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Chapter 4

It was picture day at the St. Margaret’s Academy for Wayward Girls, and standing side by side next to each other in a row, the twenty or so girls of class of 2-3 waited patiently for their turn to begin. Behind them, a large white sheet had been set up across the wall of the gymnasium. In front of them sat a camera along with several photography lamps. To any visitors who happened to be watching, the scene would have looked to be nothing more than a simple photoshoot for the school yearbook. For the students themselves though, trapped in between, there would be no escape until the session was over.

A slight blush here, a nervous tap there, the signs were more than obvious to anyone who knew where to look. And with this being their second year at the academy, most of the girls seemed to have already realized what was expected of them next. They stared down anxiously at the floor, unable to keep still as they waited for the signal to begin. Their only hope now was that the session wouldn’t take any longer than it needed to be.

“Alright,” said the cameraman, “On the count of three, smile!”

They had been practicing for well over a week now, and the moment the words left his mouth, the entire class moved as one. Together, the twenty or so schoolgirls of class 2-3 lifted their skirts up above their waists as they lowered their panties to their knees. Then, staring straight ahead with frozen smiles on their faces, they spread their legs apart and tried not to blink. The camera flashed out once, and twenty pairs of exposed privates were captured in high definition on the screen. A second flash followed immediately afterwards, and the image refreshed to show every single detail of their smooth and bare skin.

“Perfect,” said the cameraman.

He clicked through the two photos, double checking them as they appeared.

“And now for the back,” he said.

There was a slight pause as the girls hesitated, and then turning around to lift up the back of their skirts, they leaned forward to brace themselves against the white sheet. Bending over slightly as they thrust out their rears, twenty rounded bottoms now presented themselves as they lifted up into the air. Like this, the entire group held still, each student holding their breath as they waited with their heads bowed down towards the ground.

“Wonderful, simply superb,” said the cameraman.

A third flash, and then a fourth as the screen flickered in rapid succession to show twenty pairs of naked cheeks. And of course, the privates of each girl as it peeked out from the gap in between. A shiver moved down the entire row like a wave as the girls blushed in turn from the shame. Curving up from between their legs, the tight slit of their outermost labia looked almost pristine.

Dialing in the lens, the cameraman slowly panned across the group, taking in the full sight of each girl as they bent over with their panties stretched out between their feet.

“One more,” he said for good measure.

A fifth flash, and then it was time for the individual shots as the class let out a sigh of relief. They were done with the group photos now, and the faster they finished, the faster they would be allowed to leave.

At the command of their homeroom teacher, Mr. Johnson, cards were chosen, and the girl with the lowest number stepped forward to stand alone in the frame. The camera turned to focus in on her, and she swallowed hard as she tried to keep a straight face. Slowly, she began to strip free from her school uniform as she pulled her shirt up above her head. Her skirt followed a moment later, and she set the crumpled piece of cloth aside. Standing there in the nude, the girl faced forward with tears in her eyes.

“Arms up,” said the cameraman.

The girl raised her arms up to place on top of her head. Arching her back to push her breasts out, she turned her face to the side. The camera flashed once, and a full frontal shot of her appeared on the screen. The softness of her vulva was fully visible as it curved downward, smooth and hairless between her legs.

The next step after that was much more embarrassing, however, as the teacher gave a signal and the girl turned to face the wall. Reaching back behind herself, she slowly bent over as she used her hands to spread her cheeks. The tight ring of her anus twitched between her fingers as her entrance appeared again underneath. It twitched ever so slightly in response to her nervousness, like a tiny pink strawberry hidden inside the inner folds of her lips.

“Cough,” said the cameraman.

The girl coughed, and there was a shudder as the entrance of her tunnel flared out briefly to expose the thin membrane of her hymen buried just inside. As proof of her virginity, it was her most precious possession, and one which was now recorded in the digital memory of a machine. Another closeup shot of her bottom, and then it was finally over as she stood up and walked to the side. Forming a single file line behind her, the remaining students stepped forward as they held up their cards and waited for their turn.

Click, click, click.

