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Chapter One: Unrepentant

1: One Angry Mother

Sylvia Baxter’s daughter was fast asleep in bed. She was flat on her back and snoring in a most unladylike fashion. Sylvia looked down at the eighteen year old girl and felt her temper rising. She loved Delilah to bits, of course she did, but she was completely out of control, and had been ever since she was a child.

After a moment Sylvia leant down and shook her daughter. “Get up, young lady!” she snapped.

Delilah grunted and rolled over onto her side. Sylvia wasn’t in the mood to be messed about and shook the sleepy teenager even harder. “Get up! Now!”

“Eh?” spluttered her daughter and opened a bleary eye.

“Get your lazy arse out of bed this instant!” continued Sylvia and shook her daughter even more vigorously. So vigorously, in fact, that the bed rocked and the headboard banged noisily against the wall.

“Okay, okay!” muttered Delilah as she levered herself up in bed. “What’s the matter? Why are you bothering me?”

Sylvia waved a piece of paper she was clutching. A piece of paper that had comprehensively ruined her morning and very possibly her entire year. “You’ve failed your A-Levels yet again, that’s why I’m bothering you! All that money your stepdad invested in your education, and you blow it!”

“Yeah ... erm, sorry about that,” mumbled Delilah, not looking remotely sorry.

Sylvia’s anger continued to boil: “Do you know how much that private tutor we got cost?”

“Erm... a lot?”

“Yes, a lot!” She sighed heavily and shook her head in despair. “What on earth are we going to do with you?”

“About what? Oh, about my A’ levels.” Delilah shrugged dismissively. “Maybe I could just ... retake them? Third time lucky and all that?”

Sylvia glared at her daughter, her eyes cold with fury. “I’m sorry, but enough is enough. Things are going to change, my girl.”

Delilah squinted up at her mom. “Change?”

“Yes, this has to stop.”

“Stop?”

“We’ll talk about it later; I’ve got to go to work now.”

With that Sylvia marched angrily out of her daughter’s messy bedroom, slamming the door so hard the clock fell off the wall and broke.

2: Slave Stepdad

After her mom had stormed out, breaking the clock and adding considerably to her headache, Delilah got up and looked at herself in the mirror. Considering she had been drinking into the early hours, and had a substantial hangover, she didn’t look too bad. In fact tiredness gave her already model good looks a certain heroin chic. Her ruffled brunette hair had a sexy bedhead vibe, and her sleepy eyes had a sexy come-hither quality. Not bad, she thought, not bad at all.

Rubbing said eyes, she dressed in a pair of sweatpants, sweatshirt and trainers and then went downstairs to make breakfast. As she ate a bowl of cornflakes – deciding against adding a splash of vodka – she stared grimly ahead and thought about her predicament. Failing her A’ Levels yet again was bad. Not that it was entirely her fault. It didn’t help that her mom had hired a sexy tutor. Hell, Mr Janus was beyond sexy, with the sort of chiselled good looks and toned body that wouldn’t have looked out of place on an aftershave model.

Fortunately the sexy bastard felt the same way about Delilah and most of their private study sessions involved her bent over the desk in his study, her jeans and panties around her ankles, being fucked senseless by his ridiculously big cock. And it really was big, both in terms of length and girth. How was Delilah, a certified size queen, meant to study with such a distraction?

Yet thanks to that sexy bastard she had blown her exams for the second year running. And her mom now seemed hell-bent on doing something drastic. She saw the determination in her eyes, and knew things were serious. In short, Delilah would have to act fast to stop anything too radical happening. The only solution was her stepdad.

Instead of going to hang around with her friends, the way she did every day since taking (and failing) her A’ levels, she called an Uber and went straight to her stepdad’s office on the edge of town. It was generic office filled with generic office furniture and generic office workers. Delilah normally hated visiting the place, but today she had no alternative.

Her stepdad – a deeply unimpressive wimp in his early forties – swallowed nervously when she stormed into his office on the top floor. He was right to swallow nervously. “Not now, Delilah, I’m not in the mood,” he said.

“Yes, now!” she snapped, closing the door behind her. Her stepdad – Trevor – immediately went to pull the blinds shut.

“I’m serious, Del, can we not do this now because-”

She walked up to him and slapped him hard. Then, because she was in a foul mood, she slapped him again, harder still, causing him to rock back on his ankles. “Strip and assume the position, worm!” she snarled.

Any semblance of independence vanished and he nodded quickly, clearly understanding his place in this dynamic. “Yes, Mistress,” he simpered and rapidly began divesting himself of clothes. Pretty soon the middle-aged manager was stark naked before her, revealing a pasty underdeveloped body that – if he were on a beach – would get him sand kicked in his face.

Delilah sat down at his desk and eyed her stepdad and his ridiculously hard micro-dick. Doubtless the thought of his staff hearing, especially his sexy young secretary with the tight blouse and short skirt, was turning the reprobate on.

“Mom’s furious about me failing my A’ Levels again,” she said.

“I know, Miss Delilah, she was working herself into a state before I left for work,” replied Trevor.

“And you didn’t calm her down?”

“I tried!” he whined, his voice shrill. “But you know what your mom’s like when she’s angry!”

She glared at the pathetic specimen in front of her, her mind drifting back to how they had gotten to this point. A year ago Delilah had come home early from college – actually she’d been skiving, so she got home early from her hanging out with her equally rebellious friends – and, after making herself a fruit smoothie with a dash of gin, went upstairs.

Hearing a noise in her stepdad’s home office she went to investigate. What she found was shocking: her stepdad was completely naked and furiously jerking off over something on the internet. She looked closer at his laptop and saw that it was a clip of a woman shouting at a naked man while furiously whipping his bare bottom.

“This turns you on?” she asked incredulously as her panic stricken stepdad turned to look at her with horror on his face.

“I...I...” he had stammered and stuttered but the evidence of his arousal was in his hand: a very stiff albeit tiny dick.

“You are fucking pathetic!” she sneered and, such was his need to be belittled by the opposite sex, that he shot his load instantly, squirting it across the edge of his desk and into his laptop’s keyboard.

That was Delilah’s first experience of a submissive male. Sure, she’d seen the odd BDSM scene in TV shows and films, and even experimented with some mild slap and tickle with boyfriends, but this was the first time she was faced with a man who craved humiliation at the hands of a woman.

After leaving her stepdad to clean up his disgusting mess – and it really was disgusting – Delilah started researching submissive males. The results were eye opening. The internet was groaning under the weight of websites in which grown men were used and abused by cruel women. It appeared to be a massive turn on for a lot of males. And the more Delilah thought about it the more she realised she could use these peccadilloes to control beta males.

Within days the teenager had turned her stepdad – a high level manager at an energy firm – into her loyal and willing slave. In other words, whenever her mom wasn’t around her stepdad was at Delilah’s beck and call, driving her and her friends around, making them snacks, and even cleaning her bedroom despite the fact they had a chunky Bulgarian maid for that.

Delilah, of course, was happy to lord it over her stepdad. “Hurry up, bitch!” she’d snarl as he scurried around her room wearing only pink fluffy socks picking up her clothes and hanging them up.

“Yes, Miss Delilah!” he’d squeak.

“And when you’ve finished you stand up the corner for an hour with your hands on your head thinking about what a wretched little shitstain you are!” she’d add, her voice laced with acid.

“Yes, Miss Delilah!” the craven fool would whimper and duly assume the position. Usually he was so excited that his stiff little dick was on permanent dribble mode, and because she hadn’t given him permission to dribble, she would drag him into the centre of the room by his ear and use a riding crop on his bare bottom.

“Please go easy or your mom will see my marks, Miss Delilah!” he would whinny, afraid of discovery.

“No can do I’m afraid! You’ll just have to be very careful round her,” she’d laugh, and carry on beating him. Once beaten the servile fool would be despatched to the naughty corner again, only this time his bottom would be covered in a mass of vivid welts.

Delilah was happy to do all this and more, but she wanted paying for it. She wanted actual cash. And her stepdad, bless the little bitchboi, was only too happy to pay since she excelled at being a heartless bitch.

It didn’t stop there. With one slave on her books Delilah started actively seeking other men to exploit, and before long had managed to recruit yet more minions. At first just the men she encountered in every day life – like the postman who stared at her shoes one morning, revealing his foot fetish – but soon she was actively recruiting slaves from X, Facebook, Instagram and the other socials. Some of these men were money slaves, or paypigs as the idiots insisted on being called, who just sent her money because they wanted to be rinsed by a hot young bitch. She allowed some of the richer slaves to hire hotel rooms, which she would visit and unleash hell on them.

The downside of all this exploitation of submissive males was that she neglected her studies, which in turn led to her failing her A-level exams for the second year running. Hence her mom being on the warpath; and her mom on the warpath was not a pleasant sight.

Now, in her stepdad’s office, looking at the naked wretch and his quivering little erection that wouldn’t look out of place on a sexually inadequate squirrel, she realised just how much trouble she was in. This useless milksop was under the spell of a much bigger bitch than Delilah: Delilah’s mom.

“Put your micro penis on the desk,” she ordered and Trevor squatted slightly so that his miniscule manhood rested on the shiny desk top.

She stood and, picking up a paperweight, came around the desk to stand beside her stepdad. His breathing became more rapid, clearly worried about what would happen next. He was right to worry: in a single fluid motion Delilah slammed the paperweight down on his diminutive dick.

THWAP!

“Eee!” he screamed loudly, collapsing on the floor clutching his tender genitals.

She crouched down and grabbed him by his thinning hair. “You need to persuade Mom not to send me away, Trevor,” she said quietly. “You need to use what you laughingly call charm and get her to let me stay home and retake my A’ Levels here.”

“I’ll try my best, Miss Delilah!” he squeaked, tears welling in his beady eyes.

“You better.” And with that she strutted out of his office, winking knowingly at his slutty secretary as she left.

3: Traitorous Behaviour

Trevor and Sylvia were on the sofa watching Married at First Sight, the reality show in which people who had never met each other got married at, well, first sight. It was the Australian version so there was plenty of borderline psychopathic behaviour from the contestants. It was actually pretty entertaining, although it was surely only a matter of time before somebody murdered somebody on it. Until death do us part and all that.

When the adverts came on Trevor muted the sound and turned to his wife. “I’ve been thinking about how best to deal with Delilah,” he began, his tone serious.

Sylvia rolled her eyes. “Here we go! She’s probably twisted you around her finger and you think we shouldn’t send her to the finishing school.”

Trevor paused and then shook his head. “Not at all, I think we should definitely send her away. She’s out of control and needs boundaries in her life. If she doesn’t get them she could go completely off the rails and end up on drugs ... or more drugs than the ones she’s on already.”

His wife looked at him with surprise and a hint of suspicion. “You really think that? I was expecting you to side with her, the way you always do.”

Trevor smiled and touched his wife’s knee. “Not this time, Sylvia.”

Married at First Sight came back on and he un-muted the sound. While he settled back to watch the crazy Australian psychos tear into each other he thought about his stepdaughter. Although she had been putting intense pressure on him with her twisted domination games, he wanted rid of her. She was dangerous. Yes, in the early days after she had discovered his peccadilloes and started dominating him it was thrilling, not least because the young hellion was a natural at domination, with the kind of haughty attitude that could teach many an older dominatrix a few things.

But his stepdaughter increasingly took things too far. Like in the office the other day, when she arrived unannounced and proceeded to lord it over him. He was sure some of his employees had heard. His secretary definitely looked at him differently now, and Dag Jones – one of his cockiest salesmen – smirked whenever he saw him.

And this wasn’t the first time she had gone too far. The sexy little bitch had even started humiliating him in front of her assorted male friends. A couple of weeks ago he had been forced to dance naked in front of a muscle bound oaf who sat on this very same sofa alongside Delilah. And then, after he had danced himself to exhaustion, he was forced to lick the young man’s Nike trainers. And all the while he was licking mud and shit off the guy’s designer footwear he worried that his wife could come back to discover him debasing himself.

No wonder he was losing his hair with all this stress!

Sure, it was risky letting his stepdaughter down, she could after all still expose him and wreck his life, but it was a risk worth taking if he wanted shot of the sociopathic brat.

The adverts came on again – Jesus, the show was more filler than anything – and Trevor muted the sound. “Yes, we should definitely send Delilah away,” he reiterated and his wife nodded.

“That’s settled then,” she said and he smiled, rejoicing in his head: Ding dong the witch is dead! Well, maybe no dead, he definitely didn’t want that, but gone at least!

4: Failure Is Apparently an Option

How the fuck had that dipshit Trevor failed? Delilah didn’t know, but he had. She kept the pressure on him with whips and canes and even a vice in the garage, which really did play merry havoc with his tiny pecker and had possibly rendered him impotent for life, but he had still failed to persuade her mom.

Trevor wasn’t the only waste of space to disappoint her. She drafted in some of her other slaves to exert pressure on her mom (including her neighbour, who was addicted to her socks and paid a significant amount each month to buy her used ones to suck while he jacked off), but all her efforts failed. Her mom was an immovable object.

And so on September 8th she was forced to pack a suitcase for St Winifred’s Academy for Wayward Girls, a specialist teaching institution for unruly young ladies between the ages of eighteen and twenty-one. Its brochure claimed it had a one hundred percent success rate in getting young women’s lives back on track and turning them into productive members of society.

“This is a fucking joke,” she mumbled as she marched grimly to the car and got in.

5: Present Tense

The drive to St Winifred’s Academy for Wayward Girls was fraught with tension. Trevor drove, looking anxious, distracted and jumpy. Sylvia didn’t know what had gotten into her husband but he had a look on his face like a man who expected bad news at any moment. Sylvia sat in the passenger seat doing a Sudoku, every now and then glancing out of the window to ensure her second husband was going in the right direction.

In the backseat, throbbing with resentment like an isotope throbs with radiation, sat her daughter. Delilah, with her face set to grim, was on her phone, either texting her wastrel friends or checking her numerous social media feeds. Although this obsession normally irked Sylvia, today she didn’t mind because she knew from St Winifred’s brochure that mobile phone access was restricted, with consumption of social media strictly prohibited. In other words, it was an ideal environment to help develop a young woman’s mind.

At some point Sylvia put her Sudoku book in the glove box and looked out of the window. As they got farther away from home and closer to St Winifred’s, their surroundings became ... well, nicer. The great British countryside took over, and they found themselves driving through quaint villages, fields filled with sheep and cows, apple orchards, and all the other things that made this such a green and pleasant land.

“It’s very bucolic,” commented Sylvia to know one in particular.

“It’s very puke-olic,” muttered Delilah from the backseat and Sylvia couldn’t help but smile. Partly because she secretly enjoyed her rebellious daughter’s sense of humour and partly because she knew that St Winfred’s had a zero tolerance policy on backchat. If her daughter mouthed off she could find herself on the receiving end of the cane. Oh yes, according to the brochure corporal punishment was still used at the establishment, sparingly, but it was an option. Although Sylvia didn’t want her daughter beaten black and blue, she thought the young madam could probably benefit from the odd spot of discipline. And even if she never got walloped, the fear of it would help keep her wilful attitude in check.

Eventually, after being on the road for over two hours, they entered the enormous grounds of St Winifred’s Academy for Wayward Girls. It was stunning, like something out of a picture book: rolling lawns, mighty oaks that had stood for centuries, and even a brook babbling to the side of the property. And there, at the centre of this picturesque heaven, was the school itself. Sylvia gasped when she saw it.

“Yeah,” agreed Trevor from beside her.

“Great, I’m studying at Shitwarts,” mumbled Sylvia from the back seat.

Sylvia ignored the snark and stared in admiration at the Victoria structure. It was huge – three storeys – and rambling, but like the grounds it looked incredibly well maintained. In fact, as they pulled up outside the huge building Sylvia noticed a handful of conscientious young ladies in school uniforms cleaning windows and pulling weeds from borders. Her daughter never did anything useful at home, so this would be the ideal place to start.

As they decamped the headmaster, a chubby middle-aged man with a round face and a shiny bald patch, came out to greet them. “Mr and Mrs Baxter? I’m Mr Alban, the headmaster of this fine establishment. Did you have any trouble finding us?”

“No, the directions you gave on the phone were spot on,” said Trevor.

Smiling, the headmaster turned to Delilah. “And this must be your delightful daughter, Delilah?” he said.

Delilah pointedly ignored him so Sylvia stepped in. “It’s beautiful here!” she gushed.

“Yes, it is rather!” agreed the headmaster. “And I like to think this peaceful environment helps centre the girls.”

They spent a few minutes more on idle chitchat before Trevor coughed theatrically and said they needed to set off now, otherwise they’d be driving back in the dark. “Behave yourself!” said Sylvia and kissed her daughter gently on the forehead.

“I always do,” replied Delilah and then, forced to carry her own heavy suitcase, followed the headmaster towards the school. Sylvia watched her awkward progress, preying that this establishment would finally teach her daughter how to behave like a lady in the modern world.

It would, just not in the way she expected.


Chapter Two: Hell for Hellcats

1: A Most Inappropriate Uniform

Delilah couldn’t believe the uniform she had to wear at this godforsaken school in the middle of nowhere. It consisted of a blue blazer, a tight white shirt, a blue striped tie, a perilously short blue pleated skirt, white panties, white ankle socks, and high heels. It was the sort of thing a kissogram would wear, not a student. Worse, the skirt never seemed to stay down and was always flouncing up, revealing her panties.

What sort of a depraved educational establishment forced its students to dress like strippers? And she was acutely aware of the predatory male teachers eyeballing her chest and legs and arse whenever she was near one. They were like kids in a candy shop, surrounded by young nubile ladies showing off their ripe young flesh in these obscene uniforms.

Shortly after being shown to her dormitory by the plump balding headmaster – Mr Alban – she was given her uniform and told to change. He turned away when she changed, but didn’t leave the dormitory room. As Delilah got changed she wondered what the other girls were like she would share this room with. There were six beds in all, which meant five new faces to get to know.

Once she was in the correct attire, the headmaster confiscated her phone and told her it would be returned at the end of term. What the fuck? It seemed particularly cruel to cut her off from the rest of the world. Then, while this sunk in, he took her down some creaky wooden stairs and through a series of winding corridors. He walked fast and at first it was hard trying to keep up with him in her heels, something she only usually wore to nightclubs, causing her to stumble and trip a few times.

“Do be careful, girl!” he muttered once or twice, but never did the decent thing and slowed down.

Eventually they reached a door which he knocked on and opened, ushering Delilah into a classroom filled with around fifteen young women all dressed in the same scanty uniforms.

At the front of the class stood a tall muscular bald man with a moustache and an intense glower that didn’t do his face any favours. He looked about forty, and gave off a military vibe.

“This is the new girl, Delilah,” explained the headmaster.

The glowering bald man – called Mr Porter according to the very shiny brass nameplate on his desk – glared at Delilah. “Go and sit down, girl,” he snapped and she did as she was told, again trying not to stumble in her heels.

Then the headmaster was gone and Delilah found herself in the middle of an impossibly tedious lesson on grammar. Grammar? She didn’t give a flying fuck about grammar! Apostrophes, semi-colons and possessive verbs could take a running jump. So instead of listening she sat and fumed, thinking again about how her mom and stepdad had stitched her up by sending her to this ghastly finishing school. It wasn’t fair!

“Psst!” came a voice.

Delilah looked around to see a pretty blonde girl sitting at the desk next to her. The girl had a cascade of golden curls and a slight overbite that was the definition of cute. “I’m Zoe,” the girl whispered with a disarming grin. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Delilah,” she said just as a shadow passed across her field of vision. She looked up to see Mr Porter’s imposing figure, glaring down at her.

“Here five minutes and already talking instead of listening?” he asked.

“Erm, sorry, Mr Porter,” she said, not feeling terribly sorry.

“Sorry, Mr Porter,” added Zoe, sounding more contrite.

He stared down at them with eyes like hot coals. And then, just when the moment had reached maximum awkwardness, he spoke in a voice dripping with menace: “You girls need to learn that in my classroom trouble is nipped in the bud the minute it rears its head, so I suggest you both get up and come to the front with me.”

Zoe immediately stood and walked crisply after the angry bald teacher. Delilah followed suit, and soon they were at the front of the classroom, all eyes on them. “Stand side by side facing the blackboard, girls, then bend over and touch your toes,” said Mr Porter.

Delilah and Zoe turned away from the watching class to face the blackboard. Zoe immediately adopted the required pose and Delilah reluctantly did the same. It was a pose she had put her stepdad in numerous times but had never adopted herself. She didn’t like it: it was humiliating. It was even more humiliating when she felt the middle-aged teacher flip her skirt up and drag her panties down to her thighs, exposing her bottom – and the cleft of her sex – to the entire class.

After doing the same to Zoe, Delilah watched through the curtain of dark hair that had fallen across her eyes as Mr Porter went to the corner of his classroom and fetched a crook handled cane from a pot filled with crook handled canes. Then he moved out of her field of vision, and although she couldn’t see what he was doing she heard him slicing the cane menacingly through the air.

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Normally she loved that sound because she was the one making it, and her stepdad or some other beta male would hear it and think about the beating he was about to receive. Now the boot was on the other foot she didn’t like it, she didn’t like it at all. The sound was ominous as hell, and each time she heard it she flinched in anticipation as to what was to come next.

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

“You’ll get twelve strokes each for chatting,” Mr Porter said and, without warning, brought the cane down on Delilah’s exposed bottom.

CRACK!

“OW!” she squealed, leaping up and clutching her rear end.

Christ, that hurt! That hurt a fucking lot!

“Get back in position, girl, or you’ll be getting eighteen strokes!” Mr Porter hissed and Delilah reluctantly bent over again, and almost instantly the beating continued, this time at a brisk pace:

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

As the blows fell, hard and fast, the unruly teenager couldn’t help but appreciate just how painful being caned was. She had doled out literally hundreds of similar thrashings to mewling men, but until now had never truly understood the pain involved. And no matter how much she squealed and whimpered, and she squealed and whimpered a lot, the vicious bastard just carried on, like a sadistic machine intent on breaking her.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

And then, mercifully, it was over. At least for her. Seamlessly, Mr Porter then moved on to Zoe, who started off taking the beating more stoically than Delilah had, but by the end was yelping and squirming just as much.

“Aieee!” Zoe yelped, her voice shrill. “I’m sorry, Mr Porter! It won’t happen ever again!”

Once the cruel brute had finished – and made both girls kiss the tip of the cane that had beaten them – Delilah and Zoe had their skirts and panties confiscated. Mr Porter took the items of clothes and threw them in his desk drawer, leaving them completely naked from the waist down. And yes, Mr Porter made sure to stare at what both girls had between their legs, making Delilah feel incredibly defenceless.

“Now go and sit down!” snarled Mr Porter and both girls, with eyes downcast, hurriedly returned to their seats, their ravaged bottom burning against the hard wood. Delilah, with tears in her eyes, stared grimly ahead and wondered if this horrible place could get any worse.

2: Lucky Bugger

Thirty-three year old Roger Bream was medium height with a lean athletic build. He had thick brown hair parted to the side, and a clean shaven face that emphasised his strong jaw line. He wasn’t exactly handsome as his nose was slightly too small and his eyes too far apart, but he wasn’t ugly either.

Roger, as ever, couldn’t believe how lucky he was. In fact he spent a good portion of each day metaphorically pinching himself to remind himself this was actually happening. Sure, all the teachers at St Winifred’s were lucky – being surrounded by insanely hot young women in skimpy schoolgirl uniforms – but he was the PE teacher, and as such got to see the nubile honeys in gymslips and t-shirts, or even body-hugging high-cut leotards that left nothing to the imagination. The icing on the cake? He got to torment these lovely ladies.

In his downtime Roger often tried to work out what his favourite torment was, but ultimately there were just too many to choose from. He liked having the girls climb ropes, so he could look up and stare at their succulent arses. He was also fond of sending them over the vaulting horse and watching their gymslips fly up. That was particularly good because as they ran up he positioned himself to one side and sliced their bottoms with his cane as they passed. God, he loved the sexy little whimpers of distress they made.

“Ah!”

“Eee!”

“Ohh!” 

Then there were team games. Sometimes he made them play soccer, completely nude except for trainers. He did that after the England women’s team did well in the World Cup, shaming the male players, and the girls here wouldn’t stop yammering about it. Well, they learnt their lesson when he made them chase after a ball nude, their tits bouncing up and down. That was a great day, and as far as he was concerned the only way to make women’s football entertaining.

