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Manicured lawns, neat pathways, attractive buildings of honey coloured stone all set in thirteen acres of beautiful English countryside bordered by ancient woodland. Appleforth was every bit as resplendent as its glossy brochures made it out to be. Perhaps a little more so, thought Sara, stopping and staring out across an idyllic sweep of green fields and distant oaks that wouldn’t have looked out of place in a Constable painting.

She’d arrived only the previous evening in darkness. Now in the morning sunshine seeing the campus and its glorious surrounds, she felt a fresh swell of excitement for the challenge ahead. She spun on her heels, and strode on past two sets of clay tennis courts that with their bright white lines, pristine nets and surfaces, wouldn’t have looked out of place at the US open.

Another pathway and she was approaching the clock faced main building. It was here she encountered her first Appleforth students, a trio of boys dressed in their smart uniform of maroon blazers, black trousers, tartan patterned ties. They stared outright, their demeanours cocky, their looks somewhere between hostile and leering.

“Sexy bitch,” Sara overheard one of them comment as she went by. A gaggle of immature laughter followed her into the building. It fazed Sara little, in fact, it confirmed why she was here. Those boys, they wouldn’t be laughing soon.

Oak panelled corridors with gleaming tiled flooring. A long display cabinet telling of the college’s proud history and famous alumni. Male faces. In the main male names, noted Sara with a cursory glance on passing. Which in its way was faintly amusing. Colleges like Appleforth could cling onto their traditional values, their sense of male exceptionalism all they wanted. But ultimately it would do them no good. Society, the country, hell the world was changing; one sex was taking control. And all for the better, Sara was quite certain of that.

Principal Nicholls – a bald headed, solid looking man in a slightly too tight shirt, stood in conversation with two colleagues. The men were discussing what men of their ilk had discussed for decades; golf handicaps, departmental funding, a little of the craziness of the days politics. Light hearted subject matter intermingling with more consequential issues all in a bonhomie spirit of I’ll scratch your back, if you’ll scratch mine. It was often how things got done at Appleforth, a nod here, a wink there, a passing chat in a corridor that kept the wheels turning and the old boys network on top.

“I think that can be arranged,” the principal was saying as Sara approached.

There was an awkward moment in which all three men stared at her in a not too dissimilar way in which the boys had outside. Sara remained entirely poised and unreadable in expression, merely smiling a slight smile as she held their gazes. If their intention was to intimidate, then they’d picked the wrong woman.

“Miss Coles, you’ve met Mr Stevens and Mr Mercer here?” said Principal Nicholls.

“Please, call me Harrison,” said the fairer one with the slick side parting, holding out a hand.

Sara shook it with the very real feeling of being undressed by eyes that were full of lust and flirtatious spark.

“Miss Coles is here to teach our male students some etiquette around the opposite sex.” The principal’s voice was cut through with mocking sarcasm. Which didn’t surprise Sara in the least. He was ticking boxes, seeing her in, then no doubt out – the good ship Appleforth sailing on little changed. But he couldn’t be more wrong, she thought, humoured by the men’s wry glances to one another.

“Quite the endeavour,” said Mr Mercer who gave off a stuffier, more academic air with his bristly beard, beady eyes and tweed blazer.

“Who doesn’t like a challenge?” said Sara.

The comment left the three men momentarily speechless. Then there were outward breaths, loud guffaws, a few mutterings back and forth that had them chuckling as they walked on. Sara followed behind seeing the first of the tartan skirted girls making their way from the corridor through an open doorway.

“Ready for introductions?” asked Principal Nicholls stopping outside it.

Sara peeked through the entrance and into a large hall where fresh faced, smartly dressed students, were being loud and rambunctious and not sitting as they were no doubt supposed to be. “I’m ready,” she said, squarely meeting the principal’s assessing stare.

Maybe he thought he might see nerves. Maybe some confirmation of his misogynistic biases that most women (especially the younger attractive types like Sara) just weren’t up to it. But beneath her smooth features – her steadfast gaze – there wasn’t a ripple. If this gave him pause for thought, it was quickly forgotten and subsumed by his own unshakeable belief in the way of things. She could try all she wanted, but she’d only be tweaking around the very edges of things. Boys would be boys. Assertive, dominant and needing a certain latitude to let off steam.

Sara sensed all this and felt something inside of herself stiffen determinedly.

In they went.

Head boy Hugo sat in the second row from the front directly behind head girl Millie. There was no coincidence in that. His one mission this college year – beyond getting the grades he needed – was to get in that girl’s panties. It was the one and only reason he’d sought the role of head boy; all those duties and responsibilities the college actively encouraged them to work together on. He pictured them now taking one of their discussions back to his room. He envisioned himself grasping hold of Millie’s brown pigtails as he screwed her from behind. There was no doubt in his mind that his fantasy would become reality.

Hugo was good looking and charismatic and used to getting what he wanted. The truth was that for boys like him Appleforth was something of a private playground. For decades they’d ruled the roost with an air of authority and ownership. Girls – since their admittance – had become just another part of the furniture to be played with, toyed, used. Boys like Hugo considered themselves the future because they always had been (which in itself brought a certain sense of entitlement). Few had the scope and awareness to see beyond their own self-regard, see that the current political shift meant that things were drastically changing.

The brown pigtails dangled just asking for it. A boy like Hugo couldn’t resist.

“Get a load of this,” he said, nudging Marcus next to him, before reaching forward with both hands and giving each pigtail – one a split second after the other – a sharp tug.

“Hey!” Millie exclaimed as she spun, frowning above the rim of her thick black spectacles. Her look could best be described as sexy geek. Sometimes Hugo wondered if she really needed those glasses or if they were just for effect. They definitely added something; not only was she exceedingly pretty, but intelligent looking too. Which was precisely why Hugo enjoyed teasing her so much.

“Looking good, Millie,” he said with a cocky and unapologetic grin.

Millie’s tensed features softened. There was half a smile. There was a hint of the sexual chemistry that had been bubbling away between them for weeks now. She turned with a slight shake of the head. Hugo smirked at Marcus.

“You plan on hitting that?” he asked.

“What do you think?”

The two boys shared a smile and it was then that Mr Nicholls came bounding down the central aisle. He took to a lectern at the front of the hall.

“All right, all right, settle down,” said the bald-headed principal, Hugo and numerous others had nicknamed Principal Pinkie for his unfortunate resemblance to ones outstretched thumb. Despite such ridicule, he retained more than enough authority to silence the chatter of voices and sit any of those standing.

“We all know of the recent complaints,” he said, getting right to it. “Appleforth is and will always remain an inclusive institution. Reports of upskirting, entering girls rooms and facilities without permission, taking pictures without consent…”

“Guilty, guilty, guilty,” Hugo whispered to Marcus with a smirk.

“Are all entirely outside the boundaries of what is acceptable. And will not be tolerated.” The principal paused, presumably for emphasis, but all Hugo found himself fixating on was that shiny bald head. “In light of these incident’s an individual will be conducting a full review over the coming semester with sweeping powers to implement any changes they think necessary to rid this college of such toxic behaviour.”

Another pause. God that foreheads big and shiny, thought Hugo. Principal Nicholls held up a hand, beckoned someone forward. “I introduce to you Miss Coles.”

A sleek bob. A body-hugging calf length dress that left little to the imagination. There was a wolf whistle. There was a rising murmur from boys liking what they saw and letting it be known.

“Thank you,” said the Principal, quietening them down.

Sara replaced him at the lectern, scooping a strand of dark hair behind an ear and letting her gaze drift from left to right across the assembled students.

“You can review me anytime,” a male voice cried out from the back, eliciting much laughter.

Principal Nicholls shook his head, though there was undoubtedly a glint of amusement in his expression. As for Sara, she remained entirely unflustered, addressing the hall with cool poise. “Whoever said that come up here please.”

There was silence as heads turned in the direction from which the voice had come. A moment of stillness, except for a little jostling and shoving in the third row from the back, then one boy – round faced and golden haired – standing.

“Yes, up you come,” encouraged Sara as he hesitated.

The boy received fist bumps and backslaps as he edged along his row, before coming forward, passing Hugo and Millie’s in their rows, and finally Principal Nicholls off to one side. He came to a stop in front of Sara still wearing his clownish grin.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Ollie Thorne,” the boy replied.

“Do you think that comment you just made was acceptable. Don’t you think it was not only inappropriate, but hugely disrespectful?”

“No, I just thought it was a bit of fun,” Ollie shrugged.

“Ah…fun.” Sara turned back to the seated students. “Therein lies the problem. It seems a number of you male students have mistaken a bit of fun for behaviour that dips into the inappropriate, the unacceptable, the disrespectful. It seems to me too many of you have become entitled and obnoxious and entirely lacking in humility. I’m going to fix that.”

Sara returned her attention to Ollie who was flashing a sideways smirk to friends in the audience. “To make up for your exceptionally rude interruption. To teach that misbehaviour has consequences. You’re going to get on your knees and plant two kisses on the tips of my heels.”

The look on the boy’s face went from cocky to incredulous. Sara leaned forward and whispered something that would be much speculated about amongst the students over the coming days. It went something like: “I know you’re on scholarship, Oliver. That funding ends tomorrow if you don’t do as I say.” Yes, Sara had done her research all right.

The boy stood half a second longer, there was a glance back towards Principal Nicholls who folded his arms not wavering in his stony-faced expression, then down he went, first to his knees, before bowing his head to Sara’s shiny heels. She stood hands on hips in domineering posture, looking every inch what she was; strong and powerful. Besides the sound of his lip-smacking kisses, there was absolute silence. Girls who’d never see an Appleforth boy submit to a female in such a striking manner – and thought they never would – stared either gobsmacked or grinning. As for the boys, they stared with a mix of amusement (that it wasn’t them up there) and consternation.

Hugo for one couldn’t understand why Principal Pinkie wasn’t doing something. Didn’t this convene some kind of college code. Who did this bitch think she was? He watched Ollie rise from his knees, red faced and somehow reduced.

“Good boy. Now go back to your seat and be silent,” said this Miss Coles in the most dismissive of tones. There were no back slaps, no fist bumps as he did so.

“This process is going to be extremely difficult – painful even for some of you.” Sara didn’t show it, but there was an inner smile at that. You bet it will be. “But I’m firmly of the opinion that it is what’s necessary. I will be speaking to some of you directly. I will be noting misdemeanours. I will be finding solutions. On reflection I do not think any one of you can disagree there’s been a certain power imbalance here at Appleforth for far too long. I’m going to right that wrong.”

She stood a moment surveying the hall of students, exuding her calm poise, before giving Principal Nicholls a nod and stepping aside.

“Anyone that gets in the way of Miss Coles work. Anyone that intentionally causes trouble for her, will be answerable to me,” he said.

Despite his tough guy spiel his words carried little weight amongst boys who’d been addressed numerous times similarly. Hugo even thought he detected a hint of performance for the benefit of Miss Coles. It reassured. It added to the sense that she’d do her little review and be gone within a month or two with nothing much altered. As misjudgements go, it was right up there with the worst of them.

“You don’t think that was a tad rough on the boy, in front of everyone?” said Principal Nicholls as he and Sara wandered from the hall.

“I think first impressions matter. I think it’s important the students know what I’m about.”

The principal was silent a moment as they turned a corridor, continued along another.

“I’m curious though, what you said to the boy.”

“A few home truths about the precariousness of his position here at the college,” said Sara, with a meaningful glance the principal’s way. “That’s all.”

“I see,” his voice came from behind – slightly distant sounding – as she stepped into the office; a small cramped space with nothing more than a desk, a chair, a window looking out towards the modern gymnasium. Still, it would more than do for her purposes for now.

“Everything’s good with the higher powers I take it?” The principal was hovering in the doorway, an edgy anxiety palpable. “It’s just, it’s been a while since they touched base.”

“As far as I’m aware,” said Sara, opening a desk drawer, taking out a folder, taking a document from this folder – all the while keeping firmly schtum about the reorganisation amongst the governors (a takeover in truth) and the all female committee currently now in situ.

“No news is good news I suppose.”

“Quite,” said Sara, handing the principal the document.

“What’s this?” he asked.

“The names of some staff and students I’d like to speak to for my report.”

“Right. I’ll have Verity on it straight away. Anything else?”

“Just one thing.” Sara stepped back over to the desk and flipped open a leather-bound book to the last page. “Your signature. Again for my report,” she said, tapping the blank space, holding out a pen.

