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Hank Gets Caught

“What the hell do you think you're doing?”

Hank turned to see Dianne, the headmistress, standing behind him.

“I, uh, I was just fixing the showerhead, like you asked me to.”

What the fuck is she doing here? The new semester's not supposed to start for another four days.

“Since when is a spy camera part of a showerhead, Hank?”

Hank was busted, and he knew it. He looked down at the tiled floor.

“Were you planning to sell videos of the girls showering? Or were you just going to keep them for your own private entertainment?”

“Look, I'm sorry. I just wanted a few pics for myself. I wasn't going to show them to anyone else. And ... uh ... I was going to erase them all after I was done. No one would ever have known. It wouldn't have hurt anyone.”

Headmistress Dianne slapped Hank across the face. Hard.

“You sick, worthless fuck. I should turn you over to the police right now. Do you know what happens to perverts like you in jail, Hank?”

Hank had heard horror stories about the things that happened to sex criminals in prison. He looked pleadingly at the school's proprietor. There was no mercy in her eyes.

“Please don't. I'll do whatever you want. But please don't report me to the police.”

Headmistress Dianne stared down at Hank with an inscrutable expression. Then she smiled.

“Anything, Hank? Seriously? You'll do anything?”

“Uh, yeah, absolutely. I'll do whatever you want. Just don't report me.”

The way she was looking at him made Hank feel like a mouse being studied by a hungry cat.

“Do you have any idea what we teach at this school, Hank?”

Hank had no clue what was taught at this school. All he knew was that The College of Gynarchic Studies and Female Empowerment was a private women-only college. Hank reluctantly shook his head.

“We teach women to become sexually dominant, Hank. We teach them to how to dominate men in bed. And outside the bedroom. Women are superior, Hank. But our society doesn't recognize that. Not yet.”

Hank swallowed nervously. What the fuck is this bitch talking about?

“Women come here to study from all over the world, Hank. Women of all ages and from all walks of life. Women who want to become more confident and assertive to help them get ahead in the business world. Housewives who want to put their husbands in their place. Women who want to become professional dominatrices.”

Hank did not like the sound of this. Chicks were supposed to serve men. To do what they were told.

“I employ several submissive men—subs—to demonstrate the things I teach at this school. And to allow my female students to practice the things they learn.”

No, Hank did not like where this was going. Perspiration dampened his armpits and sheened his forehead.

“You're actually not a bad looking guy. Aside from being a little on the short side. Well, more than a little. But I think you'll do. One of my regulars had an accident and won't be back on his feet for a few months. So I need a replacement.”

“Um, is there maybe some other way I could replay you? I'll do repairs free for the whole semester if you—“

Headmistress Dianne slapped him again. This time hard enough to make his head rock.

“You are never doing repairs in this school again. From now on the only thing you'll be doing here is serving me and my students in whatever way I tell you to. Unless of course you'd rather deal with the police. It's entirely up to you.”

“Okay, okay, I'll do it. I'll do whatever you want. No need to involve the police.”

Hank told himself this might not be so bad. So some bitches want to be more dominant. Who cares if the girl goes on top? Or if I have to eat her a little before I fuck her. He tried to suppress a smile, but didn't quite succeed.

Headmistress Dianne seemed to read his mind. She smiled too. The smile gave Hank goosebumps.

“If you want to do this, you need to convince me to take you on as a sub. You need to beg.”

The grin disappeared from Hank's face. Beg? Is this cunt serious?

“Get on your knees, Hank.”

Hank contemplated his options. He got on his knees. Headmistress Dianne beamed.

“You might just make an adequate sub, Hank. It's going to take some work, but my instructors and I are very good at what we do.”

Headmistress Dianne was an attractive but intimidating woman in her early forties, a decade older than Hank. She was tall, easily five foot nine or five foot ten. Hank's own five foot one frame wouldn't have reached her chin even if she'd been wearing flats. Luxuriant auburn hair cascaded to her shoulders, framing her angular, crisp features and piercing green eyes. She had a slim build, with long legs, a pert, curvy derriere, and proud, full breasts. She wore three-inch black pumps, skin-tone stockings supported by a matching garter belt, a figure-hugging black skirt, and a sleeveless ivory blouse. Hank's eyes widened as he watched her unzip and pull down the skirt, revealing a pair of lacy black panties. The panties followed the skirt to the floor, revealing a full bush the same fiery color as the hair on her head.