And that was just the tip of the iceberg. There was literally no sport he hadn’t put his own inventive twist on, including hockey in which the girls played in stockings and suspenders, and rounders in which the girls had to start each match pleasuring themselves with a big wooden rounders bat, sliding it in and out of them like a huge wooden dildo!

Oh yes, Roger Bream thought of himself something of an innovator when it came to humiliating young ladies in physical education classes.

The fun didn’t stop there, though. After making these young women sweat and heave for a full hour, usually pushing them to the brink of physical exhaustion, he went to the changing room and made sure they showered properly. This meant watching them strip naked and dash into the communal shower. Once there he watched them soap their ripe young bodies, ensuing every nook and cranny was soaped thoroughly.

“Clean your arse crack properly or I’ll scrub it with a loo brush!”

“Yes, Sir!”

“And make sure that pussy is squeaky clean and smells divine, or I’ll blast it with the fire hose and make you stand outside in the flower patch until it smells of roses!”

“Yes, Sir!”

Once nicely lathered up, with suds clinging to their curves, the girls had to stand under the showers to be blasted clean (and since the water was ice cold, they often shrieked delightfully during this stage). The cold water had the added advantage of making their nipples become erect, and as a breast man there was nothing nicer than a big erect nipple begging to be tweaked. And yes, Roger often felt compelled to twist and turn their big nips, usually accompanied by a joke about whether their tits could pick up FM radio.

Sometimes Roger pulled up a chair in the changing room and made the naked lovelies come and be inspected by him before letting them get dressed. He’d lift their breasts, make them bend over and spread their cheeks, and even slip his fingers inside their juicy crevices. If they failed his examination they would be sent back into the shower to do it all over again.

No sooner had one lot of students left, he had another class of young ladies in gymslips to whip into shape and then watch shower. Belinda Carlisle was right, Heaven really was a place on Earth!

Roger was currently in the gymnasium, watching more girls struggle to run around the edge, their designer trainers – the only thing they were allowed to wear for this lesson – thudding on the hard wooden floor. “Faster, ladies!” he implored, lashing thighs and bottoms as they dashed passed him.

One girl slipped and went sprawling on the floor. It was Maria, a ripe little strumpet with dusky Mediterranean skin and a cascade of shiny black hair. Sighing, he pointed at her. “Pulled a muscle in your thigh, girl?”

“No, Sir, its fine,” she said, standing.

“Nonsense!” he said and beckoned her over.

She limped over and stood before him. Smiling, he crouched down and ran his hands up and down her silky olive thighs. God, they were perfect, and he spent a good few minutes stroking and squeezing them, just enjoying the sensation of feeling up a sexy young woman who couldn’t do a damn thing about it. “Yes, you’re right, no real damage,” he said eventually and, with a playful slap across her curvaceous rump, sent her running around the edge of the gym again.

Oh yes, Roger thought with the lascivious smile that never left his face, he really was one hell of a lucky bugger!

3: Even Swats Suffer

Nineteen year old Priya Patel had always been a good student, and was rightfully proud of that. So why was she at St Winifred’s, the school for errant girls? Simple, feeling under pressure about her upcoming A’ Levels she had turned to various illicit substances to help her cope. Paying for these substances out of her allowances proved difficult, so she started shoplifting to pay her dealer. She was caught and, in order to avoid a criminal record that would have followed her around for the rest of her life, agreed to attend the hellhole that was St Winifred’s.

Since arriving at this draconian school she had been an angel. She worked hard in class, did exactly as she was told by the teachers, and avoided trouble. Her ‘reward’ for this model behaviour was to become the Staff Room Monitor. Whether or not it was a reward was highly debatable.

The role of Staff Room Monitor essentially involved her serving teachers in the staffroom. She made them tea, served them digestive biscuits, and even polished their shoes if required. Her list of duties incorporated anything at all the teachers wanted doing.

What made it such a dubious role was that the teachers – or, as she thought of them, sex offenders that hadn’t been caught yet – made her wear a special uniform whilst serving them. This ‘uniform’ consisted of high heeled shoes and a tiny frilly apron. And that was it, she was basically nude, with just a tiny piece of cloth that barely covered her most intimate parts. It was horrible. At least in class she was surrounded by other girls in skimpy uniforms, but in the staffroom she was on her own, and the focus of every lecherous eye in the room.

It was a Tuesday and she was on all fours in front of Mr Granger, an odious fat creep in his fifties, polishing his cheap shoes. “Make them shine or I’ll make your arse redder than a clown’s nose,” he wheezed, spraying her back with spittle.

“Yes, Sir!” she said and continued buffing, acutely aware as she did so that her bottom – so far that day unbeaten – was poking high in the air and being ogled by every man in the room. Doubtless the filthy perverts were imagining filling it with their tiny pricks – a thought that gave Priya the creeps.

After finishing Mr Granger’s shoes to his satisfaction she stood and was about to make another round of teas – all these tossers did was drink tea – when Mr Juniper called her over to his seat on the opposite side of the room. She scurried over and stood before him.

“Yes, Sir?” she asked, trying to keep the anxiety from her voice. It was hard, though, since Mr Juniper was head and shoulders above the others when it came to being a pervert. The forty-something Maths teacher was forever pawing and groping girls, and making them do the most demeaning things imaginable.  

For a moment Mr Juniper said nothing, merely stared at Priya’s large full breasts. She shuffled, wishing she could cover them, but knew that if she did she would just be hauled over his knee and spanked until she cried. “I’ve got a stain on my trousers, be a dear and try to get it out,” he said quietly.

“A stain, Sir?” she asked, confused.

Smirking, he pointed at his crotch. She followed his gaze to see a blob of what looked like mayonnaise. With a heavy heart she fetched her cloth, knelt before the middle-aged sleazoid, and started rubbing. The stain was directly over his penis, and as she rubbed at it she felt the Maths teacher becoming erect. Worse, he started murmuring appreciatively, clearly enjoying her ministrations.

“That’s it, get it all off,” he muttered, his voice low. “Rub it hard!”

She could hear other teachers in the staffroom chuckling as they watched and then, with an exaggerated grunt, Mr Juniper ejaculated into his trousers. Eugh! The dirty old man!

“Oh dear, I’ve had a little accident ... looks like you’ll have to clean that up too,” he said slyly.

“Yes, Sir, right away, Sir!” simpered Priya and then she was crouched naked, cleaning the spunk off the trousers of a man over twice her age. No, being the Staff Room Monitor was most definitely not a good thing at St Winifred’s.

4: Doctor WTF

He was twenty-five years old and barely older than the young women he was in charge of. They called him Doctor – Doctor Quilter, to be precise – but the closest Bob Quilter had ever got to a medical qualification was a first aid certificate at college. Ironically, it was pretty much all he needed here at St Winifred’s as the biggest ailment he dealt with were sore bottoms, made that way by copious beatings.

His remedy? Have the young lady lie over his knee so he could apply soothing cream to the ravaged area. He invariably became erect at having a young filly squirming over his lap, and is hand would often slip between her legs and into her tight little hole.

Doctor Quilter was an ambitious young man, though, and had decided to build his role at St Winifred’s. To that end he had started implementing full medical examinations for students. Once in his office the young ladies stripped naked and stood before him with their hands on top of their head. This allowed him to do a cursory visual examination of their bodies.

After giving them a good look over – sometimes with a magnifying glass – he would make them turn on the spot, and then bend over so he could make certain they had no problems with posture and the like. Satisfied everything was in the right place – and it really was – he would ask the nude young women a number of questions, and record their answers on his laptop.

He was currently talking to Angela Granger, a seismically hot redhead with medium sized breasts (36c, according to his tape measure) and a beautifully smooth shaven pussy that he had already digitally examined at quite some length, and rated A+ in his file.

“Sexually active before coming here?” he asked Angela.

“Yes, Sir,” she replied, her face going charmingly red.

“How many times a week on average?”

“Twice a day every day, Sir.”

“Quite an active little hussy then.”

“Erm, yes, Sir.”

“Which is doubtless why you failed your exams and ended up here, because you were too busy getting boned.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And what is your favourite position?”

“Doggy style, Sir. I like it from behind.”

“With the man squeezing those perky tits of yours?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Do you prefer large penises?”

She looked at the floor, embarrassed. He sighed and repeated the question, adding a hint of steel to his voice: “Do you prefer large penises, girl?”

“Erm, definitely, Sir.”

“How large exactly? Be specific since I need to put it in your file.”

She paused before answering. “Maybe ten or eleven inches? Sometimes bigger.”

“Any preferences on race?”

“I suppose I prefer black men, Sir.”

“A snowbunny, eh?”

“Yes, Sir.”

And so the questions flowed and Angela grew redder and redder as every one of her dirty little secrets were revealed and logged. Dr Quilter was even more impressed with himself today than usual. He had performed thorough health checks on twelve young ladies, and documented them with copious photos from multiple angles.

“That’s enough for today, although there will be follow up checks at a later date. Now get dressed and get back to your dormitory,” he said and Angela hurriedly pulled on her inadequate uniform and scurried out, never looking him in the eye once.

With the office empty Doctor Quilter unzipped his trousers and accessed the file on his laptop containing pictures of all the girls. Scrolling slowly through them he stroked himself to orgasm. Sleazy? Not remotely, he was merely trying to ascertain the best pictures, the ones that would sell best when he put them for sale online.

5: Spider Dodging

Jessica Camber and Dee Wilson had been caught passing notes in History. Sadly the notes had been less than flattering about the history teacher, Mr Straw, and his ridiculously ineffective comb over:

Those hairs look drawn on with a biro!

He must glue the strands down!

Why doesn’t the stupid slaphead wear a hat?

I wish he would – I’m getting a headache from the glare off the top of his head!

After confiscating the notes Mr Straw had stood reading them with the veins throbbing in his temples. Jessica fully expected to be stripped naked and beaten hard by the balding creep, with Dee right alongside her squirming in agony, so it was something of a surprise when he just crumpled the notes and said quietly, “Report back to me at the end of the day, ladies, I have a task for you.”

“Yes, Mr Straw!” both girls said, relieved yet nervous about what was to come.

At the allotted time Jessica and Dee returned to the history teacher’s classroom, expecting to be stripped and whipped until they couldn’t sit down for a week. It didn’t happen. Instead Mr Straw grabbed his tatty tweed jacket from the back of his chair and headed for the door. “Follow me, girls,” he said as he exited the room.

Jessica and Dee followed him, down multiple corridors and past darkened classrooms, until finally they came to a stop outside a large wooden door, which Mr Straw unlocked with a bulky metal key. The trio went down a dozen or more stone steps and emerged somewhere cold. Mr Straw clicked on a light and Jessica saw that they were on the edge of a vast cellar filled with what looked like ... horse paraphernalia?

“St Winifred’s used to be a riding school,” explained Mr Straw, his loud voice echoing around the draughty chamber. “And this is where they stored all their gear when the place was shut down.”

Jessica looked out across the huge cellar, marvelling at the higgledy-piggeldy mass of equipment. There were saddles, girths, bridles, stirrups, and even buggies, along with riding boots, hats, and crops galore. The latter made her shudder, as she knew just how painful they were across her bare bottom.

“Some of this is rubbish but some of this is undoubtedly valuable, and you girls are going to help me get the good stuff so I can sell it on eBay.” He looked Jessica and Dee up and down, frowning slightly. “Since we don’t want you dirtying up those nice little uniforms, you best take them off.”

Jessica and Dee looked at each other and then at their history teacher. “You want us naked, Sir?” asked Jessica timidly.

Mr Straw rolled his eyes in exasperation. “Yes I do, now strip naked and hurry up!”

With a heavy heart Jessica peeled off her uniform, aware as she did so that Dee was also disrobing beside her. They’d been nude plenty of times in front of the male staff since arriving at St Winifred’s, in fact it was a daily occurrence, but it felt different down in this dark and foreboding cellar filled with antiquated riding apparatus.

“Good,” Mr Straw said when they were both completely nude, his eyes crawling all over their curves (the men here couldn’t help themselves, and were always staring lecherously at the nubile bodies on display). “There’s a teak table over in the corner that looks valuable, so be good girls and go fetch it.”

He jabbed one of his bulbous fingers towards the far corner of the cellar. Jessica looked where he was pointing and, with a shudder, noted that it was not only thick with dust but full of cobwebs. And not a smattering of flimsy cobwebs, but the sort of thick meshed webs you’d find in an Indiana Jones movie. She dreaded to think what lurked within those webs.

When neither girl moved Mr Straw sliced the cane he’d brought with him through the air and snapped: “Chop chop, ladies, or I’ll be tickling both your chubby young bottoms!”

Fearing a caning, Jessica and Dee stepped onto the dirty tiled floor and tiptoed gingerly through the clutter. As she walked Jessica looked down, trying to avoid stepping on anything sharp or rusty or both. It was painfully slow going, and Jessica heard her history teacher sighing impatiently behind them and muttering under his breath. Tough! Eventually, though, both girls reached the teak table Mr Straw was interested in. The odious creep was right: it was nice, very nice indeed, and probably would fetch a mint on eBay.

The naked duo took a side each and lifted. Sadly as they lifted they dislodged a box wedged on top of a dirty bookcase beside the table. The box fell, and out of it scuttled the biggest spider Jessica had ever seen. It must have been the size of a saucer and had a bristly body with long muscular legs.

“Eeee!” she shrieked in terror and, with Dee behind, fled back to the safety of the stone steps, her breasts bouncing all the way.

“Oh dear,” said Mr Straw, looking at the frightened girls. “It seems you lily-livered trollops need focus.”

He then did what the teachers at St Winifred’s all did when faced with girls who vexed them: he bent them over and caned them, and caned them hard, causing them to dance and squirm, their pained yelps echoing around the cold cellar. Then, with angry red lines seared across their ripe young buttocks, Jessica and Dee were sent back to retrieve treasure for the greedy history teacher with a truly pathetic comb-over.

6: Clean Panties Inspector

Part of Phil Barton’s job – along with being the school’s Law teacher – was to patrol the hallways of St Winfred’s and make sure that the girls’ were presentable. This basically boiled down to stopping random students and having a good hard look at what they were wearing.

Take the new girl, Delilah. He stopped her on the way out of Chemistry and made her stand with her hands on her head in the middle of the corridor while he walked around her, plucking at her skimpy uniform. “This blouse is marked and needs a good iron,” he said, running his hand down her side and making sure he got a handful of side-boob in the process.

“Yes, Sir,” said Delilah, staring sullenly ahead.

“I’m serious, girl!” he snapped, disliking her tone. “If I find it creased again I’ll put some red creases across your arse!”

“Yes, Sir, I’ll make sure to wash and iron it!”

“Right, lift your skirt and pull down your panties so I can check they’re clean,” he said, trying not to sound too excited.

The new girl looked at him defiantly, doing nothing. Sighing, he slapped her across her beautiful face, then slapped her again twice more in quick succession, causing a nice red mark to appear on her cheek. “Lift your skirt and pull down your panties so I can check they’re clean,” he repeated coldly.

With her eyes never leaving his she lifted her skirt with one hand and pulled down her panties with the other. Nodding, he crouched down to continue his inspection. He was less interested in the state of her underwear and more in what it was concealing: namely her smoothly shaven pussy – recently shaven by the looks of it, which was always an added bonus. No, better than that, it looked like she’d had it waxed! God, he loved a Hollywood!

“Mm, it all seems to be in order,” he murmured, hypnotised by her juicy slit.

It was so inviting he couldn’t help but reach and stroke her silky smooth skin. She flinched at his touch, and he smiled thinly, enjoying her discomfort. Eventually, after spending a good couple of minutes stroking her most intimate parts in the middle of the corridor, he stood up and looked her in the eye.

“Your panties have a tear in, which is not acceptable, report to the headmaster’s office immediately,” he said, his tone disproving.

She went to pull up her panties and he slapped her hands away.

“No, report to the headmaster’s office like that,” he said.

“Yes, Sir,” she replied. He then stood back and watched as she waddled along the corridor with her skirt hiked high and her panties at half mast around her thighs. Oh yes, thought Phil as he enjoyed her humiliation, being a Clean Panties Inspector was a truly excellent job.

7: Dunce Tour

Twenty year old Melody Johnson had come bottom of the class in the maths test. Of course she had come bottom, she hated maths. In fact she hated all the academic subjects, and only really enjoyed sports. That was why she had wound up at this godforsaken place, because she had spent too much time playing competitive games and sports, and not enough time studying. The truth was she hated books and reading, and felt much happier out in the open air kicking a ball or sprinting down a track. In fact she wanted to be a professional athlete, or possibly a physical trainer, and had the well toned body to prove it.

Sadly, this was the third successive maths test she had done badly in. She knew this because creepy old Mr Juniper took great delight in telling her this. “It seems you’ve elevated stupidity to an art form,” he said, his eyes dancing with glee.

“Yes, Sir, I’m sorry,” she replied.

Mr Juniper nodded. “It seems I’m going to have to take radical action to make you take your education more seriously.”

Predictably she was stripped naked at the front of the class and given an obligatory six strokes from Mr Juniper’s bendy cane. But that was just the start; once Melody had been beaten she was given a pointy cap to put on her head with the word ‘DUNCE’ written on the front. She was expecting to be made to stand up the corner, but Mr Juniper had other ideas:

“You’re going crawl on all fours around the school, visiting every classroom in turn. And in each one you will stand at the front, apologise for being so thick, and then ask the teacher if he will help you by caning you.”

Melody stared in shock, not quite believing what she was being asked to do.

“Would you like me to repeat that?” Mr Juniper asked, flexing his cane menacingly.

“No, Sir, it’s clear.”

It was crystal clear. And so Melody, aware of the pitying looks from her classmates, crawled on all fours around the school wearing the dunce’s cap. It was hell on her knees, and she felt incredibly vulnerable creeping along with her exposed bottom on display. And each time she reached a classroom she stood at the front and confessed to being thick, before asking the teacher if he would help her by caning her. They all did, laying into her bottom with brutal delight.

In the biology teacher’s class there was another naked girl up the corner wearing a matching dunce’s cap (the school must have got them in a job lot). The biology teacher was so taken with her tour of shame that he made his own dunce – Scarlett, a sexy slim girl with a bob – join her in crawling around the school naked. And so one became two.

8: Hello Old Friend

Delilah thought it strange that she was allowed to sit down in the Headmaster’s office. Most of the abusive creeps at St Winifred’s delighted in displays of petty power over the young women under their control. They were a walking example of The Stamford Experiment, in which power led to corruption. But the Headmaster, after half heartedly spanking her for the creased blouse, had allowed her to sit while he added the misdemeanour to her file.

Why did he need to update her file? He didn’t, he just wanted to be alone in his office with a hot young woman. The headmaster was creepy to be sure, but he didn’t give off the same predatory vibe as most of the teachers here. And that’s when she noticed the middle-aged man kept glancing at her high heels before glancing quickly away, the way her stepdad used to.

A slow smile burned across her face as she realised why: the headmaster was submissive! No doubt about it! Despite being in charge here he was just another beta worm who liked to be ordered around by women. Fortunately – or unfortunately for him – he had bumped into a girl who could read him like a book.

“You can suck my heel if you like,” she said suddenly.

“What?” he asked, looking up from his laptop.

“You heard.”

He swallowed and looked at his laptop again. “I didn’t, not really,” he mumbled.

“I said you can suck my heel if you like,” she repeated slowly, as if talking to a dull child.

At first he did nothing and she wondered if she had made a terrible mistake, one that would lead to another caning, probably at the hands of that psycho English teacher, but then the headmaster stood up and crossed the office, his eyes on the floor. Moments later he was flat on his back beneath her, sucking hungrily on her right heel.

She was right! He was just another subby puppy in need of a woman to tell him what to do!

“That’s it, suck it good,” she coached, and he did, hungrily like he had a tasty lollipop in his mouth.

And as Delilah looked down at the man she had an idea: she was going to take control of St Winifred’s. She would take this seedy and corrupt establishment staffed with dangerous male chauvinists and turn the tables on them. And she would use the pitiful submissive man beneath her feet to help her do it.


Chapter Three: The Plot to Bring Down the Patriarchy

1: The Bitch Is Back

The first thing Delilah did was to make the headmaster her bitch. After having Mr Alban greedily suck her heel she got back to basics and made him strip naked and stand before her, ready for inspection. Of course he was much like every other middle-aged man in the world: severely out of shape with a dick that wouldn’t have looked out of place on a gerbil.

“Stiff as a board already?” she observed, swatting his erect penis with her hand and making the tiny thing bounce up and down.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, falling instantly into the time-honoured protocol of addressing his female superiors as ‘Mistress.’ That was good, because it meant that turning him into her fully fledged bitchboi would be easy-peasy-puddingham-pie! Was that the saying?

“And when was the last time your stiff little penis was inside a woman rather than inside your pumping fist?” she asked.

“I...” He looked away, ashamed. “Never, Mistress. I’m a virgin.”

“Ha ha! The virgin headmaster! How frustrating it must be for you, teaching a school full of attractive young women dressed in sexy little uniforms!”

He looked at Delilah, his face miserable. “It’s very frustrating, Mistress.”

Smiling, she stepped closer to the middle-aged beta and looked deep into his eyes. She saw fear and excitement in equal measure, and knew that he was hers. “You’ve been living a lie here, haven’t you, Mr Virgin?” she asked.

“A lie, Mistress?” he squeaked.

“Well, several lies, really. Firstly you’re hiding the fact you’re a middle-aged virgin, which I guess is understandable. But more importantly you’ve been mistreating and dominating young ladies when all the time you want to be mistreated and dominated.”

“I... Yes, Mistress,” he nodded and had the decency to look thoroughly ashamed.

“Luckily, fate has brought me here to crush you, and crush you I will,” she said and, reaching down, grabbed his saggy unemployed balls and squeezed. Almost instantly he screeched and doubled over, but she held onto his balls and carried on crushing. God it felt good after the shit she had endured recently.

“AHHHH!” he whimpered, his voice high. “Please stop, Mistress!”

She held on for a second longer, just to emphasise her newfound power over him, and then released his balls. Instantly he collapsed to the floor, cradling his tenderised testicles. She looked down at the mewling wretch, and realised how good it felt to have a grown man whimpering naked on the floor before her again.

“Get up, Sir,” she said, kicking him in the thigh. “I haven’t finished showing you who’s the boss yet.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said and, still clutching his balls, stood up before her. Smiling, she pointed at his desk and, with a submissive understanding as to what was expected of him he cleared a space and bent over it, presenting his chubby bottom for discipline. Since corporal punishment was used at this school there were plenty of implements in his office– canes, crops, paddles – for her to use. She selected a deliciously bendy crook handled cane and, without further ado, beat him. Beat him hard. She had to in order to imprint her authority onto him.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Been beaten much, Sir?” she asked as she lacerated his bare behind.

“Some, Mistress! By professional dominatrices!” he yodelled.

“How do I compare?”

“You’re very good, Mistress!” he squealed, squirming against the onslaught of blows.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The headmaster was crying hard by the end of the beating and, as he knelt at Delilah’s feet clutching his sore bottom, she made him kiss the cane in thank her for coming into his life. Once he had, she outlined to him her plan to take over the school.

2: Undercover Operative

Priya was on a very important mission and, for the first time since arriving at this hellhole, was actually happy. It had all started the previous night. She had been sitting up in bed reading a Harry Potter when Delilah – the sassy new girl with the looks of a supermodel – came and sat down by her.

“I need your help,” she had said with a warm smile.

Priya put down her Harry Potter. “Help?”

At which point the new girl outlined a plan that was both audacious and outrageous. And even though it would be tough, and test Priya, she knew that if they could pull it off she and the other girls would have the upper hand at this godforsaken school. Ultimately it was the new girl that swung it for her. There was something about Delilah that inspired confidence, and she knew that if any girl could turn the tables on the teachers at St Winfred’s it was her.

Now, twenty-four hours later, Priya was on her mission. She was back as Staff Room Monitor, performing demeaning duties completely naked save for high heels and an apron no bigger than a postage stamp.

As she poured tea and served it the teachers did what they always did: they stared openly at her breasts, bottom and thighs. Some went further than staring and, after handing them their beverage, they would run their hand up her thigh to brush against her vaginal lips. It was disgusting being pawed by these creeps, so much so she ended up spilling some tea on the floor.

