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The Academy

The Academy at West Hills, with each of its building’s rooftops covered in a thin blanket of snow, looked like something out of a fairytale. The pine trees at the edge of the woods, which surrounded the property on three sides each had a dusting of powder, and the grounds themselves were serenely quiet with a soft carpet of white. At night, the yellowish glow from the windows made the campus look cozy, and during the day, the sunlight dazzled on the crystalline surface of the new-fallen snow. This was the way the Academy appeared as each of the students departed for the end of the year break. They had two weeks off for the holidays, after which they all returned for the second semester. What each of them noticed on their return was that the snow that had made the Academy grounds appear so magical the night of the end of the semester party had melted, leaving behind a tapestry of browns and grays. It was a decidedly forlorn appearance, and the tress even looked somewhat tortured when they were bare. The coziness and fairytale appearance of the buildings had changed to something severe and austere. There was still a chill in the air, but it was very unlikely that it might snow again, so everyone simply looked forward to the return of Spring, though that was still a few months away.

The Academy at West Hills had been established in 1902 by Margaret Bleeker. She had written a ninety-eight-page handbook and titled it The Academy at West Hills Handbook for the Male Student, which was to be memorized by the each of the boys who attended the school. It specified a code of conduct, and if any of the boys were in violation, they would face rather severe consequences, since corporal punishment was to be expected for even the slightest deviation from the rules.

Among the rules were the following:

“The male student will receive punishment for any infraction of the rules, but also for any perceived infraction of the rules.”

—This particular rule was an issue of debate, since it seemed to indicate that the male student need not actually break any of the rules to earn himself a punishment, it could simply be that he had the appearance of having done so.

“The male student will have earned himself a punishment if his attitude or his behavior is determined to be less than obedient.”

—The distinction was made that obedience itself was considered a low bar, since it was expected that the male students not only satisfy that requirement but exhibit a positive and friendly demeanor while doing so.

“The position for punishment is to be memorized. The male student will lower his trousers to his ankles, then place his hands flat upon the desktop (provided such punishment is being administered within the classroom). The hands should be placed far enough away from the student’s center of balance such that he will be required to maintain an arch to his back to remain upright. He should not be comfortable in this position. He may well feel the sting of humiliation in being exposed and punished in this manner, which is desirable, as it is felt to be of use in conditioning the male student.”

—Ms. Bleeker was a strong proponent of the employment of humiliation in correcting boys’ behavior. She wrote of her opinion that “when the male student, in need of correction, is compelled to go crimson in the face, he has been well-entreated to realign his attitudinal behavior.

“The male student shall not refuse any reasonable request made of him in assisting any female student in achieving a particular academic goal. He should endeavor to make himself useful in any way that may benefit the female students, even if it proves detrimental to his own purpose.”

—It was determined that the male student’s efforts were best employed in the forwarding the advancement of the female students’ interests, as boys were observed to be inferior in every metric, and so their own personal interests were assumed to be secondary.

“Boys are not allowed to shower outside of specified times allotted for such an activity, and only when supervised.”

—This supervision was originally carried out by designated chaperones, but over time had become a student position to which any of the students could apply, though such a position was only available to female students.

“The male student is absolutely prohibited from engaging in self-abuse (the term Ms. Bleeker used to indicate masturbating). It is, in part, for the purpose of enforcement of this rule that the male student will not be allowed to shower unsupervised. In addition, he will not be allowed privacy. He will not be provided with any opportunity that will lead to temptation. If it is determined that these precautions are insufficient in deterring the student, then a locked device may need to be introduced.”

—Essentially, chastity devices were available for the intimate control of the male body, should any particular male find himself unable to comply with this directive. This rule was found to be especially amusing to the female students, who found endless amusement in the ability to provide boys with the opportunity to masturbate. All of the boys were beyond grateful for being given the opportunity yet remained fearful of being reported for such. The female students were all well aware of the position of authority they held in allowing a boy the privilege of masturbating.

“The male student shall, above all, learn his place. This is the primary objective in educating the male student. He will come to know his position, which is below that of the female. He will learn his rank, which is beneath that of the female. He will accept his status, which is inferior to that of the female. In every thought, deed, and word, the male student will be expected to display obedience and submission to the female student. Any failure in this regard will result in a well-deserved, humiliating punishment, for which the male student is expected to show gratitude, as it is for his benefit that he is being disciplined.”


Emily’s Shower

Upon returning to the Academy and dropping her bags in her room in the suite she shared with her roommate Madison, Emily stood for a moment, lost in thought. She had already logged so many memories in this place, and in such a short period of time. Meeting Aiden, then meeting Ryan, then establishing a relationship with both of them was forefront in her mind. She looked forward to reuniting with “her two boys” as she called them. But perhaps equally, she looked forward to catching up with Madison, as well as with “The Six,” as they had come to call themselves; six girls that had formed a tight little group of friends at school during the first semester.

Emily stood below the warm cascade of water from the showerhead, a device that provided what she had initially felt were a comically vast array of options for the type and intensity of aquatic experience. She would have to admit, however, that she had come to appreciate the variety available to her in the delivery of water. The shower head in the home she grew up in had one setting. On. It remained positioned above her, unquestionably the Lord of the Bath, allowing but two options for its human subjects: This, or nothing. Growing up with this as the default, the only experience available, she had never questioned it. Taking a shower had, for most of her life, been an obligatory experience. It was not unpleasant, but it was nothing to prolong or enjoy.

Then she began her first year at the Academy, with her own personal bathtub, and its multi-dimensional, self-guided shower head. For one, it could be removed from its place high on the tiled wall. It could be taken in hand and adjusted at will. Its soft, conical emittance could be modified into a hard, pulsing wand of water. There were many deviations available in between these opposites, and Emily felt that she still had yet to discover all of what it could do.

She had come to take pleasure in showering alone and making novel use of the showerhead’s various settings. Particularly, the hand-held directionality and the pulsing spray, though not at its hardest setting for sure, made for an exquisite self-pleasuring device. She could place one foot on the edge of the tub, lean back on the tiled wall, and direct the warm surge of water on her clit. She used her other hand to pull the clitoral hood back, exposing herself to the services of the hand-held device. She now wondered how any woman could live without such a thing available to her on a regular basis.

If she were to be asked about it, she would admit that her new-found interest in taking a shower had at least something to do with the fact that she currently had a relationship with Aiden and Ryan. This was something that had created a place in her mind that could, if she were anxious, calm her nerves by imagining it, and if she were uninspired, excite her. The feeling of Ryan and Aiden on either side of her beneath the shower head was a sensation that she no longer could be without. She could no longer conceive of having just one lover attending her pleasure when she felt the rapturous adulation of two. Once she had a pair of lips on her neck, kissing her passionately, she wanted another. Two hands on her body made her hungry for four. Having one tongue in her pussy wouldn’t feel as good without her arms around her other boy, kissing him endlessly. And no sooner had she learned what it felt like to have a cock in one hand, she became conscious of the other, and sought to likewise fill it.

Previous to her life with two devoted male lovers, she had never thought about the height of standard plumbing amenities. She had no idea that shower heads were often not set high enough for guys to take a shower without bending over somewhat. It was of tremendous value to her that her shower could accommodate two tall, muscular boys. As a not-very-tall girl, this wouldn’t have occurred to her to be of importance. Now, she was grateful to have the appropriate fixture for the three of them. Today, however, Emily showered alone, thinking about how soon she might have her boys servicing her pleasure in their inimitable way.

So much had changed about Emily since the beginning of the previous year. She had stopped wearing her long brown hair pulled back into a ponytail, and though she was still not in the habit of wearing makeup, she did occasionally wear lipstick and even eye shadow. Something she had learned about herself from having two boys in her thrall is that she could be irresistible, even sexy, a word she had never used in connection with herself. Her eyes, which she had always thought of as sleepy, were incredibly beguiling to Aiden and Ryan, each of whom referred to them as “bedroom eyes.” And she had always thought of her butt as being too big, but she noticed that both Ryan and Aiden were both more than happy to be assigned to the position of kneeling behind her. While kissing and fondling either of them, she liked having the other kiss and lick his way down her back to worship her ass. She mightn’t have thought of the word “worship” had she not experienced the genuflection in their use of their tongues.

She felt an urgency attendant the thought of Aiden and Ryan each caressing her body. The thought of Aiden’s cock in one hand and Ryan’s in the other caused her to detach the shower head and direct its spray between her legs. She cupped and massaged each of her breasts, imagining the way her boys’ hands felt on her body. She pinched her nipples, intentionally a bit harder than she might have done if not for the fact that it’s what Ryan had a tendency to do and she liked it. She thought about Aiden kissing her neck with his fingers rubbing her clit as Ryan got on his knees to worship her ass with his tongue. She thought about Aiden’s thick shaft in her hand, the flared rim of his cock head keeping her hand from slipping off its length as she stroked it. She brought herself to orgasm, the last she’d have to have alone for quite a while.


Madison

Madison Leigh was curious about the message that she was to report to the dean’s office. It wasn’t even the first day of class for the second semester of her first year at the school, so she couldn’t think what the reason could be that she would have to meet with the dean. She certainly hadn’t done anything wrong. She decided that she would be optimistic about it and made sure to arrive on time. The secretary to the dean, a friendly woman named Karen, about which Madison had to restrain herself from laughing, told her to have a seat for a moment. The dean of students, a tall, imposing woman in her early forties opened the door to her office.

“Madison,” she called out. “It’s nice to meet you, I have been looking forward to it. My name is Wendy Larson, and I’m the dean at the Academy at West Hills.”

Madison rose to shake her hand, trying not to feel intimidated.

“Hello, Ms. Larson, I’m pleased to meet you as well,” Madison said.

“Please call me Wendy,” the woman replied warmly. “We don’t need to be so formal.”

“OK, sure,” Madison agreed, but had trouble imagining calling this physically imposing woman by her first name.

Wendy Larson was a woman with an elegant beauty and a full figure. Her icy blond hair was worn pulled back tightly and gathered into a swirl at the crown of her head. Madison had no idea if she was married or not, since she tended to keep private details to herself. In fact, Madison knew very little about her aside from the fact that every single boy at the Academy was terrified of her. Madison followed the dean into her office and was surprised to see a boy she recognized standing beside Ms. Larson’s desk.

“I am unaware of whether or not you know Steven Kellerman. He is James Brooke’s roommate,” Ms. Larson explained.

“Yes, I know him. Hey Steve,” Madison said.

“Hello, Miss,” Steven replied.

Madison realized that he was standing at attention, which she assumed was due to the fact that he was in the dean’s office. She had to wonder what was going on, since boys would pretty much do anything to not have to be in this office. She began to suspect that Steven was in trouble.

“Steven here has something to tell you,” Ms. Larson explained. “To his credit, he came to me of his own volition, which does speak to his character. However, what he has confessed to me does not. He has earned for himself a severe punishment. To begin with, he will now confess to you that which he has communicated to me. Steven?” she prompted.

“Miss Madison, and Ms. Larson, please allow me to begin by saying thank you to both of you and say that I apologize for this matter having come up altogether,” Steven began. “Miss Madison, I owe an additional apology to you for the manner in which I have taken liberties without you being aware, and in a way that is unfair to you.” Steven took a deep breath. “Ever since you began dating my roommate James, I have fantasized about you in a way that is inappropriate. At first, I kept it a secret, but it weighed on my conscience. Then it began to overwhelm me and caused me to do things that were wrong. I am aware that masturbation is prohibited, as per the guidelines for Academy students.”

Madison had to try to keep a straight face as she heard this, since she was aware that male students are not allowed to masturbate, but there was no such prohibition indicated for female students. She had to assume that Steven had read the rulebook that is handed out to males at the Academy to memorize, and that he was unaware that all of the rules within it were specifically for boys.

“As a result,” Steven continued, “I knew that the only course of action was for me to confess to having broken the rules and admit that I have done so in a way that would be personally offensive to you. I apologize for my behavior and will endeavor to restrain myself in the future.”

Ms. Larson turned to Madison.

“I am sorry that you’ve had to hear this, but I felt that you should, under the circumstances, have the ability to weigh in on the assignment of punishment to Steven. Obviously, his punishment will begin with ten strokes of the cane, but the nature of the infraction indicates that a much more thorough penalty should be assigned. Do you agree?”

Madison regarded Steven for a moment, then turned back to Ms. Larson.

“I completely agree,” she began. “Ten strokes of the cane is generally for a minor infraction, and that is not what Steven has done. He is deserving of far more than ten, even as a place to begin.”

Ms. Larson smiled and felt proud of the young woman before her.

“You are a very wise young woman,” she replied. “We should discuss Steven’s punishment further, but I think he should waste no time in assuming the position. Steven?” Ms. Larson prompted him again.

Steven quickly unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants, drew the zipper down, then took ahold of both the waist of his pants and his underwear and slid them down to his ankles, then placed his palms flat upon Ms. Larson’s desk. It was the standard position for punishment, and Steven, like all of the male students at the Academy, had this procedure memorized. He kept his eyes straight ahead and remained silent. Ms. Larson walked around to stand behind Steven, who was in position off to one side of her desk. She held a rattan cane in her hand.

“As you have pointed out, Madison, ten is insufficient as a punishment for Steven. Perhaps we should double it? Keeping in mind, of course that this is simply the beginning point.”

“As a beginning point twenty seems reasonable, but I am concerned that we aren’t doing Steven any favors by being lenient. I think he would appreciate we provide him with a correction that is fair to him in his attempt to learn to obey the rules.”

Ms. Larson nodded her head.

“That is soundly reasoned, Madison. I think that Steven will be very grateful to you for your guidance and wisdom.”

Ms. Larson placed the cane across Steven butt cheeks.

“Steven, Madison has been so gracious as to afford you a punishment beginning with twenty strokes of the cane. I believe a show of appreciation is in order.”

“Thank you, Miss Madison,” Steven replied, his voice trembling slightly. “I owe you a debt of gratitude for your kindness.”

Madison viewed Steven in profile and when Ms. Larson pulled his shirt tail up, she was annoyed to see that he had an erection. She couldn’t imagine having the audacity of his having an erection in this situation. It made her want to see him being punished even more. She looked forward to observing the punishment Ms. Larson was going to deliver, mostly because she wanted to see him completely humiliated.

Ms. Larson brought the cane back. Steven inhaled quickly, but otherwise remained motionless. Madison admired the distance at which Ms. Larson held the cane. She brought it to lay across Steven’s ass with such rapidity that it made a sound like a whip as it sailed through the air. A tremendous smack issued as it struck Steven’s bare butt cheeks. Madison was impressed that Steven did not cry out, but rather restrained himself, in spite of how hard he had just been struck. His eyes, however, told a different story, as they widened in terror at the sting of the cane, and the prospect that he had nineteen more to endure at the least.

Madison took the opportunity to exam Steven’s body while he was being beaten with the cane. His legs were muscular and nicely shaped, which made her think perhaps he should receive a few strokes up the back of his thighs. His butt was nice as well, though it looked better once he’d gotten a few horizontal stripes across it. His penis had a slight upward curve to it, which Madison thought made it look eagerly optimistic, an attribute that made her laugh. He was not as large as her boyfriend James, but that was true of most boys. She could not see much of his upper body due to it being obscured by his shirt. It aggravated her somewhat that boys weren’t required to remove their shirt for punishment. She thought they should completely naked when they were punished. Perhaps, she thought, that should change.

Once the cane had landed across Steven’s bare ass ten times, Ms. Larson paused for a moment.

“Madison,” she said, “how are you feeling about Steven’s attitude concerning his punishment so far? You have your own perspective on it, of course, so I would like to hear your thoughts.”

Madison thought for a moment.

“To tell the truth, I think he should have to be naked. I mean, I’ve always thought that about boys being punished, because I think it makes it more humiliating for the boy, and it also makes it more entertaining to watch.”

“Entertaining?” Ms. Larson asked.

“Well, yes. It should be, I think. If it helps in correcting a boy’s behavior to be punished in front of the female students, then it should be fun for us to watch, I think. And seeing a boy getting what he deserves is more enjoyable if he has to be completely naked. That’s just my thought on the matter.”

“And your thought on the matter is of tremendous value, Madison. I’ll admit that I hadn’t seen it that way. Steven,” she directed, “I think that you should adhere to Madison’s preference by removing your clothing. If she will find it more entertaining that way, then you should endeavor to make it so.”

Steven quickly removed the rest of his clothing and returned to position. Madison thought it made a tremendous difference to see him completely naked, as opposed to merely having his pants pulled down. He appeared so much more vulnerable.

“Do you feel that Steven appears deserving of the rest of his punishment now?” Ms. Larson asked.

“Hmmm,” Madison murmured as she contemplated the entirety of Steven’s body. “Deserving, yes. Worthy, I’m not sure.”

Ms. Larson laughed, which Madison was not expecting.

“So, you are thinking that he is deserving of his punishment, but perhaps unworthy of the privilege?” the dean asked.

“Yes, exactly. I think we should hear him on the matter. Perhaps he might testify to the reason he should continue to receive his caning,” Madison replied.

“Excellent idea, Madison. Steven, you may now present your request to continue receiving punishment. Please stand and face Madison.”

Steven came to attention, and while he turned to face forward, he kept his eyes down as a show of respect.

“Ms. Larson, Miss Madison, I am truly grateful for the punishment I have received so far here today, and it is with profound humility that I request that I may receive additional punishment. It is for my benefit that I receive correction, and so I will be greatly indebted to the kindness each of you have shown in providing me such correction.”

Ms. Larson turned to Madison.

“And what do you think of Steven’s request? Do you think he is being sincere?” Ms. Larson asked.

Madison regarded Steven. His erection had diminished somewhat while he was receiving the first ten strokes of the cane, but now it was fully erect again. This motivated her to think that his punishment should be intensified.

“I do, and I think he should receive the next ten along the top of the back of his thighs, which is more sensitive. This will make it not only more painful, but more humiliating for him as well. He should really feel every stroke of the cane, so that he doesn’t feel that we are being lenient,” Madison concluded.

“I agree,” Ms. Larson replied. “However, I was thinking that targeting the back of his thighs would be a separate punishment to be commenced once his initial caning had finished.”

“Oh, hadn’t thought of that,” Madison admitted. “So, you are saying that you were planning to finish the remaining ten that Steven is owed, then start again on the back of his thighs?”

“Correct,” Ms. Larson said.

“Then of course, I agree completely,” Madison replied.

The dean began landing the cane across Steven’s bare ass, and it was apparent to both Steven and Madison that she had significantly increased the intensity with which she applied the implement. Madison noticed that Steven was trembling slightly, and his eyes looked like he might start crying. She couldn’t help but smile at the sight of his abject humiliation, seeing him barely able to endure his punishment. She noted with satisfaction that his erection had diminished once again. The arrogant, upward curve of his penis had surrendered to the overwhelming pain of being struck repeatedly with the cane and was now pointed more toward the desk on which he’d dutifully placed the palms of his hands.

When she had delivered all twenty of the assigned strokes, Ms. Larson relaxed for a moment, and turned once again to Madison.

“Generally, when I have a male student in my office for punishment,” Ms. Larson explained, “I allow some time for the boy to reflect on his behavior and focus his thoughts on obedience to the rules. I find that this also allows him to anticipate the continuance of his punishment and re-align himself in submission to authority.”

“That makes sense,” Madison offered. “Submission to authority is so important for boys to learn, since they have such a difficult time with it.” Madison noticed that the dean was so much more relaxed when she put the cane aside and spoke freely. She couldn’t help but admire her.

“I have been in this position for a number of years,” the dean admitted, “and the one constant in this position is the failure of boys to behave appropriately in submission to authority. You have no idea how many young males come into my office in dire need of an attitudinal correction. They have an arrogance that needs to be beaten out of them. I pride myself on putting them in their place. Once they’ve been brought down a peg or two, they take on an entirely different attitude.” Ms. Larson thought for a moment. “I will take your suggestion into consideration, that boys should be punished while undressed completely. I have been aware of the corrective effect of humiliation on the male body but hadn’t thought to institute that as a requirement. Certainly, I’ve punished boys while they were completely naked, but generally that has been in special cases. Situations that called for that approach. But I will consider making that a general requirement. If nothing else, I could install that in something of a pilot program to see its effect. There’d be no harm in making it mandatory for this next semester to see how it goes.”

Madison smiled broadly, feeling proud to have been listened to and having her suggestion validated by the dean. She would come to learn years later that this day was somewhat momentous in that it led, eventually, to an Academy-wide dictate that all punishments for the male students would no longer be administered with his pants pulled down to the ankles and would instead be performed with the student completely naked.

“Alright,” Ms. Larson announced. “Now, I believe, we can begin with a succession of strokes of the cane up the back of Steven’s thighs, ending with a number of them at the very top of his thighs. Do you feel that would be fair?”

“Fair?” Madison asked. “Provided they are applied quite firmly, then yes, that would be fair, I think.”