Does this fucking gash think I'm going to eat her on my knees right here in the women's changeroom?

Headmistress Dianne stepped closer. Her pussy was level with Hank's face.

“Convince me to accept you as one of my subs, Hank. And I don't mean with words.”

Hank looked up imploringly. She laughed.

“What are you waiting for, you useless fuck? Have you changed your mind about the police?”

Hank lowered his gaze back to Headmistress Dianne's bush. He had seldom been this up-close-and-personal with a woman's intimate parts before. Most of his sexual encounters had been with prostitutes, and he never went down on them. The delicate scent of female arousal teased his nostrils. His cock, to his surprise, was getting hard.

Hank looked up at Headmistress Dianne one last time, then brought his mouth to her kitty.  She gripped his head, twisting her fingers in his hair. His nose brushed her hairy mound. Her warm, mysterious folds met his lips. He placed his hands awkwardly on her hips, then circled around to cup her cheeks. He raised his eyes again, and saw her nipples prodding the thin fabric of her blouse. His cock was now at full attention.

“That's it, bitch. Eat me.”

Bitch? Did this slut just call me bitch?

Headmistress Dianne ground her hips into his face.

“Come on, you dumb fuck! Make me come. I have work to do.”

Hank clumsily wiggled his tongue.

“For fuck's sake. Have you never eaten a pussy before?” The headmistress looked down scornfully. “No, it appears you haven't. Alright. Just stick your tongue in as deep as you can and hold it there. I'll just fuck your face.”

Hank's face reddened. His boner was undeterred, and was tenting his pants. He swallowed whatever was left of his pride and pushed his tongue in. The statuesque director let out a satisfied sigh. The interior of her vagina had a rippled feel, something Hank had not expected. Her lush taste made his straining cock twitch.

“Deeper. Get that tongue in deeper, bitch!”

Hank seethed, but forced his tongue in further. He stretched it as far as it would go.

“That's better. Now keep your tongue nice and rigid while I fuck it.”

The bossy administrator tightened her grip on his head and began thrusting. Hank grunted as she ground her pussy into his face. Warm, silky female pre-cum trickled down his chin and across his tongue into his throat. One of her pubic hairs somehow got into his mouth. He wanted to spit it out, but ended up swallowing it. He imagined himself slapping her around and then forcing her to suck him off. But he didn't dare try. He didn't want to go to jail. And, if he was to be truly honest with himself, he wasn't really sure he could physically subdue her. The bitch was stronger than she looked.

Hank cursed himself for getting into this mess.

“Oh fuck yes! That's it, bitch! Keep your tongue in there. Oh God, I'm gonna come!”

The headmistress let out a sultry moan as she let go in Hank's face. A gush of wetness spilled into his mouth. He'd only gone down on a couple of girls before, and neither had been a squirter. Hank nearly came in his pants.

“That wasn't too bad for a first try. Alright, you've convinced me. I'm going to give you a break. I'll let you work at my school for a semester in exchange for not turning you over to the police.”

That's it? She's not even going to fuck me?

Dianne slapped his face again.

“Say thank you, you ungrateful bitch. I'm doing you a huge favor!”

“Thank you,” Hank mumbled sullenly.

“Be here at 8:00 am sharp next Monday. Meet me in my office. And don't be late.”

Dianne pulled her panties and skirt back on. She acted as if Hank wasn't even there. She left the women's changeroom, leaving him kneeling on the cold tile floor.


Caged, Plugged, and Collared

“Hank, I'm impressed. You actually came. I half expected you'd chicken out.”

Hank ignored the slight and tried to look nonchalant. He didn't want Headmistress Dianne to see how scared he was.

“Before we proceed further, do you have any sexually transmitted infections? Or any other health problems?”

“No.”

“Good. I need to be sure, though. I'm going to test you for STIs. Roll up your sleeve. This is going to sting for a second.”