Every time the camera opened, the screen would flicker as it captured everything from the tightness of their tunnels to the stickiness of the fluids within. Not a single detail was spared as the light bounced off their most intimate places stretched open between their hands. For a few unlucky ones, the shameful stiffness of their clit could even be seen as it strained upward against the covering of its sheath. The girls couldn’t help it. Stripped naked like this, it was only a matter of time before their bodies started to get wet.

Click, click, click, click, click.

On and on it went as the girls walked past each other in the frame. Whether it was lying on their backs with their legs spread apart or kneeling on all fours with their bottoms thrust up into the air, the snap of the camera was near endless as they posed before the dark eye of the machine.

“Wonderful, bravo, like a flight of cupids for the angels to enjoy,” said the cameraman again and again, the shutter moved faster than the eye could see. And the girls would blush and hide their faces behind their hands, the humiliation of having their picture taken too much to bear.

Like all good things however, heaven could only last for so long. Soon enough, the camera flashed out one last time, and the students of class 2-3 found themselves huddled together as the last girl stepped off the stage. It would have been naïve of them, however, to think that the session would end there.

For the final act, the girls were made to get down on all fours again, lowering their heads to the floor as they supported themselves on their hands and knees. Mr. Johnson stepped forward behind them, and one by one they winced as he inserted a plug deep into the entrance of their rear. Stamped across the base of each one was the school logo, and the camera snapped one last shot of the embarrassing devices as they pulled their labia apart again to show off their virginities.

Then, it really was over as the girls climbed back up to their feet.

Reaching for their clothes, they winced as they pulled their panties back up into place. The plug would serve as an identifier for those who already had their pictures taken, and would stay inside them for the rest of the day. It naturally followed then that any girl found without one would be required to show up for a makeup session along with her peers.

Fully dressed now, the girls of class 2-3 made their way towards the exit, rubbing their sore bottoms as they went. No sooner had they left, however did the door open again, and a new group of students took their place.

Lining up next to each other in front of the gymnasium wall, the twenty or so girls of class 2-4 waited patiently for their turn to begin. The cameraman smiled, and slowly the girls reached down to lift their skirts up above their waists.


Chapter 5

In the three weeks that had passed since her punishment first started, Reena was barely any closer to finishing than when she began. She stared down at the half-finished piece of paper in front of her, her fingers trembling as she held onto the pen.

On the Proper User of Titles And Addresses: While present on academy grounds, students are required to obey all instructions issued to them by the faculty members of the school. This rule applies regardless of whether the semester is in session. Upon being a command, students will greet faculty members with the proper form of address and in the appropriate present position, including but not limited to...

Another mind-numbing passage from the student handbook that she was supposed to copy all the way through from front to back. In the span of nearly a month though, she had barely managed to get even a quarter of the way through. Only a hundred pages so far out of the four hundred that existed, and that didn’t even include the prefix or the index. Add those on, and it was closer to five hundred in total.

Reena groaned as she spotted yet another error. The word “And” was supposed to be lowercase when used in a title, and she had written it the other way around. Letting out a sigh, she reached for a fresh piece of paper and started over again at the top of the page. This was the third time she had messed up so far, and she only had herself to blame. If she wasn’t careful, then the end of her punishment would only get further and further away.

From across the room, the headmaster glanced over the top of his desk with a concerned look in his eyes.

“Is everything alright?” he asked.

“Y- ... yes sir,” mumbled Reena.

“Are you sure? Should I turn it down or-...?” asked the headmaster.

And there was the question that she had been dreading all day. A cold wave of panic washed over her as Reena froze in place. She hadn’t even made any noise! There was no way the headmaster could have known just how close she was to a climax from by looking at her.

Tightening her grip on the pen, she tried to avoid his gaze. She could ill afford another infraction, especially not when she was already halfway through the hour-long period that she was supposed to stay.

“Oh no, I’m perfectly fine sir,” she blurted out, “There’s- ... there’s no way something like this would ever make me cum sir.”

“Are you sure?” asked the headmaster, “You know what happens if you do right?”

Her hands trembled, and Reena struggled to focus on the words in front of her as they blurred.

“Y- ... yes sir,” she said, “I promise I’ll hold it in sir.”