Juliette and Maya

Juliette was splayed out on the couch in their suite, wearing a T-shirt that barely managed to cover her enormous breasts, and a pair of yoga pants which revealed that her curvaceousness continued along the length of her body. Maya was sitting across the armchair, her legs thrown up and over the upholstered arm of the chair, dangling her small brown feet with their painted toenails off the side. Her hair was tied up in a top knot which spilled down over her shoulders in a way that suggested the controlled chaos with which she lived her life.

“Here’s the thing,” Juliette began. “Last semester we had Antony. Which was fun.”

“I agree,” said Maya. “But you seem to be stating this in past tense. What’s up?”

“Oh, nothing, really. Antony is going to continue to be a plaything for us since I don’t see why not. It’s still fun, and there are ways that he can continue to be useful. But the thing is, he kind of expects it now. He’s a bit too comfortable. I kind of miss the look on his face at the beginning. The um, what do I call it?”

“Sheer terror?” Maya suggested.

“Yeah, that,” Juliette laughed.

“I totally get what you mean,” Maya replied. “We need to find a guy who hasn’t been broken in yet. Someone who doesn’t see what’s coming. We want to see that look where the guy is really experiencing the humiliation in the moment.”

“Exactly!” Juliette exclaimed. “Humiliation.” She paused, thinking. “Do you know how extracurricular clubs are formed?” she asked.

“No, not really,” Maya replied. “I take it you do?”

“I do. Because I have been looking into it. Turns out, any student may propose a club to the dean. If there is enough interest in the proposal, then she’ll approve it. That’s it. It’s not that difficult.”

“Wait, are you thinking of starting, what, a chess club?” Maya asked, laughing.

“Yeah, Maya. A chess club,” Juliette replied. “No, silly. A club where we have some boys do whatever we want them to. But not like the regular, you know, boys have to obey the rules and stuff. I’m thinking of something a bit more, how do you say, difficult.”

“Difficult,” repeated Maya. “I’m intrigued. How do we propose difficulty as an extracurricular club requirement?”

“Excellent question, Maya, thank you for asking,” she said as she shifted her position on the sofa. “The stated purpose of the club is to study the link between psychological humiliation and the well-mannered and obedient male. It’s an academic club focusing on psychology, interpersonal relationships, and the public persona.”

Maya gave Juliette a look of admiration.

“That’s spectacular, Juliette. You’re not just a pretty pair of tits, you’ve got a brain as well,” Maya said with a sly smile.

“Thank you, honey, you’re smart and sexy too. So, what we have to do is have no fewer than five students express an interest in joining the club, aside from whomever makes the proposal. You can be one, Antony can be relied upon to be the second one, so we just need three more.”

“Can’t we just get The Six to do it?” Maya asked, referring to the girls who had formed a tight-knit group the previous semester, which included Juliette and Maya, as well as Charlotte, Sarah, Madison, and Emily.

“Yes, we could, but then we’d be the only ones in it. What we are going to want to do is get three more boys. They’d be the ones we get to play with as members of the club.”

“I see, this makes sense. So, Antony and three others. And the two of us, who run the club.”

“Exactly. Here’s the really cool thing about it. The boys are required to join a certain number of clubs to show extracurricular involvement. They need it to graduate. So, they have a motivation right off the bat to become members in good standing of a number of the established clubs on campus. Some of the clubs are really competitive as far as membership is concerned, so we won’t have any problem finding boys who agree to participate.”

“Of course not,” Maya replied. “Boys are easy to control.”

“Right, but control is a pretty low bar. We are looking for something significantly greater in difficulty for the boys to accomplish. The point is to really challenge them in ways they haven’t been before. Make them jump through hoops, as it were.”

“Wait, can we literally make them jump through hoops?” Maya asked, half-serious.

“We can, but really? Is that what you were thinking?” Juliette asked.

Maya laughed.

“The image in my mind is funny, but no,” Maya admitted. “Not hoops.”

“Actually, my thought is that instead of trying to come up with what we think would be difficult for them, they tell us,” Juliette explained. “We start by having them describe what they think is the most humiliating situation they could imagine. Then, we make it happen, exactly as they describe it. Then we watch and enjoy.”

“That’s brilliant!” Maya exclaimed. “So, your idea is that we have each of these guys tell us what their nightmare scenario is and then we make it happen and watch them as they squirm?”

“Oh, don’t underestimate us,” Juliette replied. “We’re going to make them do so much more than just squirm.”

“I am so looking forward to this. Do you want to go get lunch?”

“Yeah. There’s a boy at the café I’m interested in.”

“Are you always hunting for boys to torture?” Maya laughed.

“Yes,” Juliette replied, sounding sincere.


Charlotte and Sarah

“So, Sarah, how is maintaining the Book website?” Charlotte asked as a method of procrastination. She was looking over the syllabus of a class called Logic and Reasoning that she wasn’t currently enthusiastic about. “Are you still getting boys listed on there, or has everyone already done it already? It seems like a long time ago now that we launched that project.”

“No, it’s pretty much everyone,” Sarah explained, turning away from her computer monitor. “Funny thing is, there’s just one boy I want to have a profile on, and I just can’t seem to get ahold of him.”

“Who is it?” Charlotte asked, her interest piqued.

“William Benoit.”

“Ben-wah? As in Ben-wah balls?”

Sarah laughed.

“Yeah, that’s part of what intrigues me. I want to photograph his balls for that very reason,” Sarah explained.

“Ooh, that reminds me,” Charlotte interjected. “Do we know who has the biggest balls?”

“Oh, boy, I guess that would be Taylor?” Sarah replied. “I know who has the smallest. Do you ever meet Olivia and her boy-toy Daniel?”

“That sounds familiar,” Charlotte said.

“It should, you were standing right next to me when I met them,” Sarah replied. “Olivia has this boy Daniel specifically for the purpose of humiliating him about the size of his dick and his balls. Meanwhile, she has a boyfriend who she claims is really well-hung.”

“Is he?” Charlotte asked.

“Why did we make the Book to catalog all of this information if you aren’t going to keep track of it? You know, it was your idea in the first place.”

“Because, that’s why,” Charlotte protested. “We catalogued it, as you say, so that I don’t have to keep track of it. So is her boyfriend well-hung?”

“Yeah, sort of. Not crazy big, but normal big.”

“She sounds cool, anyway,” Charlotte assessed. “That’s hilarious that she has a boy just to humiliate. What, does she make him watch her with her ‘not crazy big, but normal big’ boyfriend?”

“I don’t actually know,” Sarah replied. “Here, take a look.”

Sarah typed “Daniel” into the search bar, which brought up two profiles. She selected the one she was looking for. Charlotte came around to stand behind Sarah.

“Wow,” Charlotte commented, looking at the profile photo of Daniel, which was a picture of him standing, facing the camera, completely naked. “That’s actually kind of cute. You know, in a miniature kind of way. It makes me want to flick it with my fingers and make it bounce.”

Sarah laughed.

“Now let me find Olivia’s boyfriend,” Sarah murmured. “I think his name is Devon? Is that right? Oh, here he is.”

Sarah clicked on the thumbnail image, which expanded to full screen.

“Holy crap,” Charlotte commented. “That is pretty nice.”

Charlotte looked for a moment longer, then slumped down on the couch. Sarah observed her and was amused that even when sprawled across the furniture, Charlotte’s voluptuous body looked wanton and sexy rather than lazy.

“I want a boy to be obsessed with me and worship me while I do mean things to him,” Charlotte said with an exhausted sigh.

“Oh really?” Sarah laughed. “Well, why don’t we find you someone like that?”

“I’ve been searching,” she replied, while investigating what she thought looked like a stain on her white, long-sleeved shirt, before deciding it was not.

“OK, so we have a mission. Find Charlotte a bitch-boy.”

“Yes!” Charlotte exclaimed. “A bitch-boy. That’s what we will get. First, however, we will get a sandwich. Or a panini.”

“A panini is sandwich,” Sarah observed.

“I am going to disagree,” Charlotte replied. “If it has its own name, then it’s its own thing.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

“You don’t make any sense,” Charlotte retorted, then slapped Sarah across her bubble butt.


Emily and Madison

Madison left the dean’s office and walked back to the suite she shared with Emily. She hadn’t seen Emily since before the holidays, and was she was looking forward to it. She hadn’t seen James in two weeks, so she was looking forward to reuniting with him, as well. And the friends she’d made were sure to return. The classes she ended up enjoying might at the very least provide some distraction. But mostly she wondered about what Emily had been up to.

“Hey, girlfriend!” Madison exclaimed when she got back to her suite and saw that Emily had only just arrived. “How is my favorite suitemate doing this fabulously shitty day?” she asked, referring to the thoroughly depressing weather.

Emily was wearing a long white bathrobe, and had a towel wrapped around her damp hair like a turban.

“I am reasonably OK at the moment,” Emily said as she gave Madison a hug. “I just had a nice, hot shower, yay, but I was alone, boo, and I am looking forward to seeing Aiden and Ryan, yay. But it’s felt like it was too long to not have them within reach, boo.”

Madison made the “thumbs up” and then “thumbs down” gesture, settling on her thumb held horizontally.

“Well, then it could be worse. I’ve had an eventful day already. I got called into dean Larson’s office this morning, and I was like, what? First day back and I have to see the dean? Anyway, did you know that dean Larson’s name is Wendy? She asked me to call her that, but it’s just too, you know. Weird.”

“Yeah, I wouldn’t be comfortable calling her that. Why did you have to go?”

“I was there to watch Steve Kellerman get his ass beaten by Ms. Larson. Apparently, he has been jerking off while fantasizing about me.”

Emily laughed.

“Well of course he has, what guy wouldn’t?” Emily replied. “But how did the dean find out?”

“That’s the craziest thing,” Madison replied. “He admitted it.”

“Seriously? He told her that he was jerking off to you?”

“I guess. So, Ms. Larson whipped him with the cane and it was really kind of cathartic. He ended up completely naked, and he took a thrashing. It was fun to watch. Then it went from bad to worse for Steve. He had to face me to apologize and then ask for more punishment, and he totally had a hard-on. It was so humiliating for him and I loved every second of it. I mean, he completely deserved it. Then, and this part was interesting, Ms. Larson had her secretary come in. She’s this nice lady named Karen, which is hilarious, and she was charged with retrieving a chastity cage for Steve. Karen came over and bent down to examine Steve’s equipment, for sizing, I guess. I mean, she even measured him.”

“What was the measurement?” Emily asked.

“He wasn’t hard at that point, so it was like three, maybe four inches. Then she went and got this chrome metal device. Karen fitted this metal device on him, then attached a padlock. Like a small, brass padlock, so there’s no way he’s getting out of this thing without a key.”

“Wow,” Emily exclaimed in wonder. “How long does he have to wear it?”

“As long as we say,” Madison replied with a shrug.

“We? Who’s we?”

Madison reached into her pocket and pulled out a small key.

“Ms. Larson thought that the psychological impact for Steve, knowing that I have one of the keys, might help in his adjustment. So, I have one, while there’s another in the dean’s office.”

“Are you ever going to use it?”

“To unlock him? No, definitely not. I will remain of the opinion that he should wear it the rest of the semester at the very least. I think he’s in the punishment circle right now. You should go take a look.”

“The punishment circle?” Emily asked, referring to the area in the main courtyard where male students were assigned punishment by standing at attention while naked for everyone to see. “But it’s freezing outside.”

“Yeah, it is,” Madison said, laughing. “Boo-hoo, it’s good for them. It just makes their dicks look smaller when it’s cold, which is funny.”

“I’ve never really understood the temperature thing,” Emily replied. “Maybe that’s why I like having my boys with me in the shower, because it’s so warm. Wait, does it work that way? If cold makes them smaller, does being warm make them bigger? Or is it just because they’re, you know.”

“With a hot, naked girl like yourself?”

“I don’t know if I’d say I’m hot,” Emily demurred.

“You’re crazy hot. Why do you think you’ve got two of the sexiest boys in school willing to share you?”

“I have no idea,” Emily admitted. “I just wanted it, and they went along with it.”

“They did more than just go along with it,” Madison protested. “They clearly are willing to do absolutely anything you tell them to. Which is appropriate, but it’s kind of perfect too.”

Madison paused, thinking.

“If it’s not too personal a question,” she asked, “do you ever have them, you know, do things with each other?”

Emily smiled at Madison’s question.

“You will be disappointed, I am sure, but no, not really. They almost always have me in between them. I like it that way. I want the focus on me. I mean, I’ve thought about it, and I’ve photographed them together, but not really interacting, you know. But enough about me, what are you going to do about Steven? Or rather, what is James going to do about him? I mean, knowing that your roommate is wearing a chastity device because he couldn’t control himself in fantasizing about his girlfriend?”

“Am I James’s girlfriend?” Madison seemed to ask herself more than anything. “I don’t know, I’m going to tell him, and we’ll see what happens. I’m just beginning to get my mind around the possibilities.”

“That’s my girl,” Emily said with a laugh. “Wanna get lunch in a little bit?”

“Oh God yes. I’m so hungry I could eat a salad,” Madison replied.


The Six

“How are all my gorgeous girls?” Charlotte blurted out, her personality larger-than-life as always.

The Six, a self-named group of girls that was made up of Emily, Madison, Charlotte, Sarah, Juliette, and Maya, met up in the cafeteria, and there was a generally boisterous, hugs-all-around, friendly greeting between them.

“It is cold as coal miner’s dick outside,” Madison exclaimed.

“Yeah, but I have so been enjoying the boys’ physical training in the morning while it’s been really cold out,” replied Sarah.

“Oh God, that’s right. You actually get out of bed in the morning to watch them, don’t you?” Charlotte asked.

“I’m up anyway. It’s not like I go out of my way. But I just love to see how they deal with the cold air. Their bodies look so much more naked that way,” Sarah explained.

“I think it’s been so long since we’ve talked about it that I forgot the boys have to attend physical education in the nude,” Emily mentioned.

“It’s Sarah’s thing to watch them,” Charlotte claimed.

“It would totally be my thing as well, but I just can’t with the morning part of it,” Maya said. “It irritates me that I have to make an effort just to see something so spectacularly humiliating for a large group of boys. It’s unfair.”

“Em and I were just talking about this,” Madison interjected. “I mean, about how the cold air makes boys’ dicks look small.”

“That, ladies, is a big part of what would make it so entertaining,” Sarah replied.

“Don’t you mean that it’s a small part?” Charlotte giggled.

“Right,” Sarah agreed. “It’s a small part that is a big part of, wait, you know what? That’s just confusing. Never mind. Their dicks look small and it’s hilarious.”

“My God, I should set an alarm to wake me up,” Maya said, shaking her head. “So, what, do you just sit there watching their little dicks bouncing up and down as they run by?”

“Yes,” Sarah replied. “Seriously, it’s the funniest thing.”

“So, you know how last semester Charlotte came up with the idea of the Book, so that we could see all of the boys in one place?” Juliette asked. “My question is, what are we going to do this semester?”

“I don’t know, maybe go to school and learn stuff?” Emily replied with a little smile.

“Sorry, y’all, but my roommate Emily here is a complete psychopath,” Madison stated. “She needs to be restrained and medicated at all times.”

Juliette laughed.

“But to answer your question, Juliette,” Madison continued, “I have a Biology class with Ms. Fairmont, and I don’t know if you remember me talking about her last semester? Anyway, she’s really cool, I guess, but the boys are all terrified of her. She’s crazy beautiful, so I guess she puts them on edge, I don’t really know. I’m curious about it, but I’m not sure how to find out what’s up with her.”

“Wait,” Juliette asked, “is there a teacher who doesn’t make the boys at least a little terrified?”

Everyone laughed at the question.

“No, but Ms. Fairmont is different, somehow,” Madison explained. “She’s not like Ms. Harwood, where everyone knows why she puts the boys on edge.”

“Yeah, I’ve seen so many guys get their pants pulled down for punishment in Ms. Harwood’s class,” Emily noted.

“Exactly,” Madison said. “With her, it happens right there in class.”

“Actually, I can think of a teacher the boys aren’t afraid of,” Maya said. “Mr. Behring. He’s one of, what? Two? Three male teachers?”

“Oh, wow, that’s right,” Sarah remembered. “What does he even do here?”

“He teaches Applied Thermodynamics,” Maya explained. “I actually have his class this semester. It’s super dorky, but it’s interesting. To me.”

What Maya didn’t explain was that she kind of had a thing for Mr. Behring, and she could see that he was always a bit flustered in speaking to her. She had been curious enough about him to determine that he was not married. She had been considering her options.

“Isn’t he kind of cute?” Madison asked. “I’ve seen him in the Science building.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Maya said with a shrug. “I mean he’s like, twice my age, but sure.”

“Does he make you—” Madison began.

“If you ask me if he makes me hot, I’m going to—” Maya interrupted.

“Does he make you hot?” Madison blurted out.

“Dammit, Madison,” Maya said, laughing. “No, he doesn’t make me hot. I get it, he teaches Thermodynamics, that’s funny, ha, ha. But no, really, he’s pretty cool.”

“He’s cool?” Madison asked.

“Emily?” Maya said, “Can you stop her?”

“No, I’m sorry,” Emily replied. “She does not have an off switch. Welcome to my hell.”

“OK, sorry,” Madison apologized. “Sorry. Anyway, to change the subject, I have a little project, apparently, with this kid named Steve. He’s going to be in a chastity cage this semester, and I’m working on taking advantage of that situation. I mean, it’s kind of a personal project, not as awesome as the Book thing, but maybe something will come of it.”

“That’s cool,” Maya replied. “Maybe we can assist with that. Juliette came up with a devious little plot to establish a club here on campus, and we’ll need to get some of the boys involved in that.”

“Can you just do that?” Emily asked. “Start a club, I mean.”

“Yeah,” Juliette replied. “It’s super simple. We are so looking forward to it as a little diversion. I mean, I am taking Historical Studies this semester, so I am going to be knee-deep in the spectacularly dusty past. I need something shiny and new to distract me,” she said with a smile.

“I’m planning to focus on the photography I’ve been doing,” Emily offered.

“See, that’s cool,” Madison mused. “You get to do the academic stuff while also playing with your naked boys at the same time.”

“Oh man, sure,” Emily admitted, “I get to kind of explore what I can get away with doing to the boys, but it’s rigorous in its own right.”

Madison laughed.

“Oh, how far my little one has come since the beginning of first semester!” she exclaimed.

Emily smiled.

“Well one thing I have been doing is that I’ve tagged all of the information on the website,” Sarah mentioned, referring to the Book project. “It’s also just a fun thing to do, but it’s also going to be my final project for my Web Application Tech course. “Now you can search by different criteria. It’s pretty cool, I think. Like going shopping, only it’s boys.”

“Good, I hate having to send something back because it’s the wrong size,” Charlotte replied with a sly smile.


Ms. Strickland

Emily walked toward Ms. Strickland’s classroom for the first day of the second semester photography class with a feeling of comfort due to her familiarity. The first semester had gone well, and she’d developed a good rapport with the teacher, which was difficult for most students to attain. Ms. Strickland could be harsh, and she could be demanding, yet Emily was able to get the sought-after praise that the photo teacher was fairly stingy with among the students. More importantly, she’d met Ryan in photography class, and it was her photos of him and Aiden that had won over Ms. Strickland. Everything in Emily’s life seemed to be related, and it all connected through the lens of her camera.

Along the wall leading to the door of the photo studies room, Emily had to smile at the sight of a photograph she had taken of Aiden and Ryan. It was a place of honor for students to have their photos mounted in the display case outside the room, and Emily’s photo of her two boys standing naked in the snow had earned her such a place.

“Hey, Emily,” a girl Emily recognized called out.

Emily smiled warmly but felt some panic at her inability to pull up the girl’s name in her memory.

“Is this your photo?” the girl asked, pointing to the image of Aiden and Ryan.

“Yes,” Emily replied, feeling some pride at having it pointed out.

“It’s really good,” the girl said. “Was it taken here? Because it looks like it was.”

Meredith, Emily suddenly remembered. She goes by Mere.

“Thank you, Mere. It was. Just out by the tree line past the old barn.” Emily noticed Mere’s belt, which was a thick strap of leather, like a man’s belt. It made her wonder, since she didn’t know a lot about Mere. She wondered if the belt had a dual purpose.

“Cool. And that’s Aiden, right? And Ryan?” Mere asked. “They’re really well-suited to being models for your photography.”

“Yeah, I think so too. They’re really well-suited to me in a lot of ways,” Emily said with a coy smile.

Mere laughed.

“Yeah, please don’t mind me being jealous. I haven’t found anyone to model for me the way they do for you.”

Just then, David McInnes walked past. Emily had a smirk on her face as she regarded him. One of her first memories at the Academy was being asked to knee David in the balls on her first day in class, and ever since he’d been wary of her.

“Have you considered David?” Emily asked. “I know that he has been somewhat useful to Ms. Strickland in her own personal work.”

“Hmm, yeah, I know. Maybe. But I’m not sure he’s right for what I’m looking for,” Mere replied, her thoughts opaque as far as what she was looking for.

Ms. Strickland’s loud, clear voice could be heard within the classroom, so Emily and Mere realized that they should cut the conversation short.