Hank extended his arm. She held a device that looked like a bar code reader to his skin. A needle jabbed him, then instantly retracted. The headmistress watched a screen built into the device. The display went green.

“All clear. Now we need to talk about consent and safe words. Do you know what a safe word is, Hank?”

Hank had no clue what a safe word was.

“It's a word you use if you need whatever is happening to stop. The girls are taught from Day One to respect safe words. Everything we do here is consensual. You can back out of our arrangement at any time by using your safe word. The safe word we use here is mayday.

“Of course if you do back out of our deal, you'll need to face the consequences of your actions with the police. But that's your decision and yours alone to make.

“There's going to be some times when you won't physically be able to speak. At least not clearly. So you will also have a safe gesture that you can use to signal that you want to quit. The safe gesture that we use here is to repeatedly open and close your right hand in a fist. I'll be watching for that, and I teach the girls to watch for that too, when necessary.”

Headmistress Dianne made Hank repeat the safe word and show her the safe gesture. Then she handed him four lavender tablets and a paper cup.

“This is a new drug that just came on the market last week. You might have seen it mentioned on the news. It drastically amps up the body's ability to withstand physical abuse and to rapidly heal from injuries. It was developed by the military, and is now available for civilian use. This will allow my students to get a lot more practice out of you than would normally be the case.”

Hank reluctantly downed the pills.

“Excellent. Now take off your clothes.”

Hank looked at her askance, wondering if she was going to make him eat her again. He felt his cock stir at the thought, and frowned.

Headmistress Dianne raised her palm. Hank pulled off his clothes. He blushed as Dianne stared at his budding erection.

“Oh, for fuck's sake! Well, don't worry, I know how to fix this.”

Hank watched apprehensively as the headmistress retrieved an ice cube from a mini-fridge in the corner of her office. His erection grew as Dianne squatted in front of him. He winced as she brought the ice cube to his cock and ran it back and forth along its length. His hard-on withered. She  smiled, discarded the ice cube, and picked up a metal object from her desk. She squatted again and slid a small metal cage over his limp penis. His eyes widened as she locked it in place.

“Hey, uh, what are you doing?” The cage fit snugly around his cock, keeping it in a downward-curved position. The thin strips of metal were cold against his skin.

Headmistress Dianne rose to her full height. Hank felt like a recruit being inspected by a drill sergeant. And found wanting.

“Did I give you permission to speak, slave?”

Slave?

“Um, well, no, but—“

Headmistress Dianne backhanded him.

“From now on, you will be silent unless you are spoken to. Or unless you need to use your safe word. Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes.”

Another stinging blow across the cheek.

“The correct answer is Yes, Headmistress.”

Hank gave her a dark look.

“Yes, Headmistress.”

“That's better.” She opened a drawer and pulled out a black spade-shaped object about the size of her hand and something that looked like a tube of toothpaste.

“Bend over and put your hands on the edge of my desk.”

“What?”

Headmistress Dianne smacked him again, harder this time.

“You're a slow learner, I see.”

Hank braced himself against her desk. His heart was hammering.

“This is a butt plug, Hank. I'm guessing you've never seen one before. You'll have one in your ass most of the time that you're here. When there aren't other things in there.” She smiled cruelly.

What the fuck have I gotten myself into?

The headmistress spread a generous amount of lube over the butt plug. She nudged Hank's buttocks with the tip and located his virgin opening. She slowly pushed it in. Hank grimaced as it filled him, compressing his innards around it. To his shock, his cock twitched. The headmistress continued forcing the plug in until it was completely buried inside him.

“That's better. You may stand upright again.”

She pulled out what looked like a large dog-collar from the same drawer the butt plug had come from.

“You'll also be wearing this while you're here.” She buckled the collar around his neck. It was about an inch wide, and seemed to be made of leather.

“Put your clothes in this bag. You'll get them back at the end of each day when it's time to go home.”

Hank gathered his clothes from the floor and placed them in the canvas shopping bag. Headmistress Dianne placed it under her desk. She picked up his leash.

“Follow me. The first class is starting in fifteen minutes.”


Oral Worship

“Last semester, you were taught a lot of theory about female domination, female led relationships, and the proper place of women in our society. This semester, you'll be getting the chance to put some of the things you've learned into practice.”