A moment of silence passed as the room grew quiet again, and she shrunk down underneath the intensity of his stare. The fact that her nipples were standing straight up from her chest didn’t help at all with the color running across her face. Stiffening as they swelled against the air, the two points felt especially sensitive as they rose up from the center of her B-cup breasts.

After a moment of trepidation however, the headmaster finally seemed to relent.

“Well, if you insist,” he said, “Just let me know if it becomes too much for you, and I’ll be more than happy to start the timer over again at a lower frequency again.”

He looked back down to his desk, and Reena let out a sigh of relief as his gaze shifted away from her naked chest. The comfort didn’t last long however, as the dildo she was sitting on continued to buzz in her rear.

A soft hum, almost like that of a whisper filled the room as it vibrated deep inside her bottom, dragging her slowly up towards the peak. Then, just when she thought that this time was finally going to be it, the stimulation cut off for the umpteenth time, and she felt the walls of her tunnel clench down in frustration and despair. A feeling of emptiness raced through her as her legs snapped together, and her toes curled inward in a desperate attempt at relief.

“Mmmnnhhh-...”

Biting back a moan, Rena whimpered quietly under her breath. That must have been the fifth or sixth time she had been edged today, and she winced as her hips jerked forward in the punishment chair. Closing her eyes, she forced herself to ignore the throbbing between her legs. Now was not the time to be caught up in her desires like this, not while she still had to focus on the current task at hand.

No matter how much she tried to resist though, every time it happened, the results were the same. A soft buildup of vibrations to bring her right to the brink, followed immediately by the painful frustration of not being able to finish as she was once again denied. And the worst part of it all was that it was done without any stimulation to her tunnel or her clit. Only the endless movements of the dildo as she sat there with its full length buried up her rear.

“Pleasepleasepleaseplease-...”

One last burst of agonizing pleasure to keep her right on the edge, and Reena let out a silent prayer of thanks as the dildo finally ceased. Instead of a blessing however, the break was more of a curse instead. While long enough for her to cool back down, it was also just short enough to ensure that when the vibrations started up again, she would wind up hitting the next one even quicker than the last. The first couple of times it happened, it was mostly fine, but over the course of an entire hour, it would get harder and harder to think of anything except how much she wanted a release. A release that she would never get so long as her work was incomplete.

One ... two ... three ... four ... five...

Deep breaths now, and counting out loud inside her head, Reena lowered the pen back against the page. If she was quick about it, she could probably get at least a few paragraphs copied over before the next round of vibrations started up all over again. Repeat the process a few more times, and she might even be able to complete another chapter, bringing her one step closer to the end.

“Are you sure you’re alright?” asked the headmaster.

Staring down at the miniscule text in front of her, Reena tried to hide her tears as they flowed down her face. At the current rate she was going at, the semester would end long before she would be able to get even three-quarters of the way through to the end.

“Y- ... yes sir,” she sniffed.

“You know, if you’re not feeling well, then maybe we should stop for today,” said the headmaster.

“But what about-...?” she asked.

“You can pick up from where you left off tomorrow,” said the headmaster softly, “As long as you’re still committed, then you’re welcome to keep coming back for as long as it takes.”

Of course, there would be consequences for stopping early, but between the endless vibrations of the dildo and the soul-sucking dullness of the task, there really wasn’t much more that she could take. Every second that she sat there felt like torture as she tried to push past the frustration between her legs, and already she could feel the wetness of her own arousal clinging to her as it seeped out onto the seat. She felt sore all over, and the feeling of emptiness wasn’t helped at all by the fullness in her rear.

In the lazy sunlight of the room, with the passage of time frozen in between, it was only with the slightest moment of hesitation that Reena dared to nod her head. She had to pick now, before the situation got any worse and she accidentally came.

“Thank you, sir,” she whispered.

She would have to make up for the time she forfeited at a later date, but by now, she was past caring what her future self would think.

&&&&&&

As always, saying yes was the easy part. Actually following through, however, was another matter entirely. Reena winced as she stood up, and the dildo she was sitting on slowly slid out of her rear. With the tip being just a little wider than the shaft, she felt it pushing against the insides of her rectum as it scraped past. Then, it was finally out of her, and she let out a sigh of relief.