Principal Nicholls took it from her, scribbled his signature, then headed for the door. “Anything else you need, Sara, don’t hesitate.”

My, my, he was being helpful wasn’t he, but then again Sara supposed he might well be when the whole colleges reputation rested on him getting this right. “I won’t,” she said, watching him leave.

There was a glance down at the book and swirl of black ink. There was a widening smile at the principal’s bumble headedness and ignorance of what was underway.
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The girls accommodation was supposed to be off limits to all male students, but that didn’t stop Hugo.

“Ladies,” he said, casually saluting two delicious looking creatures; smooth skinned and Bambi eyed, all freshness and purity. There were glances back towards him, there were whispers back and forth, there were giggles. Hugo gave an amused snort fixating on the hem of their short, sexy, tartan skirts, then pulling his eyes away continued on in that swaggering step of his.

The door was shut. Hugo didn’t knock, simply pushed inside. He found the shared living space empty; a chair was pushed back from a desk, a laptop was open. He trailed his fingers over the spines of the many books arranged neatly on shelves, paused at a collage of photographs of a smiley Millie and blonde roommate Suki, was about to drop onto a sofa when a bedroom door pulled open and there she was – not necessarily best pleased to see him judging by her expression.

“What are you doing in here?” she asked.

“What do you think I’m doing,” said Hugo, slowly stepping towards her. Millie really was something; the glasses, the pigtails, the uniform – god he could just gobble her up in one go. A lusty stirring at his crotch, he lay his hands on her hips. “Head girl. Head boy. I thought we’d cement the relationship, you know?”

“You really think I’m that easy?” said Millie, easing herself from his grasp. She walked over to the laptop, pushed down the screen. Hugo was there on top of her in an instant.

“Don’t be a cocktease, Millie. Nobody likes a cocktease.”

“You’re being creepy, Hugo. Let go.”

Hugo softened his grip just enough for her to wriggle free. But not for long. He quickly caught up, grabbing, pushing her face first up against a wall. “Strutting around all sexy. Just asking for it.” His breath was heavy now. His blood was flowing hot. He reached under the skirt and squeezed the juiciest of ass cheeks. Millie let out a gasping moan. “That’s it, tell me you want it.”

“Let go of me!” she shouted.

Hugo spun her around, hand gripping the underside of the smoothest of thighs, keeping her knee drawn up at his side as he pressed into her – his stiffness obvious to both. “You think that Miss Coles is going to make shit all difference for you?”

“I think she’ll try. I think boys like you need changing.” There was a little smile as she said this that was as infuriating as it was arousing.

Face to face, eye to eye, Hugo held her challenging stare.

“What? Are you going to rape me?”

Hugo kept her there pressed up against the wall a few seconds longer, before dropping the leg. “You wish,” he said, stepping back as the door opened and in came Millie’s roommate Suki.

“Am I interrupting?” she asked, big eyes darting from Millie to Hugo and back in an atmosphere you could cut with a knife.

“Hugo’s just leaving,” said Millie.

“Yeah, I am, but I’ll be back to give you what you so obviously need,” he said, shooting her a cocky smile. There was another at Suki as he sauntered from the room.

“Is it any surprise the boys behave as they do when they’re surrounded by such terrible role models?”

“Referring to anyone in particular?” asked Sara.

“Only the entire male faculty.”

Sara, behind her desk, eyed the slightly pointy nosed woman seated in the chair in front of her. She liked Harriet. She had an old-fashioned no-nonsense directness about her. She had the air of someone who’d paid their dues and been forced to endure a frat boy culture for far too long.

“What are your thoughts on the principal? I’ve found him nothing but supportive so far. Suspiciously supportive.”

Harriet gave a soft snort, briefly looked away. “What I say stays between these four walls?”

“It does.”

A moment of consideration, then selecting her words with pinpoint precision and an icy fury that Sara had to admire, she was letting rip. “He’s a misogynist and a bully. Men like him are imbued with a sense of their own self-importance and superiority. It’s contagious. It’s no doubt why he is where he is. Appleforth was built by men like him, to create men like him.” A pause for breath. “I’m quite convinced he thinks all women are lesser than. You’ve seen the way he treats that poor Verity running around at his every command like some personal servant?”

“I have,” said Sara, not at all surprised by what Harriet was telling her. She was experienced enough to know that in organisations and institutions no longer fit for purpose, the rot often started at the top. She was savvy enough to have already formed a less than flattering impression of the principal’s true character.

“He thinks all of us should be like that. Deferring to him, them.”

“Men you mean?”

Harriet nodded. “Though I doubt any of us would even be here if it wasn’t for the enforced quotas he has to meet. Perhaps a few of the prettier secretaries,” she added on reflection.

Beneath the surface there was an irritation and frustration Sara identified with all too well. “You do know why I’m here, don’t you?” she asked.

“For your report,” said Harriet with obvious disillusionment. “Though with respect – fat lot of good it’ll do. Appleforth is an island with its own cliques and hierarchies. Like I’ve said, it’s the way it’s always been and most likely the way it will always be.”

Sara lay her pen flat on the sheet of paper that contained the list of names she’d been compiling through her interviews; there were students, there were staff, there was the principal’s name underlined three times. “Can you keep a secret, Harriet?”

The woman tilted her head, narrowed her eyes ever so slightly. “What are you up to?”

Sara proceeded to tell her about the all female governors now fully in charge. She told of their vision for Appleforth and hers. She explained how Harriet’s role as a teacher was about to have its remit widened considerably in terms of its disciplinary scope. She left her sitting mouth agape as she pushed up from her chair and wandered to the window. “Are you on board with this, Harriet?”

“Yes,” came the quiet reply, like she was still considering all that had been said, then a louder, “Yes. God, yes.”

“Good,” said Sara, peeking between blinds and seeing a group of boys following a female student, one rushing forward, lifting her skirt, much to the girl’s annoyance as she slapped his hand away. Then came Mr Steven’s, a young and pretty library assistant absorbing his full attention.

“We call that one Handsy Harrison.” Harriet – up and out the chair – peered out the window at Sara’s side.

“I bet you do,” said Sara. She already knew all about Harrison, several times now he’d already tried his luck.

“Do you think they’ll accept it?” asked Harriet, still seemingly struggling to envision an Appleforth transformed in one sex’s favour – and not the males.

“They’ll have no choice but to,” said Sara.
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The scene was far from unusual; boys leaning across desks chatting, one sending gummy bears around the room with a slingshot, another throwing paper aeroplanes, all ignoring the teachers comment to be quiet and continuing to be noisy and disruptive whilst the girls tried to concentrate. Ms Hawthorne (Harriet), was at a whiteboard explaining the functions of a mitochondria cell when the stray gummy bear hit.

She spun and with the most withering of glares at one Miles Barclay – caught red handed with the slingshot right there in his grasp – ordered him up and to the front of the classroom. Hugo, about to ping off another highly sexualised text leaving Millie in little doubt as to what happened to cockteases, watched his classmate rise and trudge forward smirking.

There was something in Ms Hawthorne’s ice-cold stare, yet patient and calm demeanour that gave him pause for thought. He hit send on the text, and slipping the phone he’d been hiding beneath the edge of his desk back into his pocket, pushed up a little as Miles ambled to a stop in front of the less than impressed teacher. She looked like a disappointed mother about to give her son a good telling off. Which is exactly what Hugo thought she was about to do.

“Did I not ask you to sit quietly and concentrate? Are you really that incapable of not behaving like a toddler?” Harriet asked of the black-haired boy, though she had as much reason to have asked it to any of the male students still seated.

“Sorry, miss, won’t happen again,” said Miles with the breezy indifference of someone used to getting a ticking off – his hollow apology carrying about as much conviction as a two-bit salesman selling faulty goods.

“You’re right about that,” said Harriet.

Head lowered, Miles made to head back to his desk, sharing a smile with a gummy bear eating friend, only to be pulled short.

“I’m not done with you, Miles,” said Harriet. “Over by my desk please.” A raising of eyebrows. An expectant look. “Over by my desk,” she repeated with a little more sternness.

Miles glanced from Ms Hawthorne to his fellow classmates, his smirk replaced by a petulant scowl as he stepped over to the desk. A watching Hugo pushed up a little more in his seat.

“I will not tolerate you boys disrupting my lessons. I will not have you ruining the girls studies.”

Those said girls looked as bemused as anybody. Why was Miles still standing there?

What was Ms Hawthorne going to do to stop them behaving as they always did? Which was with an air of untouchable imperiousness. They along with Hugo and the other boys watched as she picked something from the side of her desk. Whatever it was, she kept it hidden behind her back as she turned to Miles.

“Lower your trousers and place your hands on the desk please,” she instructed.

“What?” asked bewildered Miles.

“You heard,” came a voice from the doorway.

All heads turned to see Ms Coles leaning in the open doorway, arms folded. She wore another of those body-hugging calf length dresses – this one navy with a shiny thick black belt at the waist. Hugo noted the bulge of her breasts, the soft glow of her skin, the toned physique. In any normal situation he might have fixated on those aspects and let his mind wander. But not now.

“Lower the trousers. Or face expulsion,” she said.

“What?” said Miles – this time there was a pant with the look of astonishment. “You can’t do that.” Then, almost repeating, as if to convince himself, “You don’t have the power to do that.”

“Try me,” said Ms Coles.

Miles swung to Ms Hawthorne. There was no reassurance there.

“Better do what she says,” she said with a hint of glee.

Miles sucked in a breath. He’s not going to. He won’t. He…Hugo’s thoughts fell away as Miles briefly closed his eyes, hands starting on the buckle of his belt. Down his trousers fell.

“And the undies,” said Harriet of his white boxer shorts.

Miles glanced around at Ms Coles still leaning in the doorway observing. He gave a disgruntled growl as he turned back around. A second or two’s pause, then the boxers were joining his trousers at his ankles. There was a titter from a girl very much in eyesight of what dangled between his legs. And now Ms Hawthorne was stepping forward, revealing what had been hidden – a long wooden ruler. The sort that wouldn’t be hard to come by at an academic institution such as Appleforth.

Its shadow rose on the whiteboard as Ms Hawthorne raised it high. There was a moment of utter silence that made it hard to believe it was the same room the boys had been misbehaving in only minutes ago – the kind of silence Harriet had never once gotten in her years of teaching – then down came the ruler. A fleshy thwack. Miles’s tensing grimace. Then that shadow rising again.

Hugo felt a lump at his throat harden. He saw the girls gobsmacked and smiley exchanges. He felt the same bristling at his core he’d felt observing Ollie in the hall that day, only multiplied by ten. His furrowed gaze found Ms Coles. Her red lips edged upwards at another thwack, another grimace, then she was scanning across the students, her eye lingering on hard staring Hugo, before she was slipping from the doorway and away.

Word of the caning spread like wildfire. Some boys were outraged, some even a little frightened. The girls on the other hand revelled in it, teasing male classmates that they better behave or they’d be sitting on very sore bottoms. A number failed to heed that warning and received a good thrashing from female teachers more than happy to follow Sara’s new directive. Some boys outright refused to lower their trousers and fled from classrooms cursing.

Sara made sure to track those boys down and give them the stark choice of either facing their punishment or being expelled. One boy left. All the others returned to the same classrooms they’d fled the very nexy day with grovelling apologies to take their punishment. Of course, it wasn’t only the male students that were unhappy.

A day after Miles’s caning, Principal Nicholls stormed into Sara’s office red faced and furious, demanding to know just what the hell was going on. Sara explained coolly that it was all part of her plan to prick the boys egos, teach them some humility. That if he had a problem he could take it up with the governors. Muttering under his breath, the principal stormed back out, slamming the door behind him.

It was a week later Sara overheard the irked voices coming from the staff room. She settled her back against the corridor wall and listened.

“It’s totally ludicrous. Corporal punishment. And for the boys only.” That was Handsy Harrison.

“I know, I know.” The principal sounding miffed. “The stupid woman seems to think this is some kind of lesson.”

“But surely there’s something you can do to stop this nonsense,” came beady eyed Mr Mercer’s voice.

“Afraid not.” The principal again. “There’s been a reorganisation up top.”

So he knows about the governors, thought Sara, out in the corridor holding back a smile.

“Then the parents. Surely they wouldn’t agree to this.”

“They already have,” replied the principal deflated sounding. “Letters were sent out. Their approval sought for whatever Miss Coles saw fit to address the recent complaints.”

“She’s been smart,” said Harrison.