“Well, thanks again for the compliment, and I hope you find someone to help you with whatever you’re wanting to do,” Emily said.

“Thanks,” replied Mere, though she appeared lost in thought at that moment.

Emily entered the classroom and saw that Ryan was already seated. She went and sat next to him.

“I’ve missed you,” she whispered.

“I’m a total wreck without you,” Ryan replied.

“A wreck?” Emily asked.

“Yeah, like a stalled truck on the train tracks—”

“Ah-hem,” Ms. Strickland cleared her throat.

Ms. Strickland looked well-rested, Emily thought as she turned her attention to the front of the room. She was impressed as always with the physical appearance of the photography teacher, in that she was so tall and imposing, and Emily could never quite work out if she was beautiful or terrifying. But her long black hair was swept up in a bun, and her features appeared relaxed. She was wearing a long black skirt and a champagne-colored silk shirt without a bra, which was a surprise to Emily, since her outward appearance tended toward severe.

“First semester, I wanted each of you to find something you could explore and to express yourselves in photographing,” Ms. Strickland began. “Each of you approached that assignment with varying degrees of success. But at least you have begun this journey of discovery, in finding yourselves in your work. Now, we will continue with that but in a more focused way. Last semester, we had a self-portrait assignment. I want you all to revisit that to see how you’ve grown personally, and in the way that you express yourself.”

At the end of class, Emily turned to Ryan.

“Any idea what you’ll be doing for the assignment?” she asked.

“I haven’t even figured out finding the front door to the building. Seriously, it’s like two weeks off and I’ve forgotten everything.”

“But you haven’t forgotten me, of course,” Emily said, then flashed a brilliant smile.

“No, I’m pretty sure you’ve now occupied all of the brain cells that were previously holding all of my other information.”

“Good. You don’t need any of that stuff. All you need is to obey me,” she said, then kissed him. “But, hey, I hope you haven’t forgotten the rules in the handbook. You’ll be in big trouble if you’ve forgotten the code of conduct.” Emily emphasized this statement with a swat across Ryan’s butt.

“No, of course not,” Ryan replied, laughing.

They made their way outside, and the chill in the air prompted Emily to button her coat.

“I can’t believe you boys have to be out here in the nude every morning,” she said with some admiration.

“Believe it or not, it actually feels really good. I mean, it motivates you to really get the body moving to keep it warm. But it’s a good discipline, as far as a workout is concerned.”

“I will give you one guess as to the workout I am thinking of right now,” Emily replied.

To Emily’s dismay, it turned out that she would have to wait until the following weekend before she was able to have both Ryan and Aiden available to her.


Madison and James

Madison had James sitting next to her on the couch in her suite. Emily had gone to class, so they had the suite to themselves. Madison threw her long, smooth, tanned legs over his and leaned back on the armrest.

“Your roommate Steven got his ass whipped in the dean’s office today,” Madison mentioned. “It happened right in front of me. Apparently, because of me.”

“Because of you?” James asked.

“Yeah. I guess that he has a thing for me or something. He went and confessed to the dean that he’d been masturbating thinking about me,” Madison explained.

“Wow, um, I don’t even know what to think about that. I mean, should I be flattered that he is so smitten with you, or pissed off that he thinks he has a chance with you?” James wondered.

“Smitten?” Madison asked.

“Yeah, why? I mean, he clearly likes you, I guess.”

“Smitten, like kittens with mittens?”

“Yes, like that. Are you messing with me?”

“Always. Anyway, what do you mean he doesn’t have a chance with me?”

“Oh, well I just assumed, because you seem to like me, right?”

Madison tousled James’s hair.

“Yeah, I like you all right. But I don’t know, I saw his dick today while he was getting his ass whipped.”

“You looked at his dick while he was getting whipped?”

“Yeah, of course. Did you not know that girls have a look at your dick when you boys have your pants down for punishment?”

“I didn’t really think about it. When you’re being punished, there are a lot of things going on in your mind.”

“Well, I wouldn’t know. But I saw more than that. I saw him completely naked. The dean had him take off his clothes to whip him with a cane.”

“I have heard about the cane,” James replied. “I’ve heard that it’s pretty intense. Anyway, what are you trying to say? Did that make you want to date Steven?”

Madison laughed.

“No, his dick wasn’t as big as yours,” she teased him. “It’s just that it made me think about it. I mean, you know Emily, my roommate? She has two boyfriends. On the other hand …”

“On the other hand, what?” James asked.

“Oh, shoot. I was trying to make a joke. You know, one boy in one hand, and on the other hand … It’s a joke based on the fact that I’m kind of amazed that she wants two cocks, one in each hand, when I have all I can handle with one.”

As Madison was saying this, she felt compelled to place her hand between James’s legs. She leaned in and kissed him, and felt James react by growing hard against the palm of her hand.

“Don’t worry, Steven has to wear a chastity cage now. Whereas you,” she said as she drew his zipper down, “are free to get as hard as you want.”

Madison pulled James’s cock out of his pants, which fully hardened in her grip.

“I am still not used to just how beautiful your cock is, James.”

“Thank you, Madison,” James replied, his eyes fluttering closed.

“Don’t thank me yet, James,” Madison said, pausing. “You don’t know what I am going to do yet.”

Madison slid down next to him, laying with her belly pressed against the seat of the couch. She peered at the extraordinary cock in her hand.

“The veins on your cock are so amazing, James,” she observed. “I guess they have to be thick to feed this monster,” she murmured, a tone of wonder in her voice.

She held the base of his shaft in her hand while she slid her tongue in circles around the head of his cock. She sat back again and used the saliva as lubricant as she teased the head of his cock with her fingertips.

“The definition of the head of your cock, and the rim, it just so pornographic. It looks like it wants to be in my warm, wet, mouth. It looks like it wants me to take a bite out of it, like a ripe peach.”

With that, she pressed her teeth gently against the tip of his cock, biting him softly. The gesture was sweet and sensual, but it carried a certain menace. She felt completely in control of him as she toyed with his erection. She teased him with her fingertips, enamored with how obvious his desire was for her. She flicked his cock with her fingers, making him jump, and observed his self-control as he remained in position, his knees spread wide so as to make himself vulnerable to her. She stroked his length with her fingernails and slid her lips around the tip of his cock. She bit him with her teeth and listened to him gasp. Over the next twenty minutes she brought him to the point of orgasm and kept him there. She wanted him on edge for as long as possible. When he got too close to coming, she would stop pleasuring his cock and begin playing with his balls, squeezing them tightly between her fingers.

Madison was lazily drawing circles with her fingertip around the tip of James’s cock when she peered at him directly.

“Here’s the thing, James. I want to explore this thing where Steven is clearly into me. Don’t worry, I have no interest in him. Not like that. Instead, what I want to do is torment him. Frustrate him. Make him lose his mind. For fun,” she said, brightly.

James was so close to coming, but unable to do so without Madison giving him permission.

“OK, what do you want me to do?” he asked in a hoarse whisper.

“Nothing. I’ll do whatever I want,” she replied. “You just be pretty. And hard.”

Suddenly Madison’s facial expression turned serious. She wrapped her hand tightly around his cock and started pumping up and down the extraordinary length of his shaft, which was still slick with her saliva. James’s body went stiff and began to vibrate, almost as though he were being electrocuted.

“You want to do anything I tell you to do, don’t you, James? You want to do anything I want?”

“Yes, Madison,” James panted.

“You may come now, James,” she said sweetly.


Ms. Harwood

Ms. Harwood was standing in front of her desk, silently observing the entrance of each of her students to the classroom. Each of them noticed the male student standing, facing the corner, completely naked. For her part, Ms. Harwood made no mention of the fact. Once everyone was seated, she remained silent for a moment. She was pissed, clearly, and all of the male students were on edge. When Ms. Harwood was in a mood, they made sure to be on their best behavior.

“Good morning, students,” Ms. Harwood began, her voice like steel. “I hope that each of you had a relaxing vacation and are ready to begin the new year by recommitting yourselves to the academic excellence we strive for here at the Academy. I trust that we all share such a goal, and that we will have a productive second semester. Unfortunately, before we begin, we must attend to a matter of disciplinary correction. Richard,” she said as she gestured toward the boy in the corner, “who I’ve been informed goes by the name of Dick, has misjudged his place here at the Academy.”

Emily smirked at Ms. Harwood’s use of the nickname Sarah had given him. She heard that at the year-end party before the break between semesters, Sarah had compelled Richard to confront Ms. Harwood and ask for a punishment. She had informed him that if he didn’t, then she’d report him to the dean for masturbating in the showers, an offense that was certain to result in a very severe punishment. As a result, Richard went with what he hoped was the better option for him.

“As you might be aware,” Ms. Harwood continued, “there is nothing I tolerate less than a boy who does not know his place. This one in particular is badly in need of a correction to his perspective on what is appropriate for a male student. We have seen that boys are in constant need of discipline. They simply are incapable of behaving without it. I am sure that all of the young women in the class have noticed this,” Ms. Harwood stated, to which there were a number of heads nodding in agreement. “And while receiving a punishment across the backside might be sufficient in most situations, this is a particularly egregious case. Dick, here, has not earned the right to be punished with just his pants down,” she explained. “Therefore, we have him stripped of his clothing in its entirety, so that we may witness the totality of his humiliation.

“Dick, come and present yourself for the punishment you so richly deserve,” Ms. Harwood demanded.

The boy in the corner turned and approached the front of the class. He stood in place, coming to attention with his arms up and his hands behind his head, which was the standard position for this type of punishment. Ordinarily, a whipping would be administered with the male student leaning forward, his hands placed on Ms. Harwood’s desk, with his pants around his ankles. In the event that a more extreme punishment was to be meted out, the student would be as Richard was now, fully undressed and facing the class. It was assumed that the humiliation itself would provide some degree of correction, while Ms. Harwood’s birch rod would provide the rest. The classroom was silent while all eyes were on Richard, waiting to see what he had coming to him.

“Now you may be wondering what your classmate Dick did to deserve the punishment he is about to receive,” Ms. Harwood continued to explain once Richard was in position. “The simple answer is that he thought it would be funny to challenge me. He thought by asking for a taste of the birch rod, as he put it, that he might call my bluff. This was a mistake on his part. I believe that Dick understands this now, but of course that won’t get him off the hook. Since he has asked for it, he is going to get more than he bargained for. We are going to all be witness to an administration of punishment beyond anything we have observed previously. The boys in the class might take note that this is what happens when you get cute and try me.” Ms. Harwood paused, then had an uncharacteristically mischievous look on her face. “As the kids say, fuck around and find out.”

The class was charged with an energy they hadn’t experienced before. They’d never heard Ms. Harwood swear before, and rarely did she make a joke, so they were unsure of how to react. Also, they knew that the teacher was in a rare mood, because clearly Richard was about to get a spectacularly painful correction. The class went silent again as everyone waited.

“We will begin by applying the birch down the back of Dick’s body, from his shoulders to his calves. Then we will do the same down the front of his body. You should expect to see Dick truly regret his actions and become profoundly repentant. The look of shame on his face should be witnessed by everyone here since I am counting on each of you to assist in Dick’s punishment. You will all be employed in reminding him of this moment over the semester to come, so that he won’t forget how his deeds led to this humiliating conclusion.”

With that, Ms. Harwood stood to one side of Richard, eyeing him coolly as she readied her implement of disciplinary correction. Then, without any additional fanfare, she began whipping him across his upper back, and it was apparent by the sound as well as by the look on Richard’s face how hard she whipped him. She moved slowly downward until she was whipping him across the butt, then continued down the backs of his thighs to his calves. Each of the students had their own reaction to the spectacle, but everyone was impressed. Then Ms. Harwood began to whip Richard across the chest, and there was a variety of reactions among the students to the anticipation of what was going to happen next. As Ms. Harwood directed the stroke of the rod lower and lower, many students began to squirm in their seats for differing reasons. Some of the students felt a certain terror, imagining themselves being punished in this manner, while others observed keenly and with great interest, imagining themselves delivering the punishment.

Finally, the birch rod was landing across the front of Richard’s hips, and many of the students had their own legs crossed, again for differing reasons. Some of them felt fear, while others felt arousal. Every one of them, however, watched the look on Richard’s face as he was subjected to such a punishment. He had tears running down his face, and he was trembling while trying to remain at attention.

When Ms. Harwood was finished with her application of the rod, she instructed Richard to apologize to the class for his behavior and thank everyone for assisting in his much-deserved punishment. When he had done so to her satisfaction, she sent him to the corner to remain for the rest of the class period.

Emily would notice in the weeks to come that some of the girls took Ms. Harwood’s direction about helping to discipline Richard very seriously. After his very thorough whipping the first day of class, she had charged the rest of the students with reminding him of his position and making sure that he remained obedient and respectful. Emily witnessed a couple girls from class corner him one afternoon, teasing him about watching him getting punished. They had him backed up against the exterior wall of the building. They told him that if he wanted “a taste of the birch rod,” as he had said, then he definitely wanted a taste of their shiny, black, patent-leather shoes. He tried to talk himself out of it, which was an exercise in futility, so they offered him an option. Either he could get on his hands and knees and lick their shoes, or he could feel them on his body, wherever they decided to kick him.

Emily paused to observe what his decision might be, in part because it was uncommon to see girls offering boys the opportunity to weigh in on what was going to happen to them. She found it unsurprising to see him slowly acquiesce, lowering himself to his knees, then move forward onto his hands and knees and continuing to lower his head until his tongue was pressed against the toe of one of the girl’s shoes. He began to lap at it, while the two girls laughed about how it was a privilege for him to clean their shoes with his tongue. Emily looked around and noticed that there were a number of girls standing about, observing Richard’s humiliation, clearly enjoying the sight. Many of those same girls would end up finding additional methods to torment Richard, amusing themselves with his predicament and laughing in his face about how they felt he deserved it. The phrase “Show us your dick” was exploited regularly with the derivation, “Show us you’re a dick,” and both versions of the demand required Richard to pull his pants down, followed by spiteful laughter.


The Humiliation Club

Juliette and Maya were both delighted and unsurprised when they were awarded with an approval of their extracurricular club. They had proposed to the dean that they had no fewer than the minimum number of students interested in joining, and the benefit would be in the academic inquiry they were pursuing, and the self-discovery process they would provide for the male members of the club. The dean was intrigued by the concept, in which each of the male students would be confronting their own fears, and either overcoming them, or being overwhelmed by them.

“You will have to let me know what you find in your examination,” the dean had told them after their proposal had been accepted. “Not in any official sense, I’m just curious how each of the boys will react. Also, since it might be the case that one or more of the male students has difficulty in achieving any of the assigned tasks, please communicate to them that you have my full support in this endeavor, and any failure on their part to perform to your expectations will result in a formal punishment from me.”

Juliette and Maya left the dean’s office feeling exuberant that they had gotten such a positive response to their plan. The day was gray and there was still a winter chill in the air, but their spirits were raised as they made their way across campus back to their suite.

“I guess we should get the four boys together and talk to them all at once,” Juliette proposed. “Like, you know, a first official meeting of the club.”

“Oh, yeah, that makes sense,” Maya replied. “But we should also have them one at a time at some point.”

“Agreed. Antony is maybe the easiest, since he already knows what we are capable of, and he knows the position he’s in when we get him alone.”

“Though I think we should definitely raise the bar, so to speak,” Maya replied.

“Definitely,” Juliette agreed. “Then there’s Dorian. I have a feeling that he has no idea what he’s in for. He has a bit of arrogance, which is so unbecoming of him. Maybe we can take him down a peg.”

“I know, it’s so inappropriate, I’m glad we’re going to have the opportunity to give him a wake-up call. His dick is really small, according to his photos in The Book,” Maya pointed out, referencing the online portfolio of male students that The Six had established the previous semester.

“So, then we have Steven, the boy who apparently had or has a thing for Madison, who clearly needs a comeuppance.”

“For sure. I am really happy that Madison suggested him.”

“I really love Madison,” Juliette said with sincerity.

“So do I,” Maya agreed. “The fourth boy is Hunter, the kid with the stupid name.”

Juliette laughed.

“What have you got against the name Hunter?” she asked.

“It’s stupid,” Maya explained.

“Seems fine to me, I don’t know.”

“Well, what, does he have a twin named Gatherer?”

Juliette laughed.

“It makes me think he carries a spear and wears a fur loincloth,” Maya added.

“I think that would be a good look, why not?” Juliette replied, still laughing.

The two girls had reached the dorm, so they went inside to plot further the fates of the four boys they’d compelled to join their club.

Of the four boys, Hunter was the most physically impressive. He was tall, and had longish blonde hair with tan skin, like a surfer. This appearance owed a lot to the fact that he had spent a lot of time surfing when he wasn’t at the Academy. His masculine good looks and impressive musculature made him a focal point of interest among the female students. What drove an interest in him further was the fact that perhaps the most attractive part of his body was fully on display when he was in position for punishment. He hadn’t made it a full month during the first semester when he had his pants down to his ankles in Ms. Harwood’s class. Perhaps most notable was how muscular his ass was, which caused it to remain tight and firm even while being whipped. The size of his penis was something that prompted girls to use words like cute, or adorable, or little. For Hunter, it was a source of embarrassment. For Juliette and Maya, it was going to be a target of humiliation.

Dorian was cute, according to Juliette, but he had the appearance of being either shy or aloof, depending on one’s outlook. His eyelashes were a bit longer than one might expect for a boy, which made him look either romantic, or sleepy, or flirtatious, again depending on one’s viewpoint. From Maya’s perspective, he looked like a boy who needed a humiliating dressing down. She wanted to see him cry from embarrassment. She was looking forward to delivering what she felt he richly deserved.

Steven provided an interesting scenario, since he had already been placed in a chastity cage that was locked around his cock and balls. This particular punishment for boys was never kept secret, so everyone on campus knew about it. He felt a certain level of humiliation daily, as he got teased on a somewhat regular basis for being imprisoned in such an intimate way. Some of the girls would make comments when he was within earshot, using the words lock, or cage, or chaste in a way that made it obvious they were making fun of him. Some of the girls would, out of curiosity, simply demand that he show it to them, obliging him to pull down his pants so they could get a look at what a cock cage looked like while in use. And some of the girls would go out of their way to try and arouse him to see if they could cause him to have an erection, knowing that the cage made it impossible.

Antony had become a something of a semi-permanent plaything for Juliette and Maya during the first semester, and now he could be depended on to do anything they asked of him. They had enjoyed watching him endure their little punishments, seeing how he would react to the humiliation and pain they dished out. Maya couldn’t see him without remembering what he looked like tied to a chair, getting spanked across the head of his dick. It made her smile every time it came to mind, which was an expression that caused Antony to feel slightly nervous.

“You know, this is kind of fascinating,” Maya said once they were back in their suite, as she perused the forms they’d had the four boys fill out.

The forms had been given to each of the four boys, on which they were asked a series of questions, most important of which was what they felt would be the most humiliating thing they could think of.

“Hunter said the most humiliating thing would be wetting his pants in front of a girl.”

“I noticed that,” Juliette replied. “I wonder why that was the first thing he thought of.”

“I have a theory that it’s not just that,” Maya said. “You know he’s got a small dick, right? I mean, it’s not tiny, but in context, when he has such a beautifully muscular body, it looks pretty small. I think that he’s embarrassed about that. We should investigate.”

“Definitely, and I think you’re right. At any rate, it would be funny to tease him about the size of his penis no matter what he thinks about it. I think that’s the genius of our idea here, that each of these guys think different things about what would be embarrassing for them. And maybe we can discover things that they aren’t even able to admit to themselves. I think it’s an opportunity of self-discovery for them. They might learn something about themselves. A lesson learned the hard way, for sure, but still. I think it will be valuable for them to have that realization when they’re completely naked in front of a group of girls. I’m really interested in Antony’s response.”

“Oh, right,” Maya said, flipping to his form. “He said going down on a guy. Wait, is that how you say it? That sounds weird.”

“I think you say going down on a girl, and with guys it’s um, well, I guess you’re still going down, like vertically, but I don’t hear it being called that a lot. Sucking a dick is far more popular, obviously.”

“Well anyway, it makes sense that a guy would say that, I guess. I mean, fuck you guys, I’ve sucked a dick and I didn’t think there was anything humiliating about it. But I suppose it would be different for a boy to have a dick in his mouth. I am so looking forward to Dorian’s assignment, since he said that wearing panties, or lingerie, or whatever, would be humiliating. I so totally want to make him dress up in little panties and some high-heeled shoes.”

“See, there again, we wear panties and high-heeled shoes all the time. Why does this prick think it would be humiliating?” Juliette complained.

“Well, maybe we can get to the bottom of that, why boys think that it’s humiliating to be made to do things that women do. It makes me want to make it even more difficult for them. And speaking of ‘getting to the bottom of it,’ Steve’s response is amusing,” Maya said as she rifled through the forms to pull out Steve’s form. “He seems to be a total scaredy cat about everything, but mostly about anal penetration. He’s caged right now, as you know, and he’s having a bit of a time with that. I think we should make sure that he stays that way. But he thinks that having to fuck himself in the ass would be really embarrassing. I think we should try to figure out some way to really humiliate the fuck out of him for that.”