“Present,” said the headmaster.

Placing her arms on top of her head, she turned around to face him with her breasts thrust up into the air, and tracing his hand over the stiffness of her nipples, the headmaster lingered over the tiny nubs for what seemed like an eternity as she held her breath.

“How close were you really?” he asked.

Reena grit her teeth, wondering whether it would be worth it to lie.

“Eighty percent,” she mumbled.

“Only eighty?” said the headmaster.

His hand moved downward to press against the hood of her clit, and she winced as he brushed over the sensitive bump at the top of her slit. A spark of pleasure shot through her, and it took her almost everything she had to stop her hips from jerking forward in response.

“Maybe ninety,” she gasped, “It’s- ... it’s hard to tell-...”

Another touch, and she whimpered as she tried to hold herself still. She couldn’t afford to show weakness now, not when she was already this close to the edge. A few more seconds, and she really might not be able to hold it in anymore. If that happened, all the work she had done would have been for nothing, and she would have to start all over from zero again.

Tap, tap, tap...

“Please sir!” cried Reena, “Ninety-five!”

Tracing his finger one last time over the folds of her lips, the headmaster moved down at the last second to rub against the outer rim of her entrance, and Reena grit her teeth in frustration as she was denied once more. Still keeping her hands together on top of her head, she breathed hard as she tried to ignore the ache between her legs. She could feel her clit straining upward as it throbbed underneath the tight confines of its sheath.

“A little close there, don’t you think?” said the headmaster.

“I’m sorry sir,” mumbled Reena.

“And only after a half hour in the chair,” said the headmaster.

“Please sir, I’ll do better next time,” promised Reena.

For what it was worth, it felt more like an eternity instead. The headmaster reached out to pat her bottom, and his fingers dipped in between the curve of her cheeks to press against her anus as well.

“Of course,” he said simply with a smile.

There wasn’t much else to say after that as he walked over to his desk. Taking out a second dildo from the drawer, a flesh colored one this time around, he attached it by the suction cup to the floor.

“Five minutes,” he said, “And then you’re free to go. You can start whenever you please.”

That meant now, and getting down on her knees, Reena shuffled forward to take the toy in her mouth. The taste of the rubber hit her, and she gagged as it pushed against the back of her throat. It felt humiliating to degrade herself like this, but unless she wanted to risk an infraction, then there was no choice for her except to continue.

Slowly, Reena drew her head back until only the tip of the dildo was pressing against her lips before sliding back down again until the entire thing was buried inside the warm confines of her mouth. Repeating the movement, she slowly licked upward along the entire length of the shaft with her tongue.

“Mmnnnnn-...”

Five minutes, that was all that she needed to do. She repeated the mantra to herself over and over again. What was five minutes of humiliation compared to an entire hour of being edged with her rear? But kneeling down on the ground like this with her bottom stuck up into the air, she couldn’t help but blush again at the wetness slowly leaking out of her slit. Every second that passed made the shame feel even worse, and she tried not to think about what she looked like with the full length of her privates exposed for the entire world to see.

The headmaster looked over from behind his desk, and it took her a few moments of panic to remind himself that he probably didn’t care. He must have seen at least a hundred other girls bend over in front of him in this exact position before.

“Having fun?” he asked.

“Mmhnn-...,” said Reena.

“You know, you could always request a lower setting the next time around,” said the headmaster, “Of course, you’d have to compensate for it with a longer session in the chair, but it should be easier for you to focus with the vibrations turned down.”

He reached out to press a finger against her anus again, and Reena moaned as she sank her mouth down on the dildo once more.

“Mmhnn-...,” she said.

It was a kind offer, but it seemed almost redundant as she licked upward along the length of the toy. If she couldn’t stand even thirty minutes of being edged, what good would increasing the total amount of time do for her then? Even with the vibrations turned down, the frustration of being denied felt so much worse than everything else.

Her clit throbbed again underneath her hood, and she tried to ignore the frustration of the denial as it screamed out. Her entire body felt like it was on fire, and a small part of her wished that she would be allowed to ride the dildo instead. Unless she wanted to risk losing her virginity however, there was little chance of that.