“Yes.” The principal’s sigh. “We can only wait this out. See her off. Then get things back on track.”

“And how long can we expect that to be?” asked Mercer.

“Couple of months. I hope.”

Hope all you want, thought Sara, pushing off the wall and strolling on, but I’m just getting started.
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Something didn’t feel right. But then again nothing had felt quite right for the last couple of weeks, Hugo partly reassured himself as he took the last rung of stairs two at a time. On the main buildings top floor landing he stared out the large window. In the semi distance a game of rugby was being played in the sunshine. Across to the right, the girls hockey pitch was full with the hustle and bustle of swinging sticks and red skirted girls running here and there. Again he felt that twitchy unease at the base of his neck, the tops of his shoulders.

He’d been called to the principal’s office. Which wasn’t particularly unusual for a head boy such as himself – he often checked in with Pinkie. So why was he feeling so ill at ease? Because she’s still here, he thought, eye still on the short red skirts, because he’s done nothing to end this ridiculousness. Hugo turned from the window with a rising swell of simmering anger, stilled only by a different thought; unless that’s why he wants to see me – to say it’s done, that’s she’s out. That has to be it, convinced now as he strode on along the corridor.

By the time he reached the office door and pushed inside, he was fully expecting the principal to be there with a sly grin and celebratory dram of whiskey. A very different sight awaited him.

“Shut the door, Hugo,” said Ms Coles from behind the big mahogany desk in the plush office that was triple the size of the one she’d previously been making do with.

Hugo stood momentarily stunned, gaze drifting naturally to Millie seated in a chair in front of the desk. “Where’s Principal Nicholls?” he asked, eyes darting back to Ms Coles.

“Shut the door, Hugo,” she repeated, ignoring his question.

Hugo did so feeling a chill sweep down his spine, then was coming forward – one, two, three, four paces. There was no chair for him to sit in, so he remained standing.

“Hugo, Hugo, Hugo,” said Ms Coles – almost tutting his name – her tone both disparaging and unnerving. “Your names come up several times on my list.”

“Your list?”

“Of bothersome boys. Of sexually aggressive boys. Of boys who seemingly can’t behave.”

Hugo held Ms Coles eye, a sneer tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“Do you think you’re special, Hugo?” Do you think because you’re head boy the rules somehow don’t apply to you?”

“I want to see the principal,” said Hugo, having had enough of this bullshit.

Ms Coles gave a gentle snort as she settled back resting each palm on the sides of her office chair. There was a glance to Millie that in turn had Hugo looking her way – his gaze drawn to her crossed legs and the several inches of smooth flesh between pleated tartan and knee-high socks.

“That’s not going to help you,” said Ms Coles, snapping his eyes back her way. “Mr Nicholls has been demoted. I’m in charge now.”

“You!” Hugo said the word like an accusation. “No, Principal Nicholls wouldn’t allow it.”

“Principal – former Principal – Nicholls, had no choice. Just like you have no choice but to accept my authority if you want to remain enrolled at this college.” A pause in which she appeared to revel in that fact. “You do want that, don’t you?”

Hugo stood stock still, prickling with irritation. “Of course I do,” he finally answered.

“Of course you do,” Ms Coles repeated back at him as she opened one of her desk drawers and stood. “Bursting into female students dorms. Touching inappropriately. Threatening girls. It’s not the behaviour of a boy that wants to get to university, is it Millie?”

“No, I don’t think so,” the head girl replied firmly.

You bitch, Hugo mouthed her way.

“What’s that? Something to say?” asked Ms Coles.

Hugo now saw what she’d taken from the drawer; a thick paddle, its wood as dark as the desk’s mahogany. He stared at it. At her. Disbelief quickly overtaken by blood boiling rage. “Fuck you!” he cursed, turning and marching for the door.

“One step out of this office and your time at Appleforth’s over,” came Ms Coles cool voice behind him.

Hugo – who had the door half open – slowly shut it. There was no way he was not seeing the year out. His parents had sunk a fortune into his education. Without Appleforth there’d be no Oxbridge, and without Oxbridge there’d be no master of the universe career. Hugo had yet to grasp that was already in doubt with the country already changing so much under the new government. That’s why he turned. That’s why he met Ms Coles eye defiantly.

“So much as come near me with that thing and you’ll never work at a college again. I know my rights. I know you can’t do jack shit to me without some sort of official college guidelines.”

“Oh Hugo, I don’t know who you think you are – where you think you are. But I assure you I have every authority to do what’s necessary in the interests of the pupils at this college.” A pause, then the real kicker. “Now I’ll say this once and once only – take down your trousers and underwear and place your palms flat on my desk.”

Hugo’s sneer became a snarl. Nostrils flaring, he marched forward – there was a killer look Millie’s way – then he was at the desk quickly unbuckling his belt, yanking down trousers and boxers and slapping his palms down hard on the desk’s smooth surface. He glared at Ms Coles – this woman on a power trip (for that’s all it was and he was quite sure it wouldn’t last) – defiantly. She stared right back, the glimmer of a smile only riling him further as she stepped to his rear, her heels soft on the reddish-orange carpet.

“Pull up that shirt and let me get a good look at that bottom,” she instructed.

A frowning Hugo tugged up his shirt fully baring his backside.

“Disruptive boys. Noisy boys. Boys who don’t listen.” Hugo felt the hard wood of the paddle as it was laid flat against his ass cheeks. “Have no place at this college.”

The paddle lifted. A second passed. Then down it came with a fleshy clap that was as humiliating as it was painful.

“Boys with big egos. Boys who think they’re superior,” Ms Coles continued. “Head boys who think they’re somehow beyond the rules.” The feel of the paddle, its disappearance, then return – its resounding clap even louder than the first. “Have no place at this college.”

Hugo sucked in a breath wincing, then once again felt the paddle against his increasingly tender skin.

“Boys who enter the girls dorms without permission. Boys who make threats. Boys who can’t keep their hands to themselves. Don’t belong at this college.”

This time there was barely a gap between the paddle lifting, then landing even harder than the first two times, eliciting from Hugo a grimacing groan.

“Boys with potty mouths. Boys who show their superiors no respect. Don’t belong at this college.”

Thwack.

Then quiet, except for Hugo’s heavy breathing.

“Anything you’d like to add?” Sara asked of Millie.

“A few things,” said the girl rising. She took the paddle. She stepped up behind Hugo.

This is not happening, this is not happening, he told himself, pressing his forehead to the desk feeling slightly dizzy. The press of the paddle against his now burning buttocks and Millie’s voice lifted it.

“Don’t you ever think you’re the boss of me. Don’t you ever treat another girl like you treated me.”

The crash of the paddle as Millie made full use of her tennis arm, jerked him forward, made him gasp. And just when he thought it was done, down it came again with added venom. Finally there was silence.

“I think those cheeks are red enough. Pull up those trousers,” said Ms Coles.

Hugo did so, not needing to be told twice.

“I’m going to have Millie here keeping an extra special eye on you. Any more insolent behaviour. Any displeasing her and you’ll be back in this office in a heartbeat. And next time I won’t be going easy. Is that clear?”

Hugo tightening his belt buckle, found the words a struggle. “Yes, miss,” he dredged upwards and out.

“Good boy. Now get out of my sight.”

Hugo, keeping his eyes downcast, unable to even look Millie’s way as he passed her, did exactly that.

The female staff were gathered at one end of the long faculty table, the men the other – both sexes browsing the newest set of policies that Sara was about to implement.

“I think you’ll find they’ll prove most effective in speeding along the boys development,” she said. “I’m quite convinced strengthening disciplinary measures, continuing along the lines of equal carrot and stick and not letting them rest easy, is the way to go.”

“Here, here,” concurred Harriet supportively at her side.

The men; wringing hands, holding foreheads, staring miserably at the laminated sheet of paper before them were a lot less accepting of the measures.

“You can’t seriously expect us to be on board with this?” said Handsy Harrison. “Mandatory morning runs for all male students. Doors removed from male dorms. Female supervision during showers.” A look of incredulity. “It’s ludicrous.”

“I fully expect you to be on board,” Sara shot right back. “I – we,” she said with a sideways glance at the women either side. “Have determined the measures are entirely necessary in restoring the good name of this college, more than that, setting it on path more aligned with modern trends.”

There were uneasy glances between the men. “So you’re saying this is happening with or without our approval?” beady eyed Mr Mercer piped up.

“I’m saying this is in the best interests of everyone. Including you.”

The men shifted uneasily. Sara wasn’t surprised by their resistance. These were men who’d been through the system, men who’d benefitted from the system and had the chauvinistic attitudes to prove it. Why would they want to dismantle it? What they were struggling to grasp was that their old boys club days were over whether they liked it or not.

As they sat in silence glaring her way, Mr Nicholls arrived with a tray of steaming hot cups of tea. His arrival couldn’t have been better timed. The former principal had been demoted to errand boy. Sara would have dismissed him outright if not for the amusement she got from seeing him bossed around from the very same secretaries he’d made life such a misery for. As he distributed the drinks, his diminished stature was plain for all to see.

“A little less milk,” said Verity (one for whom the reversal in leadership was particularly satisfying having suffered under him for so long).

Despite Mr Nicholls strained features – the former principal really did look like he could spit feathers – he took the mug held to him without complaint. Which again was more than helpful in showing the way to all the male staff. Why did he put up with it? Sara supposed Appleforth was in his blood. That there was little else out there for him.

“Bring along some bickies while you’re at,” said another woman.

And now the mask slipped a little further as his eyes bulged. There was a glare towards Sara – no doubt poisonous thoughts ticking away with it – who stared right back cool as a cucumber. She watched him leave with his silver tray and the single mug, and tucking a wayward strand of hair back behind an ear, returned her gaze back to the male faculty.

“And if we aren’t willing to comply with these changes?” asked one long faced and straggly haired professor sort.

“Then you know where the door is,” replied Sara.

That particular professor would be gone before the month was through. Other male staff followed in his wake. Though most stayed finding little alternative (other similarly esteemed colleges were changing along similar lines) and that just like former Principal Nicholls, Appleforth ran through them like a stick of rock.

As for those that did leave, Sara had no trouble finding many smart, strict women eager to play their part in Appleforth’s new feminist orientated curriculum. It tipped the staff’s male to female ratio in favour of the women. Very quickly there was an entirely different feel to the faculty that reflected the college as a whole.
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Hugo paced the dorm room – back and forth, back and forth – the same persistent and nagging questions flashing big and bold: How do we stop this? How the hell do we get things back the way they were? Marcus and Lewis looked as stumped for ideas as he was. They were boys not used to feeling disempowered.

“You tell your parents what’s going on?” asked Marcus from the brown sofa.

Lewis, leaning back against a wall, gave a look that said, Yeah and fat lot of good it did. Hugo knew that feeling; he’d been fed some crap about toughing it out, adapting to the new rules. That was his mother – all cheery and not really getting it. As for his father, he seemed distracted with business problems (which was always the way). And so as far as he – they – were concerned, they were on their own.

“You know Holly Brisby was supervising the boys showers this morning,” said Lewis.

“You’re joking?” said Marcus, aghast.

“Uh-uh.”

The two boys held one another’s eye, picturing the scene, each putting themselves there, each thinking how unfair is that? They glanced to Hugo who’d stopped pacing and was staring similarly miffed.

“It’s all because of her,” he said sulkily. “Because Pinkie’s out of his depth and she’s taken control.”

“Miss Coles?” asked Lewis.

“Who else,” said Hugo. Jesus just mention of her name had his blood running hot. “The deluded bitch is trying to teach us a lesson. But if she thinks we’re going to accept this shit and just roll over, she’s got another thing—”

Hugo’s words dried up in his throat as a certain someone swanned straight into the room.

“Looking good, boys,” smiled Millie.

“What the hell. Get out!” said Hugo.

“Hmmm,” the pigtailed girl hummed in contemplation. “No.”

“You have got to be yanking my chain.”

“I thought you were slow Hugo. But not that slow. Don’t you get it, we girls can go wherever we want – including the boys dorms. That’s why you no longer have any doors. I guess Miss Coles didn’t think you deserved any privacy,” Millie teased.

“I said out,” said Hugo.

Millie eyed him with a challenging stare, not moving an inch. It had Hugo blowing out his cheeks in an exasperated puff.

“Get lost you two,” she said, glancing back at his friends.

“Stay. You’re going nowhere,” Hugo countered, then looking to Millie, “You’ve got five seconds or I’m dragging you out by those pigtails.”