“We’re going to figure out how to humiliate the fuck out of all of them,” Juliette replied, laughing.

“Oh my God, I know,” Maya said, a broad smile across her face. “I am so looking forward to this.”


The Assignment

Emily entered Ms. Strickland’s classroom, fully confident in her work. Her photographs for the self-portrait project had turned out as well as she could have imagined. She’d had Ryan and Aiden pose with her, kneeling at her feet. She was wearing a silver cocktail dress, with silver, open-toed, high-heeled platform shoes, and her hair and makeup were reminiscent of the 1920s flapper girls. Aiden and Ryan were both completely naked and were posed looking up at her with an obvious devotion. She had an elegant, somewhat regal appearance in the photos, appearing as the owner of a harem, or at least the owner of the two boys at her feet.

Mere’s photos were of interest, in that she had chosen to appear as though she was a guy. She even had a bulge in her pants, owing to the addition of a large silicone dildo.

“The majority of the work for the rest of the semester,” Ms. Strickland announced, “will be in completing a personal essay, if you will, which will be presented at the end of the school year. I want each of you thinking in terms of a series of photos that not only work as an individual statement, but also serve to express something larger, by intersecting with the rest of the collection of photos to become a thesis, all contributing to a singular message. I will be continuing to discuss this aspect of your work throughout the semester.

“First, however, let me show you an example of what I am talking about.” Ms. Strickland began to pin a stack of prints to the wall as she continued. “These are some photos I completed recently, working with the idea of men as pigs. This was inspired by a series I did at the end of last year, re-imagining the parable about the Three Little Pigs. My next project was The Three Blind Mice, featuring three boys who were blindfolded, and a girl with a very large knife. Then I wanted to explore something separate from the ongoing fairytale series.”

Once Ms. Strickland had completed tacking up the collection of prints, she invited the class to get up and take a closer look.

“In each of the photos, I had the model pose as something that was simultaneously a human male, but also what we might expect to see if we were looking at a pig. Therefore, he is seen wearing a pig mask, and in each image, he appears as an animal that’s caged and raised for slaughter, ending with him hanging up to be carved. The images are dark, even disturbing, but examine how they all work toward a central theme where the subject is objectified and degraded as part of a natural order. The model remarked that he’d never felt as naked as he was during this photo shoot.”

“Ms. Strickland,” asked Mere, “did the subject of the photos really use the word ‘naked’? I ask because you used the words ‘objectified’ and ‘degraded,’ which seems completely apt in describing the photos, and I would think that the subject would have felt more humiliated than anything else.”

“Well, let’s ask him,” Ms. Strickland replied. “Your classmate, David, had been useful in modeling for my previous series, so I employed him again in shooting this one. David, while you were posing for these photos, would you describe your emotional state as that of being humiliated?”

David turned beet red, which answered the question before he said anything.

“I think that would be fairly descriptive of how it felt,” he replied.

“And the result, as you can see,” Ms. Strickland continued, “is an engaging set of photographs. You can see that the model is very self-aware of the degradation of being presented in such a manner. Therefore, your assignment is to complete a set of photos that consist of images that explore the line between representation and exploitation, the point at which the subject becomes objectified.”

Emily considered the assignment, thinking about ways to convey the assigned theme in her work. She was uncertain of how to approach it, since she was accustomed to photographing Aiden and Ryan, and this particular assignment didn’t feel like something she wanted to have them do. On her way out of class, she encountered David, who was, as usual, somewhat wary of her.

“Hey, David. So, are you going to continue being Ms. Strickland’s model?” Emily asked.

“I don’t know that she has any specific plans to use me as a model, Miss,” David replied. “She has not said anything about it.”

“You should ask Mere if she has any interest in having you as a model for her work. You might be useful to her.”

At that moment, by coincidence, Mere came over to where Emily was speaking to David.

“And speak of the devil, here she is. Mere, I was just suggesting to David that he offer you his services as a model. And if you two will excuse me, I must be off,” Emily said, then left to catch up with Ryan.

“Hello, Mere,” David replied.

Something about his tone of voice set her off. She slapped him across the face.

“Hello, Miss,” she hissed at him.

“Yes, Miss, I apologize,” David replied promptly and sincerely, his eyes lowered. “Thank you, Miss.”

“That’s better. I really enjoyed looking at Ms. Strickland’s photos of you, David,” Mere said. “It may have been really humiliating for you to pose for them, but it was worth it. I mean, they’re really haunting images.”

“Thank you, Miss,” David replied.

“I really enjoyed the objectification inherent to your appearing nude in the photos.”

David blushed, surprisingly. He laughed, nervously, looking down for a moment.

“Thank you, Miss,” he replied.

“Would you have any interest in helping me with the photo assignment for next week?”

“Sure, do you have any idea what you might want to do, Miss?”

“Well, I would be taking photos of you that respond to the challenge of exploiting and objectifying the model.”

“Right,” he said nervously. “So, Miss, I assume that I will be nude?”

“Of course. But it will specifically be the way that I want you to be.”

“Do you have a location in mind, Miss?”

“I’m still working on that. How about tomorrow? Maybe sometime in the afternoon.”

“Sure, I can do that, Miss,” David replied.

Mere contemplated just what she wanted to do with David as her photo model. She considered her options, and two, in particular, came to mind.

The following day, David met up with Mere at the appointed place, and she led them in a direction away from campus.

“So where are we going, Miss?” David asked.

Mere delighted in how innocent he sounded in asking the question. She had to restrain herself from chuckling like a villain.

“Well, you’ll just have to wait and see,” she replied mysteriously.

She was leading him to an area deep in the wooded area just off campus. There were hiking trails, a little burbling stream, and an old barn that had been abandoned long ago. It was this last feature that she guided him to. When they arrived at the old barn, David smiled in recognition. The barn was abandoned, and there had been a fire at one point, so the upper level of the loft had blackened, charred wood that revealed the open sky.

Mere began taking her camera equipment out and selecting the lens she wanted to use.

“Take off your clothes, David,” she said.

David noticed that she gave the instruction as an order, without any particular emphasis, as though she were telling him to hand her a pencil or pass the salt.

When he was naked, she had him stand against the railing to the loft. She took a photo. She thought it remarkable how incredibly naked David’s body looked. She was unsure of what it was about him, whether it was because of he was shaved smooth, or because he looked nervous. Or maybe just the way that he stood there, like a deer in the headlights. As she took her first few photos, she noticed a rope that hung from the rafters overhead, as well as an old, weathered table, and an array of candles that had been left in various places around the loft. She got an idea.

“First, let’s get you tied up in the standing position,” Mere announced.

David was taken aback by how abrupt she was in delivering this information. But he also knew that any hesitation on his part would be seen as disobedience, and he had no doubt that Mere would report him for any failure to obey. He stood where she indicated and raised his arms at her direction. She got a small, three-legged stool and stood upon it to tie his wrists in place. She got down off the stool and examined his body stretched tightly for her to photograph. She took a few photos but felt that there was something missing. She put the camera aside and unbuckled her belt.

“This is going to hurt a lot,” Mere informed him, “but it will be worth it in the resulting photographs. You’ll look really good when your butt has been turned a nice rosy red. Just keep in mind how cute it will be when you’re showing off your freshly spanked ass.”

With that, Mere began whipping him with the belt. David was taken aback by how hard she struck his bare ass with the belt, and it became clear that she didn’t just want to turn it a nice, blushing red. She wanted it to hurt, and she wanted to humiliate him. When she was satisfied, she began photographing the result of his spanking. Having captured the images she had been seeking, she untied him.

“David, now I want you to lie across the wooden table, and I am going to drip candle wax on your body,” Mere announced.

He was still reeling from the administration of Mere’s belt, but he dutifully positioned himself lying across the tabletop. Mere selected a long, white candle. She lit the candle, then lifted it up and over his chest and angled it toward him. There were several moments of anticipation, after which she was rewarded with a clear drop of wax that fell across his bare chest. He gasped but remained in place. She slowly, patiently allowed the candle to drip continuously across his chest, each drip eliciting a beautiful, nakedly erotic response from him.

As she began moving down the front of his body, she noticed that his cock was becoming hard. Perfect, she thought, and she stopped for a moment to take a few photos of him with wax dripped across his chest. He was partially erect as she picked up the candle to continue her downward trajectory. The first drop of hot wax to fall upon the tip of his cock was deeply satisfying for her. His reaction was gorgeous to observe, as was the drip coursing down and hardening on his now fully erect dick. She held the candle in place and allowed the slow drip to continue. It occurred to her how convenient it was that he was completely shaved. And she deeply appreciated the fact that he remained still, except for an occasional arching of his back, while she freely dripped hot wax on his body. She took a few more photos to show her progress, and to document his naked submission.

“Now I want you to turn over and raise your hips until just the very tip of your dick is touching the tabletop,” Mere directed.

When David was in position, she slid between his legs and slowly inserted the candle into his asshole. When he had taken about one third of the length, she left it in place. She stood back and watched the candle wax melting, dripping down the length of the candle, until at last, the first rivulet of clear, liquid wax dripped between his legs and meandered across his balls. In the warm glow of the candle, the silence was nearly uninterrupted, aside from the lick of the flame and the low, deliciously lustful sound of his reaction to the hot candle wax. She observed his posture, noticing how the warm glow of the candle danced across his naked body. She enjoyed the long, slow course of the wax dripping over him. As she watched the hypnotic flame of the candle, she continued to photograph David.

“Tell me,” Mere said, “is it humiliating to photographed with a candle sticking out of your asshole?”

“Yes,” David admitted.

“How nice,” she replied. “And the wax dripping down your ball sack? How does that feel?”

“It’s, um, intense,” he answered, clearly unable to come up with words appropriate to the sensation.

“Intense. Hmm. Well, your bright red ass with a candle in it like a birthday cake is one of the more humiliating things I’ve seen in a while. I’m so pleased to be able to take photos of you in this situation. I think these images will look good in my end of the year portfolio.”

David thought about seeing these pictures presented on the wall of the gallery and felt his face blushing.

“Nice, that’s good, David,” Mere said as she snapped a photo. “Really think about that. It makes for a spectacular image.”


Mr. Behring

Maya entered Mr. Behring’s classroom and gave a friendly wave to the teacher. She noticed the way that he seemed to stand up straighter when he saw her. She had been thinking of what she might do about the attention he gave her, which, though politely restrained, was obvious and even somewhat embarrassing, she thought. Each week the teacher seemed to be going deeper into some sort of trance where Maya was concerned. He gave her preferential treatment, and never failed to pay attention to her questions or concerns. Having mulled over just what she thought she might do over the course of several weeks, Maya came to a decision.

After class, Maya walked up to Mr. Behring’s desk and placed her hands flat upon the surface and leaned forward. It amused her that this was not unlike the position boys assumed for spanking.

“Mr. Behring,” she said sweetly, “I have been wondering if you might not be in some sort of trouble with the school administration this semester.”

The teacher looked confused, and somewhat nervous with how forward she was being. His eyes darted around the empty classroom.

“I-I’m not sure I follow,” he stammered. “What kind of trouble?”

“Well,” she said as she pushed herself up off the desk and meandered her way around to lean against the edge of the front side of his desk, inches away from where he was sitting. “As you are well aware, all instructors at the Academy are prohibited from having any intimate involvement with the students.”

Maya looked down at Mr. Behring, who seemed to be on edge with her petite body so close to his. Her skirt was shorter than was preferred for the female students, which placed her supernaturally smooth, caramel-colored thighs directly in front of his face.

“Speaking hypothetically, of course, if a female student were to report you for inappropriate attention, you would be disciplined, perhaps even fired from your position. But if a female student were to initiate an inappropriately intimate involvement, then you’d be in quite a tricky situation.”

Mr. Behring swallowed hard.

“I mean, what would you even do in such a situation?” Maya wondered aloud as she slipped off one shoe and raised her bare foot.

She placed it on his left knee and pressed, spreading his legs farther apart. She slid her toes along his inner thigh until her foot came to rest between his legs.

“Certainly, I could report you for that,” she said, indicating the erection she could feel against the heel of her foot. She pressed her foot against it.

“Please,” Mr. Behring said, almost in a whisper.

“Please? Please what, Mr. Behring? Surely you don’t mean ‘please stop.’ Because you don’t want me to stop, do you?”

She slid her foot up and down against his cock.

“No, you want me to continue, don’t you? Admit it. You want me doing whatever I want to do. Which is exactly what I am doing. And what I am going to continue to do.”

Maya raised her foot to his lips. Mr. Behring was aware that he could see up her skirt at this point, but his focus was on the slender, petite foot with its painted toenails placed directly in front of his face.

“Why don’t you kiss it, Mr. Behring?” Maya asked, her voice irresistibly inviting.

Mr. Behring had a catch in his breath. His mouth opened, then as though released from invisible chains, he leaned forward and placed his lips against Maya’s foot. He kissed it reverently, seemingly unconcerned with how his display of passion revealed how desperately he had wanted exactly this to happen.

“Nice,” Maya assessed. “Now lick it. Suck my toes.”

Mr. Behring had lost any ability he might have possessed to restrain himself, and began licking her foot from heel to toe, then sucking her toes, pulling each one into his mouth and swirling his tongue around it, then moving on to the next. When Maya felt that she had been fully entertained and had allowed Mr. Behring to completely debase himself by worshipping her foot, she pulled it back and placed it under his chin. She raised his face toward her.

“I believe some things are going to change now, Mr. Behring,” she said softly. She raised her foot and stroked the side of his face. “I am going to play with you. I am going to tease you and even torment you. Don’t worry, I’ve been thinking about this for a while now. There’s no way that you’re getting out of it. It will be a practically endless torture for you. And I am going to enjoy every moment of it.”

Maya tapped Mr. Behring on the tip of his nose with her big toe, then dropped it down to slip her foot back into her shoe. She pushed up off the desk.

“I will see you later, Mr. Behring,” she said, knowing that his eyes would follow her, so she made sure to swing her hips as she walked out of the classroom.


Madison and James and Steven

Madison was on a mission. She stopped by James’s room in the dorm for male students. She was curious about how he had been getting along with Steve, his roommate, after learning of Steve’s attraction to her. When she walked into the room, both boys stood at attention, as expected. When James realized it was Madison, he relaxed, but Steve remained in position. She glanced at him and noticed that he had a look of fear on his face. She smirked at the sight of it.

“Hello, James,” she said as she pushed James down onto his bed and got on top of him, crawling forward until she was straddling his face. She pulled her dress up, which revealed that she wasn’t wearing panties. She continued pulling her dress up, revealing that she also was not wearing a bra. She pulled the dress off of her lithe, tanned body. She sat on James’s face as she watched Steve, still standing at attention. Steve kept his eyes down as a show of respect, but she knew that he could see her out of his peripheral vision. She could see how frustrating it was for him that he both wanted to look at her, and at the same time he did not want to see her like this. He was clearly as hard as his metal cage would allow. He would have a very frustrating evening ahead of him, being unable to satisfy his desire. Madison edged closer to orgasm thinking about the frustration Steven was going to be feeling as she rotated her hips on James’s face.

“How does your cock cage feel, Steven?” she asked, with no intention of allowing him to respond. “I bet it’s real tight on you right now, in spite of how small your dick is. Why don’t you pull your pants down and show me?”

Steven felt like the wind was knocked out of him. He obediently pulled his pants down, and held them at mid-thigh, showing Madison the cock cage that restrained what would have been a fully erect dick.

“Ooh, that looks painful,” Madison laughed.

She grabbed a handful of James’s hair and began riding his tongue.

“How fucking humiliating it must be for you to be so tiny and locked up. All you can do is watch.”

Madison was fully aware that the sight of her naked body was irresistible and watching her riding James’s tongue was devastatingly erotic. She could see that Steven’s cock cage was fully engaged in actively restraining his erection.

Though she was rarely able to take the massive length and girth of James’s cock, she was inspired by the thrill of tormenting Steven. She slid down James’s body and pulled his cock out of his pants, then held it between her legs. Slowly, she lowered herself onto it, allowing it to slide into her pussy.

“Oh fuck, James. Your cock is so big. It’s so fucking enormous. I’m going to come before I can take every inch of it,” Madison said, almost out of breath. “Keep watching, Steven. Think about how good it feels for James to have my pussy so tight around his cock. Think about how hard I’m going to make him come. Because you’re not going to come anytime soon, are you? No, you’re just going to be frustrated and desperate. Fuck you, Steven,” Madison said, laughing.

Madison slowly lowered herself onto the massive cock jutting up between her thighs. Almost immediately, her orgasm emanated from between her legs, and then expanded to feel as though her entire body was exploding with a breathtaking overload of extasy. It was more than a full minute before she was able to resume riding James.

“Now, I’m going to make James come,” she informed Steven. “His cock is going to spurt hot come inside me so hard that his balls will be completely empty by the time I’m done with him. And you’re going to watch, so that you can be haunted by dreams of being allowed to come. That will be so fun for you, don’t you think?” she teased him.

Madison began riding the full length of James’s cock, and it was a testament to his training that he was able to hold out as long as he did, until she allowed him to come. When she gave him her approval, he erupted like a geyser inside of her, a sensation that brought Madison to orgasm for the second time.


Size-cuckolding

“Have you ever heard of ‘size-cuckolding?’” Madison asked Emily when she was back in their suite.

“No,” Emily replied, amused.

“Know why?”

“Because you made it up?”

“You know me so well,” Madison replied. “Yeah, I made it up, and it’s something I’ve been a little pre-occupied with. You know Steven is still in his little chastity cage?”

“Oh, is he? He must be out of his mind by now.”

“Yeah, and I’m making it worse. I made him be in the room when I was fucking James. I played with James’s huge cock and teased Steven about how his dick is nowhere near as big, and also that it doesn’t even matter since he’s locked up. The fact that I have a key to it really makes it a mindfuck for him.”

“Holy crap,” Emily replied, not knowing if her roommate should be feared or respected. “What did he do while you were doing that?”

“What do you mean, “what did he do?’ He stood at attention. He didn’t have a choice. He just endured it. It’s so mean, but I’m kind of addicted. I want more.”

“I’m all for you getting whatever you want,” Emily encouraged. “But for me, I wouldn’t really enjoy it as much if I didn’t see both of my boys come.”

“Speaking of them, how are Mr. Boy and Mr. Toy?” Madison asked, laughing at her own joke.

“Really, M?” Emily protested. “They have names.”

“Sorry. How are Aiden Boy and Ryan Toy?”

“You really think you’re a laugh riot, don’t you?”

“Only because I’m hysterically funny,” Madison replied.

“Well, I’ll have you know that they are both spectacular.”

“Wow, just like my tits,” Madison mused aloud.

Emily laughed a bit harder than Madison might have expected.

“What, are you laughing at me?” Madison asked, suspicious.

“No, it’s just that I was about to say that my boys are a lot more fun in the shower, then realized that your tits are probably a lot of fun in the shower. For a guy, I mean.”

“True,” Madison replied, “but for whatever reason, I’ve never taken a shower with James.”

“Maybe the logistics of, what did you call it? Size-cuckolding? When you’re in the shower?”

“Well, it’s not like that’s all we’re doing.”

“Do you know Olivia?” Emily asked, suddenly. “She has that guy named Daniel, I think, and apparently that’s her thing. She has some guy who’s her boyfriend, I guess, and then she has Daniel and she uses him solely for the purpose of humiliating him about the size of his dick.”

“Well, I can tell you that it’s more fun than you would think.”

“Well, I’ve never thought about it. I think I’d feel sorry for the poor guy.”

“Boo-hoo. Anyway, I’m going to be late for class, so we’ll have to continue this scintillating conversation at a later date.”


Ms. Fairmont

Ms. Fairmont taught Biology, and the focus of the first part of the second semester was the human body. Madison entered the classroom and took a seat near the front. She gave Ms. Fairmont a friendly smile.

“Hello, Madison,” Ms. Fairmont greeted her. I trust that your weekend left you well-rested?”

“Absolutely,” Madison replied, though she didn’t really think about whether she was well-rested or not, she simply responded in the positive. She wasn’t about to launch into some laundry list of complaints.

“Very good,” Ms. Fairmont replied.

Ms. Fairmont was generally friendly, but her interaction with the students was professional and somewhat minimal. She was widely recognized as “the hottest teacher,” a distinction that caused her more grief than anything. The boys in her class had difficulty in not being distracted by her appearance. It wasn’t just the perfection of her physicality, it was the way she carried herself, and the way that her eyes could ensnare and beguile anyone she focused her attention upon. Boys would often stammer in response to her direct questions, and they would become flustered in her presence. As a result, she often found the need to keep particular students after class to adjust their focus and realign their behavior toward her. She felt that if the male students were distracted by her appearance, then supplanting their attraction to her with fear was the most effective modifier of their attitude toward her.

Generally, none of the boys she singled out to stay after class were willing to talk about what happened, they’d simply walk out of her classroom looking wide-eyed and terrified, even trembling. So, in addition to being “the hottest,” she was also considered by some to be “the scariest.”