Hank had never seen a class where the students listened with such rapt attention.

He was kneeling at the front of the room, where Headmistress Dianne had left him. His hands had been handcuffed behind his back. He was buck naked aside from his collar, cock cage, and butt plug.

The classroom was a replica dungeon with stone walls and a concrete floor. In the center about thirty wooden desks were arranged in neat rows, each occupied by a female student. Off to each side was an assortment of bondage and sadomasochism furniture, including a St Andrew's cross, a spanking bench, and a pillory. Racks, shelves, and cabinets filled with whips, paddles, and other instruments of punishment and degradation lined all four walls. At the front of the room, to Hank's right, was the teacher's desk. To his left was an armchair and a huge four-poster bed.

Most of the students were young. Many of them were strikingly pretty. Hank supposed that these were the ones aspiring to become professional dominatrices. A few were Headmistress Dianne's age or older. All of them were wearing street clothes, rather than the kinky leather or latex outfits that he vaguely associated with dominatrices. Every eye in the room was on him. A few of the students were smirking. Others looked at him as if he was a new vibrator they couldn't wait to try out.

The instructor, Mistress Rebecca, was in her late thirties. She wasn't much taller than Hank, but carried herself with authority and confidence. Unlike her charges, she was dressed the way Hank imagined a dominatrix would look, with thigh-high leather boots, a short, low-cut latex dress, and elbow-length lace gloves. She had a voluptuous figure that looked like it was on the verge of breaking free from her tight dress and ash-blonde hair that spilled to her shoulder blades.

“We'll be starting the practical section of the course with some lessons in oral worship. Also known as body worship.

“Oral worship—especially pussy and ass worship—is an excellent way to assert your dominance over your sub. It's also one of the most enjoyable ways to use your sub.

“As you know, oral worship can involve any part of the body. The breasts. The legs. The feet. The armpits. And of course the pussy and ass.”

A couple of the students tittered.

“It's these last two that we'll be mostly focusing on during this week's lesson as we start breaking Hank in. Most subs need some training to become proficient at giving pleasure with their mouths. The Headmistress tells me Hank needs a lot of practice. He's certainly come to the right place.”

More laughter greeted this. Hank blushed and looked at the floor.

“So, let's get started, shall we?” Mistress Rebecca stepped in front of Hank and lifted the hem of her dress. She wasn't wearing panties.

“Worship my pussy, slave.” She stepped forward, bringing her kitty so close to Hank's face that he could feel the warmth radiating from it.  She was smooth-shaven.  A tattoo of two long-barreled downward-pointing handguns crossed in an X adorned her lower belly just above her mound.

Hank leaned forward and awkwardly planted his mouth on Mistress Rebecca's cooch. His cock tried to swell and was immediately restrained by its metal prison. It wasn't exactly painful, but it was definitely uncomfortable. Mistress Rebecca gripped him roughly by the hair, holding him in place. He ran his tongue along her cleft. Her soft mound was pressed against his nose. The barrels of the inked guns stared down at him. Her folds were warm and wet against his lips and tongue. The scent and taste of her arousal engulfed his senses. His cock tried to stiffen further, and was painfully blocked. He whimpered at the unexpected pain. Mistress Rebecca's kitty grew noticeably wetter.

Hank tried to pull away, but Mistress Rebecca's grip was firm. He remembered the safe signal, but resisted using it, knowing what the consequence would be if he did. His boner quickly subsided in response to the pain.

The students gathered around in a tight circle. Some of them were snickering or giggling. A couple were recording his degradation with their smartphones.

“Jesus, the headmistress was right,” griped Mistress Rebecca. “This one's going to need a lot of training. For God's sake, have you never eaten a pussy before?”

Hank's blush deepened. The giggles grew louder.

Mistress Rebecca sighed and drew his head back. “Okay, start by giving me teasing little kisses on my inner thighs and my mound.”

Hank did as he was told. His cock tried to rise again, resulting in more pain, which had the same effect as the ice from Headmistress Dianne's mini-fridge. Hank groaned. A couple of the students laughed out loud.

“That's better. Now place some teasing little kisses on my lips. Move up and down my slit, but don't stick your tongue in yet.”