“Kinky.” Millie, unnervingly, seemed not in the least bit perturbed by the threat.

“Five, four, three…” Hugo started forward.

“Are you really sure about this, Hugo? You wouldn’t want me to give you another paddling, would you?”

“What? You paddled Hugo?” asked a disbelieving Marcus.

“Technically it was me and Miss Coles. Either way he got a very red—”

“All right, out!” Hugo glared at Marcus and Lewis before they learned anymore of that day he’d been trying to wipe from his memory.

Millie watched the two boys leave the room with a triumphant smile. Then was asking Hugo with obvious amusement, “How is that bottom anyway? Still sore?”

He bit his lip, staring daggers. “What do you want?”

“What do you think I want?” she asked, sauntering forward, picking the tip of Hugo’s tie from his shirt. Confident, unnervingly confident she stared into his eyes.

“You know what, Millie, I have no idea. One minute you’re flirting, giving me all kinds of signals, the next you’re accusing me of god knows what.”

“Oh poor boy, so confused.”

“Drop the patronising bullshit,” said Hugo.

But Millie didn’t, only layered it on thicker. “You think it’s wise to speak to me like that? One word from me and you’ll be kissing goodbye to your fancy education, that’s for sure.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Wouldn’t I?”

Hugo saw in her unwavering stare she meant business. More than that, saw she understood it gave her a certain leverage.

“Your days of taking what you want and tossing it aside are done,” she said, still playing with the tip of his tie.

“Please,” said Hugo dismissively. He swatted her hand from his tie.

“So ignorant,” said Millie, picking the tie up again and resuming her patronising tone. “Don’t you see, you’re on the losing side. It’s not just Appleforth. Every where’s changing to the detriment of boys like you.”

Hugo stood bristling – for once lost for words – partly because he knew deep down there was truth to what Millie was saying. The new female party in government, the arrival of Ms Coles; he was connecting the dots and not liking what he saw. Millie seemed to sense this dawning understanding and visibly radiate glee. Smile flickering, she quickly spun, and catching Hugo by surprise, dragged him on almost stumbling by his tie.

“This your room?” she asked, poking her head into a bedroom.

Hugo didn’t answer, simply watched half stunned as she stepped into the space acting like she owned the place. “Messy boy,” she said, picking a wayward sock from a pile of clothing strewn across the floor and dangling it to him.

“Who do you think you are, my mother?” said Hugo, grabbing the sock and chucking it into a drawer.

“Maybe. Maybe that’s what you need. A good firm hand to keep you in check.”

“Okay, whatever.” Eyebrows raised, Hugo flicked his head to the door. “Are you done?”

“I’ve not even started. Now bend over the bed and show me that cute ass of yours.”

“What?” Hugo chuckled in amazement. “No, no fucking way,” he flat out refused.

Millie stared straight faced, before making for the door. “Then to Miss Coles office it is.”

“Wait,” said Hugo grabbing her.

Millie looked from the hand tight at her upper arm to his face unimpressed. Hugo swiftly let go.

“Over the bed. Or I walk and you land yourself in a whole heap of trouble.”

“I haven’t done anything, Millie.”

“You’ve done plenty.”

“Like what? Chasing girls? Flirting? Look at the way you’re dressed – what do you expect?”

Millie stared even more unimpressed. “This isn’t a debate Hugo. Get over that bed and show me that ass or…” She let the threat hang heavy in the silence, till Hugo was marching forward.

“You’re obsessed with my ass that much, Millie. Then here…” He whipped down his flies, yanked his boxers and trousers to his ankles together. “There it is. Happy now? Pleased. Got what you came fo—”

Millie’s palm struck his rear with a fleshy clap. “Shut up and take off the shirt,” she said not missing a beat.

Hugo glared around at her.

“Take it off.” Again she was unwavering in her stare.

Hugo turned back to the bed and wall muttering obscenities as he started on the shirt buttons.

“Less talk,” said Millie with another spanking hit.

Hugo chucked the shirt aside with no little anger. Then Millie was instructing him to lean forward and stick out his ass. A lump at his throat, Hugo proceeded to feel her groping touch at butt cheeks that retained a warm pinkish glow from the previous week.

“Let’s see if we can get that colour back up, shall we?” said Millie. She didn’t wait for a reply. His right ass cheek took the full force of another of Millie’s swinging hands.

“You know this is your genders future, right Hugo. Nothing but playthings for us girls.”

“Don’t push it, Millie.” Ha! Push it! Hugo didn’t exactly know when the point had passed, but the time for threats was long over.

“We’re smarter, sexier and sneakier,” Millie ignored him. “And know just how to keep you boys in check.”

Hugo opened his mouth to refute this, only for Millie to shut it with yet another firm strike of her palm.

“How many’s that?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Hugo mumbled. His head was spinning.

“Best get counting. Ten to go.”

And so with each meaty slap, Hugo counted; his voice weak, his throat all clenched up. And there was more than just the stinging sensation radiating out across his bottom. “Ten…Nine…Eight…Seven…” To his dismay, he was stiffening.

“Such a wonderful colour,” said Millie of his red hued ass. She lay a palm flat against a cheek. Her touch was soft and soothing and had Hugo inhaling slowly. Despite his best efforts, his cock wasn’t going down. Quite the opposite in fact.

“Going to be sore though,” continued Millie and delightedly so. The palm disappeared from his rear but only for the briefest of seconds as it reconnected with a meaty clap.

Biting his lips. Closing his eyes. Stiffening further. “Six,” said Hugo.

“I think somebody’s going to be thinking of me every time they sit down.” A giggle. Another fleshy hit.

“Five,” counted Hugo. Why was he taking this? Why wasn’t he telling her this had gone far enough? a voice asked small and distant from somewhere in the depths of his mind. Another spanking hit silenced it. “Four.”

The last three hits landed as hard as the rest.

“You could stop traffic with that bottom,” said Millie, giving it a tender stroke, then stepping back and settling against the doorframe admiring her work.

Hugo stayed stock still where he was – quiet – suspiciously quiet.

“Turn to me,” said Millie, sensing something was up.

Hugo bit his lip still willing himself to soften. But the more he tried, the more he felt his rigid solidity straining upwards. Had he ever felt so stiff?

“Are you deaf?” came Millie’s voice behind. She was fully intent on seeing what he was hiding. She’d accept nothing less. And Hugo knew it.

He straightened and feeling like a condemned man, turned on the spot. Millie’s eyes widened behind her glasses, mouth gaping there was the barely perceptible pant of a chuckle. But Hugo heard it all right. And he’d be hearing it again during a sleepless night in which he’d be replaying this moment – that long lingering disbelieving and triumphant look of Millie’s – over and over.

Finally her eyes met his and there was nothing that needed saying; he’d enjoyed her spanking, been turned on by her discipling hand – and know she knew it – and how could Hugo deny it, what with his raging hard erection. He stood in the moment feeling nothing but the burn of humiliation.

Millie bumped her shoulder off the doorframe, there was a sideways glance his way – at you know what projecting upwards – and with one last beaming smile that she made sure he saw, was striding back through the dorm room chuckling. Hugo remained standing in the silence for a good five seconds, before quickly yanking up both his trousers and boxer shorts, mind still reeling, body still humming with the arousal and soreness of a spanking that had revealed oh so much about the new power dynamic between head boy and head girl.

“Will they ever learn?” asked Harriet, gazing out from the faculty window at the naked boy stood on a slab of paving positioned intentionally right by the path.

“I hope not. Much more fun this way,” said Sara.

Sipping their mugs of warm tea, the two women exchanged a smile.

“Is he still out there?” came the female voice turning them both. Erica – a voluptuous redhead with a penchant for colourful satin blouses and high hemmed flowing skirts, was one of Sara’s new recruits.

“I take it you’re referring to Martin,” said Sara.

“That boy,” said Erica, joining her and Harriet at the window. “Got a mouth like a motor and the arrogance of a PM in waiting.”

“Doesn’t look so cocky now,” said Harriet.

Martin was beginning to flush at sight of a group of girls appearing on the path. They stopped right in front of him. One uniformed girl whispered to another and there was an eruption of giggles. Another boldly reached out, flicking a finger at a shrunken penis (unfortunately for Martin it wasn’t the warmest of days). More laughter. More no doubt humiliating comments that had the boy’s face reddening further.

“I suspect Martin’s bothersome days are behind him,” said Sara, watching the group of girls walk on still laughing amongst themselves. “I doubt he’ll want to find himself in this position again.”

“Doesn’t look a happy chappie, does he?” chuckled Harriet.

“No he most certainly does not,” said Erica with gleeful undertone. Which didn’t surprise Sara in the least; all the women she’d added to Appleforth’s payroll thought along similar lines to herself – that boys needed strong, firm, discipline, even a little humiliation when required. That a world in which the male understood his place would be a better one.

“Quite remarkable how a little nudity can strip a boy of his delusions of grandeur,” Erica contemplated still peering down at naked Martin.

“Yes, the standing stone’s been a very welcome addition,” said Sara with a pointed look at Harriet who’d come up with the idea.

Harriet had another sip of tea looking very pleased with herself.

“Maybe the no clothes policy should be extended to the boys PE classes,” said Erica.

Sara followed her eyeline to the edge of a field and the male runners in their blue shorts and white T-shirts.

“There’s an idea,” said Harriet, eyes positively twinkling.

“I’ll make sure to make note of it,” smiled Sara.

The three women stood a moment in silence picturing the scenario – in Sara’s case quickly warming to it.

“Oh well,” said Erica, “suppose I should go down and put the boy out of his misery.”

“Why not wait another five minutes,” said Sara, noticing another group of girls appearing on the path below – much to Martin’s consternation.

Erica looked to them. “Why not indeed,” she said, enjoying the show.
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The students sat assembled in the main hall as was the tradition at the start of every new semester. There was a palpable frisson – an expectant energy – and it wasn’t coming from the boys who sat maudlin and wary looking. And with good reason. Rumours had been swirling for days now about some new disciplinary measure about to be introduced at their expense. The female students, talkative, very much responsible for the din of noise rippling around the hall, were all too happy to add to that speculation. Indeed, much had changed since the students had last been all grouped together. And Hugo didn’t like it, didn’t like it one bit.

He scanned the faces behind him; the girls chatty, smiley, confident demeanours. One whispering to a boy, making him give a sulky eyeroll. Another within earshot saying, “I hear this is going to be good.” Then there was Mr Nicholls standing towards the back of the hall. A traitor. A big bald numpty as far as Hugo was concerned. You gave them this – two hundred years of male elitism flushed down the drain at your hand. A palm gently squeezing Hugo’s thigh turned him forward again. And there was Millie with the same confident, half smiling expression as so many of the girls.

“I think you’re going to enjoy this,” she said.

“Enjoy what?” As head boy Hugo would have known practically everything about the goings on at Appleforth. But not now.

“You’ll see,” Millie teased, just like she’d been teasing him for weeks now at every opportunity.

Hugo felt a sobering stirring at his crotch and cleared his throat, sat up a little straighter. Millie observed all this with no little delight.

“Remember I know what you like. What you can’t resist,” she said, giving his thigh two soft pats and settling back.

Hugo stared towards her while she acted like he didn’t exist, an all-consuming desire, maddening, but impossible to deny, blowing through him like a hot wind over jagged peaks. Ahead the click of heels turned him forward to the lectern and Ms Coles arrival at it. She was put together as flawlessly as she always was; a short-sleeved figure-hugging dress (this one a rich burgundy), an elegant silver wristwatch, that sleek dark bob tucked behind an ear on one side. It all added to the impression of utmost competency, drive and business-like focus. And while the majority of the boys had previously dismissed her as just another flunky, now they knew differently.

There were no catcalls or whistles or lude larky comments to one another. Indeed any boy that was speaking at all was quickly hushed by female students who’d come to regard the woman with something close to reverence. And why wouldn’t they? She’d been the one who’d taken control and led Appleforth in a new direction, a direction they of course very much agreed with. Sara scanned the silent hall slowly from left to right with an authoritative poise that made boys like Hugo’s skin prickle. There was no reverence on his part. Only the feeling that an enemy remained in their midst.

“I see we’re making progress,” Sara broke the silence. Her enunciation clear. Her voice carrying to the back of the hall where Mr Nicholls looked on in hangdog expression. “That some of you have greeted warmly the changes implemented since my being here.” A look to the girls enthusiastic faces. “That a number of others remain more sceptical. Well, let me put some minds at rest. The feedback I have had is that classrooms are calmer, students less fidgety and disruptive.” She didn’t say it, but she didn’t have to, the boys knew who she was referring to. “That the environment for learning is greatly improved. But none of that is to say we cannot do better. That we won’t do better.”