“We will be studying the human body, specifically, in this next unit,” Ms. Fairmont began once all of the students had arrived. “I hope that you are all prepared to learn about yourselves in a more intimate manner,” she said with a mysterious smile. “Let’s start by getting straight to the beating heart of the matter. I will need a volunteer.”

None of the hands in the room went up, since no one was sure what this volunteering would entail. There were nervous looks about the room, with everyone wondering if anyone else was going to be brave enough.

“Taylor Vernon,” Ms. Fairmont called out after a few moments, realizing that she was going to need to select the “volunteer” herself.

Taylor stood up and moved quickly to the front of the class.

“You did not raise your hand to volunteer,” Ms. Fairmont said in a voice too low to be heard by anyone but Taylor.

Taylor felt his stomach turn. He did not point out that no one else raised their hand, either.

“Stay after class,” Ms. Fairmont said quietly but forcefully. “We need to have a talk.”

Then Ms. Fairmont turned to address the class.

“Taylor here will be useful to us in developing a greater understanding of the human body by serving as a model. Taylor, you will be so kind as to remove your clothing and stand on this stool,” she said, indicating a short-legged stool she’d positioned on the floor beside her desk.

Taylor looked terrified, but he quickly removed his clothes and stood on the stool as he was told. Ms. Fairmont retrieved a long wooden pointer she’d placed on her desk. She raised the pointer to Taylor’s body and began to point out the physical structures of the human body. For the next forty-five minutes, the teacher gave a lecture on the physiology of the human body, using Taylor as a visual aid.

After class, Taylor remained in place as the other students filed out of the room. He had almost become at ease with being undressed at this point but now he suddenly felt self-conscious and nervous about being so exposed. Ms. Fairmont opened a drawer in her desk and pulled out a pair of black leather gloves. She placed the gloves on her hands one at a time, never taking her focus off of Taylor. He tried to remain calm, but his heart was pounding in his chest. He looked at the floor.

“Taylor,” Ms. Fairmont stated in a tone of voice reserved for such interactions, a vocal quality not unlike frozen air creeping in through a crack in the wall. “Your failure in volunteering today shows a lack of respect. We here at the Academy have no tolerance for boys who are inattentive and disrespectful. It seems we might need to teach you a lesson.”

Ms. Fairmont came to stand directly in front of Taylor. He was no longer standing on the stool, and Ms. Fairmont’s impressive height, along with her penchant for wearing heels that added another four inches to her height, made her seem to tower over him. She raised a gloved hand and placed it on Taylor’s face, raising it to meet her gaze.

“Don’t you agree?” Ms. Fairmont asked, coolly.

“Yes, Ms. Fairmont,” he replied, his voice shaking.

She held his face in her hand a moment longer. Then she released it.

“I grew up on a ranch,” she mentioned in an offhand way. “We used to have steers. Do you know how we made the young bulls into steers?” she asked, but she didn’t wait for a response. “Three methods. One, you remove part of the scrotum and physically remove the testicles. Two, you apply a device that crushes the spermatic cords, which causes the testes to atrophy. Three, you use a band, which is something like a rubber band, but what it does is to cause the testes to eventually slough off. With all three methods, the result is the same. The balls, if you will, are no longer functioning, and the bull becomes a steer. They are so much more docile that way. They don’t fight, they can’t impregnate the females, and they don’t try to run away. They’re so much better behaved. But people aren’t bovine, are they, Taylor? No, they can decide if they want to behave a certain way.”

Ms. Fairmont reached down between his legs and casually wrapped her gloved hand around his testicles. She slowly squeezed them until Taylor emitted a whimpering sound. She held him tightly in her hand as she continued.

“You want to learn to behave, don’t you?” she asked.

“Y-yes, Ms. Fairmont,” Taylor replied.

“You want to show that you are respectful, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ms. Fairmont,” Taylor replied, nodding his head.

“You understand that the females you encounter are your superiors, and you owe them your obedience?”

“Yes, I understand, Ms. Fairmont.”

She pressed the heel of her hand into his balls.

“You may express your gratitude for this correction of your behavior, Taylor.”

“Thank you, Ms. Fairmont.”

At this point, Taylor expected that the teacher might release him, but he was mistaken. She retained an extremely tight grip on his balls, saying nothing, for another full minute.


Dorian

Juliette and Maya had come up with a challenge for Dorian. It was a requirement of the club they had formed, and he was terrified. He knew the situation he would be in if he were to be discovered. Wearing a pair of panties and high-heeled shoes would not be given a pass. In his attempt to make his way from one end of the campus to the other, even late at night, the likelihood that he would be noticed was closer to being a certainty. He would be entirely on the good graces of whomever he encountered.

Dorian had a look on his face that Maya simply had to have a photograph of, so she took a photo. He did his best to pose for Maya, though he had butterflies in his stomach. He was terrified of what was about to happen.

“Alright, Dorian,” Juliette said as she gave him a slap across the ass with her hand. “Get going. Remember, you’ve got to get from the front gate to the barn, crossing the entirety of the campus in between. Move quickly if you don’t want to get caught.”

Maya laughed. There is no way he isn’t going to get caught, she thought.

Dorian made his way down the stairs and out the door. It was just past eleven at night, and the air was chilly. Dorian heard the door slam behind him and he winced. He was very aware of every sound in his vicinity and was anxious to not draw attention to himself. In trying to get from one end of the campus to the other, he would need a good bit of luck to avoid being seen.

He stayed close to the building, staying out of the lamplights that illuminated the main courtyard. He came to the corner of the dormitory and cautiously looked around to survey the east side of the building. There was no one in sight, which both encouraged him and concerned him. He had expected to see someone at the very least. It was like the scene in a film where someone says the line, It’s quiet. Too quiet.

Dorian moved quickly across the open lawn, doing his best to remain upright in his high-heeled shoes while also trying not to look too conspicuous. He made it to the cafeteria building and saw that there was no one along the south side. He crept along the side of the brick wall, staying low to avoid being seen from any of the windows. Looking around the farthest corner of the building, he caught sight of two women who worked in the cafeteria. They were walking toward the parking lot after the night shift, and they were turned away from him. He waited until they disappeared around the corner. He quickly crossed to the brick wall that lined the farthest edge of the property and continued along it until he reached the iron gate that marked the front of the property where the entrance was. The gate was problematic, since he could be seen from either side of it, and he had to travel along its length to get to the brick wall on the other side.

By some luck, he made it across the length of the iron gate to the other side unseen. He came to the corner where the gate was connected to a brick wall. He looked down at his tiny pair of panties, his shaved legs, and his high-heeled stripper shoes. He took a moment to collect himself. He felt more than just naked or exposed. The panties were so tight and the material was so see-through that he thought he would be less embarrassed if he were simply naked.

He had before him a relatively darkened path along the brick wall for some distance, and he felt encouraged that he might have a chance at finishing his assignment without incident. Moving quickly, he was almost to the corner, where the brick wall gave way to a tall hedge that ran northward for a ways, past the science and technology building, when three female Academy students appeared out of the darkness.

“Woah, what the fuck do we have here?” came a voice that made Dorian’s blood run cold.

Dorian froze and turned to look at the three girls as they approached him.

“Come to attention, boy,” one of the three demanded.

Dorian straightened up and faced forward, avoiding direct eye contact.

“Yes, Miss,” he said in trying to recover.

“Are you wearing panties? And let’s see. High-heeled shoes?” asked the third of the three girls.

“Yes, Miss, it’s because—”

“Shut your mouth, panty boy,” the first girl said as she slapped him hard across the face. “What’s your name?”

“Dorian Matthews,” he replied.

“Wrong,” she said and delivered another slap across the face. “Your name is panty boy. Now turn around and pull those panties down,” she said as she started unbuckling her belt.

Dorian had a sinking feeling as he confronted his options. Or rather, his one option: do as he was told. He turned around, catching the look the three girls were giving him. They were gloating about the fact that he was in trouble, and they were going to enjoy themselves. He faced the brick wall as he forced himself to comply with the directive to pull his panties down. He had a feeling of dread that they weren’t going to go easy on him. The first stroke of the belt across his bare ass confirmed this fact. It was hard, and it made him jump.

“Stand still!” the girl with the belt commanded, while the other two could be heard laughing at his reaction.

“If panty boy flinches, whip him harder,” one of the other girls suggested.

The second stroke of the belt was harder than the first. Dorian tried his best to not react, but his body betrayed him.

“Stand still or you’ll get the belt across your penis,” Dorian heard one of them say.

The third stroke of the belt landed even harder. In spite of the girls’ insistence that he remain still, the belt seemed to be equally insistent that he dance for them.

“It appears that panty boy can’t follow directions,” one of the girls said. “Turn around.”

Dorian felt close to tears. He turned around, still holding his panties down to mid-thigh. The girls laughed in a mean-spirited way when they saw that the cold night air and the fear they had inspired in Dorian caused him to shrink in size. Had he looked at his own body, he wouldn’t have recognized the truly miniature appearance of his penis.

“Is that why you’re walking around at night wearing little panties?” one of the girls asked. “Because you have the tiniest little penis ever?”

This caused the other two to laugh at him, and the girl with the belt used the leather strap to tease his dick.

“Tell me why I shouldn’t use this belt across your tiny little penis, panty boy,” she challenged him.

“Please,” he began, but recognized how pathetic he sounded the moment he tried to speak.

“Please?” the girl with the belt mocked him. “As in, please whip my tiny dick with your belt?”

“No, please, I’m sorry. I am being forced to wear this,” Dorian tried to explain.

This was a mistake. The girl with the belt brought the leather strap across the front of his body, slapping his dick and his balls at the same time.

“That’s a fucking lie. Admit that you love wearing panties,” she demanded.

Dorian realized that the smartest thing for him to do at this point would be to agree with her.

“I,” he began, “I love wearing panties.”

“See? He finally confesses after getting whipped with the belt,” one of the other girls observed.

“Pull your panties up,” said the girl with the belt, “and if we ever catch you dressed like this again, we won’t go easy on you like we did this time.”

“Yes, Miss,” Dorian said with obvious relief. “Thank you, Miss,” he addressed to all three.

Dorian continued on his way, disappearing into the darkness.

“Why’d you let him go?” Talia asked Mere, the girl with the belt.

“I didn’t. That was just foreplay,” she said with a sinister look on her face as she threaded her belt back through the loops in her pants. “I have ideas for what I want to do with panty boy. He said his name was Dorian, right?”

“Yeah,” said Olivia. “Dorian Matthews. I’ve seen him before. Never like that, of course.”

“You’ll be seeing more of him like that,” Mere replied. “He doesn’t know it yet, but he just got himself in a whole lot of trouble.”


Maya

Maya had been looking forward to the look on Mr. Behring’s face when she next entered his classroom. Her reward was a look of infatuation mixed with terror as Mr. Behring straightened his posture and gave her an awkward smile. She smiled back, allowing a bit more curvature to the corners of her mouth to let him know that she was enjoying what she knew had been a torturous week for him.

After class, Mr. Behring watched all of his students file out of the room, and the fact that Maya remained seated, unmoving, made him simultaneously extremely aroused and deeply unsettled. He had been through a hundred different scenarios in his head since the incident the previous week, and each of them were as attractive as they were forbidding. Even dangerous. He had come to admit to himself that he was actually afraid of Maya, though he also found her to be irresistible.

“Stand up, Mr. Behring,” Maya commanded once the room was empty aside from the two of them.

She was seated two rows from the front of the class. She did not look up at him, appearing interested in examining her fingernail polish. Mr. Behring stood and looked as though he was about to say something.

“Come here,” she said, meeting his eyes and pointing to the floor before her.

Mr. Berhing cleared his throat, and again looked as though he was going to say something. This situation did not seem reasonable to him, and he thought there must be something he should do in response.

“Now,” Maya said loudly, sounding impatient.

Mr. Behring hesitantly, then quickly walked to stand in the place she indicated.

“Good boy,” Maya said, looking up to meet his gaze. “I like it when you allow your desire for me to overwhelm you and make you obedient. It’s cute. Now I want to see how you kneel in submission to me,” she said expectantly.

The teacher appeared to be fighting with himself internally, which Maya found amusing to witness, especially when he surrendered to his impulses and lowered himself into the kneeling position.

“I noticed your hesitation, Mr. Behring. By rights you should have your pants down for a whipping for that.”

Maya observed him kneeling before her.

“However, I’m going to allow your little lapse in disobedience with the understanding that you will endeavor to improve your behavior. You will, going forward, obey me immediately.”

Maya raised her foot and placed it between his legs. She pressed it against his body and felt his erection straining for release.

“Clearly, you do want to follow directions, Mr. Behring,” she observed.

“Please,” he said in an urgent, though hushed, voice. “Call me Joseph,” he pleaded.

“Did I tell you to speak, Mr. Behring?” Maya asked as she pressed her foot harder against the erection trapped in his pants. “I will call you whatever I like. Your only option is to respond to my command. Do you understand?”

Mr. Behring nodded his head.

“Yes, Miss,” he replied, employing the honorific that male students were obligated to use.

“You will call me Maya, Mr. Behring. And you will do anything I tell you to. As a proof of your willingness to obey, you will now expose yourself.”

Maya removed her foot from between his legs and watched her teacher come to a realization of the position he was in.

“Show me your cock, Mr. Behring,” she demanded.

Mr. Behring looked flustered, but his desire won over. He dutifully unzipped his pants and pulled his erect cock out, obviously relieved to free it from its constraint. Maya sat back, as surprised as she was impressed.

“Why, Mr. Behring, that is quite telling that you should be so desperately hard for me. Let me guess. You’ve wanted to show me that massive cock since the first day of class, haven’t you?”

She slipped off her shoe and placed her bare foot against his cock.

“I will admit that I have been thinking about letting you lick my pussy, Mr. Behring. But I can’t say that I’ve seen the level of devoted obedience that I would like to see from you. Maybe you’re just letting your pride get in the way, and it’s preventing you from subjugating yourself properly. So, I want you to think about what you’ve learned here today. I want you to envision your cock under my foot. I want you to think about what that means in terms of your relationship to me. I mean, certainly it’s clear that I am your superior, isn’t it? It’s your cock that is under my pretty little foot. You’re the one who is on your knees in submission. So, think about that, and decide if you want to show me the level of obedience that may inspire me to allow you to lick my pussy.”

With that, Maya stood up from her desk. She looked down at Mr. Behringer, kneeling on the floor with his cock jutting out from between his legs.

“You look cute like that,” she purred. “When I’ve left the room, you are free to get up and put your dick back in your pants.”

She then walked out of the room, glowing with the feeling of having put a man twice her age in his place.


Mere

“Hey, you’re Juliette and Maya, right?” Mere asked.

Juliette and Maya looked up from their table at the cafeteria at the slender red-headed girl, most notable for the fact that she wore trousers instead of a skirt. This was an acceptable deviation from the standard uniform, but it was uncommon, and noticeable, as was the wide belt she wore.

“Yeah, we’re the girls you say we are,” Juliette replied in a friendly manner.

“Can I sit for a minute? I just had a question or two I wanted to ask,” Mere said, sounding hopeful.

“Sit!” Maya replied. “And ask away,” she added, curious about what this was about.

“Cool, thanks,” Mere said as she took a seat. “You know Dorian Matthews, right?”

“We do,” Juliette said, nodding.

“I was wondering if I could borrow him for a project,” Mere explained.

“Borrow?” Maya asked.

“Yeah, you know, he is part of some club you two are doing? Me and my friends ran into him a few nights ago. He was dressed in panties?”

Maya laughed.

“Oh my God, was that you?” she asked. “He mentioned he got caught and got whipped with a belt as a result when we questioned him later.”

Mere had a sheepish smile.

“Yeah, that was me. I just couldn’t believe that a male student would attempt to get across campus dressed like that,” Mere confessed. “Then I learned that it was part of, I don’t know, like an assignment or something?”

“Something like that. We have an extracurricular club focused on the psychological effects of humiliation. It’s pretty much just an excuse to play with the boys,” Juliette explained. “But it’s been interesting. Dorian admitted that he thought the most humiliating thing would be to wear women’s lingerie. We engineered the assignment to make it terrifying for him, and it turned out that your assistance was invaluable. We were kind of hoping something would happen, but we wanted to leave it up to chance. What you did was pretty perfect.”

“Thank you, I was happy to do it,” Mere said sincerely. “So then tell me if this fits your purposes. I am wanting a model for my photography class, and I was thinking about Dorian. I want to do a photo shoot with a boy dressed in pretty, frilly shit that makes him look really vulnerable and exposed. I’d want to do makeup and everything, and I think Dorian might be perfect for what I want to do.”

“OK, I get it,” Maya replied. “We definitely appreciate your asking us, but by all means, assume that you have our blessings and Dorian’s complete and total obedience to whatever you want to do with him. We’ll let him know that you want his assistance for a project, and we’ll make it mandatory for his involvement in the club. Will you be presenting the photos at some point? Like doing a display or an art show or whatever?”

“Hopefully,” Mere replied. “I’m in Ms. Strickland’s photo class, and we have to complete a photo essay this semester.”

“Hey, isn’t Emily in that class?” Juliette asked.

“Yeah, I don’t know her very well, but her work kind of inspires me. And of course, everyone knows about her from the first day of class,” Mere said with a mysterious smile.

“What about the first day of class?” Juliette asked.

“Don’t you remember that story?” Maya asked. “The teacher had Emily demonstrate kneeing David McInnes in the balls,” she said, laughing at the thought.

“What?” Juliette asked. “Why didn’t I know about this? Emily’s the best,” she said admiringly.

“Yes, she is, but you were in the room when it came up. When we were first looking at what Sarah had done with the Book website. Don’t you pay any attention?” Maya retorted.

“Yes, but if we were looking at the photos of all the naked boys, then I was distracted,” Juliette explained.

“Fair enough,” Maya said, laughing.


Steven

Maya and Juliette assignment for Steven had him on the floor, kneeling and naked, in a small multi-purpose room they booked for the purpose. They had cameras set up on tripods, linked to a laptop computer.

“Here’s the thing, Steven,” Maya began to explain, “you’re going to need to put this dildo in your ass. Then you’re going to have to fuck yourself with it.”

Steven’s eyes widened as he contemplated the size of the dildo Maya was showing him. It was nine inches long, six inches in circumference, and it was realistic in color and shape. It was made of a quality silicone material and it swung heavily back and forth in Maya’s petite hand as she continued giving Steven his directions.

“Keep in mind that you will have two cameras on you,” she continued explaining. “One will be on your ass, of course, so that we can see the penetration of the dildo. The other camera will be on your face, so that we can see your reaction to it. As you yourself mentioned, the most humiliating part will be having an audience watching you, which is why we will be uploading the camera feed to a site accessible by every student at the Academy. You may assume that every single female student, as well as some of the boys, who knows, will be watching every excruciatingly humiliating moment. They will want to be able to see the look on your face while you fuck yourself in the ass, so be sure to keep your head up. Also, don’t be a selfish jerk about it. If it hurts, due to its size,” she said as she gestured with the dildo, “then let that show in the expression on your face. The audience will want to see that. That will be one of the more entertaining aspects of the show you’ll be putting on. And when you are able to take the full length of it and can really start sliding it in and out of your asshole, feel free to not only get off on it, but let the audience see that you are getting off on it. They’ll be able to see your dick in the frontal view, so if you get hard, then make sure you are appreciative of the fact that the audience will be aware of that. That will be a highlight, if you will, for them to see your dick get hard from taking it up the ass.”

Maya handed the dildo to Steven, along with a tube of lubricant. Steven’s hands were shaking as he took possession of the sex toy and felt the heft and girth of it.

“Every inch of it, Steven,” Juliette reminded him. “We want to see your balls slapping back and forth while you ride it,” she said, laughing.

* * *

“What are you watching?” Talia asked her roommate Mere.

“Check it out. These totally cool girls, Juliette, and Maya, are hosting this live feed of this guy whose name is Steve Kellerman? Do you know him?”

“Yeah, he’s in one of my classes,” Talia replied, coming around to take a look at the computer monitor. “Oh my God, he’s naked. What’s he doing?”

“He has to fuck himself in the ass with this huge dildo. The split screen is so that you can see both angles at once.”

“Wow, that is huge. What a slut.”

“I know. He’s been locked in a chastity cage this semester, but I guess he’s been unlocked for this so that we can see if he gets a hard-on.”

“And he totally has a hard-on,” Talia said, laughing. “He’s really riding it now, it’s actually kind of impressive. How long does he have to do it?”

“I have no idea. The comments are hilarious, though. He’s getting a lot of encouragement to really ride that cock. Do we have any popcorn? I’m loving this show. There’s nothing better than watching a boy get humiliated.”

“Agreed,” replied Talia.


Hunter

“Thank you for taking part in this psychological experiment,” Juliette said by way of greeting the small group of girls who had gathered in the otherwise empty classroom. “Your assistance will be invaluable to our purpose, which is to provide for, and witness, the mental and physical impact of humiliation on the male student. As you are probably aware, Maggie B., as we like to call our school’s founder, was a strong proponent of the efficaciousness of humiliation in conditioning the mind of the male student.”