“Stupid bitch! Lick that up immediately!” hissed Mr Desmond, the Geography teacher.

“Yes, Sir!” she squeaked and, getting down on all fours, started lapping the tea off the floor like a cat licking up milk.

“Bet that’s not the only thing she’d be good licking up,” said Mr Juniper and all the teachers laughed uproariously. She hoped to god they wouldn’t ‘produce’ anything for her to slurp off the floor, but they didn’t, instead they thought it would be funny to have her crawl around the staff room mooing like a cow.

“Mooo!” she lowed and the men laughed.

“Louder, or we’ll beat your sexy brown arse!”

“MOOO!”

“Look at those lovely big udders swinging!” chuckled Mr Grattan, the Physics teacher, slapping his thighs with delight. “I bet she’d like one of us to milk them for her?”

“MOOO!”

“The silly bitch definitely seems to have found her calling in life!”

“Yeah, we should paint her black and white and have her eating grass on the back field! Maybe get some of the other stroppy cows here out there grazing with her!”

“We’ve definitely got enough stupid bitches for a full herd!”

Today Priya didn’t mind the intense humiliation because when the teachers had gone, back to abuse the young women in their classes, she was left alone in the staffroom. Once she was sure the bastards weren’t coming back she secreted a small camera on top of the supplies cupboard; a camera which would record the teachers talking privately amongst themselves, revealing information and feeding it directly to Delilah’s laptop. Information that could – and would – be used against the corrupt bullying bastards.

Smiling, Priya headed back to her dorm room, pleased that the plot to smash the patriarchy had well and truly started. Not bad for a cow!

3: The Impostor

In truth, Terry Johnson felt something of an impostor at St Winifred’s. Unlike the other men who taught there, Terry didn’t enjoy mistreating the young women under him. If anything, he would have rather been on the receiving end of the abuse, and at night in his room would often masturbate over clips of young women dominating men. He was, in other words, submissive.  

That said, he knew what was expected of him in this highly paid job, and like his co-workers would use any excuse to bend a girl over her desk, flip her skirt up, yank her panties down, and cane her peachy arse. And although the corporal punishment did nothing for him sexually, he couldn’t help but respond to all the smooth female flesh on display. God, it was so perfect! Yet to be destroyed by age or poor lifestyle choices.

One of his favourite girls was Sian Ross, a beautiful nineteen year old mixed race girl with a curvaceous figure straight out of a glamour magazine. And, as much as he hated himself, he liked to find fault with Sian’s work just so he could strip and ogle her faultless caramel curves. Which is exactly what was about to happen.

“Another essay strewn with spelling mistakes,” he lied as he handed her back her work.

“But, Sir, I really tried,” Sian said, looking in confusion at the essay. Just so Terry’s subterfuge wouldn’t be discovered he had heavily crossed out every word he had pretended was misspelled, so much so it looked like the document had been redacted by the government.

“You didn’t try hard enough, apparently,” he replied and walked to the front of the classroom.

“But-”

“No buts, follow me, girl.”

Sian stood up and walked to the front, her high heels clicking loudly on the wooden floor. He turned to look at her and tried not to drool as he took her magnificence in. God, she was sexy. Sizzling, like a young Halle Berry, with that coffee coloured skin that gave her an exotic quality. He made the sizzling biracial minx bend over his desk, lifted her skirt up and pulled down her panties, exposing the bottom from heaven.

“My word!” he said to himself as he stroked her exposed cheeks. In fact he did more than stroke them, he allowed his hand to slip between her thighs and caress her hot sex. Then, because punishment was part of the ritual he must adhere to, he pulled his hand away – careful not to lick it even though he wanted to – and grabbed the cane lying on his desk. Then he started beating Sian’s flawless derriere.

CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK!

It was fascinating watching her flesh ripple out with each stroke, and moments later seeing the angry red stripes appear on her rump. As for Sian, she squirmed as he beat her with his crook handled cane. She begged and whinnied, imploring him to stop in a progressively more shrill voice, but he ignored it all. He knew what was expected of him at this establishment, an establishment he wanted to stay at because of the generous salary and the fact he could spend every day stripping young women and ogling their naked flesh.

CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK!

After he had finished the beating – not as hard as some of the men here, but hard enough to establish control – he made the sexy young vixen take off her skirt and panties altogether, along with her blazer, bra and blouse, and stand in the corner with her hands resting smartly on top her head.

He thought nothing of about the naked stunner until, after the lesson had finished and the girls had all gone, he glanced up to see her still in position. Kudos to the girl for holding it.

“You can go now, Sian,” he said, taking one last longing look at those immaculate caramel buttock cheeks. God, he’d love to kiss them and the red ridges he had left upon them! He’d apologize and beg for forgiveness-

-Sian turned and, bizarrely, he saw that the naked girl was smiling. The girls never normally smiled in this establishment. It wasn’t a pleasant smile either, there was something slightly malevolent about it, and it sent a nervous shiver down Terry’s spine.

“We know about you,” she said softly, walking towards him. He tried to focus on what she was saying but it was hard since she made no effort to cover either her apple sized breasts or her smooth shaven pussy, which was on full display. So tight and soft looking!

“Sorry?” he asked, his voice wavering.

“I said, we know all about you,” she repeated, getting closer.

“About me?” he asked, his anxiety rising along with his arousal.

“We know about what you download off the internet, Sir, and about your secret membership of the Slave Club,” she said and he blushed furiously, his face going as red as her perfect bottom. How could they know about the expensive and highly confidential BDSM club he visited in London, where he paid thousands a year to be treated like shit by haughty young women in PVC and latex.

“We’ve even seen the scripts you send these women to follow, and how you like to have your penis mocked because of how small it is, and how it hasn’t been inside a woman for years. I believe the word you use to describe your born-again virgin status is pussyfree.”

“I...no, this is not true,” he mumbled lamely.

“Oh, and we know how you love to be mocked for your addiction to wanking the little pink acorn between your legs,” continued Sian, her smooth pussy getting closer all the time.

“I... erm, don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said, his eyes never leaving the silky slit. He was hypnotised by its perfection, knowing that out in the real world a sexy young woman like this would never look twice at him, let alone give him access to her most intimate part.

“Don’t worry, though, we’re going to help your dreams come true,” she continued as she came to a standstill in front of him, her hot bare sex inches from his face. “But first we need your help in finding out where the hard drive is.”

“The hard drive?” he asked, confused.

She reached out and touched his hair, stroking it softly as if he were a pet. Of course, in a sense, he was. “The hidden cameras in this academy – oh, we know all about them – feed to a hard drive that only the owners know about. We need to know where exactly that is.”

“I ... ask the headmaster, he’ll know,” stammered Terry, his eyes fixed on her tight vaginal lips.

“He doesn’t, even under extreme testicle torture the pathetic little man had no idea ...” Her hand moved down and caressed Terry’s cheek softly. “You’re undoubtedly the smartest teacher here, hence you inherent belief in female supremacy, so we need you to put your thinking cap on.”

“I ... honestly don’t know where it could be,” he whispered hoarsely.

“On the floor, face up,” she commanded, her voice suddenly sharp.

He didn’t need asking twice, especially with her effortlessly dominant tone, and instinctively did as he was told and lay on the hard tiled floor, looking up at the divine young creature above him. From this angle she was even more beautiful than ever, and dripping with raw power.

She smiled down, and he was again reminded of how much she resembled Halle Berry back in her nineties heyday. “Now, I’m going to give you a taste of honey,” purred the young vixen. “If you can come up with the answer, you’ll get a bigger taste.”

With that the impossibly sexy young woman sat on his face and ground down with her deliciously tight pussy. And yes, it was even smoother and softer than it looked-

-Terry grunted and came in his pants, and as he did so he realised where the clandestine hard drive probably was. After hungrily licking his new Mistress’s divine pussy he told her, and received a pat on the head for his trouble.

4: Information Dump

Scarlett Garner was something of a sexpot. Although she had lost her virginity at the relatively late age of eighteen, she had made up for it in the following two years by sleeping with a succession of men. And she liked them all: tall, blond, dark, lean, rough, tough, strong and mean. It helped that she had a black bob and a slim, sensuous body that was – as one man put it – built to be ridden, and ridden hard. In fact it was Scarlett’s sex addiction that had led her to neglecting her studies and winding up at this hellhole, where the only thing that went in her hole was the dildo she had smuggled in.

Which is why she was so happy that Delilah had chosen her to seduce the Head of Security, Jed Harper. Nobody realised Jed was head of security and thought he was just the caretaker, and only twigged to his dual role when the teachers had been caught talking about him on Priya’s spy camera in the staffroom. According to the submissive History teacher – now hopelessly addicted to her friend Sian’s divine pussy – he was probably connected with Wyvern, the people who owned this dubious establishment. To that end his cubbyhole on the ground floor was almost certainly where the hard drive containing all the footage of the girls being dominated and mistreated was kept.

Scarlett had volunteered to seduce the caretaker because she actually fancied the man. Unlike the other staff members he was young – late twenties – and had a chiselled jawline, clear blue eyes, and a thick head of tousled black hair that she’d love to run her hands through. He reminded her of the actor Henry Cavill. In other words, he was sexy as fuck.

She took a deep breath, knocked on his cubbyhole door, and then went in. “Mr Harper, there’s a problem with the showers.”

“Oh?” he said, not looking up from the newspaper he was reading.

“The water’s not working, so I’m all lathered up and unable to rinse,” she continued.

That’s when he looked up. She saw his yes widen when he saw she was just wearing a small towel, wrapped tightly around her lithe young body, a body that was also covered in suds. “I wonder if I could use your sink to rinse my hair out?”

He stared at her, his eyes running up and down the length of her nubile body, and then nodded. “Be my guest, girl.”

Scarlett went to his sink and started running the cold tap. Then she proceeded to rinse her hair, all the time aware of the sexy bastard’s eyes crawling all over her. Finally she removed the towel from her body and rubbed her hair dry with it. Then she turned to face him. “Ooops, I appear to only have brought one towel.”

Grinning, he stood up and walked towards her, and it was clear from the hungry look in his eye that he knew exactly what he wanted. This was another reason he was so sexy: his effortless confidence.

“Come with me, girl,” he said. Taking Scarlett by the hand he led her to the cosy little bedroom connected to his cubbyhole. As he did so she was aware of the door to the corridor opening and Jessica and Dee entering and crossing the room towards his cupboard, the place they suspected the Wyvern hard drive was.

“You don’t mind if I fuck your brains out?” he asked nonchalantly in the bedroom, looking down at her.

“I’d be disappointed if you didn’t,” she replied with a cheeky smirk. “I mean that’s like the entire reason I came down here, because I wanted your dick inside me.”

Laughing, he threw her on the bed and began pulling his own clothes off, revealing a muscular and well cared for body. And there, between his legs, was a mighty cock. It was huge, and definitely what Scarlett needed after surviving on just a dildo since term started. So she reached down and grabbed his huge dick, a dick so thick she could barely get her hand around.

“Ten inches?” she asked, excited.

“Fuck knows, but you can measure it later if you like,” he said. Then he was fucking Scarlett’s brains out. And as he did so she ran her hands through his thick black hair and screamed with delight, partly because he really was a most excellent fuck – better than she ever imagined – but mainly because she wanted to provide cover for Jessica and Dee, who were hopefully inside a cupboard downloading every single file they could find from a secret hard drive.

5: Pain Slut

Sammie Jessop was an unapologetic pain slut. Unlike the other young women at this dubious institute, she actually loved being stripped naked and beaten with crops and canes and whatever else the teachers could find to use on her defenceless body. In fact she often misbehaved just to feel the wrath of the psychotic teachers here. Yes, she felt sorry for the girls who didn’t like or deserve this kind of treatment, and wanted it to stop for their sake, which is why she was intrigued when the new girl had come and sat down next to her in the canteen.

“I want to bring this place to its knees,” Delilah had said.

“Say what now?” replied Sammie with a smile.

“I want to bring this place to its knees.”

“That’s a shame as I kind of like this place!”

“Don’t worry, your needs will be fully met after we’ve taken over, but we need your help to do that.”

“Oh?”

“We need you to produce some drama that will play well on camera.”

Sammie had laughed, knowing exactly what Delilah meant by ‘drama’. Such a simple word, yet loaded with so much potential. So Sammie did what she did best: she misbehaved.

She chose Mr Harlequin’s Physics class, knowing that he was an ex marine with a temper, and the optics of him beating a young lady would be seismic. She went to the lesson chewing bubble gum and when he asked her to remove it she back-chatted him – “Somebody’s grumpy today!” – then blew a bubble that burst, filling the room with a loud pop. Then, just to add a cherry on top, took the gum out and stuck it on her desk while he watched.

“I would go and put it in the bin but it’s too fucking far!” she joked and, to add insult to injury, winked at him.

“What did you say?”

“Haven’t you got your hearing aid in, gramps?”

Fuming, Mr Harlequin yanked Sammie out of her seat by her hair and dragged her roughly to the front of the class. There Mr Harlequin, all six foot six of him, proceeded to literally tear her skirt and panties off, force her over his desk, and spank her. And he was relentless, like a cyborg that had just been freshly charged.

SPLAP! SPLAP SPLAP!

She writhed and bucked as his hand fell, her legs cart-wheeling. She threw back her head and screamed, knowing that it would be caught on several hidden cameras now secreted around the school in strategic locations.

“Please stop, Mr Harlequin!” she warbled. “I’m sorry!”

“You will be, girl!” he hissed and, if anything, increased the ferocity and tempo of his spanking.

SPLAP! SPLAP SPLAP!

Sammie responded in kind by wailing and struggling even more, like a drowning woman fighting a slipstream. Oh, this was an Oscar worthy performance from the young pain-slut, not least because she was secretly enjoying every single minute of the fierce beating. Sure, there was footage on the hard drive, but most was encrypted and proving extremely difficult to get at, so they needed some nice juicy new material for the takeover. And make no mistake, this was juicy.

6: Gopher

Tracy Robins was a bit of a nerd, with trademark spectacles and braces, along with a flat chest and hair that, no matter how much she washed it, tended to the greasy side. She didn’t mind. Physical beauty meant nothing to her; she was more interested in information. Yes, when she was at normal school this led to a fair amount of teasing and – sadly – bullying. People struggled to understand her love or data and information, and reacted unkindly. She in turn lashed out and got into fights with these bullies, which is how she had wound up at St Winfred’s.  

Amazingly, the girls here had no problem whatsoever with her nerdier ways and unconventional looks. The teachers may have been sneering perverts who ignored her because she wasn’t classically beautiful, but the girls embraced her and made her feel welcome. So for the first time in her life she had friends. So when Delilah had asked her to go through the extensive records on the premises looking for information on Wyvern, and anything else she could find out, she jumped at the chance.

There were boxes of files that – with the help of the newly enslaved headmaster – were taken to a large unused room at the top of the building. There she painstakingly and methodically started opening a box at a time and going through the contents: the letters, the invoices, the employee records, the accounts ... some went back forty years, indicating that this establishment had been going for a long, long time. And each time she found a clue, no matter how small, she logged it on her laptop.

And while the search for information on Wyvern was proving fruitless, she was nonetheless discovering a lot of information on the school itself. For example, the habit of employing less than savoury teachers went back decades. Gopher went through files and found files indicating that the vast majority of teachers not only had criminal records, but the school knew it. It looked to Gopher like they turned a blind eye because compromised men were the ideal staff for a compromised school.

“Wow! This is like bad man central!” she whistled as she logged details of teachers with GBH, assault, and indecent exposure convictions. And these men, these scumbags, had been in charge of vulnerable young women!

Gopher also started amassing a list of ex students. Some of the files on these women contained indecent photos, along with credit and debit accounts. It took a moment for Gopher to realise that a great many of the women who had been through these halls had then been blackmailed after leaving. And still were.

No matter, she was amassing a list of ex pupils and each and every one would be contacted to ask about their time at St Winfred’s. Maybe – just maybe – they could help these women get some unofficial compensation. But of course that brought her back to the need to find out more on Wyvern, the beating heart of this evil enterprise.

So, while the girls worked on producing blackmail material on the current teachers, Gopher lost herself in the past. She sorted and categorised information, looking for secrets about Wyvern, the mysterious organisation that owned this academy and would one day pay dearly.

7: Editrix

Delilah had turned the headmaster’s office into her base of operations. She was currently sitting at his antique teak desk editing footage from the hidden cameras the girls had secreted around the school. Because they only had a limited number they had had to rotate the cameras between classrooms, ensuring that all the teachers were caught. Thankfully such was the teachers’ penchant for abuse that they had masses of material. The footage Sammie had managed to get of herself being spanked raw by the Physics teacher was especially dynamite, and highlighted how insanely corrupt and abusive the school was. And Sammie, bless her masochistic socks, had loved every second of it.

“You go girl!” muttered Delilah to herself as she captured screenshots for the blackmail packages she was preparing. She wished they could crack the files they had discovered on the hard-drive in the caretaker’s cubbyhole, the ones that were sent back to Wyvern, but that would have to wait until they could find a computer expert. No matter, what she had was enough to get the ball rolling.

As ever, the headmaster was there in the office with Delilah, kneeling naked beside the desk. He, like Sammie, was a hopeless masochist, and Delilah made sure to give him plenty of abuse to keep him obedient, hence the angry welts on his chubby bottom.

Smiling at the memory of his last beating – which she had him stretched over this very desk like a starfish, with a stapler in his mouth to stem his screams – Delilah continued scrolling though the files of data her army of hellions had amassed. Thanks to Priya’s bug in the staffroom, they also had plenty of gossip about the teachers, such as the fact that Mr Harlequin (the teacher who had walloped Sammie) had been dishonourably discharged from the marines and really shouldn’t have been anywhere near vulnerable young ladies. Hell, the psycho shouldn’t have been anywhere near anybody, period.

They also learnt about teachers in debt (three), those with drink and drug problems (four), another who hadn’t paid any child support in over a decade, and even one who was wanted by the Swiss police for embezzlement charges. The underlying message was clear: St Winfred’s teachers were perverts, reprobates and sociopaths. Fortunately, Delilah and the girls now had a growing pile of evidence to prove it.

“Your colleagues are about to get a lesson in female supremacy,” she said at the naked man crouched beside her desk.

“They deserve it, Mistress,” he gabbled.

Delilah laughed, pleased with the toad’s response and then instructed the virgin headmaster to get dressed and call an assembly for everyone. It was finally time to use this evidence to bring every man in this godforsaken school to heel.

8: The Emergency Assembly

Roger Redmond had no idea what an emergency assembly even was, let alone why all the teachers had been called to it. That was the headmaster for you, though: a spineless wimp who had no business running an institute like this. Put a man like Roger in charge – a strong Alpha with the confidence to lead men – and these nasty little bitches really would experience true hardship. And be better off for it. Oh yes, the only way to improve young reprobates was to make them suffer first.

The fat and useless headmaster was on the stage now with that sexy new girl, Delilah, standing just behind him. What the hell was she doing up there? Hopefully she was about to be stripped naked and caned, although Roger couldn’t imagine the headmaster having the balls to do something like that. Well, Roger did, and he vowed that next time she was in his Chemistry class he’d find some excuse to beat the saucy little minx. Oh, by the time he’d finished with her you’d be able to fry bacon on her shapely buttocks.

SSSSSS!

Also present, along with the teachers in the front two rows, were what looked like every female pupil at St Winfred’s, all kitted out in their regulation schoolgirl outfits. That meant the Assembly Hall was at maximum capacity, with nearly one hundred people crammed into it, murmuring loudly.

“What the hell is going on?” Roger whispered to the woodwork teacher next to him.

“Beats me,” replied Mr Carlisle with a dismissive shrug. “Probably just some tedious update about the leak in the toilet that never seems to get fixed.”

“Maybe,” mumbled Roger, but he didn’t think so. Something felt off about this whole thing, and he was beginning to have a bad feeling about it.

Up on stage the headmaster was clearing his throat and signalling for everybody to quieten down, which they eventually did. Not out of respect for the milksop, more because they wanted to know what on earth was going on. “Gentlemen and ladies, I’ve called you here to hear a very important message from Delilah,” said the wimp and then stepped aside.

Roger watched, bemused and irritated, as the young lady with ideas above her station stepped to the front of the stage and smiled broadly at everyone. Roger didn’t like the smile at all, it was smug as hell.

“Hello boys and girls, I’m here to tell you some hard truths,” she began, her voice loud and clear so everybody in the hall could hear. “This so-called academy is, to put it bluntly, an absolute disgrace. It’s nothing more than a hotbed of vile abuse, both physical and mental, dressed up as a finishing school. That has to stop and will stop.”

While she paused to let her words sink in the teachers looked at each other in confusion: what the hell was this strumpet blathering about? Roger was glaring at the cocky young bitch, wondering how on earth she had gotten the headmaster to agree to this offensive dribble. Oh, he was going to enjoy caning her ass later. No, forget the cane, he would break out the bullwhip and really make the bitch dance. The thought of her, stark naked and squirming as he whipped her, made him smile slightly.

“Ladies, please,” said Delilah, looking at some of the students behind the teachers. Suddenly they were walking along the line of teachers, handing each man a thick brown envelope with his name on.

Frowning, Roger took his and opened it. Inside he found glossy photos of him – at least twenty – beating naked young women. And the women pictured looked in agony, as well they might since he was incredibly adept at disciplining the fairer sex.

He glanced around at his fellow teachers and saw that each one had similar photos, capturing them at their most brutal. The teachers looked worried since the pictures were beyond incriminating. Hell, the pictures were evidence of physical assault and more. The outside world, filled with bleeding heart liberals and the terminally woke, wouldn’t understand the context. They wouldn’t understand that the men here were helping these girls become better. Only through pain and humiliation would these bitches learn and grow!

“This is bad,” he heard somebody mutter under their breath, and there were murmurs of agreement from some of the teachers. Too right it was fucking bad! It was a fucking catastrophe!

Up on stage Delilah cleared her throat and began talking again, now with all frivolity stripped from her tone. Suddenly she was all business: “The photos are print outs of footage from incidents that happened on these premises in the last five days. Each of the girls pictured has signed a statement saying the beatings were non-consensual and caused them considerable duress.” The haughty young lady looked down at the teachers in the front row, her eyes clear and focussed. “All of which means you belong to us now. Every man here is, for want of a better term, our bitch, and will do whatever we say.”

“Like fuck we will!” hissed Roger, standing up. He’d had enough of this nonsense and was going to nip it in the bud. Oh, it wasn’t just the bitch on stage he’d strip naked and whip, he’d have every female in this place stark naked for the thrashing of their young lives. They wouldn’t be able to sit down for a month once he’d finished with them. Then he’d email the bosses at Wyvern and demand that he be made headmaster.

Delilah walked over and stood looking down on him from up on the stage. “That’s your prerogative, Mr Redmond, but if you don’t these images go to the police and you’ll end up as a registered sex offender. After you’ve been released from prison, you’ll be lucky to find a job as a road sweeper. And of course you’ll end up being driven out of your home once your neighbours discover you’re a sex fiend that abuses young women.”

Roger, glaring at her with genuine hatred, slowly sat down back in his seat. The nasty bitch was right. She did have every single man here by the balls and there was not a damn thing any of them could do about it.

Fuck!

Delilah smiled sweetly at the assembled men beneath her – literally and figuratively now – clearly enjoying their growing discomfort. “Good, now let’s go over the new rules at St Winifred Academy.”

With obvious relish the brat went over the new rules in detail. Roger listened and didn’t like what he heard. He didn’t like it at all. He wasn’t alone, judging by the horrified looks of his fellow teachers, they didn’t like the new rules either. Trouble was, it appeared they didn’t have any choice but to accept them.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!


Chapter Four: The New Normal

1: Uniform Policy

The uniform the girls had to wear at St Winifred’s was an abomination. It objectified and over-sexualised them, and wearing it was probably a breech of their human rights. Yet despite all that the short skirt and tight blouse ensemble had actually grown on Delilah. It was a visible reminder that the girls had used their sexuality and feminity to turn the tables on the men who had subjugated them. It also reminded the men here of their feminine power. And so, as the new de facto boss at this school – the unofficial headmistress, if you will – she had decided that the girls should continue wearing the saucy outfits.

“So you want us to carry on dressing like wanton sluts even though you think it’s degrading?” asked Zoe, sounding and looking confused.