“Wait for it,” whispered Millie, bright and eager looking.

“While there are many who have been open minded to my changes,” Sara continued. “There are those who still remain – how shall I put it – bullish and intransigent. Those that think my being here is entirely unwarranted. Those that would have been happy to see Appleforth continue on as it was.”

Yes, yes, hell yes! a voice sounded loud in Hugo’s head. It might well have spoken for the entire male student body – not to mention faculty – alike.

“I’m afraid that was never going to be allowed to happen. You see society’s changing and you students need to change with it.” A pause. The shadow of a smile passing over the brunette’s attractive features (or was that just Hugo’s imagination). “It is in such a context that I’d like to introduce you to my newest measure in making Appleforth all it can be and instilling in you the life skills and character necessary to thrive beyond it. A measure that I’m sure you’ll agree will prove most effective in incentivising good behaviour and disciplining bad.”

Hugo glanced to Millie as she leaned forward, placing a hand under her chin as she stared with an unblinking, expectant look.

“Harriet,” said Ms Coles, looking to an open door to her left. “Bring the boy in would you please.”

Smart, slightly mumsy looking Ms Hawthorne stepped through the doorway. There was a beckoning finger back the way she’d come, then into the hall the ginger haired boy followed – utterly starkers from head to toe. Hugo’s gaze couldn’t help but drop and spot the black chastity encasing his most intimate part. Around him there were gasps, “Oh my gods,” a rising swell of titters.

“Right here, Harry,” said Ms Coles, pointing to a spot by the lectern.

The boy came to stop facing his fellow students, eyes lowered, cheeks growing a darker shade of red by the second. Somewhere in the audience a girl wolf-whistled. All the while a chatty murmur of giggling girlish voices filled the hall. Ms Coles did nothing to stop it, but simply looked to the boy seemingly enjoying his humiliation. Hugo watched this unfold, incredulity and disbelief giving way to rising irritation and dismay.

“Your face is priceless,” whispered Millie, grinning from ear to ear.

Hugo was still giving her an ice-cold stare when Ms Coles resumed speaking, silencing the sniggers, giggles, and laughing clamour in an instant.

“Restraint. Control. Self-sacrifice.” A glance at nude Harry whose cheeks were beetroot. “The ability to put ones needs second and another’s first, are all qualities severely lacking in the male Appleforth student. The male chastity – modelled so beautifully here – will I believe go some way to addressing those faults.”

I’m dreaming, I have to be dreaming, thought Hugo, pinching himself in a moment of out of body discombobulation. But still he remained seated right where he was, Millie next to him looking so righteously smug, ahead of him that infuriating bitch Ms Coles still wittering on about male chastity’s of all things. And there as if to round off the surreality of the moment, nude Harry next to her looking like he wanted the floor to envelop him.

“That’s why the devices will be on hand to any girl that wants them,” Ms Coles continued. “It will entirely be in their discretion to lock up any boy of their choosing. Become his key holder. And in doing so develop their own skills of leadership and responsibility while teaching a little humility.”

A final broad smile and Ms Coles was stepping from the lectern – Harry following in her wake like a loyal puppy. No sooner gone than the hall was erupting into a clamour of loud excited girlish voices. Hugo felt Millie’s palm settle on his thigh and looked to her.

“Guess we should discuss sizes. I’m thinking the more restrictive the better,” she grinned.

The male chastity’s would prove very much in demand. A day after Sara’s announcement, Millie sat at a table in the gymnasium with Suki, handing them out to any girl that wanted one. And there were plenty who did. A line snaked out the door and didn’t let up until after lunchtime. It was just one further example of the girls empowerment. Change was sweeping through Appleforth. Its patriarchal structure was being smashed to smithereens. And one woman was happily wielding the hammer.

Sara watched the caretaker carry away the last of the certificates, trophies, photographs and memorabilia dedicated to male academic achievement, and turned to the now empty cabinet feeling a trill of delight at what it would soon be filled with. “That worlds over, boys,” she muttered under her breath. Appleforth shall remain an island no longer.

Content after another productive day, she was about to head off, when a sound – laughter? – turned her. She stood a moment listening – classes were supposed to be long over – then there it was again, a kind of grunt, followed unmistakeably by giggling. No, most definitely not her imagination. Sara slowly walked the corridor, making sure her heels didn’t tap too loudly. She was already aware of the voices before she reached the room. There she peeked in.

“I won’t warn you again,” said a girl with shiny waist length black hair. “Be quiet.”

Mr Harrison bit his lip. He was tied to a whiteboard at his outstretched wrists. His shirt hung open and unbuttoned. His trousers and briefs were down around his ankles.

“Girls, you stop this right this instant. That’s an order,” he said, his attempt at authority so completely at odds with his position that Sara had to hold back a chuckle to stop from giving herself away.

“Ooh, it’s an order is it?” mocked a girl with a plaited ponytail. “Well I don’t think you’re in any position to be giving us orders.”

The utterly exposed teacher gulped. “You’re going to be in a world of trouble for this,” he warned.

“Us in trouble?” said a third girl, a busty blonde. She was holding the teacher’s belt – slapping it against a palm with menace. “The only one that’s in trouble is you.”

Mr Harrison’s lips pressed tight, nostrils flaring as he fell silent.

“Always flirting. Always touching us girls inappropriately. You really should know better,” said the black-haired girl having a good feel of her own.

“Handsy Harrison that’s what everyone calls you,” said the ponytailed girl, also exploring the hardening teacher. “Can’t keep your hands to yourself, can you?”

“I, I—” Mr Harrison began, only to feel the sharp thwack of the belt against his jutting manhood.

“Shush you,” said the busty blonde. “Don’t make us gag you.”

“Maybe he wants to be gagged,” said ponytails.

“He certainly looks like he’s enjoying himself,” said the black-haired girl, leaning right up against the bound teacher, rolling a nipple between her fingers.

“So much to learn, so much to teach,” said the bigger breasted girl, snapping the belt, making Harrison grunt and each girl snicker.

Watching on from the doorway, Sara finally made her entrance.

“Thank God,” said Harrison, relief washing over his features as he eyed her.

Conversely the girls snickering stopped at once. They each took a step back from the whiteboard and splayed teacher as Sara approached. It was the girl with the long black hair that spoke. “Miss, we were just—”

“Teaching Mr Harrison here a lesson. Yes, I can see.” Sara stepped in front of him, gaze wandering over his exposed body – remaining a few seconds on a semi stiff penis colouring a little from its belting.

“Sara, untie me,” hissed Harrison, a quizzical urgency to his tone suggesting he was wondering why she wasn’t already doing just that.

“Or not,” said the black-haired girl, sensing the new headmistress’s hesitation. “I mean, he deserves it, right?”

Sara held the girls eye a moment before returning her gaze to Handsy Harrison feeling a horny flutter between her thighs.

“Sara,” said the bound male, seeing something in her look that had panic creeping into his voice. “They’ve gone quite mad. They’re wild. They’re—”

Sara’s hand snapped out in a blur, slapping his manhood, bouncing it down and up again in a satisfying arc. She looked to the trio of female students who wore expressions of open-mouthed astonishment, rapidly advancing to pants of delight, smirks of amusement. “As you were, girls,” she said, turning and walking.

“Sara, you can’t be serious. Sara? Sara!” Harrison fumed struggling against the college ties restraining him.

“Don’t forget the lights, ladies,” said Sara, ignoring him entirely. She stopped at the doorway, glancing back to see the three girls approaching the panicked teacher like three hunters zeroing in on their kill. Striding out along the corridor past the empty cabinet, she heard Harrison’s high-pitched cries – a fresh flutter of arousal leaving her tingling excitedly below.
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Some kind of precipice had been passed and deep down Hugo knew it. There’d been more calls home, more brainstorming with the boys, more pestering of Pinkie to do something – all to no avail. What was happening was a sacrilege. Appleforth wasn’t just a college in his eyes, it was an institution for the future great and good and well connected. A launchpad to the top tier of universities and careers, a major stepping stone to the inevitable trappings of wealth and success.

In short life for an Appleforth boy was supposed to be one of privilege and entitlement with the expectation that it would always be so. But such presumptions had been blown apart this year. And how quickly, thought Hugo, still disbelieving as he pushed through a set of double doors marking the boundary of the girls dormitories. There was no easy swagger, no lingering at a group of girls loitering in a doorway. He passed quickly, eyes down, body ever so slightly tensed. A queue of boys lined up ahead had him frowning.

“What’s going on?” he asked, having strode to its front.

A boy with a little quiff, sloped against the corridor wall, gave him a surly look – a look he’d been seeing a lot of lately – and before he could say anything, a door was opening, another boy, this one strapping, stepped from the room, zipping up his flies, then hurrying off down the corridor flustered looking. Hugo turned back to the shut door.

“Next!” called a female from behind it.

The boy at the front of the queue started forward, only for Hugo to knock passed him. He stepped inside the dorm room, stopping in his tracks with a nervy roll at what greeted him. Millie wasn’t alone, but sat on a sofa flanked by petite blonde roommate Suki and brown skinned Indie. Another girl, Lyla – wavy haired and willowy – sat on cushioned chair, an open notebook on her lap. Each was as ridiculously sexy as the next in their different ways – and didn’t they seem to know it – but none a match for Millie as far as Hugo was concerned.

“Hello, Hugo,” she said. “Shut the door and come stand over here.”

Fighting a feisty urge to tell her where to go, Hugo shut the door and stepped a little uncertainly over to where the girls sat gathered. Sight of a camera phone propped on a tripod in front of Millie didn’t ease his worries.

“X marks the spot,” said button nosed Suki, with the air of a cat playing with a mouse.

He glanced down and planted his feet on the cross of white tape. Then Millie was reaching forward and pressing a button on the phone.

“State your name please,” she said.

Hugo ignored this. “Why am I here, Millie?” he asked with as much directness and authority as he could muster.

“Because we’re creating a website,” said Lyla.

“A website to show you boys off,” said Indie.

“Entirely for our amusement and viewing pleasure,” said Suki.

Hugo’s gaze darted around each of the girls as they spoke, resettling on Millie.

“So state your name and strip,” she said. “Or do you want to be spending the rest of the calendar year in that new accessory of yours?”

Hugo’s stomach knotted. Millie had done what she’d promised, despite his attempts to evade, even hide like so many of the boys who’d faced a similar fate, but had ultimately been given an impossible choice; either put it on or face Ms Coles and most likely expulsion. And so he’d locked up his most intimate body part and handed over the key. And now he stared at that shiny piece of metal dangling from a necklace at Millie’s breasts. That’s what he’d come for. That’s fully what he was expecting her to use to unlock him and put him out of his horny torment. But no.

“Time’s ticking,” she said, legs crossed, hands clutching a high socked knee as she observed him keenly.

Hugo found himself gulping as he loosened his tie, as he stared directly at Millie feeling some part of himself shrivel a little. It certainly wasn’t what was between his legs. He felt the now familiar press he’d been waking with each morning since the damn thing had been on. He felt hot and edgy and slightly fuzzy headed. If he was a lot less sure of everything he’d ever assumed, one thing he was certain about was that Millie wasn’t messing around. She was deadly serious – acting like he’d have acted if he could have gotten away with it. Which in numerous ways – before Ms Coles arrival – he had.

With a mumbling mutter he said his name and dropped the tie. The four girls glanced at one another with barely contained glee. After the tie came his blazer then shirt, after that his shoes and trousers and socks. In nothing but his navy boxers, Hugo paused.

“Come on,” he said. “This is humiliating. This is so…” He searched for the right word but could only come up with a moany, “Unfair.”

“Uh-uh,” said Millie, having none of it. “Unfair is the way you’ve been treating us girls since forever. This, this is just payback.”

Hugo’s stomach knotted tighter. “But what about those woke values you’re always carping on about. This is hardly—”

“Hugo, you’re not going to worm your way out of this,” said Millie. “Now either get lost and face the consequences. Or lose the undies.”

Hugo glanced from Lyla to Indie to Suki and back to Millie, taking in their looks of extreme smugness. “Fine,” he said, feeling anything but as he yanked down his boxers, stepped out of them, and dropped them onto his pile of clothing. “There I’m naked. Happy?”