Hank followed her instructions. His cock again tried to rise, and was again subdued by pain. Hank couldn't believe how horny this was making him. But there was nothing he could do to alleviate his need. He moaned in frustration, to the amusement of the students.

Mistress Rebecca made him run his tongue up and down her groove. She then made him probe deep inside her, as far as his tongue would stretch. Finally, she made him take her engorged clit in his mouth. She came as he sucked her off.

Hank figured surely Mistress Rebecca would now fuck him. This bitch must need some cock  after that amazing oral I gave her. How could she not?

“The only way I ever let a sub pleasure me is with his mouth,” Mistress Rebecca said, as if reading his mind. “Subs are just sex toys, as far as I'm concerned. If I want to fuck, I fuck a real man.”

Hank wanted to shout “I am a real man! I can fuck you!” But he suspected that doing so would only make things worse, and held his tongue.

“Don't let your sub neglect your ass, ladies. There's nothing quite like the feel of a talented sub worshiping your crack.”

Oh shit.

Hank had never eaten anyone's ass before. He liked looking at and touching women's butts, but had always felt that using his mouth on that part of a woman's body was beneath his dignity. He looked up at Mistress Rebecca, wordlessly pleading for mercy. Mistress Rebecca just smiled.

“Have you ever eaten a girl's ass before, slave?”

“Um ... no ...”

Mistress Rebecca slapped him across the face.

“No, Mistress Rebecca.”

Mistress Rebecca turned around, presenting her ass to Hank.

“The slave doesn't look too happy,” one of the girls mocked.

“Would you be happy if you were a loser like him?” one of her classmates asked.

Several girls laughed. Hank's face turned the color of a pomegranate.

“Always remember to watch for the safe gesture when your sub can't speak. If you're in a position like this where you can't see his hands, get a partner to watch for the safe signal. Nisha, would you watch the slave's hands in case he wimps out and makes the safe gesture?”

“Yes, Mistress Rebecca.”

“Start by giving my ass kisses all over, slave. Nice, soft, sensuous kisses.”

Hank reluctantly brought his lips to Mistress Rebecca's buttocks. He couldn't recall ever having seen a more perfectly shaped rump. His cock attempted to rise yet again, making him wince. His abused penis continued to struggle as he meandered over her perfect mounds, roaming from the small of her back to her hips to the undersides of her cheeks.

“Not bad, slave, not bad. Now get your face between my cheeks and get that tongue to work.”

Hank delved into Mistress Rebecca's crack and found her rosebud. He steeled himself, then pushed his tongue into her forbidden hole. He was relieved to discover that her hygiene was pristine. All he tasted was skin as he pushed his tongue as deep as it would go. His cock continued to struggle against the cage. And the cage continued to win.

“If you feel like pleasuring yourself while a slave is worshiping your pussy or your ass, don't hesitate to do so. It adds to the slave's humiliation by reminding him of how inadequate he is. And of course it enhances your own enjoyment.”

Mistress Rebecca stepped away, leaving Hank kneeling on the floor, and picked up her purse. She fished out a pink vibrator. She brought her ass back to Hank's face.

“Get that tongue back in, worm!”

Hank pushed his tongue back into Mistress Rebecca's tight hole. Never before had he experienced such intense humiliation. Yet his cock was still trying to assert itself. As usual without success.

Mistress Rebecca turned on the vibrator and brought it to her clit. She quivered and came almost immediately. She continued jilling, and released twice more before stepping away. Hank leaned forward, his hands still bound behind his back, sputtering and gasping. Laughter rippled through the circle of watching women.

“Who wants to try using our new slave first?”

Every single student raised her hand.

Hank watched apprehensively as a girl named Tabitha got ready to sit on his face. She was the fifth girl to use him to practice “oral worship”. She was the tallest girl in the class. And the prettiest. Her full breasts and pert ass would have been enough to give Hank an instant boner if he's been able to have one.

The first four girls had made him serve them on his knees, as Mistress Rebecca had done. Tabitha wanted to ride his face. Mistress Rebecca had removed his handcuffs and helped Tabitha chain his wrists and ankles to the bedposts, leaving him spread-eagle on his back. Tabitha grinned as she straddled his chest and shuffled forward.