“Pretty much!” said Delilah with an impish grin. “And it has the added advantage that it keeps a semblance of normality, and we need that to keep control here.”

They were currently in the headmaster’s office, which was now Delilah’s office. He was there as well, standing naked beside Delilah, ready to do her bidding. He was nude because it reminded him that he was below her and every single girl here. And, despite wanting to keep up the semblance of normality, the other males would also be kept in a permanent state of undress. Nudity ensured that the men not only understood their place, but were unable to escape.

Zoe was looking at the man who used to be in charge, her eyes crawling up and down his body. “It’s insane to think this bloated weasel used to pull the strings here.”

“Yeah, and now he and every other man here is our puppet!” Delilah turned to look at him. “Aren’t you, slave?”

“Yes, Miss Delilah!”

He wasn’t wrong, as day to day life at St Winifred’s now proved...

2: Small Cock Shaming 101

It was a week since the girls had taken control of St Winifred’s and things were a bit different to say the least. Perhaps the most obvious change was that none of the male teachers were permitted to wear clothes anymore. They wore a dog collar around their neck and that was it.

It was incredibly embarrassing standing in front of a classroom full of young women in the nude. Peter Holland was now doing exactly that, and trying to teach Geography, but before he could do that he had to listen to a barrage of snide comments about what was between his legs.

“He’s got a peashooter while most girls prefer a bazooka!”

“My hamster rang, he wants his dick back!”

“My four year old nephew has a bigger one!”

Peter cleared his throat and, ignoring the unkind commentary, ploughed on with his lesson. He tried to pretend he was clothed but when the girls weren’t making derogatory comments about his penis, they were openly staring at it with disbelieving smirks on their faces.

It wasn’t that small, was it? Granted, he was hardly a porn star, but none of the six women he had been intimate with had complained. They surely all couldn’t have been being polite? No, of course not. Trouble was, the constant penis shaming was eating away at his confidence.

To add to his embarrassment this class had the stunningly beautiful Scarlett Roberts in, and she was doing her utmost to turn him on. She kept looking him in the eye and licking her full and luscious lips. She unbuttoned her shirt, revealing cleavage to die for, and leant forward in her desk. She chewed the end of her pen suggestively, all the time maintaining eye contact with him. And then she came right up to his desk and, pretending to drop her pencil, bent over to give him and eyeful of her tight white panties. It had the desired effect and his cock twitched into life and was soon filly erect and quivering before all the girls.

“Oh my god, Sir! That is so not appropriate!” said Scarlett when she saw it, her voice heavy with mock outrage.

“I... I’m sorry!” he blustered, and held his hand over his throbbing penis.

“Don’t try and hide the evidence of your disgraceful little stiffy, Mr Holland,” she said and, leaning over, slapped his hand away.

“I’m ... not!” he blurted, embarrassed and ashamed in equal measure.

“I’m afraid teachers aren’t allowed to get boners while teaching, it’s actually an Ofsted rule, so you better bend over your desk so I can discipline you!” Scarlett said and then went to the corner to retrieve a cane from the hat stand. The cane Peter himself had used multiple times on the young ladies in his class, including Scarlett.

The teacher did as he was told and bent over the desk, again thinking of how many young ladies he had made assume the exact same pose. Now it was his turn, and he found it both humiliating and frightening. Frightening because he had a low pain threshold and struggled to take even the lightest of beatings, something he had learned the hard way in the past week.

Not that the girls cared, in fact they seemed to like it when the teachers struggled to take their medicine. And soon Peter – like so many of his fellow teachers in this cruel new regime – was gritting his teeth as cane stroke after cane stroke fell across his naked buttocks.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Nobody wants to see your pathetic little erection!” hissed Scarlett, really laying into him. “Maybe if you had a reasonably sized dick between your legs instead of a peanut we’d be happy to have you teach us with it standing proud, but you don’t!”

“I’m sorry, Miss!” wailed Peter, squirming against the unrelenting onslaught.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“You will be unless you lose the hard-on, boy!” snarled Scarlett.

“I’ll try, Miss!” he whimpered, his voice higher than an old-school kettle boiling.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The pain had the desired effect, and by the time the nineteen year old had finished beating Peter his penis was flaccid again. Of course once he stood up to face his students the cruel comments about his lack of endowment started again:

“It’s back to looking like a baby slug!”

“I’d salt it!”

“Salt it? I’d cut it off and go fishing with it!”

“You wouldn’t catch many fish with that!”

“No wonder his wife divorced him!”

“I wonder if his son has a tiny todger too! Poor bastard!”

And so, as the girls brayed with laughter, the Geography teacher blushed furiously and again tried to teach them about landmass calculation. Sadly for him, most seemed hell-bent on working out his penile mass, which all agreed wasn’t very much at all.

3: A Dunce’s Revenge

It went without saying that Melody was going to get her revenge on her sadistic maths teacher, Mr Juniper. And she was going to get it in front of the whole class. She watched as the old pig cleared his throat and, despite being stark naked and possessing a penis no bigger than a cashew, tried to quieten everyone down.

“Okay, girls, let’s stop all the chattering and begin,” he said, sounding as authoritive as he could under the circumstances. “Today we’re going to be exploring quadratic equa-”

Melody stood up and Mr Juniper stopped, suddenly looking nervous. She was glad about that because it showed he remembered what he had done to her, and it would help him appreciate that what happened next was his own fault. “We’ll do your boring maths rubbish in a minute, Mr Juniper, but first we have other business to attend to.”

To his credit, the naked middle-aged man in a studded dog collar tried to assert himself. “Can this wait, Melody? Only quadratic equations can be quite tricky, so we’ve a lot to get through.”

Melody marched up to him and slapped his face, hard enough to make his head rock back. “No, this can’t wait, Mr Juniper. It’s about your somewhat vindictive policy towards students that don’t perform as well as others.”

He swallowed, his eyes darting back and forth anxiously. “I can assure you, everything I did was to help the student focus. I apologise if some of my methods came across as a little stringent, but it was for your benefit.”

This earned some titters from the watching girls, who understood that the old bastard was about to be schooled.

Melody smiled slyly. “I can assure you, Mr Juniper, everything that I do now is to help the teacher focus. And I would like to apologise in advance if any of it comes across as being a little ... stringent.”

The dunce’s cap Mr Juniper forced students to wear was made of a hard plastic, almost a mini traffic cone really, with a sharp point at the end. Melody grabbed it from the table it was kept on up the corner and placed it on the math’s teacher’s old-fashioned pine desk. She then turned to the man who had made her feel so small and stupid.

“Get up on your desk, Mr Juniper,” she said quietly.

He looked anxiously at the dunce’s cap, and then at Melody. “This is most unorthodox. I appreciate things are different now, but we’re still an educational establishment and I need to teach you girls-”

“-GET ON THE DESK, NOW!” thundered Melody, slamming her hand on the desk and making the old pervert jump. Pleasingly, his tiny penis jiggled when he jumped, making him look even more ludicrous.

“I ... yes, of course.” The naked man was clearly intimidated by her tone and, nodding at nobody in particular, quickly clambered up onto the desk and stood there like a prize lemon. Melody smiled sweetly up at him, enjoying his extreme discomfort. “Now squat over the cone and lower yourself onto the point.”

“Sorry?”

“Squat over the cone and lower yourself onto the point,” she repeated slowly.

Mr Juniper went to speak but she wagged her finger and he fell silent. Then he did as he was told and, after positioning himself over the dunce’s cap, lowered himself gently down onto the point, so that the tip was actually inserted inside of him.

“Eugh!” muttered a girl at the back of the class.

“Jesus!” whispered another.

Melody looked at Mr Juniper squatting uncomfortably on the desk, the hat embedded in his ass. Mr Juniper had been very good at humiliating young women, but nothing he ever dreamed up came close to this. And it wasn’t over yet, not by a long shot.

“I’m sure you can get more inside you than that,” said Melody and Mr Juniper, looking like he wished the ground would open up and swallow him, lowered himself further, so that the top half of the hat was inside him. Judging by his expression, it hurt.

“You will now teach us all about quadratic equations while squatting on the dunce’s cap you were so fond of making us wear,” said Melody and returned to her seat to watch.

What happened next was that Mr Juniper taught the girls about quadratic equations whilst impaled on the plastic cone. Yes, his voice cracked and wavered as he did so, and tears trickled down his face, but he did it. And everybody who attended the lesson agreed it was strangely impressive and the old pervert actually went up in their estimation by the end of the class.

4: Sex Slave

Scarlett had decided to keep sexy Jed Harper as her sex slave. Why not? The caretaker was good looking – hell, he was drop dead gorgeous with a healthy dollop of mouth-watering on top – with a dynamite cock he knew exactly how to use. So yes, she was keeping him as his sex slave to satisfy her on demand.

When Scarlett mentioned her plan to Jed Harper he didn’t look as pleased as he should have, so she stripped him naked and tied him face up on the bed. “I’d rather have a willing fuck puppy, but either way I’m getting my oats,” she said, grinding her pussy down against his handsome face.

He spluttered something incomprehensible so she slapped his balls hard enough for him to scream, and told him to dig his tongue into her pussy and lick. He didn’t do it straight away so his balls got another slap, harder this time, which seemed to focus him.

“You really know how to hit my g-spot with that long tongue of yours,” she complemented him as she rode his face.

He said something, completely incomprehensible, and she swatted his monster cock, which swayed back and forth like a fleshy metronome. “Less talking and more licking!” she said and ground down on his handsome profile.

Jed Harper licked and licked and licked, proving that he was as good with his tongue as he was with his cock. And when he had finished Scarlett rubbed herself off on his nose, which was also surprisingly effective at stimulating her clitoris. In fact every part of this sexy bastard seemed designed to pleasure women, which made keeping him as a pet all the more sensible.

“Mmm, I think I should share you,” she murmured.

And that’s what she did: she invited the other girls at St Winifred’s to come and make use of her new sex slave, and before long her fellow students were popping in to ride his face or impale themselves on his beautiful big cock. And when he grew too tired to get an erection, the insatiable girls of St Winfred’s dosed him with Viagra and let the chemicals stiffen him up.

All in all it was an excellent use for a good-looking man with a decent cock, and although he seemed miserable Scarlett was pretty damn sure the other teachers at this school – those now suffering the agonies of the damned on an hourly basis – would have killed to be in his position. Oh well, she thought, grass is greener and all that.

5: Nurse

Bob Quilter stood in the medical room in the nurse’s outfit Delilah – sorry, Miss Fucking Delilah – had got for him. It consisted of a short white mini dress, white stockings, suspenders, high heels that were murder on his feet, and a nurse’s cap. Just for added authenticity there was a fully functioning stethoscope around his neck. He looked a complete and utter tit, not least because he also wore make-up: mascara, blusher, glossy red lipstick, and eye lash extensions that made it appear a tarantula was crawling out of his eye sockets.

Miss Fucking Delilah – the psycho bitch now in charge of this establishment – had decided that he should continue with his medical duties. But now he would be rubbing cream onto men’s battered bottoms and dick shafts, or bandaging up their bruised balls. It was degrading, especially as the teachers looked down on him. Literally, since he was forced to kneel as he tended to their injuries. “Fucking sissy freak,” they would mutter under their breath as he applied bandages or cream.

Worse, Delilah had also added ‘Medical Relief Provider’ to his duties. For health reasons – ha! – she had decided that all the male teachers needed to be masturbated to completion once a day, and it was his job to do it.

What made it worse is apart from the naturally submissive men – god, Bob hated those freaks – he usually had to get the men ‘hard’ before he could wank them off. This would involve tickling their balls, blowing on their shafts or, if that failed, actually licking and kissing them to life. Fortunately a lot of men became erect before he got to that point, but Bob had fluffed at least twenty percent of the men here, and it wasn’t great for his ego.

He was currently kneeling in front of Mr Harlequin, the physics teacher that used to be a marine, masturbating his decent sized cock (a cock he had just tickled into life with a feather). As ever he had a student behind him in her saucy little schoolgirl uniform, supervising. This one was Priya, the sexy Indian minx he had fingered in the staffroom on numerous occasions, before making her suck his finger clean in the most suggestive way imaginable. No doubt those memories fuelled her contempt for him. Hell, she had helped Delilah style him into the ludicrous sissy slut he was now.

“I’m sure you’ve done this before, you’re dynamite at jerking other guys’ off!” observed Priya sarcastically.

“Thank you, Miss!” he simpered in the falsetto voice they now made him talk in. And if he didn’t, he had been told, he would be kicked in the balls so many times that he would sound like a girl for the rest of his life.

“Yeah, I reckon you could make a living pumping off men, or at least earn enough to buy some nice make-up and lingerie.”

“Thank you, Miss!” said Bob, feeling his soul shrivel and die a little bit more. Yes, he’d possibly done some things he shouldn’t, but did he really deserve this awful fate? He didn’t think so.

Priya suddenly chuckled. “This perv looks ready to blow!”

Bob continued wanking the Mr Harlequin’s dick, hating the fact that the girl was right was right: Harlequin did appear ready to orgasm. And no sooner had Bob thought this than there was a twitch and the teacher’s sperm was spurting out and splashing onto the floor.

“He’s a gusher, isn’t he, Nurse?” the girl commented.

“Yes, Miss,” agreed Bob, wondering just how the history teacher managed to produce so much ejaculate. It was the equivalent of three men combined, and it was splattered across the floor like yoghurt.

“You know what comes next, don’t you?” asked Priya.

Bob nodded miserably, his eyes never leaving the sperm splashed across the floor. “Yes, Miss.”

“In that case, quit staring at it and eat it!” commanded the young woman and Bob, knowing what would happen if he didn’t, quickly bent his head forward and started lapping the hot semen up. Because the history teacher had produced so much cum – the amount a small horse produces – eating it took longer than usual, and by the time he knelt up a good proportion was smeared across his face, where it would stay until the end of the day.

“Loser,” muttered Mr Harlequin before he was ushered out by Priya. Then yet another naked male man – Mr Grattan the Physics teacher – was brought in to be jerked off. This, Bob thought despondently, is not me living my best life.

6: Appearance Matters

Jessie had been made ‘Appearance Monitor’ by Delilah. Essentially this meant patrolling the corridors of St Winifred’s to make sure the teachers’ looked presentable. Despite being naked they were still required to look smart. Many didn’t, with hairy backs and bottoms that made them look like really shit apes. So Jessie’s first dictat in her new job was to make it a rule that all men should be completely hairless below the eyebrows. Body hair of any kind was strictly forbidden, and anybody found with even a single strand would be beaten hard.

On the first day of this new rule she had ushered all the men of St Winifred’s into the shower cubicle, handed them disposable razors from Poundland, and forced them to lather themselves up with soap and shave each other while she watched. “I want you boys smoother than eels undergoing chemotherapy treatment!” she said with a smirk.

“Yes, Miss Jessie!” they chorused back – how quickly they had learnt the new protocol – and proceeded to de-fuzz each others bodies. It was awkward as hell for the poor dears, lifting each others testes and shaving underneath, or spreading each others buttock cheeks so they could get a razor between them, but they did it.

“Make sure every nook and cranny is bald else I’ll have you plucking each other with tweezers!” she laughed.

“Yes, Miss Jessie!” came the obedient reply. Despite this being their first time they were remarkably good at removing each others disgusting body hair, and only a few needed to be caned and told to re-shave.

After the mass razoring the men were rinsed clean under jets of cold water, before being sent back to teach, now with less hair than a porn star’s pussy. Of course hair grows fast and it was Jessie’s responsibility – one she enthusiastically embraced – to ensure that the teachers stayed hairless. So far that day she had bent three men over, examined their nutsacks and arse cracks, and found stray hairs. This earned them six strokes of her cane and a warning to get smooth or have the offending hairy bits beaten. The men hurried off to shave, rightfully terrified.

Along with hair free bodies, each man had his hair cut short. Some of the men with rather elaborate comb-overs weren’t happy, but tough. From now on each man had a short, back and sides, as if they were in the army. This brought a welcome uniformity to them, and helped remind them that they no longer had any control over anything, not even their own appearances.

Jessie also noticed, as she walked the corridors and popped into classrooms, that many of the men who taught at St Winfred’s were overweight. Some more so than others, but all could do with some rigorous exercise, much like the rigorous exercise the girls were made to do on a weekly basis. To that end, she decided to talk with the new fitness tsar, Melody, and organise some fitness sessions for the hapless males at this school.

7: Caged Worm

Terry Johnson couldn’t believe how lucky he was to be working in a full on hardcore Femdom School. The girls had pretty much taken complete control and the men – Terry included – were little more than their slaves. In Terry’s case, he was a very willing slave. He loved dominant women and would be happy if the entire world was like this!

The only slight fly in the ointment was that the girls knew he was submissive and didn’t want him walking around in a state of semi permanent arousal. To that end Miss Delilah had ordered a chastity cage for him off the internet – extra small and bright pink for added shame – and locked his penis inside it. “I do like a caged worm!” she had whispered after fitting it, tapping his pink cage with her fingernails.

TAP! TAP! TAP!

On the one hand he loved the added humiliation of teaching young women just wearing a tiny little pink cage, but on the other it was incredibly frustrating not to be able to just grab his erection and pump himself silly at the sheer excitement of it all. It was exquisite torture, and the amount of pre-cum leaking from his pink cage had already got him plenty of extra discipline from the girls in his class.

Which is what was happening now. He had been trying to teach but, due to the intense excitement of living out this fantasy, had started to dribble through his cage. Sian, the impossibly sexy girl who looked like a young Halle Berry and had allowed him to lick her pussy, wasn’t impressed with the semen dripping on the floor. She made bend over his desk while she stood behind him, flexing the cane he had used on her on multiple occasions.

“You’re here to teach, not leak!” she snapped and brought her Sambok down across his already well striped bottom.

CRACK!

“Yes, Miss! I’m sorry, Miss!” he wailed and noted, from his position bent over his own desk, that all the girls in class were looking at him with utter contempt, which of course got him leaking some more.

“Eugh! You are disgusting!” snarled Sian, and delivered more slices from her cane.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Cut it out or I’ll cut it off!” hissed Miss Sian and the threat of having his manhood removed was enough to make him orgasm without even touching his imprisoned penis. His small watery load splattered on the floor, leading to much laughter and catcalls:

“Eugh!”

“He’s disgusting!”

“He’s a man, they all are!”

And then, because Miss Sian was furious at him for shooting his load without first asking permission, he was forced to kneel on the floor and lick up his own mess while she continued to assault his reddened rump with her cane.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Make the fucker suffer!”

“Make him squeal!”

“Make him sorry for being a pervert!”

Later, as he was showering in the PE block prior to bed, some of the other teachers – uncaged and non-submissive – started to bully him. They took all of the frustration and resentment at their new predicament in life, and directed it at Terry.

“You’re fucking pathetic, liking this perverted shit,” hissed Roger Bream.

“Weirdo,” added Phil Barton and there were mutters of agreement from the other teachers.

It got worse. Because there were no girls around, the other men grabbed him, dragged him to the toilet, and flushed his head in it. He was a Swirly Boy and the men laughed, no doubt pleased that although they had fallen far in the new hierarchy, they could still find somebody to lord it over. And while they flushed and flushed again they took the loo brush and inserted it up his bum, handle first, so that the brush protruded from his rear end like a bristly white tail.

Terry, choking on the swirling water, accepted his new role at the very bottom of the barrel with resignation.

8: Let’s Get Physical

Since the takeover Melody – or Miss Melody as the miscreants here had to call her – was the new head of physical education at St Winifred’s. After a conversation with the new Appearance Monitor, Jessie, it had been decided that the men needed exercise and plenty of it, which is why now there were six naked men standing in front of her in the gymnasium. They were hardly the Chippendales, and all were untoned with jelly bellies and blancmange thighs.

Jessie was there with her. “What’s first?” she asked eagerly.

“Rope climbing,” said Melody with a sly smile. And so the naked men were forced to climb up the ropes. Just to help them Melody and Jessie whipped the men’s flabby untoned arses, urging them higher and higher. And although they managed to get higher they couldn’t hold their positions and ended up sliding rapidly down, often rope burning their undersized dicks in the process.

“Ouch!” grinned Melody, as she looked at the angry red marks. “We’ll have to get Nurse Quilter rubbing cream into your private parts later!”

“Yes, Miss Melody!” agreed the men miserably.

After the Rope Climbing she had the nude idiots jumping over the vaulting horse. Sadly they weren’t particularly good at that either, and Melody and Jessie whipping their arses as they ran up just threw off their concentration and caused them to stumble and fall, some crashing head first into the vaulting horse. One teacher, Mr Juniper, looked vaguely concussed, but a quick squeeze of his balls soon got him back on his feet and ready to exercise some more.

This was followed by push ups, sit ups, star jumps, and squat thrusts. It wasn’t pretty watching these grossly out of condition old fuckers huffing and puffing and struggling, but it was pretty funny, especially when they did star jumps and their flaccid genitals bounced up and down.

“It’s enough to put you off cock for life!” joked Jessie and both girls laughed.

And so it went. Dodgeball was next, with the naked men encouraged to throw balls at each others genitals as hard as they could. Mr Harlequin – ever the psychopathic bully – was surprisingly good and managed to have several of his fellow teachers doubled over on the ground with sore balls.

“Well done!” Melody said and he smiled, pleased at the compliment. Unfortunately he let his eyes drop to her chest and, in a flash, she kneed him in the balls, causing him to fall to the ground and roll around in agony like the teachers he had dodgeballed.

Then Melody and Jessie left the men running in circles while they sat texting friends and trawling social media feeds. Eventually they looked up and saw the teachers were red and wheezing and looking close to death. Not wanting to kill them Melody called a halt to the class and herded them into the shower room. Once the sweat was blasted off them with ice cold water, the exhausted losers were dispatched back to their dormitory rooms for another early night.

And so ended another day at St Winifred’s.


Chapter Five: Cash Cows

1: Brainstorming Bitches – Part 1

Delilah had called Zoe and Sian to the headmaster’s office for an update on how things were going since the takeover. The answer was incredibly well. The world had no idea that just three weeks ago there had been a coup at St Winifred’s, and the students were now in charge. Reports were sent regularly to the parents of the girls so that they wouldn’t grow suspicious. Likewise Wyvern, the mysterious investment group that owned St Winifred’s, was forwarded detailed reports that made it appear as if everything was hunky dory.

The continuing success of this enterprise was in no small part down to Zoe and Sian. Both had proved to have remarkable organisational skills, and were natural leaders. They not only dominated men effortlessly, but also inspired and guided the girls, who were often a little unruly and needed supervision.

In line with their newfound dominance, each girl in the office had a naked male teacher under their chair, sucking their heels. Delilah had the headmaster – locked snugly in a chastity cage to stop him enjoying his new lifestyle too much – while Zoe had the physics teacher and Sian had the PE Teacher.

“How are the lessons progressing?” asked Delilah.

“Remarkably well, there’s a bit of high jinks tormenting the teachers about their various shortcomings – by which I mean their tiny shaven cocks – but after that the lessons flow remarkably smoothly,” replied Zoe.

“And the girls are probably learning way more now the fear of punishment has been removed from their studies,” added Sian.

“How about exams?” Delilah asked.

Zoe nodded. “We’ve had some of the girls doing mocks, and the results are excellent. I think when the actual exams come round they’ll ace them.”

“Good, good,” said Delilah, pleased that although the girls were having fun they were still learning. It was win win.

Sian motioned down at the headmaster, whose chest and thighs were red raw from his latest whipping. “What’s he done wrong now? He looks like an octopus thrashed him with eight whips.”

Delilah laughed and drove her heel deep into the chubby man’s mouth, causing him to gag and splutter. “The dirty little virgin is so excited by his new job as my slave that he’s been trying to wank his maggot through his cage, and even managed to do it on a couple of occasions. Naturally I can’t have him pleasuring himself so I’ve had to come down hard on him.”

Zoe and Sian smiled, knowing just how hard their friend could be on men who pissed her off.

“Anyway,” continued Delilah breezily. “The main reason I called you here today is that I want us to brainstorm some ways to make money. After all, we have a pool of men to ruthlessly exploit, so how do we milk them for cash?”

Everybody was silent for a moment, thinking hard, and all that could be heard were the sounds of heels being sucked by broken men. Then Sian clicked her fingers excitedly. “There’s a farm down the road, how about we despatch a few slaves there to pick fruit? After all, they’re short staffed since Brexit cut off their supply of cheap labour.”