“Just a bit,” said Suki, stifling giggles.

Hugo shot her a scowl.

“Put your hands at your sides and slowly turn,” instructed Millie.

“Yeah show us that butt, chastity boy,” said Indie.

Despite the needling irritation, despite the fact he felt utterly objectified, Hugo turned on the spot feeling the flame of his arousal burn hotter. He came to a stop again facing the four girls. Lyla leant from her chair to Suki, whispering something to the cute blonde that had her throwing her head back in laughter.

“Looks like somebody’s getting desperate,” said Millie, drawing his eye down to the chastity and his cock straining against its black restraint. “Oh well, guess you’ll have to be a good boy and learn to wait.”

Hugo looked back up and across at the head girl – even as his insides flared hot, there was grudging respect for the girl’s wicked teasing.

“Now come sit. On the floor. I want you to witness every stage of the creation of this website of ours.”

Hugo struggling to think of anything but being unlocked, went and sat with his ass on the floor and his back to the sofa between Millie and Suki.

“Next!” called out Indie.

The boy with the little quiff (good looking like all the boys they wanted to see were) stepped into the room shutting the door behind. He took in the four girls. He took in Hugo naked and sitting on the floor. He took in the camera on its tripod.

“X marks the spot, stupid,” said Suki.

The boy tentatively stepped over to the white cross.

“State your name for the camera please,” said Lyla.

“Charlie, Charlie Fischer,” said the boy slightly wide-eyed.

“Well Charlie, let’s see what you’ve got,” said Millie. “Why don’t you go ahead and get naked just like Hugo here for us,”

Hugo felt Millie’s hand patting his shoulder twice, before settling there. He shared a look with the boy that pretty much said: They’ve got the upper hand and we’re screwed. Maybe it was the humiliated head boy’s presence, but there was no delay, no attempt to talk his way out of the situation like Hugo. As Charlie stripped, Hugo dropped his head, only for Millie to yank it back up by his hair.

“Oh no, you’re seeing this, you’re seeing what all the Appleforth boys have had coming for oh so long,” she said, voice soaked through with schadenfreude.

It had Hugo breathing heavily as he watched on, cock throbbing, mind whirling ever onwards seemingly without end.

Sara didn’t knock. Because there was no door to knock on. Not that she would have anyway. She strode into the male changing room barely breaking stride. A pair of male buttocks – very firm male buttocks at that – had her stopping and standing silently, indulging herself for a moment. The man twisting his upper body, stretching one arm out over his head, then the other, wasn’t aware of the headmistress’s presence till she cleared her throat.

“Ah, Miss Coles,” he said on turning.

Sara’s gaze wandered slowly over the body of her latest recruit. A body that verged on the scandalous such was its chiselled perfection. “Hunter,” she said in reply, a lilt of amusement in her voice doing little to hide her enjoyment at having such a fine example of the male form completely naked before her. “All warmed up, are we?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Ma’am, the form of address tickled Sara – it spoke of importance and authority on her part, subservience and compliance on his. Which was exactly the way it was and how it should be.

“Well then, let’s take you outside to meet the boys.” There was another glance at a penis that really was something to behold. Glimmer of a smile playing, she turned and walked, leading the buff PE teacher out along the corridor. “I take it you know the cross-country route?” she asked, not turning.

“Across the field. Round the old oak tree. Back along past the girls dormitories and the main building,” Hunter answered.

“That’s right. You’ll no doubt have quite the audience for the run in, but as I’m sure you agree, it’s all good, character forming stuff.”

“A little nudity never hurt anyone, did it?”

“My thoughts entirely,” said Sara, all the while thinking: why would you think anything but with a body like that. She pushed and held open the door to outside. “After you.”

“Thanks,” smiled Hunter on passing.

“No, thank you,” murmured Sara, ogling those firm buttocks for the second time in five minutes as she stepped out into the blue skied morning.

The twenty or so boys were gathered at the side of the gymnasium in their white T-shirts and blue sports shorts. Their faces on seeing the studly specimen that was Hunter walking stark naked next to fully clothed Sara said everything. Get used to it boys, this is what double standards look like, thought Sara, a thought transgressive enough from previous norms to outright thrill.

“Boys, meet your new PE teacher, Hunter,” Sara said doing entirely away with the Mr, after all, they were all just boys, whatever their age. And besides, Hunter was just the kind of silly name young males seemed to respond to. “As you can see he’s very much proof of what he preaches.”

A look at the nude hunk had him smiling modestly.

“Listen to what he says. Follow his instruction and you’ll not only stay out of my bad books, but be fitter and healthier too.” Not that Sara gave much of a stuff about that – her main priority remained teaching these boys some humility and respect. “Now Hunter here is going to be taking you on your morning runs.”

“What, like that?” asked one boy staring incredulous. And he wasn’t the only one.

“Yes,” said Sara. “Like that. And he’s setting an example you’ll all be following.”

There were worried looks, more than a few frowns – some slow coaches yet to cotton on. For the latter Sara spelt it out.

“From now on your PE classes will be taken in the nude. I’ll let you’ll keep the trainers, but everything else off.”

Immediately rumbling grumbles of discontent began to rise. Sara shut it down with a clap of her hands.

“You’ll do what I say. And do it now. Or face far worse.”

The boys couldn’t possibly doubt that, knowing, seeing, experiencing the policies she’d overseen. And sure enough, one boy then another began undressing till there wasn’t one of them not removing what had been their sports kit. Sara shot Hunter a look that said, this is what authority looks like, this is what we – women – have a natural inclination for. She turned back to the twenty or so boys entirely under her command. Without exception they stood hands out in front trying to cover themselves. Which just wouldn’t do.

“Hands by your sides, boys,” she instructed.

There were frowns. There were gulps. But just as before they complied. Some of the boys had big thick dicks, others more closely resembled little micro penises. Some were locked in chastity – which particularly tickled Sara (knowing it was her doing). Her eyes slowly scanned across the naked bodies, the blushing boys. And as she did so, the sound of snickering snorts came from behind and off to one side. She turned to see a group of girls in their short red hockey skirts – sticks in hand – gawping, smiling, laughing and pointing. The boys hands snapped back to their fronts in a blink.

“What did say?” said Sara, not in the least bit bothered by the arrival of the female students. In fact, as far as she was concerned, their timing couldn’t have been better. “Move those hands,” she added a little more sternly as not one of the boys moved.

Sullen, scowling, moody, the boys reluctantly gave up the goods – and once more there were bursts of laughter at their expense. The girls heading out to the hockey pitch certainly got more than they bargained for. Which included the stud of a PE teacher each made sure to have a good gawp at.

“Why do they get to stay clothed and we don’t?” asked one boy sulkily.

Sara made a mental note of the spiky haired boy. He’d be learning just why at the end of her cane in her office this afternoon. Along with why he shouldn’t be speaking when not prompted. In the meantime, she said simply, without needing to explain herself further, “Because I say so.”

She paused a moment to see if any of the others had big enough balls to challenge her. Evidently not, she noted at their silence, before glancing to Hunter as she stepped to one side.

“All right, boys,” he said, full of eager puppy dog energy. “Let’s get ourselves warmed up. Twenty-star jumps.”

There were groans. There were glances across to Sara, which was enough to have them following Hunter’s lead; arms and legs snapping outwards, balls and willies bouncing. Sara observed them, hands behind her back, her still poise in complete contrast to the boys energetic movements.

“Okay, let’s do this,” said Hunter, shaking out his limbs on completion of the jumps and starting off on the run.

Sara had another ogling look at that ripped body as the boys fell in behind him. She was still staring when the jeering leer sounded as the group passed the hockey pitch. More than a glimmer, a lip curving upwards on a closed smile, Sara headed back to the main building – leaving the items of scattered sports kit (she’d have someone dispose of them later) – to join the rest of the female staff in the faculty room to enjoy the view.
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An open tub of cream. A half-eaten punnet of strawberries. Twittering songbirds. A bubbling brook trickling gently nearby. Soft sunlight slanting through greening trees and into the forest glade.

“Yes, yes, right there,” urged Millie, literally grinding her swollen clit head over Hugo’s outstretched and licking tongue.

He lay on his front, half off the picnic blanket from which Millie gave her instruction, his nakedness pressing the soft grass, his shoulders, his back, his ass, feeling the pleasant warmth of the soft spring sunshine.

“Oh yeah, right there, right there, righhh—oooohh!” Millie shrieked on climax, head dropping backwards, a handful of picnic blanket gripped tight in each hand.

From between her thighs Hugo felt the last of the orgasmic tremors shudder through her, then was momentarily pushing up, only to collapse back down at her side. He stared up at a blue sky, half catching his breath, his own unsated arousal pulsing insistently at his loins. When did this become the way of things? When did I become so compliant to her whims? came the questions distant and fleeting. Millie rolling onto her side, smoothing down her skirt and propping her head on a hand observing him, had them vanishing.

“You’re getting better at that,” she smiled.

Taking in her look, Hugo felt an indescribable swirl at the centre of his torso – a hot mix of horny want, hell need, tinged with frustration and a little irritation that his male pride seemed incapable of letting go. He’d long tumbled down the rabbit hole and what felt like the parallel universe that Appleforth had become. But still there was that sense of his old self. What he was. What he should be. And it wasn’t this.

“Will you let me out now?” he asked, struggling to hide the desperation in his voice.

Twiddling the small key between thumb and forefinger, Millie regarded him from behind her black rimmed spectacles. In the bright light and idyllic surrounds, she didn’t look just beautiful, she looked like something from a real world Disney movie, the sexy version of a Disney movie.

“Maybe…after you feed me some more strawberries,” she said, crushing Hugo’s hopes.

His chin slumped forward onto his chest as despite his attempts to stay cool he emitted a frustrated pant. Could he take any more of this? Her lording superiority? His burning desire? He didn’t think so. And yet within the minute he was feeding a reclining Millie her cream dipped strawberries. If he’d been presented with such a scene only six months ago he’d have told you it was the imaginings of some sick and completely bogus fantasist. Yet here he was, naked, servile and stiff (at least as stiff as he could be in his locked chastity).

“Remind me again why the female is the superior sex,” said Millie, reclining on her elbows.

Hugo reached for another strawberry, insides clenching tight, cock throbbing only harder. “Because you’re calmer, more composed, more willing to work together for a good cause,” he said, barely believing what was coming out of his mouth.

“Is this a good cause, teaching you boys subordination?” Millie bit a chunk of the cream dipped strawberry held to her. She chewed. She swallowed.

“Yes,” answered Hugo, feeling like a traitor to his own sex.

“Because you’re too overly emotional for the important jobs?” Millie continued. “Because you can’t control what’s between your legs so we have to do it for you?”

“Yes,” said Hugo, feeling slightly dizzy. He tossed away the bit of strawberry with the green end and reached for another.

“You’re not just telling me what I want to hear, are you Hugo?” Millie lay a palm flat on his thigh. For one second Hugo thought he might see sparks.

“No,” he answered.

“Because you need to believe, all you boys really, really, truly need to believe.”

“I do, I believe,” said Hugo, no longer caring what he was saying or how it sounded, only wanting out of this tormenting device.

Millie held his eye. “You know Hugo, I really am rather impressed,” she said patronisingly, then chomped on the strawberry held to her.

“Please,” said Hugo faintly. “I need release. There’s exams coming up. I can’t think straight like this.”

Millie, watching him, chewing, said, “Keep going.”

“I can’t sleep. My minds full of…you.”

“Me?” Millie snorted outright. “Why how flattering.”

“It’s true. You’re on my brain twenty-four seven. I’m hot and horny and…” Hugo caught himself. So much for coolness. His eyes were big and pleading. His voice strained and needy. “Please…” he continued anyway.

Millie twiddled the key between her fingers, revelling in its power, her power. “Hmmm” she hummed. A shrug. “You have been ever so obedient.”

“So you’ll unlock me?” Hugo stared hopefully.

“I guess you’ve earned it.”

Hugo collapsed back to the blanket in relief. “Thank you, thank you, thank you,” he exclaimed.

“Don’t get too excited, you’re going right back in it,” said Millie.

“Whatever you say,” said Hugo only caring about the here and now and an end to his torment.

The key went into the lock. Millie pulled the chastity off. As soon she did so, Hugo was stiffening.

“So, so, beholden to your boy parts,” she said, almost pityingly as she brushed the tips of her fingers along the length of his rock-hard shaft. It had him twitching. It had him feeling like he might explode. “It makes you stupid. It makes you so easy to control.” Millie gave a wicked little smile as her fingertips played over his bulbous head. “Which is hot. So fucking hot.”

