announced.  “We still have a lot more to cover.”
 
   The dazed class collected themselves and began staggering out.  Nobody was speaking and nobody dared look at each other.  None of us needed to be told that what had happened would be our collective secret.  We all instinctively knew it.
 
   Emily grabbed my hand and I allowed her to lead me out of the room.  We lagged behind the others and when we passed a vacant doorway she pushed me into it.  Though I was much taller than her she seemed to be able to control me easily.  
 
   “Rub my pussy” she begged and I realized she hadn’t gotten off with the others.
 
   I guided my hand under her cheer skirt and stroked her pussy through her red panties, admiring how hot it was for me.  She was on fire and in under a minute she climaxed under my touch while leaning against the wall.  When she was done fluttering she grabbed me by the hair and stated:
 
   “You are mine now Faye.  From now on when we are together you do whatever I say.  Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes Emily.”
 
   “Good, now let’s go get some fresh air.”
 
   She released my hair and led me outside, to a fresh new beginning, and assuring me I would get full credit for the class.  
 
    
 
    
 
   * * *
 
   More Steamy Reads From I.M Rogue:
 
    
 
   JILL’S WICKED STEPSISTERS
 
   [image: WICKID STEP COV.jpg]
 
   http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00RGAD2S4
 
    
 
   CONQUERED BY COURTNEY – ROUGH FIRST TIME LESBIAN
 
   [image: conquered by courtney.jpg]
 
   http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00V7CSFKM
 
    
 
   THE ONE HANDED BOOK CLUB
 
   [image: book clubcover 22.jpg]
 
   http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00R298KGS
 
    
 
   You may click me below to view my author page:
 
   [image: Picture2.jpg]
 
   http://www.amazon.com/I.M-Rogue/e/B00QCOHYFM/
 
    
 
   Join the Rogue Newsletter by sending an e-mail here:
 
   Add me to the Rogue Newsletter
 
    
 
   You are irresistible in your own unique way.
 
   Thanks for reading. 
 
   I.M Rogue              
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