Maya had to smile at Juliette’s employment of the word “efficaciousness.”

“What we are going to be doing,” Juliette continued, “is enabling Hunter Myerson the experience he himself identified as being the most daunting in its propensity for causing feelings of humiliation. He is waiting in a room down the hall and will be joining us shortly. When he joined the club that Maya and I founded, we assigned him a form to fill out, detailing what he felt would be humiliating to him. He stated,” Juliette said, holding up the form that Hunter had filled out, “I think that the most humiliating thing would be to wet my pants in front of a group of people, primarily females.” Juliette put the form down on the desk before her.

“Now, Maya and I,” she claimed with a gesture toward her roommate, “have discussed what he wrote, and we have come to the conclusion, or at least we have a strong suspicion, that Hunter was not able to be completely honest in his response. We think that he is, like anyone would be, embarrassed by the thought of wetting his pants, especially in front of an audience. But we think that it goes beyond that. Taking into account the rest of his responses to other questions, and interviewing him in person, as well as examining photos of his naked body,” Juliette said while clicking a button on a remote she held in her hand, which caused the projector to suddenly display a full-frontal image of Hunter on the screen at the front of the room, “we have concluded that his true thoughts are deeper than that. Perhaps so deep that he is unable to identify them himself. We have decided that what is truly, deeply embarrassing to him personally is the prospect of being teased about the size of his penis.”

Juliette gestured to the image projected on the screen.

“We can see here that in spite of his magnificent build, and beautifully sculpted body, his penis is rather small. For some, it might be perfect, but that’s not the issue here. It is Hunter’s mindset that is most useful to us in determining what would be most terrifying to him, and to what he would react most strongly. Therefore,” she addressed the female students in the room, “we are going to be taking part in this experiment by helping Hunter confront his fears. We are going to witness his mortification at wetting his pants, which he is aware that he will be required to do in front of us, but then we will have him pull down his pants. At this point, we will begin mercilessly teasing him about the size of his penis. He will have no choice but to stand before us and endure it, feeling every bit of humiliation and embarrassment that we dish out. It should be fun, since he is unprepared for all of what is about to happen to him. We will be able to watch in real time how he reacts, and how he responds.”

“Don’t be shy,” Maya interjected. “This is for the purpose of observing the male response to extreme humiliation, so don’t hold back. Think instead of how we owe it to him, and to ourselves, to make this as entertaining as possible. The wetting his pants part, well, sorry. Gross. But whatever, as Juliette explained, that’s not really the point of this exercise. I think that ultimately, this will be fun.”

Juliette and Maya went silent, observing the response to their introduction. They had invited Charlotte, Sarah, Mere, and Talia. They had invited Madison and Emily, but they were both busy with other things.

Mere slowly raised her hand, which got a laugh in the room.

“Yes, Maya?” Juliette asked, sounding amused.

“Well, one, you girls are awesome. You’re an inspiration. Two, can I whip him with my belt?”

This got a bigger laugh in the room.

“Of course,” replied Maya. “But it actually might be more effective as a threat. Maybe we can find out what he’ll do to avoid getting the belt.”

Mere pouted.

“Oh, don’t worry, Mere,” Juliette said in response. “Just because we want to know what he’ll do to get out of it, doesn’t mean that he’ll actually be allowed to. I am personally in favor of Hunter getting a workout with your belt by the end of the day, for sure.”

Mere brightened.

“Let’s vote,” Maya spoke up. “Who wants to see Hunter get whipped with the belt? Hands up.”

“So, that would be unanimous,” Juliette commented. “Good. I will go get Hunter, and we can begin.”


Ms. Fairmont

“Taylor,” Ms. Fairmont announced at the start of class, and said nothing more. She simply pointed to the floor beside her desk at the front of the room.

Taylor quickly stood up, walked to the front of the class, and positioned himself in the place that Ms. Fairmont indicated.

“We will resume where we left off,” she announced to the class. “Taylor, remove your clothing so that we may continue our examination of the human body. We will be discussing the form and function of a variety of biological processes.”

After an even more thorough examination than he’d been subject to the previous class period, Ms. Fairmont concluded her lecture.

“You will stay after class,” Ms. Fairmont informed Taylor.

He nodded.

“Yes, Ms. Fairmont,” he replied, his voice breaking.

When the last of the students had left the classroom, Ms. Fairmont turned to face Taylor. She said nothing at first, allowing her silence to impress the young student with just how intimidating her presence alone could be. Unhurriedly, she examined him as he trembled with fear, standing naked before her. She sat on the edge of her desk, then crossed her arms across her chest. He did his best to avoid observing the manner in which this posture caused her soft, immaculately smooth breasts to press gently against one another, which was exposed to his sight by her plunging neckline.

“Your obedience is improved, Taylor,” she pronounced at last. “Do not misinterpret my words, however. You still have a significant challenge ahead of you in molding your behavior to the standard I expect. But it seems that you have at least put some attention toward becoming an obedient member of your gender. Your natural arrogance seems to have softened. Boys have this problem, you see,” she said as she placed har palms flat on the edge of her desk, “in that they make false assumptions about their own importance. They have trouble grasping, for reasons that, I suppose, are understandable, that they are inferior by design. As we discussed at length in class today. Since that very inferiority was so clearly on display, it really was useful to have you as our model for enriching our understanding of the human body. Your inappropriate, and frankly, embarrassing erection during our examination of your body made it so crystal clear why the male is so absolutely inferior. It was more than valuable in assisting me in making the point, and I believe that many, if not all of the female students found it valuable in gaining a deeper insight into the inferiority of the male, and by extension, their own superiority. What was it that your classmate Layla said? That the erection of the penis is the body’s signal that the male is prepared to be put to use in service? I know that got a laugh from the students when she said it, but it set up perfectly my point about how indeed, it is a signal, but that the female should contemplate what the word ‘service’ means to them. And Talia, she suggested that this ‘signal’ as we decided to call it, was an admission on the part of the male body that the female is, in fact, superior. I felt that this was a breakthrough for many of the students, understanding that though many of the males have difficulty in fulfilling their subservient role, at least their physical bodies recognize their role in submission to female authority.”

Ms. Fairmont paused while she examined Taylor’s reaction to what she was saying. She extended her hand, placing it underneath Taylor’s chin, and lifted his face to look directly into his eyes.

“I am going to allow you an award, Taylor, so as to encourage your commitment to your personal growth. Kneel.”

Taylor dutifully knelt on the floor before her. Ms. Fairmont observed him in this position for a moment. Then she placed her hands on the hem of her skirt and slid it up her bare thighs, revealing the fact that she was not wearing panties, and she was entirely shaved smooth between her legs.

“You will lick me until I orgasm, Taylor. But you will not stop until I tell you to stop,” she said as she placed her hand on the back of Taylor’s head and brought it between her thighs. “While you lick my pussy, I want you to think about your place with respect to the superior female. That place is on your knees, obviously. But it is so much deeper than that. So very much deeper.”

Ms. Fairmont did not have her next class until later that afternoon, which gave her ample time to luxuriate in Taylor’s use of his tongue. Long enough, in fact, that after having several orgasms, she would consider allowing him to lick her ass if he had proved himself worthy of it.


Antony

“All right,” Juliette pronounced, “hands up if you’ve had a cock in your mouth.”

Assembled in the shower room were Maya, Madison, Emily, Charlotte, Sarah, and Mere’s roommate Talia. Also present were Antony, and a male student named Jordan, who had been selected for the event. Everyone in the room raised their hand aside from Antony, who looked incredibly nervous, and not only because he was the only one in the room who had been obligated to strip naked.

“It appears that everyone in the room has their hand up except for Antony, the one naked boy in the room,” Juliette announced, sounding almost gleeful. “I believe that we should welcome Antony to the club. He has stated that the most humiliating think he could think of would be to have to suck a dick. How does that make everyone feel? Why would Antony here think that sucking a cock would be, what, degrading? Is it beneath you? Are you too good to do something like that?” Juliette asked. “Speak up, naked boy,” she prompted.

“I apologize,” Antony replied, his voice shaking.

He opened his mouth to continue, but Juliette cut him off.

“He apologizes, so now it’s all better, right?” Juliette asked, then laughed at the thought. “No, Antony, you’ve gone on record as thinking that there is something inherently shameful about having a penis in your mouth, so now, because we want to see you suffer humiliation, we are going to watch you take Jordan’s,” she paused, “Jordan, will you be so kind as to take your cock out so that we can see what Antony is going to be swallowing for us this evening?”

Jordan unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out, which, though it wasn’t hard, was still quite formidable in length and girth.

“Wow, nice,” Maya volunteered. “I guess we’re going to find out about Antony’s gag reflex,” she said, getting a laugh from the rest of the girls in the room.

“And why is that, Maya?” Juliette prompted.

“Because Antony is not only going to suck that lovely cock,” Maya explained, “he is also tasked with taking it as deep in his throat as he is able. We are going to be judging him on his, shall we say, enthusiasm. If he fails to impress us, then he will just have to do it all over again. He will be given as many opportunities as he needs to get it right. Jordan here has expressed that he is willing to assist us in this endeavor for as long as it takes for Antony to perform to our satisfaction.”

“So, without further ado,” Juliette said, “Antony, you’ve watched porno videos before, haven’t you? I’m sure that you have, so that should be instructive here about the performance we expect to see. We want to see a pornographic display of your cock-sucking skills, no matter that this will be your first time. You may begin now.”

There was a certain electricity to the moment as Antony approached Jordan and slowly got on his knees before him. Jordan had taken off his shirt and was leaning against the wall, clearly prepared to enjoy what was about to happen. Antony raised a hand, which was noticeably trembling due to his nervousness, and took ahold of Jordan’s cock. He lifted it to his open mouth and placed his lips around the smooth, rounded cock head. He began to stroke the cock with his lips and his hand, which caused it to slowly harden in response.

There was an audible reaction from the girls in the room as Antony got his first taste of cock. Throughout the event, encouraging comments could be heard from everyone in the room as Antony did his best to take every inch of Jordan’s long, thick, erect cock.


Maya and Mr. Behring

“Mister Behring,” Maya said in a sing-song way as she sauntered toward his desk.

She was highly amused by the way he froze at the sound of her voice. He had been on edge all class period, though it would be correct to say that he had been feeling on edge since the first day Maya confronted him after class. He gripped the armrests of his chair and watched her approach.

“Let me guess. You’ve been thinking about me all week, wondering what I’m going to do with you. Well, to tell you the truth,” she smiled at the admission, “I’ve been doing the veery same thing. I’ve been wondering just what am I going to do with Mr. Behring?”

She came around his desk and sat on the surface of his desk directly in front of him. She raised her feet and placed them to either side of his thighs on his chair. He was well aware that she was not wearing panties, but he dared not look.

“I knew that if I sat on your desk, you would probably want to look at my panties. But I fooled you, by not wearing any. You want to look, don’t you?” Maya fixed him with a look, enjoying his discomfort.

Mr. Behring nodded but did not look down. He kept his eyes on hers, which was almost painful as he was restraining himself from seeing what he wanted to see, but also looking directly into the eyes of someone who had come to terrify him.

“I tell you what,” she said. “If you admit to me that by looking, you will have proven yourself to be deserving of punishment for being so desperate for me, then I will allow you to do more than just look.”

Mr. Behring had a lost look of despair on his face. Maya leaned forward and placed her hand on his cheek.

“It’s okay, Mr. Behring. I know that you’re a dirty, perverted, horny boy. I know you want me. And I know you’ll do anything I tell you to. Just admit. Admit that you need a humiliating punishment, and I’ll let you look at my pussy. Maybe I will even let you touch it. If you’re really well-behaved, you might even get to lick it.”

Mr. Behring exhaled with a catch in his breath. He appeared as though he’d been punched in the sternum.

“I’m,” he began to say. “I should be punished for the thoughts I have had about you, Maya,” he admitted.

“See?” she said as she stroked his face. “That wasn’t hard. It was probably even good for you to confess to me. Now,” she said as she leaned back and placed both of her hands on the desk, spreading her knees wider, “you may look.”

Mr. Behring slowly lowered his eyes to see Maya’s wet, naked pussy exposed to him.

Maya placed her hands on her skirt and slid it upward.

“Keep looking, Mr. Behring. Just think about how much you want this young, naked pussy. Think about what you would do just to have your face between my thighs, licking me.” Maya slid her hand up her inner thigh and began stroking her clit. “Would you like that? Would you like to lick this beautiful fucking pussy?”

Mr. Behring nodded, unable to speak, and unable to take his eyes off of what she was doing with her fingers. Maya used two fingers to spread her labia.

“Kiss it, Mr. Behring,” she demanded. “Just one kiss, no tongue. Not yet.”

Mr. Behring leaned forward and pressed his lips against hers. He kissed her softly, but after a moment her hand was pushing him away.

“You need to follow directions, Mr. Behring. If you don’t show me that you know how to behave, then I won’t let you lick me. Would you like to show me that you can follow orders?”

“Yes,” Mr. Behring replied, his voice a hoarse whisper.

“Good. Take your cock out of your pants. Show me how hard you are for me.”

The teacher responded immediately, presenting his fully erect cock at Maya’s direction.

“My goodness, Mr. Behring, that looks even harder than the last time you showed it to me. I so appreciate how desperate you look, and how you are obviously dying to have me. So now I want you to show me how badly you want me by licking my pussy. I want you to make me come, Mr. Behring.”

She placed her hand on the back of his head and pulled him toward her, spreading her thighs farther apart. He pressed his lips and tongue against the lips of her pussy, to begin what would be a lengthy session of worship. Maya found herself more than just impressed, as she had never had her pleasure attended to with such devotion.

“My God, Mr. Behring,” she sighed. “You not only have talent, but dedication as well. You have earned yourself a permanent assignment.”


Talia and David

“Hey, David,” Talia said as she entered his dorm room.

David, hearing a female voice, got to his feet, and stood at attention, as did his roommate. Talia observed the two boys showing respect for her authority. She turned to address David’s roommate.

“You, get out. I’m going to be spending time with David, alone.”

David’s roommate did not need to be told twice, and quickly departed the room.

Talia turned her attention back to David. She approached him to stand directly in front of him. She was tiny by comparison, since she was remarkably petite and not very tall. Her roommate Mere liked to gently make fun of her height by asking her to pick up things that were on the floor, saying, “But you’re so much closer.” Talia didn’t mind, since she also thought it was funny. She loved being the size she was, and anyway, her personality was so much larger than her physical height. She certainly didn’t feel small when she was around boys, since she had never felt anything but supremely dominant with them. She had always gotten her way with boys, noticing that they tended to respond to how direct and insistent she could be in addressing them.

“David, I wanted to speak with you about the photographs that my roommate Mere took showing you naked in the barn. She showed me the images of you with a candle shoved up your ass, and I remarked that you must really love being humiliated. At least the pictures suggested that. And your butt was so cute after it had gotten spanked. It made me think, Hey, this guy needs to be taken to the woodshed, so to speak. Are you familiar with this phrase, ‘taken to the woodshed?’”

“Yes, Miss,” David replied.

He was surprised that he felt so nervous before this girl. She appeared so tiny yet presented herself in a manner that made her tower over him. He also noticed that she held a short, thick riding crop in her hand. She held it down by her side in a casual way, yet it projected a certain menace.

“I thought you might. Boys like you tend to end up getting themselves in trouble, and it’s up to girls like me to make sure you get what’s coming to you. Which brings me to the reason I am here. Having thought about it, I’ve decided that you need to be put in your place with a nice, hard whipping across your ass. I will be doing this for you as a favor. I expect you to thank me when I am done.”

“Yes, Miss,” David replied, trying to sound more confident than he felt. There was something about this young woman that made him afraid of her. He knew that his only option was to be as submissive and as obedient as possible to her, doing everything in his power to please her.

“Yeah, well, we’ll see. Clothes off, David,” she said, her tone allowing for nothing but full compliance.

David stripped off his clothing, then returned to attention to await his next order.

“Mere was not wrong in her observation that you just naturally appear more naked than one might expect,” Talia stated. “Interesting. You subjugate yourself to your superiors so well.” She reached out and pinched him on the head of his penis. “Now get up on your bed on your hands and knees. That will put your adorable little butt exactly where I want it.” She raised her riding crop and gave the palm of her hand a little tap.

David’s roommate, not knowing what to do with himself once he’d been excused from the room, had gone out into the hallway and waited, sitting down against the wall. Especially since the boys’ dorm rooms didn’t have doors, he could hear very clearly how merciless Talia was in whipping David. It seemed that she was far more powerful than her tiny frame suggested, since she not only laid into him with an impressive intensity, but she had endurance as well. It was not over quickly.


The Showers

Charlotte and Sarah were out one night, wandering aimlessly and drinking from a flask that Charlotte had in the side pocket of her coat. Sarah suddenly stopped, looking up at a window high on the outside of the boys’ dormitory.

“What is it?” Charlotte asked.

“There’s something …” she trailed off. “Let’s investigate.”

“Investigate!” Charlotte seconded.

Sarah led the way into the dorm, and up a flight of stairs. At the top of the stairs, she paused.

“Do you hear that?” Sarah asked in a whisper.

“No,” Charlotte whispered back. “What am I listening for?”

“It’s the showers. It’s running water. C’mon.”

Charlotte was unsure of what Sarah was hearing but figured that she must know what she was talking about since she had a job as a shower room attendant. When they reached the shower room, Sarah proved to be right. There was clearly someone taking a shower far past the hour when it was off-limits.

“Even with supervision this would be out of line,” Sarah commented. “Either one of the girls is just playing around, or someone is in big trouble.”

They approached the shower room and noticed that the lights were off. There was enough ambient light coming in through the windows to see, but clearly whoever it was did not want to be found out. They flipped on the lights to see Derrick Summers standing beneath one of the shower heads. He was squinting from the brightness of the lights and making an attempt to cover himself with his hands.

“What the fuck!” Sarah exclaimed.

Derrick quickly shut off the water, then stammered out an attempt at excusing himself.

“I’m sorry, Miss, I just—”

“Silence!” Sarah exclaimed. “Attention,” she ordered.

Hesitantly, but ultimately, Derrick came to stand at attention. He was dripping wet, red in the face, and he looked like he was going to be sick. He kept his eyes down out of respect.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Sarah asked.

“Yeah,” Charlotte seconded, then took a drink from her flask.

“I, I’m sorry, Miss,” Derrick stammered.

“Shut it!” Sarah exclaimed.

She was in no mood to hear excuses from a boy who was clearly didn’t feel that the rules applied to him. He needed to be reminded of his place, and his arrogance was going to make it a pleasure to do so. She stood directly in front of him and stared, letting him process the fact that his insolence would not go unpunished. He was dripping wet and trembling slightly. Sarah crossed her arms as she surveyed him.

“What’s your name?” Sarah asked.

“Derrick Summers, Miss,” the boy responded.

“So, Derrick, what is it that makes you think that the rules don’t apply to you?” she asked, but the tone of her voice made it clear that she was not offering him an opportunity to speak.

Derrick was, at least, aware that he was to keep his mouth shut and follow directions. He had made an error in judgement by taking a shower late at night, which was prohibited, and now his only course of action was to do exactly what these two girls told him to do. There were no other options available to him.

“Clearly this one is unable to follow the rules,” Charlotte said in a mocking tone of voice. “He needs to be taught a lesson.”

“The question is whether he’s smart enough to learn the lesson,” Sarah replied. “And by looking at him, I can’t tell if he is just really stupid, or if he just doesn’t know how to obey.”

“Let’s find out,” Charlotte suggested. “If we give him an order and he obeys, then I guess that the mystery is solved. He’s just really stupid.”

Sarah laughed.

“Your logic is unassailable,” she replied. “Derrick. On your hands and knees,” she demanded.

Derrick lowered himself onto his hands and knees.

“Case closed,” Charlotte said, laughing. “This one is just really stupid.”

“I guess now we find out how stupid he is,” Sarah concluded. She took a step forward and placed the heel of each of her shoes on each of Derrick’s hands.

Derrick made a small sound, involuntarily, but otherwise did not react.

“Charlotte, honey, would you be so kind as to position yourself where you might give this dumbass a kick in the balls?” Sarah said, sweetly.

“Why of course I can do that for you,” Charlotte replied. “With pleasure.”

Charlotte stood behind Derrick.

“Spread your knees farther apart, dumbass,” Charlotte commanded.

Derrick complied, though he was terrified and on the edge of tears.

“I’ve noticed that no matter how dumb, or disobedient a guy is at first, once he knows that he’s in big trouble, he gets really complaisant,” Charlotte observed.

“Yeah, I’ve noticed that too,” Sarah agreed. “Which just goes to show you that they’re capable of following directions, they just don’t because they’re disrespectful, I guess. This unremarkable example of the male species clearly needs to be better trained.”

“Isn’t that what we’re doing?” Charlotte asked. “Providing some much-needed boy-training?”