Delilah jotted the idea down on her pad, and then looked up. “That’s good, very good, and it’ll do our wimps good to do some hard physical labour... Any other ideas?”

“We could set up a small team of cleaners,” said Zoe after a moment. “There’s a business park over in Wellborn, we could undercut other cleaning companies and have our boys do it.”

“Butt plugs and nipple clamps for all the cleaners under their clothes, just so they don’t forget us while cleaning,” said Delilah, jotting the idea down.

“Of course!” replied Sian with a cheerful grin.

After that the floodgates opened, with a torrent of ideas on how best to financially exploit the male slaves they now owned...

2: Builders Mincing Mate

Forty-three year old Jack Whale was the Modern Languages Teacher and, since none of the girls had any real interest in learning modern languages, they decided he could be used elsewhere on a full time basis. So they found him a job on a building site five miles from St Winifred’s. It was Jack’s job to run around after the builders: carrying materials, pushing wheelbarrows, emptying buckets and, of course, making tea for the men working on the site.

It was hard work, and it didn’t help that the girls that were now his bosses had decided he should perform his builders mate duties in a full French maid’s uniform. He was a slim man, and the dress suited him. As did the curly blonde wig and thick make-up he was forced to wear with it. The builders didn’t mind because it brightened up their day having a mincing sissy to mock. And mock him they did, with an almost never-ending torrent of verbal abuse:

“Oi, luv, I said three sugars not one!”

“Give us a twirl, bitch!”

“You let teenage girls run your life! What a fucking saddo!”

Worse, these men soon learnt that it was fun to punish Jack, and soon he was being bent over builders knees, his panties yanked down, and spanked. One guy – a burly twenty year old who had been thrown out of the army because of his temper – actually found a wooden plank and paddled his ass because Jack accidentally gave his Kit Kat to another builder.

THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!

“That was my fucking Kit Kat, you stupid little bitch!” hissed the builder, his voice filled with volcanic rage.

THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!

“I’m sorry, Sir!” whimpered Jack, terrified beyond belief.

“You’re not yet, but you soon will be!”

THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!

The builder must have really loved Kit Kats because he left Jack’s arse red raw, bleeding and peppered with splinters. And then, just to rub salt into the wound, he made Jack perform the rest of that day’s duties with his panties around his knees, and his incredibly sore bottom on full display. Alas the sore bottom that was like catnip to the other builders, because whenever he waddled passed them they made a point of slapping it hard.

“Eeep!” Jack would squeal as another wave of agony enveloped him, causing the builders to laugh and joke about what a sad sack of shit he was. And in this way the Modern Languages teacher earned money for the young minxes who owned his sorry red ass.

3: The Shit Indiana Jones

Since making money was the order of the day, St Winifred’s cellar full of riding equipment and paraphernalia seemed a natural place to plunder. And who better to send down there hunting treasure than Mr Straw. He would be stark naked – of course – and Jessica and Dee would supervise.

Under their watchful eye the balding fool tiptoed into the murky gloom of the cellar. There was a crash and the teacher suddenly dashed out, his tiny penis wobbling like a frightened maggot.

“I saw a-”

“-Yeah, spider the size of a saucer, this place is full of them,” sighed Jessica, cutting him off. “Now get the fuck back in there and look for treasure.”

And, just to help keep him focussed, she brought her riding crop down sharply across the tip of his tiny flaccid penis, causing him to double over in pain, clutching his nether regions. “Ah!” he keened, and scuttled into the darkness like a human cockroach.

Dee took a packet of cigarettes from her pocket and offered Jessica one, and soon they were both smoking. As they smoked they listened to their hapless teacher stumbling about in the dark, squealing as he saw a creepy crawly or stepped on something sharp.

“Baldylocks was right, this place is full of stuff that will sell on eBay for a mint,” commented Dee.

“I’ll say,” agreed Jessica. She’d done some googling earlier and realised they were sitting on a goldmine. She hoped to impress Delilah with what they made, to thank her for everything she had done for them. Hell, she had emancipated them from an evil regime, and deserved a reward.

“Here comes the shit Indiana Jones with his first piece of treasure,” observed Dee dryly just as the nude slaphead emerged from the shadows carrying an ornately detailed leather saddle. It was dirty as hell but the quality of the item shone through, and it wouldn’t look out of place on a horse during Trooping the Colour.

“Fuck me, if we don’t sell that we can always saddle the old slaphead up and ride him around the field outside!” quipped Jessica and both girls laughed. Mr Straw didn’t. Sweating and dirty, with a painful toe from where he had stepped on a nail, he scurried back into the maze of equipment to continue his search.

Time passed and the girls sat down on a dusty old table and started texting. As they did so their naked slave carried chairs, vases, magazine racks, and riding equipment up the stone steps and out in the corridor, where two more naked teachers were tasked with repairing and polishing the assorted goods. Once the renovations were complete, they would be photographed and put online.

4: Brainstorming Bitches – Part 2

Delilah invited Zoe and Sian back to the headmaster’s office for an update on how things were going with St Winifred’s cash cows. The answer was pretty dammed well, thank you very much.

As with the last brainstorming meeting, each girl had a servile naked male teacher beside them. Instead of sucking heels each man – if you could still call them that – was crouched all fours like a dog. Just to make them that little bit more miserable each had a sizeable butt plug jammed up his arse.

“We’re smashing it!” exclaimed Zoe happily. “We’ve got money coming in from private drivers, window cleaners, fruit pickers, and even paper rounds. The stuff Jessica and Dee found in the cellar is also selling fantastically well.”

Delilah nodded, pleased. “This is amazing, especially as a way of keeping our men in their place, but...”

“But what?” asked Sian, frowning.

The de facto boss of the school paused a moment before speaking, and when she did her tone was serious: “I want something bigger, something game-changing to really coin in the cash.”

She paused and looked down at the headmaster. The poor pathetic wretch was putty in her hands, just like every other man in this place. They could make them do literally anything and wouldn’t get a peep of protest. And that’s when the idea struck her, causing her to burst out laughing. “I’ve got it!”

“Go on?” said Zoe and Sian, both leaning forward eagerly.

“What sells more than anything?” She looked at the blank faces of her fellow students, and waited a moment before telling them: “Sex!”

Zoe and Sian looked at her blankly.

“We turn our prettiest boys into whores and rent them out.”

The look of fear that flashed across the faces of the kneeling teachers was priceless, and caused Delilah to laugh even harder. And as she laughed the other girls joined in, realising they were about to take the men under their control to a whole new level of degradation and in the process open up some incredibly lucrative revenue streams.

5: Slut Training

Robert Tudor stood and looked at his fellow teachers in the gym: Peter, Gordon and Simon. All four teachers were completely naked, which of course was the norm now. They were also, Robert noted, the youngest of all the teachers at St Winifred’s, with none over the age of thirty. Before them stood Sian and Zoe, flexing the infernal canes that all the girls at this establishment now carried everywhere.

“You lucky boys have won the lottery, you get to do an interesting job unlike your peers, who have to do dull old menial jobs!” said Sian with a cryptic smile.

“And that interesting job is sex work!” added Zoe brightly.

Sex work!

Robert blanched at her shocking words. His fellow teachers had been despatched on work details as cleaners, fruit pickers, road sweepers and the like. That was bad, especially when he saw the bruises some came back with at the end of each day, but not nearly as bad as working as prostitutes! Prostitutes! To make them do that was ... inhuman!

“You don’t have a problem with that, do you, boys?” asked Zoe, walking up and down the men and looking each one in the eye.

They did, of course they did, but they were now largely broken as men. They knew these bratty girls had their balls in a vice, literally and metaphorically, and they had no choice. They would just have to suck it up, as it were. And so, one by one, the four men replied:

“No, Mistress.”

“No, Mistress.”

“No, Mistress.”

“No, Mistress.”

Smiling, Zoe explained to the men that they were chosen because they were the youngest and so not only could they be made prettier than the other men, but their relative youth made them more likely to pick up new skills. To this end they were in the school gym to be trained for sex work. Grinning, she went on to tell the young men that fluffing was the first part of their training. Some clients might find it hard to get an erection, especially the older ones, so it would be their jobs to use their mouths and tongues to get them stiff.

“We haven’t got any old impotent men for you to train with, so you’ll have to make do with trying to breathe life into each others limp dicks,” said Sian.

The men, studiously avoiding eye contact with each other, were split into teams of two and forced to kneel and try to get each other hard with their mouths. As they did so, the two teenage bitches coached them:

“For God’s sake use your lips more!”

“Kiss that shaft! Kiss it!”

“Lick the end like it’s a big tasty lollipop!”

At first it was a struggle, but after a while the men started to kiss and lick the limp shafts with genuine skill, and soon each teacher was rock hard and ready for action. Just to make them feel even more helpless, the girls took great delight in slapping their throbbing erections, making them sway back and forth.

“Four proud little stiffies in need of attention!” chuckled Sian.

Sadly not the sort of attention any of the men wanted. They might have dreamt of these beautiful young women jerking them off, but that wasn’t going to happen. Instead the teachers were forced to jerk each others dicks, the object being to bring them to orgasm as fast as humanely possible. While they did this the girls explained that the more punters they could get through in a day the more money they would make. So as they pumped each other their new sex coaches offered plenty more helpful advice:

“Faster! I want to see that hand blur!”

“Pump him like it’s your own dick!”

“Pop your other finger up his bum to add to his excitement!”

“You probably should have licked the end first to lube it!”

“Tighten your grip for added pleasure!”

One by one the shame-faced young men squirted their semen across the gymnasium’s shiny wooden floor. Once emptied, they licked up each others cum and, after a short break to recuperate, were required to fluff each other again. This time it took longer to get each other stiff, but with the help of the girls canes the penises rose to the occasion for a second time.

Phase three of Slut Training involved blow jobs, undoubtedly one of the most requested sex practices. They needed to be good, and any man who put his dick in their mouth needed sucking to completion in as short a time as possible. Again it was pure economics: the more men they could bring to orgasm, the more money the girls would make.

So the broken men swallowed their disgust and sucked. And as they sucked they all realised that they had to get through this nightmare as quickly as possible, and the only way to do that was by ... well, becoming truly excellent whores. They channelled all of their resentment and frustration into their wet work. And in this way they became exceptional at performing sex acts on other men.

As for Robert – who had super hot girlfriend back in Chester, whom he loved – he turned out to be the very best, a real super slut, ready to start earning for the young women who owned him.

6: Pretty

Priya had been chosen to make the St Winifred’s new whores pretty. She had, after all, done such a good job sissifying the nurse and turning that piece of mutton into a somewhat tasty piece of lamb (well, in a certain light, and after a few drinks). She liked doing it as well: as a young Indian women – who had endured her fair share of racism, casual and otherwise – there was something undeniably satisfying about taking white men and making them into whores.

Now she had four to transform into painted pleasure dolls. She started by making sure they were all as smooth as apples without a single hair on their bodies. Sure, this was a rule all the man at St Winfred’s had to adhere to, but these young men must be smoother than smooth, and once they were she had them rub moisturizer on each other. “Rub it in properly!” she shouted, slapping one around the back of his head.

“Yes, Miss Priya!” he burbled and continued rubbing expensive cream into another man’s thighs. The others, fearful of her wrath, quickly redoubled their efforts to massage the moisturiser into each other.

Once they were all silkier than silk pyjamas from a leading silk pyjama manufacturer, Priya set about dressing them appropriately. Since they wouldn’t go out on the streets – that may come at some point, but not just yet – they would all be operating from the far wing of the school. She picked different outfits for each man to wear, outfits that best suited them. Baby-faced Robert was popped in a light blue baby doll satin nightdress that emphasised his relative youth. The slightly exotic looking Peter was kitted out in a black Basque with stockings, suspenders and high heels. Gordon, who had a girl next door quality, was put in white stockings, suspenders, a bra, and matching white panties. As for Simon, who had a cheeky innocence, he was put in an adorable pink teddy that made him look like a virgin in need of his first cock.

“My, my, what a sexy quartet!” Priya giggled as they stood before her in a line.

“Thank you, Miss Priya!” simpered the soon to be soiled men.

Now they were dressed in their new work clothes, Priya set about applying make-up to ensure they looked as desirable as possible. First the foundation, followed by mascara, blusher, red lipstick, and false lashes that really made their eyes pop. Once pretty, they were paraded through the school so that everybody, both girls and enslaved teachers, could see the saucy strumpets. Pleasingly they even got some wolf whistles and caused a few of the teachers to get erections, which made the quartet of trollops blush furiously.

Only then were they taken to their boudoir, the place where they would make money. Four cubicles had been set up in a large unused classroom in the West Wing. Each cubicle contained a single bed and a small table with ribbed condoms and massage oil on top. These simple tools, along with their bodies, were all the men would need to ply their trade.

“Don’t worry, boys,” said Priya. “Once we’re up and running we’ll turn more of your fellow teachers into whores. You boys are just our first!”

Once each whore was assigned their cubicle, they were photographed and their pictures put on specialist websites, making special note that they would be happy to perform sex acts without condoms for extra money. Then the girls sat back and waited for clients, confident that their ‘goods’ would sell extremely well once word got out.

7: Karma

Word did indeed get out and customers, or punters, started to arrive at St Winifred’s. The sissy male sluts got straight down to the business sucking and swallowing and (for extra money) taking dick in their asses. They bit pillows and thought of England as they were ridden and ploughed. They squealed with fake delight as their hair was pulled and their bottoms slapped. Some clients wanted to treat the sissies like princesses, and kiss and caress them. Others were vile brutes, the worst of the worst, and came to bully and intimidate the feminised men.

“You like that, don’t you, girl?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“Take it all! Take every last fucking inch, you dirty bitch!”

“I’m trying, Sir!”

“Beg me to pound you raw!”

“Pound me raw, Sir!”

And so the whores literally worked their asses off, becoming better and better at performing sex acts with total strangers. And with each man they slept with, each punter they drained, they started to accept their new role in life and understand they probably deserved their fate after all the horrible things they had done to the young women they were supposed to help.

Karma and all that.

8: Dominatrices R’ Us

It goes without saying that while all these innovative initiatives were going on the students also capitalised on their own burgeoning dominant skill sets. A good many set up accounts on OnlyFans and created exclusive Femdom content, often using their teachers as slaves in these clips and videos (the teachers were less pleased since often their faces could clearly be seen).

Naturally the girls were very good, and it wasn’t long before their clips were dominating (pun intended) the best seller lists. And they were nothing if not diverse, covering virtually every female domination niche known to man, including encouraged bi, adult babies, hard sports, corporal punishment, pegging, cuckolding, race play, age play, key holding, splosh, cum eating instructions, jerk off instructions, and more ASMR than you could shake a stick at.

The young dommes also used X, Instagram, TikTok, and YouTube to reach out to potential slaves, both for financial domination and actual visits to the St Winifred’s. So, along with dominating the hell out of the teachers, a good many girls started to build up a stable of actual slaves. To this end the now empty cellar was kitted out with stocks and whipping benches and turned into a very atmospheric dungeon. Now any paying slaves who visited could be treated with the disrespect they deserved.

Some classrooms were even put aside for Femdom Classes, in which the girls adopted the roles of teachers and submissive men – naked as the day they were born – sat at desks and had lessons in how pathetic they were. The girls found these particularly therapeutic, and often dished out on the male pupils the exact same punishments and humiliations they themselves had once been subjected to. They were creative with lesson themes too, and developed lessons that reflected their own passions and interests:

Angela – the school’s resident snowbunny – devised a class entitled ‘Advanced Black Cock Superiority’, and with the help of some positively enormous black dildos helped white men appreciate just how much better black cocks were. In fact there was something deliciously amusing about Angela’s classes, especially when she made a room full of naked white men sit at their desks with twelve inch dildos sticking out of their mouths.

Jessica and Dee held joint classes in ‘Pain Endurance’ in which they tested the limits of the masochistic men who visited them. They would bend the worthless wretches over desks and take turns beating their bare behinds with canes, riding crops, paddles and anything else they could find. Each man would get a Pain Endurance Rating, and the slave who could endure most got to stand on a desk and jerk himself off in front of Jessica and Dee, who laughed and called him a wanker (which, of course, was deeply exciting for the reprobate, and often caused him to cum hard).

Melody, who still had fond memories of how she made Mr Juniper impale himself on a dunce’s cap, held some classes entitled ‘Rear Entry for Beginners’. In these lessons she made naked submissive men bend over and butt fuck themselves with cucumbers, parsnips, carrots and bananas. And after they had done this the men were forced to exchange the fruit and veg and then eat the somewhat grubby food.

Even Sammie Jessop – the painslut – held a class called ‘Spank Me Raw 101’ in which she stripped naked and lay over the lap of every pussyfree man in the class, and then ordered them to give her the hardest of hard spankings.

“More!” she would scream and the hopeless little tits would spank the naked young woman until their palms were stinging and raw. And then, at the end of it, she had the submissive worms rub cream into her burning bottom...

And so the school became a Mecca for female domination. It also led to the rather ironic situation in which two groups of men – one forced to be slaves against their will, and the others paying top money for the privilege – viewed each other with contempt whenever they met. One lot would have killed to be blackmailed into slavery at the hands of bratty young women, while the other lot (the increasingly dejected teachers) saw the men who paid to be dominated as absolute idiots who needed to take a good hard look at their pathetic lives.

9: Kerching!

Delilah, Sian and Zoe popped the champagne cork and watched it froth over. “We are such bad ass business bitches!” Delilah smiled, pouring her friends drinks.

“We should apply to go on The Apprentice!” chuckled Sian.

“Or Dragon’s Den! I’d bloody love to impress that sexy black businessman with my ability to control white men!” countered Zoe (like Angela, she was something of a snowbunny and preferred black men in her bed).

The girls were right to be pleased with their progress. The money had been flooding in from all their multiple money making ventures. Even better, it was being shared out equally amongst everyone. Delilah saw this as a form of compensation for all the shit they had endured at the hands of these abusive men. Indeed, she was determined to find out the names of all the women who had ever attended St Winfred’s and ensure they too got a piece of the pie. A pie that was growing bigger by the day, thanks in no small part to her ingenuity.

Hell, at the rate they were making money all the girls could retire before they were thirty. Although they probably wouldn’t since many had been bitten by the entrepreneur bug and wanted to pursue their dreams.

“We rock!” cried Delilah, taking another swig of champagne.

“We fucking do!” agreed Zoe.

“We really fucking do!” chipped in Sian.

It was hard work, though, and as Delilah downed her bubbly and laughed with her friends she thought it was time to let her hair down and have some fun. Maybe even find a nice young man to have some fun with, as she had certain needs that weren’t being met no matter how much money she made...


Chapter Six: Extra Curricular Activity

1: The Great British Pub

The Goose Inn was hardly a great British pub, or even a particularly good one, but it did the job. And it was a damn sight better than the first pub Delilah, Zoe and Sian went in, The Fighting Badger. That was a scary place, similar to the pub in An American Werewolf in London. It had even gone silent when they went in, and everybody had turned to stare at them in a mildly hostile way.

“We’re probably going to get raped and murdered if we stay here,” Zoe had whispered.

Delilah sniggered. “Or murdered and then raped,” she had replied and the trio had promptly left.

The next stop was The Goose Inn, the establishment they were now in. It was just outside a small village called Weigh Barrow and had a certain rustic charm. It wasn’t spectacular by any means, but the regulars looked less like cannibal sex offender axe murderers, and the jukebox was actually playing songs from this century. Even better, there was a table with hot young guys sitting around it. Delilah, never backwards in comings forwards, walked over to the table with Zoe and Sian following.

“Mind if we join you?” she asked with a vibrant smile.

“We’d be honoured,” said the dark haired guy nearest. He had thick curly black hair and was absolutely gorgeous, filling out his shirt with a lithe muscular frame. His friends weren’t bad looking either: one was a hunky mixed race guy, while the other was a blond beefcake with gorgeous green eyes. Oh, they definitely ticked all the right boxes for a night of drunken flirting.

The young men were also gentlemen and got the girls a round of drinks, before the group started chatting in earnest. The dark haired guy was Logan, the mixed race guy Teddy, and the blond was called Chad. They were students at the nearby St Sebastian’s.

“I’ve never heard of it, what’s it like?” asked Zoe.

“A bloody nightmare,” said Teddy with a grimace.

Chad nodded in agreement, his eyes flashing briefly with anger. “There was a bout of food poisoning a few days ago, which laid low most of the staff. What few there are left are stretched thin, which meant we were able to sneak out. They’ll be hell to pay if we get found out.”

“Worth it, though!” said Logan, wagging his eyebrows sexily at Delilah.

“Why’s your school a nightmare?” asked Delilah, curious.

The young men went on to explain that St Sebastian’s was a finishing school for errant young men between the ages of eighteen and twenty-one. In essence it had a similar mission statement to St Winifred’s, only for young men instead of women. The similarities didn’t stop there either. It was staffed by sadistic teachers who delighted in belittling, humiliating and disciplining the male students, all on the proviso that it was ‘for their own good’. The students even had to wear ridiculous uniforms that included socks and shoes, short tight shorts, and blazers.

“I wouldn’t mind seeing you in those shorts,” said Zoe, and touched Chad’s muscular arm.

Laughing, Logan turned to Delilah. “What’s your place like then? St Winifred’s, is it?”

“Oh, pretty relaxed now.”

“Now? What do you mean?”

Delilah looked the handsome young man in the eye, enjoying that he held her gaze with his clear blue eyes. It made a nice change from the men at St Winifred’s, who before they were enslaved were forever dropping their gaze to check out her cleavage or bum or legs. “We’ll probably have to show you,” she said and touched the young man on the arm.

2: Show and Tell

Phil Barton was fast asleep – dreaming of a time before dominant super-brats ruled his world with a rod of iron – when he was shaken rudely awake. “Up! Now!” shouted a strident female voice.

“Eh? Wha?” he mumbled as the shaking went supernova.

“GET UP NOW!” came the voice again, this time accompanied by a vicious slap to his face. When that didn’t immediately work he got another vicious slap to his face. Then another. Then another. Then another.

“All right! All right!” he muttered as he opened an eye see Miss Priya’s beautiful face glaring down at him.

“What did you say?” she said, her face hardening.

“I’m sorry, Miss!” he said quickly, knowing that failure to address a girl correctly – and in a discourteous tone – carried a ridiculously harsh sentence. “I was taken by surprise, Miss; I didn’t mean to be disrespectful.”

She glared at him a moment, allowing his fear to build, before nodding curtly. He breathed a quiet sigh of relief: she was clearly in a rush, and if she wasn’t he’d have probably been severely bollocked for his disrespect. Anyway, she was turning her attention to Roger and Fred, the two fellow teachers he shared this grotty little room with.

“You as well! Get up!” she hissed at Fred, dragging him from his bed by his thinning hair.

Within minutes all three men were naked, at the end of their beds, and being glowered at by Miss Priya. “Follow me, bitches,” she said and marched out of the room. The three bitches followed the young Indian woman mutely.

The trio were led up a flight of stairs to one of the girls’ dorm rooms. Although some of the girls had moved into the teachers old bedrooms, some had opted to stay in dorms because they liked the camaraderie. This one belonged to Zoe, Sian and Melody. Also present was the girl who had orchestrated this godforsaken takeover, Delilah, and ... three young men!

The trio of men laughed when Phil and his fellow teachers trooped in behind Miss Priya. “Here they are!” she said, and directed the stark naked men to stand in a line in the middle of the room.

“Meet our slaves!” said Delilah from the bed she was sitting on, next to a hunky young man with dark curly hair.

The men looked the teachers up and down and sniggered. “Fucking hell! You crazy girls really do have slaves!”

“We sure do!” said Priya, slapping Phil’s arse and causing him to gasp.

“Why don’t any of them have any body hair? They look like chemo patients!” asked another of the young guys. This one had blond hair and – Phil noted jealously – a hand that was running up and down Zoe’s golden thigh. Jesus, the lucky fuck! And a painful reminder of what he used to get to feel when he was the roving Appearance Monitor.

“Only real men are allowed body hair, and these three are most certainly not real men,” explained Zoe and Phil blushed furiously. Then again, it was hard to disagree with their assessment considering what the teachers had allowed to happen. Men didn’t allow girls half their age to dominate and subjugate them. Men did the dominating, just like Phil used to.

“So what do you do with these freaks?” asked the curly-haired young man next to Delilah.