“Four minutes left,” said the headmaster.

Still four? There was no way only a single minute had passed in all that time, and already her jaw was starting to feel sore. Reena shivered again as she felt her hips rise further up into the air. The constant texture of the phallus against the inside of her mouth wasn’t helping, and she felt her concentration starting to waver again as a fresh trickle of wetness leaked out from between her legs. Every time she leaned forward now, she could feel her labia parting to reveal the thin membrane of her hymen inside her virgin tunnel.

“Three minutes,” said the headmaster.

He opened a drawer, and hammered into her through a multitude of experiences before, Reena braced herself for the sudden touch of lubrication between her cheeks. A vibrating plug, a string of beads, or perhaps even a fig of ginger, she closed her eyes as she prepared herself for the worst. A moment later however, when nothing happened, the headmaster laughed as he looked down at her with his finger still pressed up against her hole.

“Were you expecting for me to put something inside?” he asked.

“Mmhnn-...,” said Reena.

A smile stretched across his face, and he laughed as he rubbed his finger against the outer edge of her ring.

“Don’t worry,” he said, “I won’t put anything inside unless you really want me to. Of course, I can’t say the same about your other bits down here though...”

With her hips raised up at just the right height, it was more than easy enough for him to reach down to rub along the length of her lips, and in the midst of her lust filled brain, Reena could almost see him smiling as he peeled back the hood of her clit. Sparks of pleasure shot through her as he brushed lightly around the circumference of her bean, and she whimpered as he denied her the satisfaction of anything more than a light touch across her skin. Already swollen and stiff from her earlier ordeal in the chair, she could feel her clit straining upward even more as it throbbed against the air.

The worst was yet to come however, and as the headmaster reached into the drawer again to take something out. Tensing up, she heard the unmistakable sound of a jar being opened, and then a cotton swab as it was coated with a generous amount of capsaicin oil.

“Mmhnn-...,” she cried, but the headmaster ignored her.

“Just a little something to think about later on in class,” he said, “Plus, it’ll help you keep your hands away from yourself unless you want to risk having your fingers burnt as well.”

Snapping on a pair of latex gloves, he reached down to press the end of the swab against the opening of her tunnel, and desperately shaking her head from side to side, Reena did everything she could to escape. No matter how hard she tried however, the movements were futile as the headmaster held her down. Keeping her spread open with one hand, he slowly inserted one end, and she cried out as the substance oozed out into the depths of her hole.

“Mmmnnnn!”

The moment the oil touched her, it was as if her body was filled with nothing but the harsh grating of rusty sound. Liquid fire, and then pain. It was the only way to describe how awful it felt. Halfway gagged though with the dildo still in her mouth, there was no way for her to scream unless she wanted to choke herself. Swallowing hard, Reena desperately stared at the floor in front of her and doubled her movements as if it would help. Behind her, she could hear the headmaster as he coated a second swab with oil before dabbing it around her clit as well.

“One minute,” he said, “Stay strong now.”

Sixty seconds, that was all that was left on the timer. But having been kept on the edge for so long, her entire body was beyond sensitive now, which made her feel all the more vulnerable as the oil went to work. Reena whimpered as the heat spread through her, amplified further by the frustration bottled up inside.

The headmaster reached out to insert a finger back into her bottom, and the suffering only intensified as he began to slowly thrust them in and out. Doing her best to hold herself up, Reena gasped as the dildo slid out of her mouth.

“Sir, please-...,” gasped Reena.

“Have you decided to go back to the chair?” asked the headmaster.

“Sir, please! I’m going to cum,” cried Reena.

Teetering on the edge of the most wonderful orgasm in the world, it was as if her head was filled with nothing but noise as she struggled against the last inch of the abyss. Every time she peaked, the headmaster would stop, and she cried out loud as both her holes clenched down. The more she tried to move, however, the more the oil ended up being spread around. She was so close now, just a little more and...

“No you won’t,” the headmaster said softly, “I won’t let you degrade yourself. Maybe a ruined release at the end of your punishment, but for now, you’ll need to hold it in until the end like a good girl.”