She took him by surprise, dipping her head and kissing him full on the lips. Body tingling from head to toe for an instant Hugo felt almost weightless. Then Millie was looking up, glancing over to the trees.

“What is it?” asked Hugo.

“I think I heard something?” she said, rising from the blanket, leaving Hugo hard and horny and desperately craving her touch.

He watched her peer through the trees, turn and beckon him over. With an impatient pant he rose and stepped over, cock still pointing to the blue sky above. Through the trees he saw what she’d seen. A game of cricket was being set up on a nearby field. It was mixed; girls in their all white trousers and polo shirts, the boys all completely naked. Hugo saw the shredded PE teacher Hunter organising the teams. He also saw several female teachers watching on from the side lines. His mouth suddenly felt dry – the unfairness, the double standard, never failed to hit him right in the guts.

“I don’t think they’ll bother us. Unless they hit a six,” smirked Millie, wrapping her fingers around Hugo’s erection and leading him back to the picnic blanket.

There she resumed her kissing, her teasing, her light-fingered strokes that had Hugo’s breathing becoming shallow, that bursting need teetering on an edge. When Millie finally pushed him over it, she did so with a single finger – ruining his orgasm – leaving him covered in his sticky mess, panting and gasping and still wanting so much more.

“Go clean yourself up, messy boy,” she said, looking right into his eyes, seeing and so obviously loving that whereas her all satisfying orgasm had swirled through her like a whirlpool of pleasure, his had been one strong gust, more or less over before it had begun.

Feeling the burn of her superiority, Hugo picked himself up and headed over to the trickling brook to wash off. Behind, Millie, laying contentedly, picked and dipped another strawberry. She’d be waiting ready with the chastity on his return.

Matriarchy Britain, ran the headline above a picture of the all female cabinet seated and smiling around the long oval table. A knock at the door and Sara was peeking over the newspaper. “Come in,” she said.

She watched as Mr Nicholls – John as he was now simply known – stepped into the office that had been his when things had been so very different.

“You wanted me?” he asked.

Sara, rising, dropped the paper on her desk, tapped its front cover with a red nail. “Looks like we’re consolidating power. Looks like you boys are stuffed.”

Stuffed was the word all right. The air seemed to go out the former principal as his eyes landed on the cover, the words, the picture. Moments such as these – seeing him so chastened – were the only reason Sara kept him around.

“I want you to sort out the filing cabinet,” she said, leading his eye to several files stacked haphazardly over the floor. “I want it arranged alphabetically, colour coded. And I want it done by noon. Understood?”

“Yes,” The next word didn’t come so easy as a little of that old fury showed on his crinkle browed face, “Headmistress.”

Sara glanced down at her slim wristwatch. “Best get moving then. You’ve not got long.”

A kind of grunt and he was trudging over to the files, heavy and dejected looking. Sara watched with no little satisfaction as he knelt and began sorting, before marching from the room. Males – all they needed was a little direction, a little female guidance to see them right. And the beauty of it was the girls had begun doing this themselves – and reaping the benefits.

Sara passed boys carrying girls bags, holding their drinks or laptops or tablets while trailing behind them with slavish devotion. Then there were the classrooms; quiet and study focused. Into one in which she peeked, she glimpsed a boy stood in a corner, trousers round his ankles, red bottom showing – a mandatory punishment many of the female teachers did simply as a matter of course to keep the boys in check. Firm, strict, uncompromising discipline – yes, thought Sara, more convinced of her methods than ever. And why would she not be? Proof of their success was all around.

She stepped into the main hall where an art classes end of year projects were on display. A mix of students milled around the paintings and sculptures, drawings and installations. There was one in particular that couldn’t but catch the eye.

“She calls it the cock. A self-explanatory title, wouldn’t you say?”

Sara half turned to art teacher Cordelia, a tall silver haired woman dressed in her usual loose shirt and black trousers, stepping alongside her. “Quite,” she said, looking back to the installations false white wall and the male appendage (balls included) appearing almost stuck to it such was the smallness of the circular slot through which it was presented. A series of girls pinched, prodded, stroked and teased it – keeping it permanently erect and drooling.

“The male reduced right down to its essence,” observed Cordelia as the two women watched on. “Needy. Pliable. Ever so vulnerable and pathetic.”

“A true representation,” said Sara, as the tickling little finger of a girl had the cock spilling more of its precum. One long dangling thread had the girls gathered around it laughing hysterically. Sara could only imagine the horny helpless embarrassment of the stricken boy hidden mostly from sight. The thought brought with it a tingling excitement at her nipples, between her thighs.

“Indeed,” said Cordelia. “The perfect skewering of an organ and sex responsible for so much misjudgement.”

“It’s all there,” agreed Sara as the subject under discussion was given a playful slap by a braided haired girl. Once again there was a spillage of translucent boy juice. “Educational. Entertaining. Enlightening in the fullest sense.”

A ginger girl reaching out and stroking fast – like she was shaking a cola bottle – had the stiff penis spasming. Just for that it got another slap.

“Full marks,” said Sara, who might well have been assessing the art teacher as much as the students work. The two women shared a smile, as half distracted by a certain itch she fully intended having taken care of, Sara spun and walked.

She found Hunter overseeing the boys exercises in the gymnasium. All that nakedness. All that testosterone. All those sweaty bodies and swinging dicks, had her arousal thrumming.

“One moment, Hunter,” she said, excusing him.

“Something up?” he asked in the small storage room into which she led him.

“It will be,” she said, leaning back, lifting the sole of a heel to the wall behind. “If you don’t take care of something.”

Hunter caught her drift at once. With a grin, down he went.
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“Where are we going?” asked Hugo, tugged up and off his bed and out his dorm room by his tie.

“Where do you think we’re going, dummy,” replied Millie, guiding him, leading him, claiming him like she had so many times already.

Hugo felt the same bristling arousal he always felt when she came for him like this. It was hot. It was sexy. It went against everything he thought he’d ever believed or wanted. And yet…his cock – mercifully uncaged – awoke at her confident stride, her insistent pull.

“Your dorm,” he gulped.

“Where else,” said Millie, shooting him a smirk. The way she looked at him like that. The way she walked and talked. She was feeling frisky and couldn’t Hugo see it. His gaze wandered over her high socks to that smooth flesh beneath a tartan skirt that seemed shorter than ever. Somehow he knew she wasn’t wearing panties. With him stiffening all the way, Millie led him from the boys quarters to a double set of doors that marked the girls. Here she stopped and dropped the tie.

“No clothes for you beyond this point,” she said.

Hugo long enough knew the rules. Yet still he hesitated.

“What, don’t you want your treat?” asked Millie.

“Treat?” said Hugo, only to find himself gawping as she ran a finger casually up over a thigh, lifting that tartan skirt higher and higher, till he was seeing he was dead right in his earlier assumption. Her words, her little tease, immediately had him stripping.

When they both stepped through the double doors it was no longer Hugo’s tie Millie tugged him on by. Her hand wrapped around his hard cock – like it was naturally there to be used as a leash – she led him forward naked along the corridor. A corridor sounding with music spilling from rooms, a corridor abuzz with the activity of girls darting between rooms.

Hugo heard cheers. He heard laughter. Peeking in the passing dorms saw boys tied up, boys being whipped, boys serving girls drinks and massaging their feet like they were at some fancy spa. In another there were smiling girls (the skirts of their uniforms definitely shortened) dancing with naked and so obviously turned on boys. Exams were over. It was party time! And there was merry mayhem, there was wildness all around.

A pair of girls racing their ponyboys bareback, cut in front of their path, before Millie was swinging right, dragging Hugo, stiffer than ever, into her shared suite.  Roommate Suki sat on the sofa between two boys; kissing one, stroking the other – both boys want for her plain to see. Meanwhile over by a wall, Lyla and Indie had their boys lined up and were playing ring toss.

“Three in a row,” fist pumped Indie, hi-fiving Lyla having flung three luminous rings over three very stiff dicks. “Hey, Millie, you wanna try four?” she asked, seeing Hugo.

“Sorry, this one’s all mine,” said Millie, striding on past her three best friends and leading Hugo right into her bedroom. There she shut the door on the giddy laughter and shrieking voices and upbeat party music drifting continually through the hallway. And suddenly they were all alone. Suddenly naked stiff Hugo was slowly stepping backwards feeling like a particularly appetising joint of meat as Millie approached with a hungry glint. His legs hit the bed and he fell backwards onto it. Millie, snickering softly, kept coming, kneeling up onto the mattress and straddling his torso. Hugo gave no resistance, simply went with it (as had become second nature).

His hands were guided back behind his head, his wrists tied to two college ties already waiting. As Millie scooted round and did the same to his ankles at the other end, all he was focusing on was the glimpse of juicy bubble butt as she leaned forward.

“There we go, all nice and helpless for me, as all boys should be,” she said, getting off the bed and staring down at the naked, hard boy, spread-eagled before her.

Hugo stared up at her and, despite knowing it was futile, found himself unable not try and yank his hands and wrists free.

“That’s right, struggle for me,” said Millie, loving every second seeing him strain and wriggle.

Ties only tightening further, Hugo gave up, letting out a soft murmuring sigh as his muscles relaxed and his head dropped back to the mattress.

“That’s it? That’s all you’ve got? So easy,” Millie teased.

Her winning smile had Hugo’s cock not just twitching, but leaking precum. Millie noticed and inevitably taunted.

“So, so, desperate for my touch,” she half-tittered, tracing her fingers up over the tops of his thighs, slowly around his groin and onwards to his abs. In other words touching just about everywhere but where Hugo wanted her to. By the time her fingers left his skin a small puddle of his horny juices had puddled near his belly button.

“I want you to tell me what you’ve learned this year,” said Mille, leaning her chin on of a top a hand as she rested an elbow on the mattress right next to his head.

Hugo felt a raking across his psyche. He didn’t want to say the words, but there they were waiting, the ones she’d spoken to him so many times he knew them by rote. “That girls are superior,” he swallowed. “That we boys are weak. And need to be told what to do.”

“Correctamundo,” came Millie’s soft voice at his ear. She gave his ear lobe a little nibble, his cheek a lick, fluttering Hugo’s eyelids closed. The sudden grasping of his balls had them bursting wide open.

“Whose balls are these?” she asked.

“Your balls, your balls,” spluttered Hugo at her squeezing hold.

Millie smiled over him. “And this cock?” she asked, taking hold of his rock-hard shaft.

“It’s your cock,” said Hugo, breathing heavily. Had he ever felt more like an object, a toy, a plaything? He had ever felt more subordinate to another’s whims?

“Just a puppet on a string,” said Millie, tickling the very top of his cock, making him jerk and twitch and leak. “My puppet. Yes?”

“Yes,” said Hugo, a needling swirl billowing right through him.

“Seems you have learnt something,” grinned Millie. “But theories over. Time for your practical.”

At that she was kneeling back up onto the bed, lifting a leg over Hugo’s head and bringing her slick pussy lips towards him.

“I’m going to fuck your brains out,” she said. “But first things first.”

At the precise moment Millie began bouncing away atop of Hugo, pigtails swinging, Sara and Harriet were walking the path beneath the windows of the female students dormitory wing.

“Sounds like the girls are making the most of finals being over,” commented Harriet of the music and laughter spilling from inside.

“And why not,” said Sara. “Those girls have had to put up with so much nonsense in their short lives. Like all of us, they deserve the chance to let loose.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” said Harriet. “My only question to you Miss Coles is how you plan to let loose.”

“I have my ways,” said Sara.

Harriet slowed to a stop, raising a quizzical eyebrow. She was about to say something more (no doubt probe further) when spluttering laughter – girlish laughter – turned the two women to the path ahead. Less than five yards from where they stood, two girls had stopped frozen, busted looking. Sara’s eye travelled over the leash one of the uniformed girls had slung over a shoulder to the collar of the boy it was attached to. He was gagged. He was cuffed behind his back. He was wearing nothing but frilly tight white panties and stiletto heels. And looked about as mortified as one could look.

“We were only, we were just…” the girl holding the leash stuttered.

“Having some fun. Do proceed,” said Sara.

The girls beamed back smiles, not believing their luck at not being in hot water, then were quickly yanking their gagged boy on, one shouting back to him, “Hurry up you or you really will be in trouble.”

Sara and Harriet each gave a snicker as they strolled on.