“Anything we damn well please!”

To prove the point Delilah proceeded to put Phil and the other two teachers through their paces with a series of utterly pointless tasks. They were ordered to crawl around in circles, their faces inches from the naked bottom of the man in front. They had to kiss the feet of the nearest girl, and do it as if they loved it more than life itself. They were forced to stand in a small circle and squeeze the balls of the slave standing next to them, and only stop when they had brought tears to his eyes. Then – because the derogatory tasks seemed never-ending – they were forced to form a human pyramid, which they couldn’t do despite only being three of them, and Phil ended up sprawled painfully on the floor with another man’s backside in his face.

“Priceless!” said one of the young men as tears of laughter streamed down his face.

Phil also had tears streaming down his face, these of humiliation as another layer of his dignity was stripped away. It was one thing to be humiliated by young women, but to endure it in front of cocky young men was quite another.

3: Oomph Time

Chad couldn’t believe what was happening. It was like some weird fever dream. He, along with his friends Teddy and Logan, was in a school hall filled with stunningly hot girls in tiny school girl outfits, and in front of him were five stark naked men, each one on all fours, with their faces on the ground and their bottoms poking high in the air.

Chad and his two friends held crook-handled canes – the sort of canes the teachers at St Sebastian’s had – and were about to use them. The girls had explained that some of their enslaved teachers were unruly and lacked respect, and no matter how much they were beaten still seemed sullen and full of attitude. So the girls wanted some virile young men, who played rugby and were surging with testosterone, to use some oomph on these teachers. Which is what was about to happen: the older men were about to be thrashed by the younger men.

“Sorry, losers, but your asses are going suffer!” Chad promised and, along with his friends, moved into position behind the teachers. And then they were beating the naked bottoms of the five teachers. They were thrashing with abandon, releasing all of the pent up fury they felt for the abuse they had suffered back at their own school.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Hurts, does it?” Chad laughed, mercilessly lashing the bare arse of a man old enough to be his father. Ironically the thought of his own bullying father made him lash the cane even harder into the flabby flesh.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“I hope it does hurt, because from what I’ve heard you and the other men here were absolute monsters, and now you’re getting your just deserts!” continued Chad, landing blow after blow after blow on the ageing flesh of the monster in question.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

At first the naked man he was beating endured his punishment in silence, almost stoically, but Chad just increased the tempo of his cane. He sliced and sliced and sliced, hitting the saggy buttocks again and again and again.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Feel free to stop suffering in silence at any moment!” he sneered, and carried on with the brutal beating. And as he did, he couldn’t help but notice the admiring looks of the young woman watching him leathering the naked old fool. It felt good showing these girls he was the alpha. He was the top man and he owned this pathetic bitch on the floor.

Finally, as the bottom he was caning went from red to purple, the man it belonged to screamed shrilly. “Please stop!” he implored, his voice high and desperate.

“Please stop, what?” he snarled.

“Sir! Please stop beating me, Sir!” whimpered the squirming man beneath him. “Sir! Please stop! I’ll do anything you want, Sir!”

Chad laughed cruelly, but didn’t stop. Of course he didn’t stop. Hell, he was just getting warmed up, although he couldn’t deny he did like being called ‘Sir’ by another man. It felt ... right.

4: Old School Macho

Angela loved seeing healthy young men dominate the fuck out of the older men in the school hall. It was thrilling watching old fuckers be utterly and completely crushed by younger fitter men. It was primordial. It was Darwinism in its purest form. It was sexy as hell and gave her quite a tingle between her thighs.

Angela, in a state of high anticipation, had made a beeline towards Teddy after the beating. She loved that he was a young black guy beating the arse of old white guys who used to have all the power but now had nothing – literally nothing, not even clothes. It seemed somehow taboo, and she made it clear to him how turned on she was by putting her hand on the arm that had just obliterated a fat white arse. “You looked good destroying a white boy,” she purred, looking him deep in his hazel eyes.

“Yeah, it felt good.”

“You’re a natural!”

“Like seeing white boys put in their place, do you?” Teddy asked with a lazy grin that sent the tingle between her legs into overdrive.

“You have no idea!” she said, stroking his arm and then, because she knew what she wanted, she grabbed his hand and led him out of the Assembly Hall towards her dorm room. Yes, she was being forward, but the tingle between her legs needed dealing with, and judging by the looks Teddy had been giving her, he wanted to deal with it.

She led him through the school corridors towards her dorm room. Already there was Mr Granger, the economics teacher, standing beside Angela’s bed wearing just his regulation dog collar. And because she’d been planning this since the boys arrived from St Sebastian’s, the teacher was also holding in his outstretched hand a condom in its wrapper: extra large, of course, and ribbed for added pleasure.

“Meet my Condom Boy!” she said and Teddy threw back his head and laughed, filling the room with sound.

“What does your Condom Boy do?” he asked with mock innocence.

“Strip off and I’ll show you.”

Teddy stripped and Angela watched hungrily as his muscular black body was slowly revealed. God, he looked even better without clothes, with a sculpted chest, broad shoulders, and a sturdy back. But that was just the starter, what was to come next was the main meal. He peeled off his trousers and boxer shorts and his huge cock bounced out in front of him like an unruly anaconda, causing her to gasp in admiration.

Grinning, she turned to Mr Granger. “He’s gorgeous, isn’t he?” she said.

The older man nodded dumbly.

She pursed her lips. “No, you have to say he’s gorgeous. I want to hear those words coming out of your mouth.”

“Erm, yes, Miss Angela, he’s ... gorgeous,” stammered the teacher, his face going bright red.

“Say it again, boy, this time like you mean it!”

“He’s absolutely gorgeous, Miss Angela, a truly impressive man that puts others to shame.”

“Glad you fancy him as much as me, boy. And what do you think of his cock?”

“His...?” The teacher, looking flustered, glanced at Teddy’s huge appendage and then quickly away. “It’s ... erm, very long and thick, Miss Angela. Very impressive.”

“Damn straight it is, you old pervert. Now quit drooling over him and do as we discussed,” she said crisply.

“Yes, Miss Angela!” said the teacher and, dropping to his knees, crawled over to Teddy. Then, with shaking hands, he opened the ribbed condom and tried to roll the rubber sheath onto the young black man’s huge stiff cock. It wasn’t easy, especially as his hands were shaking.

Teddy meanwhile looked down at the terrified man attempting a condom onto his dick as if it was the most natural thing in the world. And to Angela it was: as a committed snowbunny she genuinely believed black men were superior to white males, and if she had her way every black man in the country about to have sex would have an inferior white man roll a condom onto his dick first.

After a few more aborted attempts he slapped the man’s shiny bald patch and told him to get it done or he’d twist his nuts off. “Yes, Sir!” squeaked the petrified man and, finally, managed to roll the condom onto Teddy’s engorged penis.

Teddy nodded approvingly. “I do like a well trained white boy. Now kiss the end and fuck off over there.”

The older man kissed the shiny sheathed end of Teddy’s cock – a delicate almost chaste peck – and then scampered to stand at the end of the bed.

“Why don’t you show the little dweeb what a black man can do,” Angela murmured and looked Teddy deep in the eye. The young man didn’t need asking twice and quickly tore her St Winifred’s uniform off and threw her naked on the bed. Good, she liked a man to be a man in the bedroom, and wasn’t averse to a bit of rough stuff. Then the young black man mounted her, driving his huge cock deep inside her. It was brutally efficient and just what the doctor ordered.

“Jesus!” she sighed as he filled her up to the hilt.

“Less talking and more squirming!” he grunted and started to piston in and out of her with his perfect cock. Angela duly squirmed, far more than she ever had with any other man, white or otherwise. This was heaven, and the longer it went on the more vocal she became, screaming in pleasure:

“Oh, god! OH, GOD!”

“No, just Teddy!”

“FUCK ME! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!”

“I think I am!”

What made it infinitely hotter was that every now and then she would glance back at Mr Granger, standing mutely at the end of the bed looking both miserable and turned on. Oh, he might have been degraded beyond belief, but clearly a part of him couldn’t help but enjoy the sight of a sexy young woman get fucked hard by a big cocked young black man. Doubtless he had wanked himself silly over clips like this on the internet, interracial porn was one of the most popular genres amongst sad white middle-aged men, and now he was seeing it for real.

Lucky white boy!

After Angela had been fucked, and fucked hard, she cuddled up to the young black man, who lay back naked on the bed like a Roman emperor. As well he might: to her he was a king who deserved nothing but respect. And what he did next cemented Angela’s admiration for him: with his eyes never leaving the servile white man at the end of the bed he peeled off his condom and, with a sly grin, threw it at the teacher. Mr Granger caught it and looked unsurely at the pendulum of semen he was holding.

“Nervous?” asked Teddy.

The white man said nothing, merely nodded.

“A little bit scared?”

Another nod.

“But maybe a bit excited too?”

Another nod, although this one less convincing.

“Good, because now you’re going to eat the contents of my condom, boy,” Teddy said in a tone that commanded respect. Angela noted that he may only have been nineteen but he already had all the attributes to command other men, and poor Mr Granger was helpless to resist. Even if he hadn’t already been broken by girls, he probably still would have followed the young black alpha male’s order.

“Yes, Sir!” he simpered and, taking the condom, quickly upended it into his mouth, tipping the thick milky white fluid in. Once in he quickly swallowed the contents, grimacing as it went down. Then, fearful of letting his superiors down, he held the condom to his mouth and used his tongue to lick out every last drop, before holding the empty condom up for Teddy to see.

“Good, boy,” said the young black man.

Angela watched, thrilled beyond belief, as the older white man then asked if Sir would like another condom so he could fuck Miss again. Sir would and Sir did. And yes, afterwards the older white man ate the young black man’s semen and thanked him profusely for feeding him. As he should, thought Angela.

5: Gopher Meets Sniffer

Gopher – aka Tracy – was hard at work going through documents from for the last fifteen years. Yet no matter how much she scoured through them she couldn’t find anything at all on Wyvern, the mysterious company that owned St Winifred’s. The closest she’d got was to details of an offshore account, but that proved to be a dead end when she discovered it was now shut.

She was just opening another musty box filled with archaic documents when there was a tentative knock on the door. “Hello?” said a voice, shortly followed by a face peering round the door. A face belonging to a young man.

“Hi,” said Gopher, looking at the young man. “You’re...?”

“Gerald, but people call me Sniffer,” he said with a sheepish grin.

“Sniffer?”

“When I started at school I had a dreadful cold and was always sniffing – well, for about a week, but it was enough to get me the name.” He shrugged. “I don’t mind, it could have been Snotty or Spotty, which also described me for a bit.”

“Oh, okay. I’m Tracy, but people call me Gopher.” She noticed the somewhat shocked look on his not displeasing face (a face that was definitely no longer snotty or spotty). “Don’t worry, I actually like it too. I am a gopher, trying to dig out information, although I’m not having much luck at the moment.”

“I might be able to help with that,” said Sniffer and disappeared. A second later he returned carrying a large box. It was open topped and Gopher saw that it was filled with official looking papers. “This was the only one I could smuggle out at short notice, but there are dozens back at our school.”

“Short notice?”

“Yeah, I was in bed when Logan rang, telling me about this place, and how he thinks the same company – Wyvern – runs both. With most of the staff in bed sick with food poisoning, he asked me if I could smuggle out a box so we could start investigating together.”

Gopher eyed the new box excitedly, and thought about the hundreds – maybe thousands – of documents contained within. Maybe, just maybe, this new hoard might contain details of the maddeningly illusive Wyvern. And god knows, they needed to find something soon if they were to keep this new arrangement going. If they didn’t, they could lose control of the school and go back to being beaten and degraded on a daily basis. And make no mistake, if that happened their humiliation and pain would be even more intense than before, and more frustrating because now they had tasted power and freedom.

“You don’t mind if I help?” said Sniffer, breaking into her thoughts. “Only our school is as bad as yours, and we need to find something to bring down the bastards who own it.”

Gopher shook her head. The idea of searching with this decidedly handsome young man would be a welcome change from the naked perverts – i.e., the teachers who actually liked being dominated by women – she normally had helping her. Men whose caged dicklets throbbed and dribbled with each stern command she issued. No, give her a normal young man in clothes any day.

6: Logan’s Run

Logan loved to run and did it as often as possible, which is why he had opted to take a run around the expansive grounds of St Winifred’s. But never had he run with a naked middle-aged man on a collar and leash behind him, huffing and puffing to keep up. It was bizarre as hell but weirdly fun. Yes, it was a power trip, driving an older man to destruction, but after putting up with the psycho bitches at St Sebastian’s it was a refreshing change. Sure, he was probably working out deep-rooted daddy issues, but what the heck.

“Please slow down!” wheezed the older man.

“What?” barked Logan, purposefully not hearing.

“You’re killing me! Please slow down, Sir!”

“You speed up!” Logan snarled and increased his stride, pushing himself and the knackered old loser at the same time. Of course the naked middle-aged man with man-boobs and varicose veins couldn’t keep up, and eventually the unfit fool stumbled and went sprawling on the ground behind Logan.

“Oomph!” he squawked.

Logan, letting go of the leash, turned on the naked man and, seeing his legs were spread rather invitingly, brought his foot down on the teacher’s saggy and decidedly small genitals.

“Aeee!” keened the man and rolled over, clutching his damaged balls. According to Delilah this mewling waste of DNA was a Maths teacher with a fondness for fondling young women’s breasts, so Logan felt not a single scintilla of guilt at what he was doing to him. In a sense he was an avenging angel, dishing out justice.

“Get up!” he snapped.

The man did nothing, just wheezed like a set of bagpipes that had been stabbed.

“Get up!” repeated Logan.

“I need to rest!” whimpered the old pervert.

“No, you need to get the fuck up!”

Logan kicked the naked man in the arse, catching the fleshy cheek and leaving an angry red scuff mark. Then, because it was fun (that power trip thing again) he kicked the man’s arse a second, third and fourth time. By the fifth kick the naked man was levering himself to his feet.

“Ready to run?” asked Logan, looking at his running mate.

“Yes, Sir!” he rasped, his face a mask of suffering.

“Good, then we’ll start over,” he said and, grabbing the leash, yanked the naked man forward and started running again. The teacher fell into step beside him, pushing himself to keep up. Sure, he wheezed more than a faulty coffee percolator filled with gravel instead of coffee granules, and had a face redder than an embarrassed tomato with high blood pressure and sunburn, but the old fucker kept up.

As Logan ran he thought about what Delilah had planned for later. That was going to be fun, maybe even more than pushing this stupid idiot to the point of physical collapse.

7: School Disco

The Assembly Hall had been fitted out with streamers and disco lights. Music was pumping out of a sound system (paid for, like everything else, courtesy of the teachers increasingly depleted bank accounts).

It was incredible, and all the girls had worn their school uniforms, but now with stockings, suspenders, and high heels for extra sex appeal. They also wore make-up – blusher, mascara, lipstick – that sent their sexiness through the stratosphere. The boys from St Sebastian’s had also joined in with the School Disco ethos, wearing short shorts that emphasised their muscular young bodies and, almost to a man, rather large bulges in the front.

And there were quite a few boys from St Sebastian’s, over a dozen in fact. They had been invited by the girls and – thanks to the bout of food poisoning – had managed to sneak out of their school away from the vicious cows that ran it. And they were glad they had because what they found at the girls school was both insane and incredibly sexy.

Adding to the fun were the male teachers of St Winifred’s, who now all wore skimpy French maid’s dresses, complete with fishnet stockings, suspenders, ruffled knickers, and high heels (again, these uniforms were paid for out of the teachers dwindling bank accounts). These sissy maids sashayed about the hall with trays of refreshments for their young Mistresses and Masters to enjoy.

“Drink, Sir? Drink, Miss?” they lisped politely, knowing that if they didn’t show the utmost deference their balls, buttocks and nipples would suffer.

As the alcohol flowed so too did the debauchery. Couples broke off to make out or more. Some went to classrooms and ended up fucking over small wooden desks that creaked under the strain, while others went to the gym and fucked over vaulting horses or up against wall bars. And one lucky bastard took two girls to Bob Quilter’s medical room and had a threesome on the floor... It was seriously sexy, all these impossibly hot young things coupling, and the sissified teachers couldn’t help but look on jealously at what they were missing.

As the evening wore on the maids’ themselves got more and more abuse from the youth of today. They were whipped and spanked and even forced to dance for the amusement of their young Mistresses and Masters. Indeed, as the night climaxed five of the male maids – already tired and bruised – were forced to go up on stage and put on a dance routine that had everybody pissing themselves with laughter.

“We should make them go on Britain’s Got Talent!” chortled Teddy as he watched the Take That of Sissy Maids shake their collective booty. Then again, they were probably an improvement on the insipid boy band Take That.

Angela, who was standing next to Teddy watching, nodded eagerly in agreement. She would love to see the toxic losers here humiliated on a national scale. It would be exactly what they deserved, and lift the spirits of the nation at the same time. Oh yes, humiliating bitch boys like this could probably unite their fractured country. “Maybe we could film them and put them on TikTok?” she said, slipping her hand into his.

“Sounds like a plan!” laughed Teddy.

Angela slid closer to him and whispered: “In the meantime you can fuck me again with your huge black cock, and these five losers can fight each other for which one gets the honour of eating the contents your used condom.”

A slow grin burned across the young black man’s face. “Yeah, that sounds like an even better plan.”

It was.

It really was.

Teddy took Angela to an empty dormitory room and fucked Angela. He also made the five feminised teachers accompany them and watch, and afterwards he made them wrestle each other for who got to eat the sperm from his used condom. It was Mr Desmond, the geography teacher, who sustained a sprained wrist and bloody nose in his efforts to secure the condom filled with the spunk of his superior.

“Yum yum!” grinned Angela as he glugged the hot and deliciously gloopy cum down.

8: An Idea

It was Sunday morning and Logan was in the headmaster’s office with Delilah, the super hot girl he had grown incredibly close to. It had been fun, these last few days, but it was coming to an end. He and his classmates would have to go back to St Sebastian’s and the crazy harridans that ran it. Reality was about to bite with extreme prejudice. Worse, he suspected that their absence would have been discovered – how could it not, especially after they had invited more guys from the school for the disco? – and that would make their punishment exponentially worse.

“This has been fun,” Logan said.

“The sex we just had?” asked Delilah.

“That as well, but I was thinking this whole couple of days,” he said, his tone wistful. “It’s been a real blast.”

“You don’t look like you’ve had a real blast,” replied Delilah, stroking his face gently.

“Yeah, sorry, just thinking about going back to my school, and being on the receiving end of the punishment,” he said glumly, thinking about how much it hurt to be beaten, usually for no reason.

Delilah was nodding, her hand trailing down his chest. “Maybe not,” she said, her voice soft.

“What do you mean?”

The enigmatic young woman smiled. “I mean I’ve turned one school on its head, I’m sure I could do it again.”

With that she kissed him, hard, and let her hand slip between his legs to grab his meaty cock. Logan’s thoughts turned away from his nightmare school and turned to the impossibly sexy girl groping his cock, and as soon as it was stiff they were fucking again, over the antique desk that had seen two world wars. And as they fucked the headmaster who owned the antique desk knelt naked up the corner with his hands on his head and a cage on his leaking dick.


Chapter Seven: Operation Bitch Slap

1: Spy in the House of Pain

Logan smuggled Delilah into St Sebastian’s and hid her in a storeroom connected to the gymnasium. The storeroom was filled with dusty old equipment from yesteryear, and had a small hole in the wall that offered a surprisingly extensive view of the gym. Looking out at it Delilah noted that it was significantly bigger than St Winifred’s, possibly twice the size: big enough to host two professional basketball games at once. It even had bleachers, which seemed a bit American, and a plethora of expensive equipment around the edges. Clearly sports and fitness was big at St Sebastian’s, which helped explain why most of the students she had seen were super fit.

Fifteen minutes after Logan left her Delilah heard voices. She looked through her spy hole and saw the door to the gym open and an attractive young brunette in her early thirties – the appropriately named Miss Mean, according to Logan – entered wearing short shorts and a tight top that emphasised her impressively pert breasts.

“You definitely use ice to make those nipples stand to attention!” whispered Delilah to herself. The PE teacher with prominent nipples was followed by fifteen or so strapping young men in their late teens to early twenties wearing only jock straps. Logan was amongst them, and she was pleased to note that his jock strap had one of the biggest bulges.

“Loving that monster cock,” she murmured to herself, and then sat back to watch the lesson.

What followed was an exercise in sadism, similar to what the girls used to endure at St Winifred’s. Miss Mean had the young men running on the spot and, as they did that, walked amongst them whipping their bottoms with her riding crop if their knees weren’t high enough. One poor bastard was really struggling so she stopped to crop his bottom with considerable vehemence.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Run, rabbit, run!” she shouted, lashing the unfortunate sod.

“Yes, Miss Mean!” he wheezed.

“I SAID RUN, NOT TALK!” she thundered and delivered a volley of stinging blows to his increasingly red rump.

He tried, bless him, but in trying to get his knees higher he lost his balance and went crashing to the ground, which in turn led to Miss Mean standing over him and beating his writhing body again and again and again. Eventually he managed to stumble to his feet and start running on the spot again, but he was still too slow, earning yet more physical and verbal abuse.

“Hopeless!”

“Sorry, Miss Mean!”

“DON’T APOLOGISE, JUST RUN!”

He tried to run faster but it was as painful to watch as it probably was to endure. Eventually the sadistic young teacher grew bored of tormenting the hapless lad and blew her whistle. The students stopped running on the spot and stood with their impressive chests heaving up and down.

Sadly that was just the start. Next up was a game of basketball, and just to differentiate the teams Miss Mean had one team take off their jockstraps so it was Skins vs. Jocks. Logan was on the Skins team and Delilah again enjoyed watching his deliciously big dick swinging this way and that like an out of control salami.

“You really are a prince amongst men,” she said softly, hypnotised by his truly magnificent manhood. In fact a lot of these young men were blessed down below, maybe not as much as Logan, but certainly more than average. And it made for a nice contrast to the withered old penises she saw on the teachers back at St Winifred’s.

Unfortunately for Logan his sizeable member attracted the attention of Miss Mean, who called him over after he missed a shot. “You need to focus, big boy,” she said and, without warning, brought her crop down on his mighty appendage.

“Yes, Miss!” he whimpered, doubling over to clutch his bruised penis.

“Yes, Miss!” mimicked Miss Mean and lashed his muscular bottom.

Delilah winced in sympathy and vowed to do here what she had done at St Winifred’s. And yes, she would jolly well enjoy taking bitches like Miss Mean down a peg or two.

2: Conflicted Man

Terry sat in a backroom at St Winifred’s and watched the feeds coming over from St Sebastian’s. There were ten screens in all, hastily set up in the last few days, and each one had an image from a camera that the young men over there had hidden in various strategic locations around the faculty. Terry could now see what went on in multiple classrooms, the shower room, the gymnasium, and even the staff room.

It was Terry’s job to monitor these feeds, write a summary of what happened, and edit the best footage together into a blackmail package. From what Terry could see, what was going on over there was even more brutal than what had gone on here at St Winifred’s. Within an hour of starting he was drowning in footage of young men being stripped naked, whipped, spanked, caned, forced to suck each other off, buggered with broom handles ... it was a cavalcade of sadism, and the women at the school were clearly bordering on the psychotic.

“Jesus,” he whispered as he watched two young naked men being whipped so hard they passed out. And then after they had passed out were revived with smelling salts, and whipped some more!

Terry felt conflicted as he watched the raw barbarism. On the one hand he was fully committed to female supremacy and the concept of Gynarchy. Before the takeover at this school he had been an ardent consumer of Femdom related pornography, as well as avidly reading erotic novels about the subject, and he especially loved the ones that took place in parallel worlds where women literally and metaphorically held the whip hand in society. That would be awesome, to wake up in a world where men were second class citizens!

When he wasn’t teaching, Terry would often visit dominatrices in London to have his hair pulled, his bottom spanked, his nipples tweaked, his face slapped, and his ego shredded. In other words, what he now saw happening over at St Sebastian’s was exactly how he wanted the world to be. These young men suffered at the hands of heartless women and he genuinely believed they were the better off for it. More productive, more focussed, and with the utmost respect for the opposite sex.