Hank grunted as Tabitha sat down. She rested her full weight on him, pressing him into the mattress. Her pussy was right on top of his mouth. His nose was in her bush, which she had shaved into a Mohawk. She hadn't bothered to take off her tank top. Her nipples poked eagerly against the cotton fabric. Her pussy was wet.

“Make me come, loser.” She gripped Hank's hair and thrust her hips. Hank moved his tongue haphazardly over her folds as she fucked his face.

“God, Mistress Rebecca's right, you're not very good at this. Just stick your tongue in as deep as you can. I'll look after the rest.”

Hank pushed his tongue in. Tabitha purred. The taste of her arousal was stronger than that of any of the women who had preceded her. It was almost overwhelming.

“That's it, slut. Get that tongue nice and deep.”

Tabitha rode Hank's tongue as if it were a cock. She slammed her cunt onto his face again and again as if she was punching him. The mattress quivered under her onslaught. Hank groaned. Tabitha's fingers slid down to her clit and stroked it, brushing his nose. Her head tilted back, and her eyes rolled up for a second or two as she let go in Hank's mouth.

She slid forward, bringing her ass to Hank's tongue. She rode him again, and came a second time.

Mistress Rebecca wiped Hank's face and made him rinse his mouth with an antiseptic solution, as she had done after each of the previous girls.

“You're doing good, slave. We'll make a decent fucktoy out of you yet.”

She turned to the assembled students.

“Next!”

Hank was losing count of how many women had taken a turn with him. Thirteen or fourteen, at least. As he watched the next girl pulling off her clothes, for the first time he seriously considered using the safe word.

Mindy was more than a little on the heavy side. Her hips were so wide Hank was pretty sure he wouldn't have been able to wrap his arms all the way around them. Her thighs were as thick as his torso. Her ass and belly were likewise massive. Despite her immense size, her flesh was round and taut, not flabby or saggy. Her boobs were the size of watermelons.

How the fuck am I going to breathe if she sits on my face?

Mindy climbed onto the bed. The mattress sagged beneath her weight.

“Don't be shy, Mindy. Make yourself comfortable.”

Mindy shuffled forward on her knees and straddled Hank's head. She had a full, thick bush. Even from several inches away he could smell her arousal. His cock made yet another valiant attempt to rise.

“This loser looks like my ex-boyfriend. The motherfucker was cheating on me with every girl in sight for months before  I caught him. I'm gonna pretend he's my ex-boyfriend while I'm pounding his face.”

Mindy grinned at the fear in Hank's eyes. Hank glanced at Mistress Rebecca, who just gave him a sardonic smile. Mindy gripped his head and pulled it back to an upward-facing position.

Then she sat down.

She rested her full weight on him. Her pussy was already wet. His head was pressed into the mattress. His skull felt like it might actually implode beneath pressure bearing down on it.

He tried to breathe. And couldn't.

Mindy began thrusting her hips.  Her motions were slow, forceful, and unyielding. Hank groaned as she ground her meaty pussy into his face. His lungs started to ache. He struggled against the restraints on his wrists and ankles. Her movements grew faster and more aggressive. He did his best to make her come so that she would get off him. She moaned with pleasure, but did not ease her assault on his face. To his astonishment, his cock was still trying to rise. With the usual painful result.

Hank was starting to feel light-headed and a little panicky when Mistress Rebecca said:

“Let your slave have a little air, Mindy. He's not much good to you if he dies.”

Mindy thrust her hips once or twice more, then raised herself enough to let Hank breathe. He gasped and panted. She gave him a moment, then buried him under her crotch again. He groaned, but didn't use the safe gesture. Mindy resumed riding his face.

Mistress Rebecca twice more ordered Mindy to let Hank breathe. The second time the big girl seemed not to hear, and Mistress Rebecca had to repeat herself. She did not sound pleased.

Hank started to feel light-headed again. But this time there was no rescue from Mistress Rebecca. Mindy's breathing had become fast and shallow. She seemed close to release. But nothing Hank did was getting her over the finish line. Hank soon felt like he was on the verge of blacking out.