An eternity of frustration as the words stabbed through her, and Reena closed her eyes in submission as tears of desperation flowed down her face. The headmaster was right. She couldn’t afford to cum, not when she was already a quarter of the way through. Sobbing, she opened her mouth to swallow the dildo again as she counted down in her head. Watching her from behind, the headmaster put his finger back into her bottom once more.

Edge, lick, edge, lick-...

The cycle seemed to go on and on until all five of her senses had abandoned her and left. The only thing she could feel now was the endless burning of her privates as she was edged. That, and the tension of her muscles as the frustration coiled up inside. With nothing to focus on except the blank white surface of the wall in front of her, it wasn’t long before her imagination started to run wild.

It was impossible, it was absolutely impossible, but looking up from where she knelt, she could almost imagine a stranger standing in front of her, his member in her mouth where the dildo would have been. Smiling, he reached down with a blindfold, and her vision went dark as he wrapped it around her head. A hand pressed down against the back of her neck, and she gagged as something stiff pushed its way past her lips.

Slowly, the stranger started to move, and then there was no time to think, only to draw in whatever air she could get as she tried to make him spend. The faster he finished, the faster she could breathe again, and a single wrong move on her part was enough for her to pass out. Desperately, Reena moved the tip of her tongue up to service the head.

Edge, lick, edge, lick, edge lick-...

Please, hurry up, she begged.

Lick, lick, lick-...

A long time seemed to pass as the stranger used her, and it was only when she was at the limits of her consciousness that he finally relented. Grunting hard as he pushed one last time into the back of her throat, his member swelled up as it pulsed in her mouth, and she felt the bitter taste of something salty spurt out. It coated the surface of her tongue, and she gagged at the disgusting texture slid down her throat.

“Please, no more,” she cried, but of course, there was no way it could end there.

Gasping for air, she cried out for a break, but the stranger simply pushed himself back into her mouth again for a second round. As another twitch of emptiness sprang out from the walls of her empty tunnel, Reena struggled to stop herself from bringing her hands down. Even if she could somehow reach her clit, the stranger would only pull her hands away as he lined himself up with her ass and...

“And that’s time,” said the headmaster.

Blinking in surprise, Reena opened her eyes and looked around. There was no stranger in front of her, no blindfold, no taste of bitterness in her mouth. Slowly, she drew away from the dildo in front of her and winced at the soreness in her jaw. Her body felt like it was on fire, and she panted as she tried to calm herself back down.

A hand reached out to help her up, and she winced as the headmaster reached down with a tissue to wipe away at the wetness on the inside of her thighs.

“Feeling better?” he asked.

“Y- ... yes sir,” whispered Reena.

Slowly, she nodded, and the headmaster brushed the tears away from her face.

“Then let’s get you dressed so you can go back to class,” said he said with a smile.

It was over, it was finally over at last.

Feeling numb all over, Reena bowed her head as she reached for her clothes and got dressed. Pulling her panties back up her legs, she paused as she felt the oil-soaked swab still stuffed up inside. Noticing her concern, headmaster looked over with an apologetic look in his eyes.

“You can stop by at the end of the day to have it removed,” he said, “Until then, just think of it as training for you to last longer the next time around.”

A moment of silence passed as Reena took a deep breath, and a sense of finality seemed to pass over her as she blinked away the last of her tears.

“Yes sir,” she said again.

Putting on the rest of the uniform, she winced at the burning feeling of the oil inside. It would continue to burn for the next few hours or so before starting to wane down, but there was little she could do about it for now. As she stepped out of the office, the headmaster called out one last time through the open door.

“See you tomorrow,” he said.

There was nothing to say after that as the door closed, and then he was gone. Turning to walk down the hall, Reena tried to ignore the way her panties rubbed up against her clit. Her nipples were stiff, and her bottom still hurt from where the dildo had been thrust up her rear.

Perhaps the headmaster would take pity on her when she was finished, but until then, it would be several more months of painful frustration before she would be able to sleep peacefully again. Three hundred more pages to go, she told herself bitterly, and letting out a sigh at the fresh wetness seeping out from between her legs, she slowly headed off towards class.