On the other hand, Miss Delilah was now everything to him. He was fully behind what she had done at St Winfred’s and was desperate to please this deeply inspiring young woman. And if that meant helping her help these young men escape the yoke of female tyranny, then so be it.

So Terry sat in his chair watching the feeds, his cock throbbing in its bright pink chastity cage, and made detailed notes on what he saw. He hoped that if nothing else Miss Delilah would notice what he had done and complement him, before whipping him and making him kiss her feet.

Ah, a perverted boy could dream!

3: Meeting

Susan Maitland was forty-two years old and was the headmistress at St Sebastian’s. It was a job she took very seriously. The young men sent to her establishment had fallen through the cracks of society and, despite coming from privileged homes, were destined for wasted lives, drifting aimlessly. Some would get into drugs and alcohol, others into dodgy scams. Luckily, Susan and her team of dedicated teachers were here to get them back on track.

Yes, the young men didn’t like it. They didn’t like the somewhat humiliating uniforms, they didn’t like the excessive rules and regulations, and they most definitely didn’t like the lashings of corporal punishment. But it was vital in moulding them into productive members of society, maybe even future leaders. She wouldn’t be surprised if one of the young men she had stripped naked and thrashed one day became the Chancellor of the Exchequer or even Prime Minister. So in many ways, she was helping the entire country when she abused these troubled young men.

Against her better judgement she had agreed to take a meeting with Logan Reece, the unruly son of a hedge fund manager. It didn’t hurt that he was a good looking boy with charisma to spare and possessed a rather splendid penis. Not that Susan cared about that, she was far too professional. Still, if a young man had been blessed down below it was hard not to notice.

There was a knock on the door. “Enter,” she said crisply.

The door opened and Logan entered. Her eyes automatically slid down to his tight shorts and the pleasing bulge in them, and she couldn’t help but lick her lips slightly. Not that she was obsessed with big penises, but she did appreciate them, and couldn’t help but feel well-endowed men were preferable to those with tiny-

-Her thoughts evaporated as she noticed Logan had a young lady with him. The girl was dressed in the abbreviated schoolgirl uniform that the girls over at St Winifred’s wore, the school owned by the same organisation that owned St Sebastian’s. How had this trollop got into the building? And judging by how close she was standing to Logan, and how she was looking at him, she was clearly a trollop who had been intimate with him. The thought of this young slut enjoying Logan’s marvellous dick bothered her in ways she couldn’t explain, and put her on the defensive.

“Don’t mind if I join the meeting, do you?” said the girl in a most disagreeable tone.

Susan stood up in an attempt to assert her authority. “Actually I do mind. How did you get on the grounds?”

“With my feet,” said the girl sarcastically. “I walked in.”

The girl then somewhat impertinently sat down opposite Susan. Logan also sat down, which was strictly against protocol since all young men had to ask permission before sitting. Sensing they weren’t going to leave Susan sighed and sat back down in her chair.

“What do you want, Logan?” she asked impatiently.

“I want things to change around here,” he said, his voice surprisingly firm and uncowed. “I want the boys to be treated with more respect.”

“You’re treated with exactly the respect you deserve,” said Susan coldly. Then, because she’d had enough of this charade, reached for her phone to contact security. She had just dialled the number when the girl threw something across the desk. It was a blue USB stick.

“Plug it in, Miss,” said the girl with a sly smile.

Susan glared at the girl and, after an intense stare down, snatched the USB off the desk and plugged it into her laptop. A second later the screen was filled with a caption: ‘Assault and Battery in a Private English School.’

What followed was a series of clips of young naked men being brutally beaten by the female teachers of St Sebastian’s. Then there was another caption: ‘Sexual Impropriety.’ That was followed by a number of St Sebastian’s teachers getting fucked by the young men they were supposed to teach. And, in some of the more salacious clips, these young men were beating beaten by other teachers while they fucked, and as they beat them they urged the young men on with crude language.

Susan yanked the USB out as if it was radioactive. “Who are you?” she asked the girl.

“My name is Delilah Baxter, and I’ve come here to help free Logan and his fellow students from your oppression,” she said.

“This is ... blackmail?” Susan frowned, trying to get her head around what was happening. “You’re blackmailing me?”

Logan was nodding happily. “Delilah here has done wonders changing her school for the better, and if you want to avoid jail sentences and criminal records, you’ll let her do the same here.”

“I won’t give in to blackmail!”

“We both know you will,” said Delilah, her voice soft. “Because you might be a bitch, but you’re a smart bitch and know it’s your only option.”

Susan swallowed and looked down at the blue USB stick that contained all of this school’s darkest most dangerous secrets. She was trapped and she knew it. What she had just seen was enough to condemn all the women here to a very lurid and embarrassing trial that would wreck their lives. Oh, the tabloids would love it, and even if they escaped jail they would forever be seen as perverted freaks.

“What do you want from me?” asked the headmistress quietly.

The uber-bitch called Delilah leaned closer. “First you’re going to call an assembly to explain to your staff just how fucked they are. Then we’re going to have a special session in the gym in which I retrain all the teachers to behave exactly like the teachers over at my school.”

Susan stared down at the desk a moment, trying vainly to see a way out. There wasn’t one, at least not one she could see, so she nodded. The young woman had the upper hand and she and her staff had no choice but to comply. She normally didn’t like bad language but ... fuck!

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

4: Staff Retraining

St Sebastian’s gymnasium was a truly magnificent arena. All the best equipment and so big, so echoing and atmospheric, with bleachers that were now filled with the one hundred young men that attended this esteemed yet deeply flawed establishment.

Delilah watched from the sidelines as the fifteen female teachers filed into the gymnasium looking ashen faced. Sian, who Delilah had asked to help with retraining the teachers, stood by the door in her school uniform and directed the female staff members to stand in a line facing the audience.

Smiling, Delilah spoke: “Hello, ladies, my name is Delilah and I’m here to turn your lives upside down!”

She walked up to the line of women, her gaze lingering for a moment on each before moving on to the next. There was a mixture of ages, ranging from mid twenties to late fifties. They had just come from the assembly in which Miss Maitland – who stood at the end of the line with them – had told them that they faced stiff jail sentences unless they complied fully with Delilah’s orders. They didn’t look happy, some looked distraught, but they were smart enough to recognise that the evidence on them was significant.

“Over at my school the teachers teach naked, and that’s what’s going to happen here.” Delilah looked along the line of women. “Strip, ladies!”

At first they did nothing so Delilah walked over and stopped in front of a teacher, an athletic young redheaded woman in her thirties. She grabbed her by the hair and dragged her forwards out of the line. She then nodded at Logan and Chad, who advanced and literally tore the clothes off the now struggling woman. This was accompanied by cheers and ribald commentary from the lads watching.

“Nice tits!”

“She’s got a cracking red Brazilian down there!”

“That arse is begging to be spanked!”

Delilah, smiling broadly, took her riding crop and began lashing at the naked woman’s well toned bottom. The woman squealed and tried to run but Delilah just pursued her around the gym, slicing her bottom relentlessly as she went.

Eventually the woman collapsed and Delilah, understanding how to establish dominance, continued the whipping for a few moments longer, then stood back and looked down at the naked woman. “Back in line, bitch,” she snarled.

The woman – now completely cowed – nodded and limped back to the line of teachers. Satisfied, Delilah turned her attention to them again. “Strip,” she repeated and this time they complied, meekly and without complaint, until fifteen stark naked women stood before her.

It was an interesting change to see women being dominated and humiliated, and Delilah took a moment to take in their different body shapes. Slim, chubby, short, tall, big breasted, small breasted – all female forms were represented. As she looked a wicked thought struck her that would be both highly entertaining and cement the teachers’ new status as slaves.

“Twerk for the boys, ladies!” she said.

Again the naked women looked at each other, frightened and confused.

“Twerk!”

Reluctantly the woman started to pump and grind and swivel. It wasn’t terribly sexy but it was hugely humiliating, and the watching young men cheered and clapped and shouted encouragement:

“Jiggle those big old tits, Miss Flanders!”

“Grind that arse, Miss Peters!”

“Thrust that hairy pussy, Mrs Cooper!”

Miss Flanders, Miss Peters and Mrs Cooper duly jiggled, ground and thrust for the watching men, who laughed and even filmed some on their mobiles for future reference. Once they had finished their twerking the teachers were made to gambol and hop and leapfrog their way around the gym, and just to help them Delilah invited the boys down from the bleachers, gave them canes and riding crops, and encouraged them to beat the women who had once tormented them.

“Move it, bitch!”

CRACK!

“I want to see those tits bounce higher when you hop!”

CRACK! CRACK!

“Run you fat cow!”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

And in this way the teachers of St Sebastian’s were conditioned to accept that the male students were in charge now, and they would be expected to do whatever they asked. The young men also started to comprehend that they were now the Masters of this domain, and the women who had once been their superiors were now their puppets, to do with as they wished.

Delilah watched the transformation with pride, understanding intrinsically that she and she alone had manifested it.  

5: A Banana for Teacher

Alison Jarvis was twenty-six years old and had a body she was extremely proud of, thanks in no small part to an intense exercise regime in a nearby gym that kept her trim and toned. Even so, she would have rather not stand and teach a bunch of eighteen to twenty-one year old men completely nude. The young men, of course, seemed to spend the entire lesson alternating between staring at her breasts, or at the smoothly shaven slit between her legs.

She was allowed to wear high heels but these seemed to emphasise her nudity even more. “Today’s lesson is on the supply chain in modern economies,” she said, trying to keep her voice strong and firm and only partly succeeding. “And how things like inflation, global political friction and unpredictable consumer demand can affect it...”

The lesson progressed for a while until Tom, one of her more troublesome students, put his hand up. “I brought a banana for you, Miss Jarvis,” he said.

“I’m sorry?” she asked, not quite understanding.

“Some people bring an apple for teacher, but I only had a banana so I brought that for you instead.” Tom waved the large yellow fruit at her and, with a sinking feeling, she dutifully went to collect it, aware of the boys staring at her most intimate parts as she passed them.

“Thank you, Tom, I’ll eat it later,” Alison said, walking back and putting it on her desk.

“I don’t want you to eat it, Miss Jarvis,” said Tom, earning knowing smirks and chuckles from the other boys. Like somebody in almost every Star Wars film ever, she had a bad feeling about this.

Pushing these concerns to the back of her mind she tried to continue teaching: “I’ll continue with the lesson-”

“No, I want you to kneel on your desk and pleasure yourself with the banana, Miss Jarvis,” continued Tom slyly.

“I... I can’t!” blurted Alison, horrified at the thought.

Tom wagged his finger at her. “You can and will, Miss Jarvis, or we’ll all take turns beating your sexy ass, and then do it to you anyway.”

Alison understood that, like every other teacher in the school, she was completely at their mercy. She had to do it, or her life would be destroyed. Damn that fucking little bitch from St Winfred’s! All this was her fault!

Swallowing, Alison climbed up onto the desk, knelt, spread her legs wide, and began to fuck herself with the big yellow banana Tom had given her. She slid it in and out of her vagina, in and out, in and out, and as she did so she sighed and groaned. In all her years of teaching, she couldn’t ever remember a class this attentive.

5: Just Deserts

Every school has one; an incredibly sexy teacher whom delights in mercilessly teasing her male students. They were cockteasers pure and simple, enjoying the power they have over the people under them. At St Sebastian’s it was Miss Ellie Tureen, the art teacher with blonde bobbed hair and a curvy hour glass figure. Add a pout that could kill and big blue eyes and you had a woman who sizzled she was that hot.

The sex bomb now stood before the girl called Delilah, who had helped turn this school on its head, in nothing but her birthday suit. “You’re a hot little number, aren’t you?” said Delilah, looking the woman up and down.

Ellie blushed furiously. “I... I...”

Delilah reached out and caressed Ellie’s hair, allowing her hand to slide down her neck and come to rest on her plump yet perfectly formed breast; a breast the proceeded to gently squeeze whilst simultaneously rubbing her nipple with her thumb. “The thing is, I know you like turning on the young men you teach,” continued the girl. “It’s a power thing. That’s fair enough, but I think you should go further.”

“I ... don’t understand,” said Ellie, perplexed.

“You get the young men you teach revved up; I think you should complete the job.”

“Complete the job?” squeaked Ellie, wishing the girl would stop rubbing her nipple. It was turning her on and confusing her greatly.

“Yes, complete the job. It’s not hard to understand...”

Two hours later Ellie understood exactly what Delilah meant. Wearing just black stilettos with a four inch heel – the new uniform for all female teachers at St Sebastian’s – she did what she always did in art lessons: she turned her students on and got their young libidos racing. She leaned over them and gave them an eyeful of her full breasts. She brushed against them. She even dropped a pencil and bent over to pick it up, knowing that every eye in the room was on her exposed vulva. She did these things normally, albeit while wearing tight and revealing clothes, so other than being nude this was very much typical behaviour from Miss Ellie Tureen.

The only difference now was that at the end of the class Ellie had to go round to each young man, unzip their shorts, take out their engorged cocks, and masturbate them to climax. Because they were young fit men brimming with hormones it didn’t take much to bring each to orgasm, which Ellie thought a shame because their cocks were as hard as iron bars and pumping them was actually a turn on. And some of the young men had cocks so big she had to use two hands to pump them.

Even better, when they orgasmed the spunk exploded out of their proud young cocks like champagne from a well shaken bottle, and again Ellie couldn’t help but find their youthful vigour both impressive and arousing.

Delilah had told the art teacher it was up to her if she ate their creamy discharge, and she could refuse if she liked and clean the mess up with a cloth, but she didn’t. Ellie licked and slurped it off her hands, and sometimes even the floor, as if it were cream and she were a cat. Disgusting? Sort of, but at the same time she felt it only fair after all the relentless teasing she had put these young men through over the years.

6: Saggy Stripper

Maths teacher Dorothy Cooper was forty-three years old and not nice. On the inside, that is. On the outside she was much like any other middle-aged woman, no better and certainly no worse, but on the inside she was pure poison. And she had used her position at St Sebastian’s to belittle and humiliate young men, usually in the form of making fun of their physical shortcomings. Students were made to feel ashamed of their less than average penises, or lack of muscles, or weird Adam’s Apples that pointed out like rocks.

“Call that a cock?”

“If you had muscles it might make up for the maggot between your legs.”

“You’re the same height as a bollard but not nearly as useful!”

Dorothy knew she was being spiteful, and suspected she was doing it to get back at her ex husband, whom she had a very toxic relationship with. She knew that in her mind these young men represented him, and the things she picked on them about – lack of muscles, small cocks, diminutive stature – were things Horace was cursed with.

“That’s not a penis, it’s a clitoris!”

“Talk about puny! You look like a skeleton with chewing gum stretched over you!”

“What’s it like being no taller than a daffodil?”

The devious cow who had taken over this school – Delilah – was briefed about Dorothy’s stinging putdowns and had decided the punishment should fit the crime. So now Dorothy was in a local pub called The Fighting Badger – a terrifying dive straight out of a folk-horror film – stripping in front of a bunch of jeering men, none of whom were particularly complimentary when they finally saw her naked body:

“This old boot’s seen better days!”

“Christ! Those tits are down to her belly button!”

“Fuck me, that’s a lot of stretch marks!”

“Her bush needs sheering, it’s like the rainforest!”

“Is that a wart on her bum?”

“I might go blind watching this!”

“I wish I was blind!”

And as the embittered maths teacher danced and swayed for these cruel oafs, enduring a constant stream of insults about her ageing and imperfect body, Dorothy finally understood that she thoroughly deserved this. It was trite to say she’d learned her lesson, but on some level she appreciated that she had this coming and maybe she was wrong to take out her frustrations on vulnerable young men in her care.

That said, as she bounced and jigged she vowed that when this was all over she would track down her ex husband and tell the short arsed, puny micro-dicked cretin exactly what she thought of him. She hadn’t when they were married, and that was undoubtedly why she was such a bitch with the young men of St Sebastian’s.

7: Gopher Scores

The room Gopher and Sniffer used to investigate Wyvern was now covered in notes and documents, all pinned to boards and walls. It looked like they were tracking a serial killer, and in a sense they were. The more they uncovered about St Winfred’s – and now St Sebastian’s – they saw that the organisation that owned both was rotten to the core. It had exposed generations of young women and men to sociopaths and psychopaths, and there needed to be a reckoning.

Sadly that reckoning didn’t look like it would happen anytime soon. Wyvern were as illusive as a ghost in the fog, with nothing at all indicating who they were. Hell, they might not even have been British. For all Gopher and Sniffer knew the company could have been owned by Americans, Russians or even North Koreans. It wasn’t likely, but as they hit dead end after dead end they couldn’t help but speculate.

Gopher and Sniffer had also become closer as this endless search went on. It was only natural really. They hadn’t had sex yet. Neither was in a hurry, and knew that if they waited it would be all the more special. Yes, it was old fashioned – especially considering the attitudes of their fellow students, who all seemed to be unashamed horndogs – but that was just how they were.

Anyway, they had something else to focus on other than the promise of sex. During their search of old records at St Sebastian’s Sniffer had found a receipt to a restaurant in London for an elaborate meal.

“Ha ha!” he laughed and looked at the faded receipt. It was nine years old and had been billed to a West London PR company called Vesturing East. This was significant because at long last they had a name, their first real lead, and if they could find out who the PR company had represented, they were one step closer to finding out who the mysterious Wyvern were.

“This is an actual break!” said Sniffer happily, waving the receipt at Gopher.

“We’re getting closer!” she agreed, grabbing the receipt and looking at it with excited eyes. “Vesturing East? It’s like a breadcrumb!”

“It’s more like an entire loaf!” he said and kissed her on the cheek. He wanted, now more than ever, to have sex with this adorable girl, but no, that could wait until they had cracked the secrets of Wyvern, and that started with a West London PR company called Vesturing East. The reckoning was coming...

8: Fun in a Buggy

St Sebastian’s had started life, back in the nineteen-eighties, as a riding school for the wealthy. It seemed that this part of the world had been full of riding schools, since St Winfred’s was also one. As a result it had a building out back that was crammed full of horse paraphernalia. Delilah, while exploring and looking for saddles to put on her male teachers (they’d sold all the ones at St Winifred’s on eBay), had discovered a buggy designed to be hooked up to a pony.

Now, instead of a pony, it had a stark naked (well, aside from the Nike trainers) woman standing holding the wooden poles. The woman was Miss Mean, the sadistic young PE teacher Delilah had first seen in action a few days ago. A teacher who, much to Delilah’s annoyance, had taken great delight in whipping Logan’s mighty penis and causing him pain.

“How do you like your new streamlined look?” Delilah asked the woman.

“Very much, Miss Delilah,” said the newly minted slave girl through gritted teeth. Delilah had decided to have the PE teacher’s head shaved completely smooth – including her eyebrows – in order to make her more aerodynamic. She did look more aerodynamic and slightly alien as well.

Logan stood beside the buggy, looking up at Delilah. “Thank you for all you’ve done,” he said, kissing her.

“We’ll see each other again, but I really do need to get back to St Winifred’s,” she replied.

They kissed again, with passion and genuine affection, and then Delilah cracked her long riding whip across Miss Mean’s shapely buttocks. “Giddy up, baldy!” she shouted and the naked woman without a single hair on her started pulling the buggy.

It was a remarkably smooth ride, down winding lanes and along back roads. Thankfully they didn’t meet any cars, although Miss Mean was under strict instructions to stop and hide behind a hedge if they saw any. After all, she was committing indecent exposure and having her charged wouldn’t help anybody.

Not that they saw anybody. In fact the only eyes to witness this strange bald woman pulling a buggy were cows, horses and sheep. The animals looked and then looked away, as if it was nothing out of the ordinary. Mind you, if Delilah had her way this would become the norm around here. Yes, they would always have to be careful of being discovered by the outside world, but that didn’t mean the teachers of both schools couldn’t be used to pull buggies and carts between the establishments.

When they finally reached St Winifred’s Miss Mean was panting heavily and sweating profusely. Delilah got out of the buggy and went to stand in front of the completely hairless PE teacher. “We’ll keep the buggy here, so you’ll have to run back to St Sebastian’s without it,” she said and, reaching down, slapped the woman’s slippery flank.

“Yes, Miss Delilah!” said the naked bald woman and, turning, sprinted off down the driveway. Delilah watched her go, admiring those perfect buttock cheeks and the vivid go-faster stripes she had added to them. Smiling, she started walking back towards St Winifred’s, mulling over an idea to make even more money and let the world enjoy the dominant skills of her fellow students at the same time.


Chapter Eight: Sports Day

1: Briefing for a Descent into Depravity

Delilah held a team meeting in the staff room. She had a dozen of her best and most beautiful girls assembled before her. All wore their skimpy schoolgirl uniforms, consisting of short skirts and achingly tight white blouses. But today she had encouraged them to add fishnet stockings, suspenders, and high heels. It was a riff on the St Tinian’s vibe, and screamed sexy brat.

Also at the meeting was Mr Alban, the headmaster of St. Winifred’s. As ever the middle-aged virgin was stark naked and leashed, and kneeling loyally by Delilah’s side like a dog. He was in his early forties and in better shape than ever since she had ‘encouraged’ him to take up jogging. Sadly his penis still left a lot to be desired and was a decidedly unimpressive four inches when erect, not that it was allowed to get erect since Delilah had locked the useless noodle in a small chastity cage.

He was the only St Winifred’s teacher being used today, the rest of the staff were currently down in the new dungeon, naked and hogtied, with large dildos inserted in their mouths and anuses. Why? Because the girls had more than enough paying slaves visiting the school today, and didn’t want to bother with the losers they had destroyed to get to this position.

“Today is out first ever Slave Sports Day, and our aim is to rinse the fuck out of the perverted losers who attend!” announced Delilah with a smile.

The girls whooped, stamped their feet, and clapped loudly. Delilah waited for them to quiet down before continuing with her pre-event pep talk: “And when these sad and pathetic men leave here at the end of the day, I want their wallets empty, their balls bruised, and their bottoms burning!”

Again the girls cheered and stamped their feet happily. It was a deeply satisfying sight, seeing them so happy after all the shit they had put up with at St Winifred’s before taking control. And yes, Delilah couldn’t help but feel pride at her part in their rise.

“Okay, let’s get this bitchfest started!” she said and, yanking the headmaster’s leash, led the girls outside to start the kinky fun.

2: A Sight To Behold

John Webber couldn’t believe how many men had turned up for this extremely unorthodox sports day. Yes, he was expecting a good turnout – female domination was a popular fetish – but this was beyond anything he could ever have imagined. The girls had allocated the fields behind the school for parking, and they were absolutely chocked full of cars. At least fifty, and in front of each car knelt a stark naked man, patiently waiting for a dominant brat to come and take him to be humiliated and degraded at the various events planned for the day.

John was a member of the local council, and along with the headmaster – a fellow submissive in the thrall of the dominant teens here – he had been tasked with making sure this event was kept secret from the outside world. Needless to say there would be quite a scandal if it was discovered that a highly exclusive girls' school was actually being used as a venue for some hardcore female domination.

Even though John had painstakingly organised the more tedious parts of the day (such as parking and extra toilet facilities) it earned him no special privileges with the hellcats. To them he was just another sad little loser who had paid them an exorbitant amount of money to be treated like garbage, which is why he too knelt in front of his Audi wearing just a collar, waiting patiently for a deliciously domineering brat to fetch him.

As with all of the kneeling men, John had an erection in anticipation as to what was to come, and it was this that Mistress Zoe commented on when she sashayed up in her tight white blouse with school tie, short pleated skirt, stockings, suspenders, and high heels. “Stiff without permission, boy? That’s a punishable offence,” she drawled.

“Yes, Mistress Zoe! I’m sorry!”

“You’re not really sorry, just pretending, but you will be,” she said and kicked him squarely in his balls. As pain ripped through him he doubled over on the grass, clutching his bruised privates.

“Thank you, Mistress Zoe!” he warbled shrilly.

“Don’t mention it, boy,” she said and bent down to attach a leash to his collar. And with that the stark naked man with freshly tenderised balls was yanked to his feet and dragged towards St Winifred’s first ever Slave Sports Day.

3: The Sack Stretching Race

The field to the side of the St Winifred’s School was vast, and with the help of some white tape had been turned into a fully functioning track and field venue worthy of the Olympics. On the starting line of the track were Melody and ten stark naked men.