“Boy-training it is, the question is whether this particular boy is capable of learning. We’ve already determined that he isn’t the sharpest of this class of boys, and that’s saying something.”

“I’ve noticed that the boys at the Academy are a bit slow to learn. I guess that their lives leading up to this point were too easy. They’ve never really been tested. And when they are finally given what really should be a pretty easy test, they fail.”

“Pretty easy is an understatement. The only challenge here at the Academy is to just do exactly what they are told to do by any of the women here, and yet it seems to be too much for them. You’d think it would come more naturally to them, but I think it has to do with their penises.”

“And their balls,” Charlotte observed, looking down at the balls hanging between Derrick’s legs. “That’s why they deserve to get kicked between the legs. Don’t you agree, Derrick?”

Derrick hesitated, which was due to the overwhelming fear the question inspired in him, even though he knew that such hesitation would prove to be disastrous for him.

“Yes, Miss,” he replied.

“He hesitated,” Sarah stated. “You know what that means.”

“Yup,” Charlotte replied. “It means he needs to be shown how to respond. We owe it to him, really. We would be doing him a disservice by letting it slide.”

“Absolutely,” Sarah agreed. “Would you like to do him the very kind and generous favor of kicking him square in the balls, Charlotte?”

“I would be more than happy to be so magnanimous with this little dumbass,” Charlotte replied.

She brought her leg back, then took a step forward and kicked Derrick in the balls. Derrick cried out in pain but made every attempt to keep his body in position. Charlotte and Sarah laughed at the sheer humiliation of it.

“Good job, Charlotte,” Sarah observed. “I think you punished his balls very well. I don’t think that Derrick here could possibly be such an idiot that he would forget to show gratitude for your correction of his behavior.

Derrick realized that Sarah was prompting him.

“Thank you, Miss,” he said, his voice strained.

“Oh, but we aren’t done here, are we Derrick?” Sarah asked. “No, we are definitely not done with you.” She took a step back to release his hands from underneath her shoes. “Get up on your knees,” she demanded.

Derrick immediately got up on his knees and tried to flex his hands to relieve the pain.

“Spread you knees farther apart and place your hands behind your back,” Sarah directed him.

Derrick did as she told him to do. He was nervous, but he was trying to show obedience.

“Look at that, Charlotte. This boy is trying to appear responsive to our commands in hope that we will go easy on him.”

“That’s so cute,” Charlotte replied. “I love it when they’re like that. I mean, it doesn’t help, they’re going to be punished all the same, but it looks adorable.

“I definitely appreciate it when a boy tries to look obedient and well-mannered for his punishment,” Sarah agreed, “but you’re right, it doesn’t make it any less painful and humiliating for them. Rather, it makes it more humiliating, I would think, but I appreciate it. It’s more entertaining, how about that?”

“Definitely more entertaining,” Charlotte agreed. “Giving this naked boy a kick in the balls is amusing in itself, but his obedience makes it so much better.”

“Agreed, obedience and punishment are such a perfect combination. Spread your knees farther apart, Derrick,” Sarah commanded.

Derrick spread his knees farther apart.

“See? So sweet and well-behaved,” Sarah observed.

She took a step forward and kicked Derrick in the balls. He doubled over, groaning from the pain. Sarah and Charlotte laughed at the sight.

“Sit up!” Charlotte demanded, then added, sweetly, “my turn.”

Derrick sat up straight.

“Now push your hips forward, like you’re offering me your balls for what you’ve got coming to you. Like you’re offering me a gift,” Charlotte said.

Derrick made a small whimpering sound as he complied, pushing his hips forward and presenting his balls to Charlotte.

“Nice,” Charlotte commented. “But that pathetic little sound you made was not attractive.”

“Really?” Sarah asked. “I like it when boys make that sound. They’re so scared when they sound like that, it’s so revealing. It makes them even more vulnerable.”

“It just makes me want to hurt them more,” Charlotte replied.

“Well, yeah, that’s what I mean. That’s why I like it,” Sarah said. “Kick him hard.”

Derrick attempted to steel himself against what was coming, though it was an exercise in futility. He knew that following directions and doing his best in complying with the two girls’ orders was the best, and only, option for him, but there was no way that he was going to be prepared for what was going to happen. In the moment, he was so confused by the contradictory thoughts in his head. He was so overwhelmed by the fact that he would rate Charlotte as one of if not the most attractive of the female students at the Academy. The physical shape of her was so dramatically feminine and beautiful to his eye, and he was drawn to her, having lusted after her from afar. Now he was on his knees, endeavoring to present his balls for her convenience in kicking them, and the level of his fear of her was approaching his attraction to her.

Charlotte kicked Derrick in the balls, and it was harder than Derrick might have imagined it was going to be. He collapsed on the tile floor of the shower room to the sounds of the two girls laughing at him. He began crying, something he did not foresee happening, and the sting of the girls’ laughter at his humiliation and pain was almost as torturous as being kicked mercilessly between the legs.

“Will you look at that,” Charlotte announced. “I do believe we’ve made him cry. That is so satisfying.”

“If nothing else, he surely has learned his lesson,” Sarah replied. “Haven’t you, Derrick?”

“Yes, Miss,” Derrick managed to say.

“I haven’t heard a thank you,” Sarah said, sounding annoyed.

“Thank you, Miss,” Derrick offered, hoping that they might be satisfied with his show of gratitude.

“Good,” Charlotte replied. “Now get up on your knees, give us each a kiss on the foot, then crawl back to your room. If we ever catch you breaking the rules again, I can’t tell you how much worse it will be for you.”

“Thank you, Miss,” Derrick said, then kissed each of the two girls on the foot, then crawled out of the shower toward his dorm room.

Charlotte and Sarah watched him leave the room on his hands and knees, then they both burst out laughing.


Mere and Dorian

For her photoshoot with Dorian, Mere had him dressed in a pair of black, patent leather high-heeled shoes, a pair of sheer black stockings, and a pair of black, see-through panties. He was topless, and she’d placed a black, silk ribbon around his neck. She’d applied mascara and lipstick on his face in a relatively modest and tasteful manner.

“Don’t worry, you look really cute like this,” she reassured him, but the way she laughed when she said it was unsettling for Dorian.

The walk across campus was daunting, since everyone who saw them stared at Dorian, and he heard more than a few whistles. He wondered if this was what women experienced in being catcalled. He felt more exposed than if he’d simply been paraded naked across the school campus.

As a location for the photoshoot, Mere had selected the silo, as it was called, which was actually an old grain silo whose roof had fallen in years before and was now a circular room without a roof, so it was open at the top of the wall some fifty feet above them. Natural light filtered down, which made it ideal for photographing a subject. She set up a tripod and mounted the camera.

“Place your hands against the wall,” Mere directed Dorian. “Arch your back, so your butt sticks out. Lift up, like you’re showing off your butt.”

Dorian attempted the pose while Mere framed the image and checked the focus.

“Higher,” she said. “Turn your face toward the camera and lift your butt higher.”

Dorian tried his best, knowing he’d be in for it if he didn’t.

Mere crossed over to Dorian.

She took off her belt.

Then she yanked his panties down in back, exposing his butt.

She delivered a few hard slaps of the leather strap across his butt cheeks.

“You should appreciate this, Dorian,” Mere informed him. “Your ass will look so much better once I warm it up and give it a nice rosy blush. Plus,” she said as she continued to give him a few more strokes of the belt, “everyone looking at the photo will really appreciate the fact that you got a hard spanking in service of making a better image. So, it’s for aesthetic reasons.”

She took her time, drawing the belt back and then releasing it, causing it to whip through the air with a swish before it struck him across his naked skin.

“Which is not to say that I don’t just plain enjoy whipping you with the belt,” Mere commented with a devious smile on her face. “Boys deserve to have their butts punished, and it’s fun to watch them get what they deserve. Especially when they’re dressed the way you are.”

Her comment reminded Dorian of how exposed he was, with his panties pulled down. Mere put the belt aside and took a photo.

“Keep your ass in the air and your eyes on the camera,” she advised. “I want to see how humiliating this is for you. Everyone wants to see that. So, show us how embarrassing it is for you that we can laugh at your predicament.” Mere took another photo. “That’s right. Your face is almost blushing as much as your ass is,” she observed, laughing at the sight.

“Smile pretty,” she said brightly. “You look so sexy in your tiny panties, Dorian,” she said as encouragement. “Why don’t you turn around and pull them down a little for the camera. Just a tease, you know. Make it look naughty.”

Dorian did as Mere told him to. He pulled the front of his panties down for the camera and attempted a sultry expression.

“Ha, ha, that’s hilarious!” Mere exclaimed. “You’re such a slut. Pull them down farther, I want a photograph of your little penis.”

Dorian pulled the panties down farther until he was fully exposed to Mere’s camera.

“Perfect, Dorian. You’re so tiny, those panties actually fit you.”

She took a photo, then paused for a moment.

“How does it feel to have your tiny penis exposed like this,” she asked, “knowing everyone is going to see it and make fun of you about it? Especially dressed the way you are?”

Dorian’s face blushed red. Mere took a photo.

“You don’t need to answer that question,” she added. “I got the photo I wanted. I just wanted to see you totally humiliated and I wanted to take a picture of it to show everyone. You’re doing a good job, by the way. I’ve never seen a boy look so completely embarrassed and so exposed. Now I want to see you stick a finger up your ass for me. I want a photo of you fingerfucking yourself for the camera. And I shouldn’t have to tell you to try to make it look sexy for me. You’ll get the belt again if I have to remind you. And this time it won’t be across your ass.”

Dorian stuck his finger in his mouth and made it wet with saliva, then slid it slowly and carefully up his ass.

“Nice,” Mere commented. “Now, really fuck yourself for the camera.”

She continued taking photos as Dorian started fingerfucking himself.

“That’s right,” she encouraged him.

When Mere had gotten the photos she wanted, she put her camera down and ordered Dorian to turn around and place his hands against the wall. Then she pulled a massive strap-on dildo out of her bag and attached its leather straps around her waist and between her legs. She lubricated it, then approached Dorian from behind.

“And now, you’re going to take it up the ass for me, slut,” she said with a broad smile across her face. “Stick your butt out like you’re just dying to get your pretty little asshole pounded with my enormous cock.”

Dorian looked over his shoulder, which he realized he might get in trouble for doing, but his curiosity got the better of him. He wanted to know what was in store for him. He realized that was a mistake when he saw the size of the cock Mere was wearing. His knees buckled, but he remained standing. Mere chuckled in a sinister way, enjoying the trepidation Dorian displayed at the appearance of her dildo.

“I love it that your panties are pulled down for me, Dorian. It lets me know that you’re ready for my cock. Of course,” she said as she placed her hands on his hips, “you’re so not ready,” she said with a throaty laugh.

She placed the fat rounded tip of the dildo against his asshole and waited until she could feel that he was ready to surrender to her. She thrust inside of him and felt drunk on the power she had to penetrate him fully.


Ms. Fairmont and Taylor

“Taylor,” Ms. Fairmont said softly, “though we have concluded with your use as a model for our studies during class, I still have certain requirements that I expect you to fulfill.”

Taylor was standing before Ms. Fairmont’s desk in her office, having been told to arrive for a private meeting. He had looked forward to it, hoping that she might allow him to lick her pussy again.

“Yes, Ms. Fairmont,” Taylor replied while standing at attention, his eyes lowered out of respect.

Ms. Fairmont was silent for some moments, observing Taylor standing in position, displaying his obedience to her. She stood up from her chair, and to Taylor’s surprise, she unzipped her charcoal-colored skirt, and placed it on the seat of the chair, followed by her white, silk blouse. She was wearing a bra and a pair of panties, and a pair of black leather knee-high boots. She came around to the front of her desk to stand directly in front of Taylor. He was breathing deeply in an effort to calm himself. Ms. Fairmont’s body, which everyone assumed was fairly perfect, was so far beyond what he might have imagined. He had never seen a female body that was so desirable, and so sexy. He had to wonder what made her decide to select him for this honor.

She unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it aside. She sat on the front edge of her desk and placed her hands on his chest, leaning in to lick, kiss and bite his chest, ultimately focusing on his soft, sensitive nipples. Her hands roamed his bare torso, then came to rest on his belt buckle, which she unfastened. She unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, then pulled his already fully erect cock from his pants. She placed her hand around the base of his shaft.

“I have examined the obedience you have displayed as of late,” Ms. Fairmont explained, “and felt that you might be worthy of a further investigation of the talents you possess. You will be allowed to fuck me, Taylor, with the understanding that you will not come unless I specifically allow you to do so. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Fairmont,” Taylor replied, breathlessly.

Ms. Fairmont slipped her panties off. Taylor’s eyes widened with unrestrained lust and desire. The teacher leaned back onto the desktop, resting on her elbows. She raised her black leather boots to Taylor’s hips and pulled him forward. He placed his hands on the desk to either side of her body as he leaned forward, absolutely uncertain how he was going to restrain himself from coming for the length of time Ms. Fairmont would want him to fuck her.

“That’s right, Taylor,” she encouraged him. “Though the male is inherently the inferior to the female, you still have your uses. Which is why you will use your cock for the purpose of pleasuring me as well as you are able. Perhaps, if you are able to control your urges and focus only on my pleasure, I will allow you to have an orgasm.”

She again pulled him toward her using her boots pressed against his bare butt. He entered her, and if not for an extreme amount of self-control, he would have come immediately. Thankfully, she allowed him to start slowly, taking his time in acclimating to the extraordinarily pleasurable sensation of penetrating her magnificently tight pussy.


Emily’s Photo Shoot

“How about we meet up at the Physics building around 8?” Emily proposed. “I have to do that assignment for Ms. Strickland’s class, and I have been so dragging my feet on it, but I think maybe I’ll figure it out if I just throw myself into it.”

She was lying in her bed with Ryan on one side of her and Aiden on the other. Ryan was gently kissing her below her left breast, while Aiden was stroking her right hip. They had been widely exploring and kissing and licking her body for the previous hour, bringing her to orgasm more times than she had kept count of.

“What do you think is the tricky part for you?” Ryan asked. Since he was in Emily’s class too, he was well aware of the assignment.

“Yeah, well, it’s the objectification and exploitation part. I mean, I have no problem with objectifying you two, I do it all the time. But it’s different. That’s just in my mind. I feel OK about it because I love you both so much.”

“So, we know that you do,” Aiden responded, “and I know that I’m all right with whatever you want to do for your class assignments.”

“Myself as well,” Ryan added, then laughed at how awkward that sounded. “Me also. I, in addition,” he said, jokingly.

“Stop,” Emily laughed. “I get it. Here’s the thing. Obviously, I’ve thought about the two of you, you know, playing with each other while I watch. And then I saw this thing Juliette and Maya were doing were they had their boy-toy Antony, um, giving this guy a blowjob. And while the thing itself didn’t really do anything for me, if nothing else it was just kind of funny how terrified and embarrassed Antony was doing it, it did make me wonder what it would be like to watch the two of you. You know, messing around.”

Emily looked back and forth at the two boys in her bed. They were both giving her a curious little smile.

“What?” she asked. “Why are you both looking at me like that?”

Ryan and Aiden looked at each other, then back at Emily.

“We talked about this with each other maybe a month ago,” Ryan admitted. Ever since Ms. Strickland gave out the assignment for the end of the year portfolio show. I told Aiden that you were probably going to say, well, pretty much exactly what you just said.”

Emily looked surprised.

“Hey!” she exclaimed, placing her hands on the back each boy’s head, and taking a handful of hair. “You’re not supposed to be having sneaky conversations!” she said playfully.

“What?!” they both replied.

“It’s not like we were plotting anything,” Ryan protested. “We just wanted to talk to each other about it.”

“Yeah,” Aiden seconded. “We wanted to be sure that we were both OK with what we kind of figured you were going to want.”

“Really?” Emily asked. “Am I that predictable?”

“I don’t think it’s being predictable,” Ryan claimed. “I just thought that since I would be more than happy to do anything you wanted me to, that Aiden felt the same way.”

“Yeah, you know, we’re both, um, straight, but we also are completely willing to do anything you want us to do,” Aiden said.

“Oh my gosh,” Emily said in wonder, bringing both of them closer with her arms around them. “I am the luckiest girl ever to have two beautiful, obedient boys in my bed.” She held them close, feeling their warmth and their adoration for her. “Now, I believe that I know two very good boys who deserve a back-and-forth blowjob.”

Emily proceeded to give them precisely that, which is what she called taking each of them in hand and then going back and forth from one cock to the other, bringing them both to orgasm at the same time.

The Physics building was famous for having the best views of the campus from its rooftop. The roof was off-limits, but there were ways of getting access, and Aiden and Ryan were not wrong in suspecting that Emily knew one of those ways.

A few minutes before 8pm, Aiden and Ryan appeared at the entrance of the building and caught sight of Emily waiting with her camera bag.

“Follow me,” she said with a cheery enthusiasm. They took an elevator to the fourth floor, and she led them to a stairway at the back of the building.

“I didn’t know there was this easy,” Ryan murmured to himself. At the top of the stairs was a pull-down ladder.

“I’ve always wondered how people got up here,” Aiden commented.

Emily gave them a conspiratorial look, and up to the roof they went. Sunset had just begun, and a warm orange glow bathed the sky. Emily took out her camera, which she had already prepped for the shoot.

“So, pretty boys, why don’t you take off your clothes and pose for me?”

Emily was amused. Aiden and Ryan undressed before her, and she noticed that they were nervous as they took off their clothes. It was unlikely that anyone would see them, but they were going to be doing something they had never done before. Emily held her camera to her eye, and observed the gorgeous, flame-colored light illuminating their bare skin. She snapped her first photo. She was going to have them pose for as long as she had such beautiful light to work with.

Emily felt the peculiar and fascinating sensation of having possession of these two naked boys, and she was surprised that she felt so calm. She had a serene sense of being relaxed and present.

“OK, now I would like to see the two of you touch each other,” she said.

Ryan and Aiden both blushed, looking down for a moment, then they looked up at her, before turning toward one another. Emily felt a wave of pleasure surge upward through her body. She stared, deeply fascinated, as the Aiden and Ryan began to place their hands on each other for her amusement, and for no other reason than that is what she wanted to watch them do. She smiled broadly, and her heart rate increased as she saw that their cocks were slowly starting to become hard.

She brought her camera up to her eye and snapped a photo. The sound of the shutter made them aware that she was photographing them, and the objectification made their cocks continue to grow hard. She sat back and watched for a moment while the two boys explored each other’s body.

She was aware that the photographs she was taking were potentially embarrassing since their sexual orientation was straight. Yet here they were, playing with each other while she watched, and while she was documenting every moment of it. They were now fully erect, which Emily found to be particularly satisfying.

Through the lens of her camera, Emily found what she had been looking for. There was something so undeniably naughty, she thought, about witnessing the charged energy between them. They weren’t uncomfortable around each other, but they were new at this.

“Let me see you two take it a bit further,” Emily directed. “Aiden, if you will please?”

Aiden needed no additional explanation. Their intimacy had inspired an unspoken communication between them. He lowered himself to his knees and pulled Ryan’s cock toward his mouth. Emily noted with pleasure that his other hand was stroking his own cock. All of this was on display for her, and was, in essence, a performance for her private pleasure, in spite of the resulting photos. Aiden had never had a cock in his mouth before, and Ryan had never had a boy suck him off before. But the fact that they were doing this while Emily watched, was a tremendous turn-on for both of them. As a result, they both wanted to impress her, by making the scene as hot, and as erotic as possible. They surrendered themselves to the sensations of lust and desire.

Emily watched with deep fascination, as she wondered to herself what she would have them do for her next.


Derrick’s Note

Charlotte was lying on the couch in their suite when Sarah returned from class.

“What do you make of this?” she asked as she handed a note to Sarah.

Sarah looked at the sheet of red paper, and its handwritten message.

“What?” she asked after skimming it. “You got a note from Derrick Summers? The boy we cornered in the shower room?”

“Yeah. Crazy, isn’t it?” Charlotte replied.

“Um, well, nice penmanship for one,” she commented.

“Oh, for eff’s sake,” Charlotte replied. “We don’t care about the penmanship.”

“Who’s we? I care about it. It shows attention to detail.”

“Could you maybe read it, please?” Charlotte implored.

“OK, OK,” Sarah replied.

She read:

“If When In Love,

Love’s Beginning Envies Your Optimism,

Understand Reality Surrenders,

Leaving All Vanity,

Each Instant Fading,

Yet Obviously Unable To Return,

And In Negating Memory,

Every Token Of Our Being

Erupting, Yearning,

Your Only Utopia.”

Sarah read the poem twice, wondering what to think of it.

“Yeah, that’s weird. I wonder what it means,” Sarah said.

“That’s what I thought.” Charlotte replied, biting her thumbnail.

Suddenly, the part of Sarah’s brain that was attracted to puzzles noticed something. The uppercase letters that began each word stuck out in a way that captured her interest.

“That’s it!” she exclaimed.

“What’s it?” Charlotte replied.

“The first letter of each word. Here,” she said as she offered the page back to Charlotte. “Read the first letter of each word.”