“It’s good to see them still learning,” said Sara.

“Who’s that, the girls or the boys?” asked Harriet.

“Both of them,” grinned Sara.

Harriet shook her head, bit her lip, but the smile was there. “The futures ours and the boys are just going to have to lump it, aren’t they?”

“Too right,” said Sara.

“Speaking of which…” Harriet’s pace slowed as she spotted one of the hunky new receptionists Sara had recruited (at Harriet’s and Erica’s approval) exiting a building ahead. “I’ve got ground rules to lay down.” She looked back at Sara. “We can do drinks another night?”

“Actually, I had plans anyway.”

“You did?” Harriet looked intrigued.

“Go,” said Sara. “Before he gets away.”

“We can’t have that, can we,” said Harriet, hurrying off.

Sara watched her catch up and interlink arms with the boy in a way that reminded her of old-fashioned romantic movies, though she was quite sure there’d be nothing old fashioned about what she’d be doing to him. There was a wink and a smile from Harriet back her way, before they disappeared from sight, and Sara herself was eagerly pacing on.

The comfy looking cottages (built in that same attractive Appleforth stone) were just a short stroll from the main college buildings. Sara shut the front door, dropped her key in a bowl in the entranceway and heels clicking on floorboards, headed to the living room. There she leaned in the doorway, a smile curling her lips at sight of Hunter kneeling naked, hands behind his back, eyes down, buff body gleaming golden in the lamplight.

Sara pushed off the doorway with a snort, made her way to the kitchen where she uncorked a bottle of wine, poured herself a drink, before strolling back to the living room glass in hand. She stopped right in front of the hunky PE teacher, watching as his pecs twitched and his big thick cock flexed.

“Look at me,” she said.

Right away Hunter raised his slightly bowed head and met her eyes. Sara made sure he saw the satisfaction in her look.

“Naked. Obedient. Entirely at my disposal to do with as I please. What a good boy you are,” she smirked.

He didn’t flinch at her words, if anything his unblinking eyes only seemed to burn with even more intensity as the pecs at his chest rose and fell more vigorously, and his cock continued its upward ascent.

“Stand up,” commanded Sara.

Hunter did so, and now it was impossible to ignore that handsome cock of his straining in salute.

Sara’s gaze momentarily lingered on it. “What a fine representation of the male physique you are, Hunter,” she said, sipping her wine and slowly circling.

At his rear, she couldn’t resist reaching out, having a good grasping grope of a buttock that was smooth and firm.

“All but designed for our pleasure.” Sara leaned in and enjoyed a good whiff of his masculine scent, then whispered close, “To be used. To be objectified. To be forever service to female kind.”

She gave his ass two soft pats and returned to his front. And boy oh boy was he a sight to see. Sara sipped some more of her wine, all the while soaking in a male body so primed for sex as to look almost obscene.

“Have you always been aroused by my genders natural dominance?” she asked.

“Always, ma’am,” replied Hunter quick as a flash.

“Lucky you. Lucky me,” said Sara. “Now kneel.”

Hunter immediately dropped back to his haunches. And despite his impressive muscularity, in that instant looked like a dog ready to perform tricks for its owner. Sara put her wine glass down on a coffee table and stood running her fingers through the kneeling stud’s hair.

“You’re going to have plenty of opportunity to explore that passion of yours under me,” she said.

“Thank you, ma’am,” said Hunter, gazing up with lust filled eyes.

Sara smiled down at him feeling a warm swell of satisfaction (though nowhere near that which would soon enough be pulsing from every pore). “Come on,” she said, done with foreplay. “Upstairs. Crawl.”

Making for the door, Sara led the naked stud crawling behind.
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The bees hummed. The sun shone on the college buildings honeyed stone. The grassy verges on which students lounged soaking up the warmth of an Indian that seemed to be stretching ever onwards, were slightly parched after the weeks of heat. It was a new term. A new college year. A new beginning for so many. And Sara walked with a fresh spring in her step as she accompanied one Ms Penny Montagu (a fair complexioned, full figured woman) past the tennis courts.

“As you can see,” she said, nodding to the girls in their pleated white tennis skirts, rallying back and forth, the naked boys acting as ball boys chasing down any stray tennis balls. “the male students remain subordinate in every facet of college life.”

“Makes complete sense,” said Penny, here on a fact-finding mission to take some of Sara’s ideas back to her own academic institution. “We all know what happens when boys are given an inch…”

“They take a mile,” the two women said together. And subsequently found themselves chuckling together, too.

Sara scooped a loose strand of hair back behind an ear, feeling so completely on the same wavelength as the visitor, that they might well have been old friends.

“And the chastity’s?” Penny inquired, noticing the solid casing above one boys big bouncing balls.

“A disciplinary measure. An initiative to behave better. A girl simply wanting to demonstrate her power and make a boy suffer. They have their various means and motives,” answered Sara, then after a few more paces, warming to the subject, “I find a boy under lock and key far more malleable, far more responsive to female instruction. In fact, I’m quite convinced every headmistress throughout the country should have them at their disposal to create a better learning environment.”

“Perhaps they soon will,” said Penny. “I know I’d sign up.”

The two women – each in sleeveless calf length dresses – once more felt that strengthening bond between them as they left the tennis courts behind. At the side of the path they were soon walking, a boy tied to a tree and being unceasingly teased by a group of giggling girls – one wielding a feather much to the ticklish boy’s obvious consternation – inevitably caught their attention. His yelping laughter sounded beside them till one girl gave him a slap, told him to “stop being so pathetic and shut up.”

“Quite right too,” said Penny, sharing a close-lipped smile with Sara.

The girls laughter, the boy’s pleading cries of, “Please, please, stop!” became but a distant smattering of sound barely audible above the click of the women’s heels as they took the steps of the clock faced main building which looked as resplendent as ever bathed in the warm sunlight. Inside, Sara paused briefly at reception to have some tea sent to her office.

“Right away, ma’am,” replied the young male receptionist, his buff body straining at his tight shirt and trousers.

“Cute and obedient,” remarked Penny of the male secretarial staff as they started away. “I take that’s your doing?”

“Mine and a few of my female colleagues. And why not? They deserve their toys,” smiled Sara.

“Absolutely,” Penny concurred.

“I do think it’s important the boys have something to aspire to,” Sara continued on the theme. “Servile secretarial jobs, the sort us women have been putting up with for decade after decade, is just the kind of work the Appleforth boys will be doing what with so many high-powered professions so totally unsuited to their overly emotional and unreliable characters. It means there’s going to quite the bum fight for the lower roles. The more that’s seen, the sooner that’s understood, the better it’ll be for them.”

“Couldn’t agree more,” said Penny as the two women slowed their pace and Sara showed off the display cabinet that she’d all but turned into a shrine to female achievement and aspiring womanhood. From there it was on to one of the classrooms.

“Don’t mind us, Erica,” said Sara as they peeked inside.

The redheaded teacher gave a nod, continued where she’d evidently left off.

“You do not speak unless spoken to. You keep your eyes lowered unless told otherwise. Why? Because you’re boys. And boys are a danger to themselves, never mind anyone else when they don’t acknowledge their inferiority.”

“Male obedience,” Sara whispered to Penny in the doorway. “All the boys must pass the class to graduate.”

The roomful of male students remained silent, eyes on the desks in front of them, except for one who peeked at the two women in the doorway.

“What did I say, Kieran?” said Erica. “Up you come.”

“Looks like someone’s in trouble,” said Penny as the boy came forward and the redheaded teacher picked a cane leaning against the wall close at hand.

“They’re all in trouble sooner or later,” remarked Sara.

“I bet,” said Penny.

There was yet another bright-eyed look between the two women as Sara shut the door on Kieran baring a backside that would very shortly be striped red, and they continued on around a corner. It was here that Penny stopped, emitting a disbelieving pant at a certain someone approaching.

“Mr Nicholls, what a surprise. I’d assumed you’d…moved on.”

The former principal looked about as pleased to see the woman as a shady businessman might upon a visit from the tax inspector. Sara could only assume there was some past history between them. Which made things interesting.

“No, John’s still here,” she said. “We keep him busy with odd jobs, don’t we John?”

A tight-lipped nod.

“You run errands?” said Penny – again more of that disbelief. “How the mighty have fallen.”

Now there was a twitch, the slight flare of nostrils on a face beginning to resemble corn beef.

“I have a few things I should be getting—” John began in attempt to excuse himself only for Penny to cut in.

“Sorry, John,” she said, not sounding sorry at all. “But since you run errands, I think I’ll have you run an errand for me. Red sports car in the parking lot. It’s mine. And got a little dirty on the way up here. But nothing a little elbow grease can’t take care of.”

John’s eyes jumped across to Sara in hope she might intervene. Fat chance there.

“Penny’s an important guest of mine and I expect an A star effort. Anything less and there’ll be severe consequences. Is that understood?”

“Yes, ma’am,” replied the entirely deflated looking former principal. Heavy browed and miserable looking, off he slunk.

“Make it sparkle, John,” Penny called after him, rubbing fresh salt in open wounds.

The bald head disappeared around a corner and the two women walked on.

“That man used to be such an ogre. Used to think he was the boss of everything and everyone he came across,” said Penny.

“Not anymore,” said Sara.

“Evidently.” Penny almost slowed to a stop at a certain memory of Mr Nicholls patting her bottom, staring lasciviously, then going on to tell her in crude terms what he’d like to do to her. The contrast between that man and the man she’d just seen was startling.

“Everything all right, Penny?” asked Sara.

Penny caught up with a grin. “Everything’s more than all right, it’s fantastic.”

Sara knew exactly where such sentiment came from. She had a theory that every woman who’d experienced the before – which was just about every one of them – was taking great delight in the schadenfreude of the current society shift. The patriarchy was in tatters – John was the perfect example of it – and Sara couldn’t have been any prouder or indeed satisfied at playing her small part in bringing its many male delusions to an end.

“Do you think they’ll ever get it back?” asked Penny with a knowing twinkle in her look.

Sara didn’t need to ask to know at once what she was talking about. “Not a chance,” she said, beaming a smile as the two women ascended the stairs to her office.

“Excuse me, excuse me,” said Hugo, squeezing along a row of the full lecture theatre and dropping into the last spare seat he could see. While Sara had fully established herself in her academic surrounds, Hugo was still finding his way in his. He’d made it to his first-choice university. He’d made it onto the next rung of the ladder that would put him above so many. At least so he thought.

No sooner had he settled with a notepad and pen than the murmur of chatty voices were falling silent as a woman appeared at a lectern below. She wore a sharp light grey trouser suit and had a mane of dark curls. She introduced herself as Professor Levy, then stood a moment surveying her audience.

“I swear you people get younger every year,” she said. “So fresh faced. So female. So inspiring.”

Hugo shifted a little uncomfortably as he glanced left and then right at two pretty girls either side of him. Then his eye was roaming further afield, his stomach tightening at a ratio of at least seven girls for every boy. As he took in the stark gender imbalance, his hair was suddenly tugged, his head yanked back and upwards.

“Looks like you boys are outnumbered,” a voice – a familiar voice – whispered at an ear.

No way. No fucking…

Hugo swung. And sure enough there Millie was; radiant, gleeful. The walls of the large room suddenly felt like they were closing in. Suddenly it was like the air had left his lungs.

“Is there a problem up there?” came the voice from below.

Hugo turned back around to see Professor Levy staring up at him. “No, no problem, miss,” he gulped, ignoring another voice that wanted to growl: Yes, yes there’s a problem, and she’s sitting directly behind me.

“Good, because anymore inattentiveness, anymore distracting of the female students and you’ll be down here over my lap, getting the kind of spanking that’ll be reverberating for weeks.”

There were snickers, there were smirks and bright-eyed smiles on the part of the girls. Hugo felt faint as the hot blush of embarrassment rose at his cheeks and the other students all stared his way.

“That applies to all you boys,” said Professor Levy, casting her gaze wider. “Now I know it’s difficult for you as the slower, stupider sex, but do try to keep up.”

More snickers. More laughter at the male students expense. Hugo felt something ping loose within. The professor went on speaking, but by now he wasn’t hearing much of it. Instead he was aware of Millie breathing at his neck, whispering at an ear, “You’ll be getting that spanking all right. There’s still so much more I want to do to you.”

Hugo gulped, heart fluttering, mind racing. He’d stupidly thought Appleforth was an aberration. That all that was behind him. How wrong, how very, very, wrong.
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