Melody waked up and down the naked athletes in front of her. Was athlete the right word for these men? Probably not, considering they were all clapped out, middle-aged and ready for the knacker’s yard. And just to make them look even worse, each had a heavy weight attached to their balls which caused them to gurn and grimace like gargoyles with haemorrhoids.

“They really should make what’s about to happen an Olympic event,” she observed drily.

“Yes Miss Melody!” the men chirruped in unison, knowing that any other answer would get them beaten senseless.

Melody nodded and, without further ado, suddenly shouted: “Go, bitches! Run like the wind!”

Galvanised, the bitches started running. They took off down the track, each step causing the heavy weights dangling between their legs to bounce painfully. And as they ran the men groaned and whimpered in distress:

“Ahh!”

“Eeei!”

“Uh!”

Just to make it even more arduous Melody jogged alongside the muppets – quite an impressive feat in her high heels, but one she managed with aplomb – whipping their flabby untoned arses. “Faster, you pussyfree old freaks!” she cried. “I want to see those balls really bounce!”

All credit to the idiotic men with more money than sense, they did manage to go faster. Maybe not fast enough to trouble Usain Bolt, or even Usain Rusty Bolt, but certainly fast enough to help them avoid a severe whipping. Even better, by the end of one hundred metres, all of their balls hung noticeably lower than before. Hell, some were down to their knees, which would take quite some explaining to their wives.

“You know I wouldn’t be much of a Mistress if I didn’t batter all that low hanging fruit!” grinned Melody and, using a table tennis paddle, proceeded to give each pair of swinging testes a short but vigorous beating.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

The men yelped and screamed and cried actual tears before Melody removed the weights and told them to fuck off out of her sight. She then ambled up to the other end of the track where another bunch of old perverts waited to have weights tied to their plums.

4: Planks Walk the Plank

Of all the events Delilah had created for this very special day, she was especially proud of ‘Walking the Plank’. It was a unique blend of ingenuity and sheer bloody depravity.

For the last few months Delilah and all her girls had made a point of saving their boyfriends condoms (or at least the random studs they fucked in local pubs, before moving on to more random studs). After getting fucked senseless these minxes would dutifully put the now full condoms into Ziploc bags and bring them back to St Winifred’s to put in a chest freezer in the basement.

To add to this creamy booty they also made all the paying slaves that visited the school for domination sessions jerk off and shoot their loads into condoms, which were likewise stored in the chest freezer. The teachers were similarly milked regularly by Bob Quilter the sissy nurse, and their milky discharge saved (well, most of it, the girls still thought the nurse should lick up at least five loads a day, just so he didn’t get out of practice).

Even that wasn’t enough cum. Delilah, keen to collect as many used condoms as possible, even contacted a few massage parlours in the nearest town and took their used condoms off their hands. These too went into the enormous freezer in the basement, and when that was filled they went into another enormous chest freezer next to it.

Slave Sports Day was the culmination of all that effort. The hundreds, possibly thousands, of frozen used condoms were thrown into an inflatable pool six feet high and eight feet wide. A stage was erected above the pool, with a plank leading out over it. By the time midday came the condoms had thawed and the pool was filled to the brim with stale sperm. Why? So slaves could be forced to walk the plank, of course.

One by one naked men – who had all paid handsomely for the privilege – were whipped out onto the plank by young women and prodded forward until they fell off the edge. These truly pathetic men landed with a splash in the foul smelling gloop. After thrashing about for a few minutes, and swallowing a good deal of gunk in the process, they were dragged from the pool and licked clean by other slaves, or Cum Eating Pigs, as Delilah insisted on calling them.

Amazingly, the Cum Eating Pigs had also paid top rates for the privilege of eating the stale cum of other men, and Delilah decided that when this day was over she would launch a Used Condom Dispensary, in which submissive men all over the world could pay to have second-hand spunk sent to them. Beta male jizz would cost less, but alpha male gunk could be sold at premium prices. And Logan’s delectably thick discharge would go for a king’s ransom, and be something only the world’s richest subs could afford to eat.

In the meantime Delilah just enjoyed the sight of yet another man – this one a minor royal with a shrew for a wife – toppling off the plank and splashing down into the milky stew of past its sell-by date semen. He thrashed about in the slop, swallowing a good deal of slime in the process, before having to be helped out by a couple of other slaves.

Delilah and Angela – each with a naked man on a leash by their side – stood watching the messy fun. “Eugh! That is grosser than gross!” commented Angela as the blue blooded royal slave, dripping with semen, was licked clean by two Cum Eating Pigs. Ironically, both the Cum Eating Pigs were staunch republicans who didn’t believe in the concept of monarchy, and regularly popped up on TV shows calling for its abolition.

“I think this might be our most environmentally sound game, since everything is recycled,” observed Delilah dryly and both girls laughed. The men beside them on leashes, both hopelessly submissive and excited beyond belief at the degradation, watched the disgusting spectacle, hoping they too would at some point get a chance to eat this stale spunk.

5: Giant Inflatable Dildo Joust

Tim Connor wasn’t very good at many things. In fact he was useless at everything, especially life. The only reason he could afford to attend this kinky yet extremely costly event was because he was a trust fund kid and had millions of pounds at his disposal. Probably he would piss through it all by the time he was thirty and be left penniless, but for the moment he was rich. Rich enough to afford to come to this private boarding school in the sticks and be dominated by awesomely sexy young women who had elevated cruelty to an art form.

So considering how unbelievably useless he was, it was something of a shock to find that he did have a genuine skill. A bona fida gift, as it were. He absolutely killed at Inflatable Dildo Jousting. Stark naked, and armed only with a four foot long inflatable dildo, he got on a high beam and fought other stark naked men, also armed with inflatable dildos.

It was mad and utterly stupid, but he was good at it. Very good at it. So far Tim had dispatched no less than seven other men and sent them tumbling off the beam to the ground, where they lay winded from the fall, before brats in school uniforms dragged them away by their hair (or ears if they were bald) to beat their sorry asses. So far Tim’s ass was resolutely unbeaten because he was just too good. He was the Pele, Serena Williams and Lewis Hamilton of Inflatable Dildo Jousting!

Even better, he was doing all this in front of a bevy of beautiful young women dressed in sexy schoolgirl outfits. And many of these young vixens had naked men on leashes beside them, also watching Tim and his mad dildo jousting skills!

Calm down, he thought, and tried to put a lid on his cockiness. He needed to focus because he was about to face his biggest test yet. A big man, over six feet tall and covered in tattoos, with a scarily erect prick waving menacingly in front of him like a second joust, was advancing towards him along the high beam with a big blue blow up cock.

“Focus!” whispered Tim to himself. “You can do this!”

“No you fucking can’t!” hissed his opponent, overhearing him.

“I can and will!” said Tim somewhat petulantly.

“We’ll see about that, pin dick!”

And then they were fighting, since technically it was more like a sword fight than a joust. Tim used all the moves he had used in previous rounds. He ducked and bobbed and bashed his opponent with his weapon, landing an especially nice blow on the tattooed man’s nose and causing it to bleed. Ha ha! He was lethal and could probably do this professionally!

“Fucker!” cried the man, slashing back with his own inflatable weapon.

I am unbeatable, thought Tim. I am a Warrior King! Bow down before me you puny nobodies! Quake in my presence you-

-A blow caught him in the side and suddenly he was flying though the air. He landed painfully on his naked bottom, causing those watching to whoop and cheer. Normal service had been resumed: he was back to being useless at everything again. He reflected upon this as a tall voluptuous brunette in a skimpy schoolgirl uniform grabbed him by his receding hair and dragged him off to be thrashed.

6: Penalty Shootout

The goal had a man in, a goalkeeper, as it were. Except unlike traditional goalkeepers this one was completely nude and bending over with his buttock cheeks facing the pitch. It looked like he was mooning everyone. The object of this particular activity – aimed squarely at the dads who still loved a kick around in the park with their children – was to kick a ball and hit the goalkeeper on his bottom so hard it hurt. And make no mistake: a leather football – yes, they got hold of an antique leather football for this – hitting a bare bottom at speed was painful.

Priya was in charge of this game and, just to get into the spirit, wore football boots, knee socks, a short skirt, and a polo shirt with black and white vertical stripes. Crucially she also had a big whistle on a string, which she liked to blow. In other words she looked like a classic referee.

The sexy young Indian girl encouraged her fellow young dommes and other slaves to come and have a go kicking a ball at the naked male bottom on display. As she watched she thought it would be nice to get the England football team here to practice their penalty taking skills. Some were pretty sexy, and she’d love to see these super fit young men slamming leather balls into naked losers’ arses. She’d like the women’s team to come as well. Oh, the Lionesses would really make these bitches squirm!

At that moment a muscular naked man with tattoos – who had apparently been doing very well in the jousting tournament – ran up and kicked the ball with some serious power: WHOOMPH! It flew through the air like a guided missile and, impressively, thwacked the naked goalkeeper square in his buttock cheeks.

“Ah!” he squealed and stumbled headfirst into the net.

“Get back in position!” Priya boomed and blew her whistle loudly. The slave, clearly dazed, untangled himself from the netting and resumed his pose: bending over with his bottom, now sporting a fierce red mark, fully on display. Yikes, that did look sore, and doubtless the ball had caught the poor blighter’s balls when it hit, adding to his pain!

As Priya watched the next man run up and kick the ball she remembered that one of the many slaves attending today was actually a Sky Sports producer, so perhaps she would talk to him about TV rights for this incredible game. And if he didn’t want it, she’d just film it and put out the clips on OnlyFans for her legion of paypigs to buy and wank over.

7: The Relay Race

For the grand finale of the Sports Day the girls of St Winfred’s had a very special event planned. Like most great athletic meet-ups, such as the Olympics or World Championships, they decided to end it with a relay race, albeit one with a difference. The architect of this final event was Melody, the unofficial head of physical education at St Winifred’s, and a sports enthusiast who loved competitive games.

The relay race Melody had planned (admittedly while tipsy and fucking one of the guys from St Sebastian’s) would involve four teams, with four slaves in each team. The race itself would take place around the running track on the sports field, and involve each man running a lap and passing his baton to the next man in his team. The difference between this and every other relay race in the world was that the men would be stark naked, and the relay baton would be a ten inch long black dildo.

For the first lap the men would run with the dildo inserted in their bottom. And, as Melody fired her starting pistol, the slaves took off around the track with at least four inches of plastic cock protruding from their rear ends.

“Go go go!” cried the young women in the crowd, enjoying the sight of these naked losers running for all they were worth. The men on leashes amongst them watched with hot hungry yes, thrilled to see fellow beta males humiliated in such an elaborate fashion.

Just to make it that little bit more fun, St Winfred’s girls and young men from St Sebastian’s stood around the edge of the track whipping men’s arses as they streaked past. The boys were especially vicious, enjoying the chance to beat males whom they had nothing but contempt for.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

As the runners finished the first lap they handed the baton to the next team member. Of course, Melody had added a sadistic twist and now the second runner had to use only his teeth to remove the dildo from his team mate’s bottom, and then run his lap with it sticking out of his mouth.

If anything, this was even funnier than the first lap since the men were all running with huge plastic dicks in their mouths, sending the watching crowd wild with laughter. And with the laughter came a torrent of verbal abuse:

“That’s been up another man’s arse, does it taste of shit?”

“Careful you don’t fall over and deep throat yourself to death!”

“That is some skilled dick holding! You’ve clearly had a shlong in there before!”

“Run you useless cocksuckers!”

The useless cocksuckers ran. And after these laughable fools had finished their lap they had to, using only their teeth again, insert the dildos into the bottoms of the third member of their team. Once shoved in as deep as they could go these men took off around the track with their bottoms wedged full of plastic dick.

“He’s clearly had a cock up his arse before!”

“Considering it looks like he’s running while shitting, the old guy with the comb-over is going pretty fast!”

“These fuckers are sad!”

Finally it came to the last lap. These last team members had to remove the dildos with their teeth and then take off for the last four hundred metres with the sex aids in their mouths. For all its novelty value it was also incredibly exciting, a genuine race, and two of the runners were neck and neck as they sprinted down the final straight. Again, the crowd responded with encouraging words.

“Come on, micro dick!”

“You can do it, baldy!”

“Look at that dicklet bounce!”

“Slaphead’s really motoring!”

“Go go go!”

“Faster, fuckers!”

A young man called Malcolm, running with a tiny shaven dick that undoubtedly made him more aerodynamic, edged his competitor out. He truly was a winner, and in celebration his small erection exploded, splashing weak beta cum all over the grass. Naturally Melody made the balding older slave he had just beaten get down on all fours and eat the cum of the winner.

“That’ll put hairs on your head, gramps!” she laughed and kicked him up the backside.

“Thank you, Miss!” he said, his mouth full of grass and spunk.

8: The Medal Ceremony

Over the course of the day Delilah had asked her team of sadistic superbrats to keep records of the men who did best in each event – as well as those that did worst. And, as the sun started to set on a truly memorable day, a medal ceremony of sorts was held.

Those men that had won were allowed to kneel in a line and kiss the feet of the young women they adored and worshipped. For them it was heaven and, bizarrely, the highlight of their pathetic lives. Once the foot worship was complete these hopeless submissives were permitted to jerk off. Thy pumped their small peckers for all they were worth, and with mocking laughter ringing in their ears, they orgasmed, their weak and watery beta cum squirting onto the grass before them. After slurping up their own cum they retreated to the sidelines to watch what happened next.

What happened next was the men who had done worst in the day’s crazy events were dealt with. The fifteen losers stood in a line and their reward was a hard knee to the balls from the imperious brats.

“AH!” they warbled, before falling to the ground and rolling around in agony. For them it was hell and, bizarrely, the highlight of their pathetic lives.

As for Delilah, she watched it all with a feeling of extreme pride. She had built this amazing event from nothing, and in the process earned thousands upon thousands of pounds. Indeed, as most of the girls had Onlyfans accounts and had filmed many of the outlandish activities, they would all continue to make money as they sold footage of perverts suffering online for months to come.

All in all it was a most rewarding day and one they would repeat next year, with more events, more girls, and more slaves.


Chapter Nine: Brat Supremacy

1: Sissy Chauffer

The girls had hired a car to take them down to London. They didn’t want to hire a driver, though, and instead opted to turn the law teacher Phil Barton into their driver. They dressed him like a professional chauffeur with a peaked cap, a blazer, and a crisp white shirt with a sober grey tie. Sadly for him the girls had decided to add a bitchy Femdom twist, so he also wore a tight charcoal grey mini skirt, black stockings, suspenders, and high heels.

In other words, it was fine while he was driving, but not so great when they stopped and he had to get out to open the door for Miss Delilah and Miss Zoe. They were currently at a service station in Reading, and he was filling the tank, but not without some hostile and contemptuous stares from other drivers at the petrol station. Even the attendant who took his money looked at him like he was shit. “Fucking fruitcake,” he muttered, throwing Phil’s change on the counter.

Then he was back in the car, being teased by the girls. “You attracted quite a lot of attention in your saucy skirt, boy,” giggled Delilah.

“Yeah, I think that truck driver wanted to fill Phil’s tank!”

“Would you like that? Being fucked hard by a big muscular trucker?” asked Delilah playfully.

“No, Miss Delilah,” he replied honestly as they pulled out into the traffic. Thankfully the girls stopped teasing him and turned their attention to the boys of St Sebastian’s, and two hot studs with fantastic cocks. Phil couldn’t help but feel jealous of these men, knowing that they got to fuck these sexy strumpets. God he’d love to shaft the pair of them, sadly sex of any kind was well behind him now.

As they approached London Phil again became the object of their contempt, as the girls started to throw sweets at his head. Even though he had a good head of hair the sweets came sharp, and were yet another reminder of how far Phil had fallen. Once he had walked the hallways of St Winfred’s like a giant, ordering sexy young women to pull down their panties in front of him so he could check they were clean. Oh yes, he had spent his days between lessons feasting his eyes on the pussies of young women in their prime. He even stroked a good many, including those of the haughty bitches in the backseat behind him.

Now, though, he was a sad joke, spending his days being mocked and beaten. And to think, some men actually liked being treated like this. Like those weirdoes that attended the recent Slave Sports Day! That was freaky. What the fuck was wrong with those men? God how he hated those degenerates, and would have liked to bash seven bells of shit out of them ... which the perverts would probably enjoy!

Forty minutes later they were outside a huge glass and concrete skyscraper in the heart of London’s financial district. After parking Phil got out and opened the rear door to let his young Mistresses out.

“Thank you, Phyllis!” said Delilah, giving his name a cruel feminine twist. Then he watched her and her fellow hellcat go inside, wondering whose lives they were going to destroy now.

2: Board Meeting

Reginald Theobald Reece and the eleven other board members at Wyvern stood naked around the large round mahogany table, a table so big and impressive it could easily have seated King Arthur and his knights. There were four women and eight men standing nude around the table, most middle aged but a couple were in their early thirties. None were in particularly good shape, something the two young women dressed as schoolgirls commented on as they circled the naked board members like sharks.

“You people really should invest in some gym time,” said the one called Miss Delilah, cracking her crop across the flabby arse of Michael Jones.

“Yes, Miss!” agreed Michael, grabbing hold of his burning backside.

Yes, Miss!

Reginald couldn’t believe how quickly and totally these powerful men and women had given in to this scheming little bitch. Then again, the girls had come here loaded here with copious amounts of blackmail material on all the nefarious and deeply illegal things Wyvern were doing at multiple educational establishments. Not only that, they had hired some Private Investigators to investigate, and those investigations had uncovered some pretty damming financial fraud and embezzlement cases. All in all, the board members were in it up to their eyeballs, and these girls quite literally had them by the balls. That was why all the Wyvern board members had agreed to strip naked and do anything these girls asked.

“Things are going to change from now on; we’re going to be sharing your profits,” said Delilah, who was clearly the leader of the girls from St Winifred’s. “And just to make sure you comply we’ll be sending some ladies down to intern for you, and by intern I mean watch and dominate you.”

She cracked Mary Llewellyn’s generously proportioned bottom with her crop. Mary shrieked and grabbed her wobbling ass. “Yes, Miss!”

Grinning, Miss Delilah circled the naked board members before finally coming to a stop behind Reginald. “Bend over, old boy!” she whispered, her breath tickling his ear.

“Bend over, Miss?” he asked nervously.

“Yes, it’s not complicated: bend the fuck over!”

Reginald did as he was told, feeling very stupid and extremely vulnerable. He was letting a girl young enough to be his daughter order him around! Out of the corner of his eye he saw the other girl, the blonde – Zoe? – hand Delilah something, something long and black. It took a moment to realise it was a strap-on dildo, at least twelve inches by the look of it. Delilah proceeded to strap on and then, after lubing his asshole with her spit, eased it inside Reginald.

“Ah!” he gasped as it slid in, deeper and deeper, until it felt like he was being torn asunder. Oh god! It was horrendous! And then the girl was pulling back, but only so she could ram it back into him again.

“Squeal if you want me to do it harder!” she cried as she proceeded to fuck him. He didn’t want her to do it harder but he couldn’t help but squeal, loudly, making her pound him even harder.

In a sense it was a good metaphor for what was happening to him and his fellow Wyvern board members. They were now these girls’ bitches and getting fucked was their future.

“Please stop!” he yodelled, catching the pitying looks of his fellow board members. He wondered how he would ever look them in the eye again, knowing that they had seen him being fucked senseless by a teenager.

“Stop?” laughed Delilah. “We’ve only just started you stupid old fuck!”

She wasn’t lying. Although on the plus side, by the time the girls had finished with them each and every board member had received an equal level of pain and humiliation, giving them a shared experience that would never leave them.

3: Travels

Delilah watched through the window as two naked teachers – Mr Juniper and Mr Bream – carried her cases to the car and loaded them in the boot. Mr Barton was also down there in his sissy chauffeur uniform, making sure they stashed everything correctly.

She turned away from the window to face Sian, the girl she had grown closest to during her time at St Winfred’s. The two young women hugged, and from the duration of the hug it was obvious there was real affection between the two. “You’re in charge now, so make sure these horrible men are kept in line,” whispered Delilah as she pulled away.

“Oh, I will,” said Sian darkly and Delilah knew she would. The mixed race minx enjoyed controlling men as much as Delilah, and had a wicked imagination when it came to devising humiliations and punishments.

“And you’ve sent out the packs?” asked Delilah.

Sian nodded. Since cracking the hard drive the girls had obtained photos and video footage of the staff mistreating young women in glorious high definition. This information had been edited together and the packs sent to their wives, girlfriends, sisters, mothers and daughters, ensuring that when the men left St Winifred’s the women in their lives would have enough material to keep them under the thumb.

Poor bastards! They’d messed with the wrong girls and would spend the rest of their lives regretting it! Ha!

Each girl was also given a report detailing her own mistreatment, and those responsible. This meant that they could – if they so wished – confront the people who had sent them to St Winifred’s in the first place. Some parents weren’t aware of what went on, but some – especially the stepdads – were fully aware, meaning that if the girls wanted to turn their own stepdads into slaves they now had the evidence to do it. Oh yes, there were a lot of men – and the odd women – who would get a nasty surprise during the next holiday.

Delilah looked around the dorm room one last time and thought about the great girls she had met here, who were now all friends for life: Sian, Zoe, Angela, Scarlett, Jessica, Dee, Maria.... the list was endless, and she was proud to know each and every one of these vibrant young women.

Make no mistake, Delilah was genuinely sad to be leaving St Winifred’s – this place had helped her find her purpose in the world – but she had plans. There were twenty other Wyvern schools across the country, most for errant young women, and Delilah intended to visit each one and help the girls imprisoned within them take control. In her mind she saw it as just the start of a revolution, in which young women everywhere learnt how to rise up and fuck the patriarchy. Literally fuck the patriarchy.

Before that, though, she had an important stop to make.

4: His New Life Starts Now

Trevor was watching a forgettable action film on Netflix starring Jessica Alba – god, she was sexy and would make a great domme – when there was a knock on the door. Sighing heavily (he hated being disturbed during his downtime) he stood and went to answer it. Waiting for him was nasty surprise: his stepdaughter – in her absurdly skimpy St Winifred’s school uniform – was on the doorstep looking as sexily satanic as he remembered.

“Hello, Trevor,” she grinned.

“What are you doing here?” he stammered.

“That’s not very welcoming, is it, Trevor?”

“I mean... your mother’s not in!” he blurted as panic started to take over. He knew exactly what went on at St Winfred’s and didn’t understand why this little bitch wasn’t there now, being caned by hard men with bad attitudes.

“I know Mom’s not here, she’s out on a date.”

Trevor frowned, shocked. “On a date? No, she’s not.”

“Oh yes, she’s cheating on you,” said his stepdaughter, not bothering to hide her glee. “She has been for years. You don’t honestly think that noodle between your legs could satisfy any woman? Especially as it only ever stands to attention when you’re being dominated!”

Trevor’s face fell. His wife was cheating on him? With who? A younger man with more muscles and hair? And definitely better endowed, if what his stepdaughter was saying was true. The thought hurt him. He knew some submissive men actually liked the idea of being cuckolded, but he definitely wasn’t one of them. He believed in monogamy and found the idea of his wife cheating on him deeply upsetting.

“I haven’t come for her, though, I’ve come for you,” continued Delilah, breaking into his thoughts.

“Me?” He shook his head vigorously. “No, definitely no.”

Delilah jabbed him in the chest with her finger, sending him stumbling backwards into the hall. “I’m going on my travels and I need a slave – a travel slave, if you will – and you’re going to be it.”

What followed was inevitable. Trevor was ordered to strip naked by his stepdaughter. He did as he was told, falling back into his old submissive pattern almost instantly. Then, once he was nude and vulnerable, his stepdaughter slapped his dick – which was now rock hard – and told him that it would have to be caged, although not today. Before this could sink in he was ordered to go down the path to the fancy car parked on the road. He did so, completely under the thumb of his old Mistress within minutes.

A man in a short skirt gave him a pitying look and then opened the car boot and nodded for him to get in. Trevor dutifully climbed in amongst the luggage, wondering if any of the neighbours were watching (and then realising it probably didn’t matter as he suspected he would never be allowed back here). Then Delilah was there, looking down at him with an amused look on her achingly beautiful face. “You’re going to love what we get up to, Trevor!” she grinned and slammed the boot on him.

Trevor didn’t love what they got up to. In fact he hated it and cursed his submissive nature for allowing it all to happen. But that’s another story for another day...

THE END
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