Charlotte sat looking at it for a moment. She began to read aloud, slowly.

“I will be your slave if you train me to obey you,” she managed to read at last. She went silent. “Oh my God. What the hell do I even do with this?”

“Um, I don’t know. Maybe train him to obey you?” Sarah offered.

“Really? Do I have to train him?”

Sarah laughed.

“Really? You’re that lazy?”

“No, it’s just that it sounds like work.”

“That’s, like, the definition of lazy.”

“Well, if he is going to be my slave, then he should take over his training, in addition to everything else I’ll be having him do.”

“I can’t say that there isn’t a logic to what you are saying,” Sarah mused. “But that’s cool, right? You wanted a boy who would worship you while you did mean things to him? Isn’t that what you said. ‘Cause it looks like he is prepared to worship you.”

“Yeah, maybe. I wonder.”

The following day, Charlotte found Derrick in his dorm room, studying.

“Derrick,” she said as she entered the room.

Derrick immediately got to his feet and stood at attention.

“Yes, Miss,” he replied.

Charlotte looked around and saw that they were alone in the room. She turned her attention to Derrick.

“So, I got your note. What exactly were you thinking, sending me something like that? You know I could report you. You know how much trouble you would be in.”

Derrick nodded.

“Yes, Miss. I thought it was worth the risk.”

Charlotte observed Derrick. She was touched by what he had said, and on closer examination, she decided that he was kind of cute. He had short blond hair and blue eyes, and she had already seen his body, which she found to be impressive enough.

“So, I asked my friend Emily about you. Apparently, you have a class with her.”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied.

“She told me that you have an interesting portfolio of self-portraits that I should take a look at. She thought it might give some insight into you as a person.

Charlotte was amused to see him blush.

“Yes, Miss. We were assigned a project where we were to examine the way that we see ourselves, and the way that we are seen.”

“Okay, Derrick. So, let me see your photos. I have been looking forward to looking at them.”

Derrick turned and pulled a portfolio off of a nearby shelf. Charlotte sat down at his desk chair. He opened the portfolio and slid it over to her. He returned to a respectful distance, standing at attention. She turned to the first photo, in which he was sitting in a chair, blindfolded and his hands were behind his back. She couldn’t see if his hands were tied or if he was just holding them that way. Her eyes travelled down his bare chest, which was nice, and she took note of how smooth his skin appeared in the photograph. Finally, she observed his cock lying across the top of his thigh.

“I really like the way that you captured the light in this photo,” she commented.

“Thank you, Miss,” he replied.

She could hear from his voice that he was tense, uncertain of what she was thinking. Not only was his naked body on display for her, but he was in a somewhat compromising position as well. Adding to his feeling of trepidation was the very close scrutiny she gave the photo. He felt remarkable exposed. She turned the page to the next photo. In this one he was sitting on his bare butt on a hardwood floor. He had leather cuffs around his ankles, and a three-foot spreader bar holding his legs apart. His hands were again, behind his back, but in this image, she could see the edge of his handcuffs. He was not blindfolded, and he was looking off to one side.

“Wow, Derrick, you look really naked and objectified in this one. I really like it.”

“Thank you, Miss, I appreciate that.”

She spent the next half an hour looking over his photos, each a surprise in the way that he was revealed.

“You know, you do have a nice dick, Derrick,” Charlotte commented.

He blushed, which Charlotte found charming.

“Um, thank you, Miss,” he replied with a tone of sincerity.

He went silent, deep in thought, as she continued to look through the next several photos. They all had some element that caught her attention. In some, he looked somewhat vulnerable, as though someone might appear at any moment and discover him completely naked. Others featured some detail of his physicality, or the definition of his body from a previously unseen angle.

“I am curious, however,” Charlotte said. “You don’t have an erection in any of the photos.”

“Would you like to see some other photos I didn’t include here?”

“Sure. You have a separate portfolio?” she asked, pausing on a new image of Derrick lying across white, cotton bedsheets.

“Yes, Miss. I made a separate set of photos of me fully erect. Not so artistic, maybe?”

“Absolutely. I would love to see that.”

Derrick got up and retrieved a black, unlabeled folder. He handed it to her, and she noticed that his hand trembled slightly. He is nervous, Charlotte thought. She smiled, secretly, and paused for a moment before opening the folder.

“So, I am guessing that these photos are a bit more pornographic?”

Derrick laughed, partly due to his nervousness, and replied, “Um, more than a bit, Miss. Like, well, you’ll see, I guess.”

“Hmmm,” Charlotte purred, eyeing him. “I guess I will.” She opened the folder, revealing the first photo, which was an image of Derrick sitting on the edge of the bed, leaning back, an enormous erect cock pointing upward between his legs. “Oh. Fuck. Derrick.” Charlotte turned to observe him.

He looked embarrassed.

“This is one naked fucking picture.”

Charlotte turned back to the photo and spent several minutes taking in all the little details. The way the sunlight fell across his body, the expression on his face, the slightest tension on his muscles, though his body appeared relaxed overall. And the towering, throbbing cock, right there in the middle of the picture. She began thumbing through the photos, fascinated with all of the various ways Derrick’s cock was presented in each of the images.

“Actually, why don’t you show me the real thing?” Charlotte said after examining his photos.

She peered at him over the portfolio that was laid open across the desk. Derrick hesitated.

“Stop procrastinating.” She was amused to see that he was blushing, and that he was nervous. Finally, he began taking off his clothes. She thought it amusing that there was a photo of him naked right in front of her that she was now ignoring completely as she watched his clothing fall away piece by piece. At last, he peeled off his boxer briefs, and stood before her naked.

“I do believe I was promised an erection, Derrick,” she mused with a soft chuckle.

He swallowed hard, and without further prompting, began stroking his dick in his hand. Within moments, he was fully erect.

“Very nice, Derrick,” she remarked with approval. “Now I want to watch you masturbate.”

Derrick looked embarrassed, but incredibly turned on at the same time. He followed her directive, wrapping his hand around his dick and stroking it while she watched. She sat back to watch the show, as his hand slid slowly back and forth along his considerable length, and effortlessly over the rim of the head of his cock.

“That looks like it feels good. I assume it does?”

“Yes, Miss,” Derrick admitted. “It feels amazing. If I may be so forward, if you would like to have it in your hand …”

“You’re going to have to earn it, Derrick. Continue doing as I say, and I may do exactly that. And more. Now get on your knees.”

Charlotte watched Derrick obey her command, sinking to the floor until he was kneeling before her. He resumed pleasuring himself, self-conscious about the fact that no one had ever seen him masturbate before, and certainly not when he was on his knees, completely naked.

“What do you think about, Derrick, when you play with your cock?”

“We are not allowed to masturbate, Miss,” he replied.

She observed that the question made him blush, and she found it delicious that he was so shy, especially when he was in such a compromising position.

“I know that, Derrick. I also know that boys are famously disobedient. So, tell me the truth or I will kick you.”

“Um, well, I, uh,” he stalled, remarkably nervous for someone so exposed. “I’ve been thinking about you a lot recently.”

“Hmm,” Charlotte murmured.

She thought about her options.

“Derrick, I want you to lick my pussy. So, take your hand off of your cock, and crawl forward on your hands and knees.”

Derrick looked at her with wonderment. He crawled forward until he was directly before her. She brought his face up to hers and kissed him, then allowed him to slide her skirt upward, leaning in to kiss her between the legs, then he took her panties off. She leaned back, her legs spread wide enough to allow his tongue to slip between her thighs and caress her clit.

“I will tell you that after I kicked you in the balls in the shower, I have thought about you as well,” Charlotte admitted. “And your note, though pretty ridiculous, was nice in that you were brave enough to admit that you wanted to be my slave. And I want that for you too, Derrick. I want you to achieve the status of being my personal slave and do everything that I tell you to do without question. But even more than that, I want you to get to the point that I don’t even need to tell you what to do, since serving me is all you think about. I do want that for you. But as I said, you will have to earn it. You are definitely off to a good start, just keep licking me until I come, and then keep going until I tell you to stop.”

She was impressed by the length of his tongue, and the creativity with which he used it, but she was perhaps even more impressed by the devotion with which he served her and pleasured her. She decided that he would lick her for as long as she wanted, and he would remain naked throughout. After half an hour or so, she placed her hand on the back of his head and began pressing his face between her legs while he licked her pussy. Derrick applied himself to serving Charlotte’s pleasure, unaware that she had no intention of telling him to stop.


Meeting with Ms. Larson

Juliette and Maya entered Ms. Larson’s office, having taken her up on the invitation to report back on their experience with the club they had initiated.

“Welcome, Juliette, welcome Maya,” Ms. Larson said brightly, gesturing toward the chairs in front of her desk. “I believe you have some observations learned from your experience with the club you designed, and the various assignments that went along with the project?”

“We do,” Juliette replied. “Thank you for taking an interest, Ms. Larson.”

“Yes, thank you,” Maya seconded.

“Of course, I’m always interested when my students take the initiative to learn something on their own. So, I understand that you were studying the psychological effects of being placed in a humiliating situation, with the assistance of four of our male students?” Ms. Larson asked.

“Yes,” Juliette replied.

“And I understand that you began by quizzing each of them to determine what they thought would be most effective in that regard?”

“Exactly,” Juliette replied.

“And how did our boys perform? I hope that you didn’t have any trouble with them complying with the demands of their assignments.”

“Not really, they did pretty well, under the circumstances,” Maya answered.

“I have your write-up on it,” Ms. Larson said, indicating the written report before her on her desk. “It appears that Hunter had to pee his pants?” she asked, and Juliette and Maya were surprised that she started laughing. “How did that go?”

“He was really, profoundly humiliated, not only when we made him wet himself, but then a group of girls we assembled for the purpose had him pull down his pants while we made fun of him for the size of his penis,” Juliette explained. “He was so embarrassed that when we offered to let one of the girls whip him with her belt, he readily agreed.”

“I don’t know if I would say ‘readily,’” Maya added. “He was so helpless at that point because he was so intimidated by our authority to do whatever we wanted to him. I think that’s part of what we learned through this process, Ms. Larson. All four of the boys had never been put in a position to really fully understand the position they are in. When we had them doing their assignments, they were so beyond anything they had experienced before, they came to see us in a new light, so to speak. They saw us wielding the power and authority we’ve always had; they’ve just never experienced us employing it as fully as we were in those moments of extreme humiliation.”

Ms. Larson was silent for a moment.

“Excellent, Maya. Juliette. I commend you for coming up with such a useful experiment, and then enacting it, apparently, flawlessly. So, you feel as though the boys had never, before the moment of truth, as it were, when they were assigned what they themselves thought would be the most humiliating thing they could think of, truly recognized their position here at the Academy? That they had never completely come up against the fact of your natural superiority, and therefore never had to contend with their position of inferiority in such a comprehensive way?

“Yes, we believe that is what we have learned. It was illuminating, and it was fun, and I think the boys learned a lesson in the process,” Juliette summarized.

“Excellent,” Ms. Larson repeated. “Well, perhaps the Academy has something to learn, even after more than a century. We would do well to take into account what your experiences have led you to learn.”


A Bright, Sunny Day

The Six sat outside on the grass in the main courtyard. The sun was brilliantly radiant and giving off the kind of warmth that makes people feel drunk.

“My oh my,” Charlotte said in a caricature of a southern belle. “It is delightful out today. I do so hope that it continues being this warm.” Her sunglasses made her look glamorous, along with the fact that she was lazily leaning back on her elbows in the grass.

“Oh, hey, Sarah,” Emily said, suddenly remembering, “you know that thing where you made Richard ask Ms. Harwood for a whipping?”

“Yeah,” Sarah laughed. “Are you going to tell me that it turned out to be a much bigger thing where he’s getting humiliated almost constantly? Because I’ve heard something about that.”

“Yes, I’ve now seen him on a few occasions getting some pretty cruel treatment. Not to mention the whipping he got in class on day one.”

Sarah chuckled maniacally.

“That’s so awesome. Ha, ha, Dick. That’s what you get.”

“What on earth did that guy ever do to deserve your scorn?” Juliette asked.

“Scorn? No, it’s not that. I’m just amusing myself, really. And as far as what he did to deserve the treatment he’s getting, I think they all deserve it,” she said with a gesture that indicated all of the boys on the campus. “I kind of just decided to target Dick because no reason. Maybe he kind of irritated me, but really, I just decided it would be him kind of randomly. I think it’s funnier that way. I love the thought of him sitting there wondering what he might have done to set me off, when really it was just because he has a penis. They all deserve it, so he was just the one I chose to really get it. And I am so delighted that it worked so well, because he’s really getting it good from what I hear.”

“He gets humiliated about the size of his dick a lot,” Emily mentioned. “And about the fact that you made his profile photo a picture of him with another boy’s dick in his mouth.”

Sarah and Maya both laughed.

“That was hilarious,” Maya mentioned. “And making fun of him about his size is spectacularly funny.”

“Oh, my goodness, it’s Moby Dick,” Sarah suddenly exclaimed.

“What the hell are you talking about?” Charlotte asked.

“It’s the white whale! William Benoit!” she replied.

“Where?” Charlotte asked. “Also, who is William Ben-wah?”

“He’s coming straight toward us, and don’t you remember? I told you. He’s the guy I have wanted to get photographed for the Book. He doesn’t have a profile. William!” Sarah called out.

William turned his attention to Sarah, and slightly modified his direction of travel.

“Yes?” he said as he approached the area of the lawn on which the Six were situated.

“Yeah, um, show me your balls,” Sarah said, which caused the rest of the Six to laugh.

“I’m sorry, Miss, but what? Really?” William replied.

“I’ve been trying to locate you to take a photo. So, you know, pull down your pants. I want a picture of your balls,” she said in a way that let William understand that she was not joking, and she expected his full compliance.

Still, he hesitated, as he hadn’t expected such a demand. But he knew the trouble he would be in if he refused a straight-forward demand, so he unzipped his pants and pulled his balls out.

“Holy fuck,” Charlotte said.

Madison clapped her hands, slowly.

“Those are some big fucking balls,” Maya observed.

“So, Mr. Benoit has an extraordinary pair of balls on him,” Sarah stated as she raised her phone to take a photo. “Nice.”


End of the Year Party

No semester could feel complete without a party for all of the students to come together and celebrate their accomplishments. The main gallery in the main hall was decorated with silver ribbons and streamers and balloons, and the school had gone all out by having strobe lights, a DJ, and hilariously, thought Emily, a disco ball.

“I believe that a rundown is in order,” Madison announced.

Gathered around her were The Six, plus Mere and Talia. They each had a glass of champagne, which was traditional for the end-of-semester parties.

“A rundown?” Emily asked. “What is a rundown?”

“That’s where we talk about everything that has happened. You know, like a summary. We wrap things up, tie them in a bow, and if they are things that need to be dumped into the ocean and forgotten, then that’s that time to do it, but otherwise when we have neatly summed up the year, then we will know what exactly we are toasting.”

“I am going to go ahead and not wait to toast,” Mere said as she threw back the glass of champagne.

“No to worry, the budget for champagne is practically limitless,” Madison said. “Actually, that’s our first toast. To dear Maggie B., the founder of our beloved Academy, and her unparalleled view of boy’s behavior modification, and the importance of drinking champagne.”

Fortuitously it was at this point that one of the male students, tasked with working the party, appeared with a tray, and offered Mere another glass.

“I will definitely drink to that,” Mere replied. She gave the waiter a look that made him swallow nervously, then depart quickly.

“I think we should recognize our new friends Mere and Talia,” said Emily. “Mere is responsible for the spectacular photos of David that are displayed along the wall on the north side. She realized the potential of putting a candle up his ass, which would then serve as its own source of illumination. And then, Mere topped herself with photos of Dorian with his panties down and his finger up his ass.”

“What in the world is it with you and putting things up boys’ butts?” Charlotte asked, making herself laugh.

“What?!” Mere said defensively. “Why not? I mean if it fits, it ships, right?”

Everyone laughed, even if they weren’t sure just what she meant.

“Thank you, Emily,” Talia offered. “I missed out on orientation the first week last semester, so I haven’t had many friends, except for Mere, who I think is the coolest. Thank you all for being really sweet and making me feel welcome.”

“Well now you’re going to make everyone fucking cry,” Mere replied.

“No, that’s really nice of you to say,” Juliette replied. “Thank you for helping out with the event we had for Antony.”

“No problem,” Talia said. “How did that all end up, with your, what is it? An extracurricular club?”

“Yeah,” Maya replied. “That whole thing, and all the credit goes to Juliette, turned out to be more fun than I imagined when she proposed it. At the beginning, it was really just kind of a distraction, you know, to blow off steam? But then it actually got really interesting, and I ended up writing a paper about it for one of my classes. The psychological revelations in what turned out to be experiments, really, were interesting.”

“Yeah, I saw Mere’s photos of Dorian,” Talia commented. “I think that it really changed his behavior to get taken down like that.”

“Speaking of which,” Emily replied, “I’ve heard that you yourself took David down quite expertly. Congratulations.”

“Oh, shucks,” Talia said with a shrug of her shoulders. “It wasn’t anything he didn’t have coming. Really, it was a pleasure to do it.”

“Seriously,” Emily said in admiration, “I could see how it has affected him. He really got his ass handed to him, and I can tell that he really appreciated what you did for him.”

“Oh, he did for sure,” Talia agreed. “He was so sweet afterward, on his hands and knees thanking me for striping his ass.”

“Sorry,” Madison said, “did you say striping?”

“Yeah,” Talia replied, laughing. “You know, leaving some stripes across his butt cheeks? Though to be fair, I was pretty thorough, so it was pretty uniformly red by the time I was done.”

“That’s my girl,” Mere commended her.

“Oh, check this out,” Madison interjected. “There’s Ms. Fairmont. Do you guys know her? She’s the really beautiful, statuesque one over there.”

“Yeah,” Charlotte replied. “Doesn’t everyone know her? She really is so impressive. In, like, every way.”

“Well, one of the ways she has impressed the hell out of me is apparently, she had taken Taylor Vernon as her personal boy-toy.”

“Why specifically does that impress you?” Maya asked. “She could have anyone she wanted.”

“It’s just that it’s not really super-allowed, you know. She’s doing it in spite of the fact that she could get in a lot of trouble, but she’s so boss that she doesn’t give a fuck,” Madison replied.

“Well,” Maya said, drawing the word out, “I may or may not have done something similar.”

All eyes were on her.

“Do tell,” Charlotte said.

“Well, you know Mr. Behring, right?”

“The science teacher?” Emily replied. “The cute one who we would all like to see maybe get a punishment or something just so that we could take a peek?”

“Yeah,” Maya said, “that one. He, um, it turns out that he can be made to behave quite nicely,” she said with a sly smile.

“Oh damn!” Charlotte exclaimed. “Maya made the teacher her student! Go get it, girl!”

“Seriously, that’s high-five worthy,” Sarah commented. “Though I am morally averse to high-fiving, so it will just be the acknowledgement of such.”

“I will totally accept a symbolic, virtual high-five,” Maya said.

“Nope, nope, nope, you are not getting out of it without giving us some details, Maya,” Charlotte protested. “And you know exactly what I mean.”

Maya smiled. Again, all eyes were on her. She paused, heightening the anticipation.

“He’s fucking big, but his tongue is even better,” she said at last.

The girls all erupted with a celebratory sound, which drew attention among the students and teachers at the party. They were unaware of what was being celebrated, but they joined in regardless.

“So, I’ve got my teacher/pet,” Maya summed up, “Madison has her well-hung boy and her little cock-cage cuckhold, Charlotte has her adoring slave, Emily has her two boys as always, Juliette has her coterie of humiliation victims, and Sarah has … wait, Sarah, what have you been doing?”

Sarah suddenly had a broad smile across her face.

“What?” Maya asked. “What is it? And why are you smiling like a silly schoolgirl right now?”

“Well,” Sarah replied, “I’m not one to kiss and tell.”

“We don’t care, Sarah,” Maya stated. “We get the details no matter what. Spill it!”

“What I can tell you,” Sarah said with a shrug,” is that he has an extremely impressive pair of balls.”

The party went on until it was long past midnight, approaching early morning. Various of the students paired off or simply wandered away, having had their fill of the evenings event. Emily found Aiden and Ryan and was proud to show them her photos that had been included in the end of the year portfolio show. They blushed at the sight of their rooftop tryst, so beautifully photographed by Emily.

Madison had James by her side, and she even allowed Steven to pull down his pants to be unlocked. Talia kept giving little glances at David, enjoying the fact that she could keep him on edge. Mere was happy to show off her photos in the gallery show to anyone who was interested. Charlotte had Derrick in tow, doing anything and everything she wanted him to. Juliette had Antony, who had a permanently embarrassed look on his face. Maya was a bit sullen that she couldn’t have Mr. Behring serve her openly, but she had her consolation earlier that evening. And Sarah had her new boy to play with, who she had waited all semester to get her hands on.

When, at last, the party had come to an end, the students who remained gave hugs and blew air kisses and promised to stay in touch over the coming summer. The next year would be upon them before they knew it.
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