He was about to use the safe gesture when Mindy came.

Mindy shuddered. Hank felt like an earthquake was happening on top of him. The bed trembled. Female cum flooded his mouth. His cock tried to rise, resulting in the usual jolt of pain.

Mindy's climax went on and on. Hank started to curl his right hand into the distress signal when suddenly she stopped quivering and rose to her feet.

“Next.”

Hank figured that the worst was over after Mindy. Surely nothing could be worse than being suffocated almost to death by that fat slut.

It only took fifteen seconds for Hank to decide that he was wrong.

The next girl in line was Gwen. Gwen was a cute, somewhat nerdy-looking blonde with oversized glasses.

“Um, Mistress Rebecca? I started my period this morning. Should I pass on this exercise?”

“No need to skip your turn, hon. A good sub will serve his mistress any time of month.”

“Thank you, Mistress Rebecca. I could use a good orgasm right now.”

Gwen peeled off her clothes and climbed onto the bed.

“That's it for today, ladies. We'll resume oral worship practice tomorrow morning.”

Hank was on his knees in front of the armchair with his body arched back and his head face-up on the seat. The last girl of the day, Jill, had face-sat him in this position, and was now pulling her panties back on. Hank remained where he was. He had learned that it was best not to move unless Mistress Rebecca explicitly told him to.

Headmistress Dianne had returned while Jill was rubbing one out in his face. “I'll look after the new sub from here, Rebecca. Enjoy your evening.”

“Thank you, Headmistress.” The teacher gathered her purse and coat and followed the students to the exit.

“You may rise to your knees, Hank. How are you enjoying serving at my school?”

Hank wasn't sure what to say. It had been hell. But it had also been the most exciting experience of his life.

“It's been ... um ... demanding. But I've gotten through it so far.” He hastily added “Thank you for asking, Headmistress.”

Headmistress Dianne smiled. “You're learning fast.”

She stepped forward and unzipped her skirt.

“Why don't you show me again how much you appreciate me giving you this opportunity to volunteer at my school.”


Whipping Boy

“In this next module, we'll be teaching you about impact play. Impact play, as you know, is the practice of physically disciplining a sub with an implement such as a cane, whip, paddle, or your own hand.”

Hank was kneeling at Mistress Rebecca's feet. It was his second week at The College of Gynarchic Studies and Female Empowerment. As usual, he was completely naked except for his cock cage, collar, and butt plug. And a ball gag that Mistress Rebecca had just placed in his mouth. His eyes roamed with dread over the assorted whips and other tools on the walls.

“Impact play doesn't provide direct physical stimulation to the Domme the way oral worship does, but it's an excellent way to keep your subs well-disciplined. It's also a great way to stay in shape and to vent stress.”

A couple of the students giggled. Hank needed to pee.

“There are many ways to restrain a sub for impact play. Pretty much any of them will do the job. We're going to start with the spanking bench.”

Mistress Rebecca tugged Hank's leash. He shuffled behind her on his knees. He knew better than to stand without permission. The teacher fastened Hank to the padded bench. The students gathered around.

“I'll start by demonstrating a simple spanking.” Mistress Rebecca's hand delivered a stinging slap to Hank's right buttock. A startled squeak escaped him, eliciting laughter from the students. Several more swats followed. Hank winced. Mistress Rebecca was stronger than she looked.

“We'll go in reverse alphabetical order by first name today. Yasmin, you're up first.”

A petite beauty with long raven hair and tawny skin stepped forward. She had, like every girl in the class, humped Hank's face multiple times during the week-long oral worship module. She had been reticent at first, but had quickly gotten into it, and had been riding his face like a cowgirl breaking a bronco at the end.

“Go ahead, Yasmin. Give his ass a slap.”

Yasmin stepped behind Hank and gave him a half-hearted swat.

“Come on, Yas, you can do better than that. Make the bitch feel it.”

Yasmin hit him more forcefully.

“Harder, Yasmin, harder. Put some passion into it. Imagine he's that cheating husband of yours.” Yasmin had enrolled in the course after learning that her husband was having an affair.

Yasmin struck Hank again. This time a lot harder.

“That's better. Teach that cheating husband of yours a lesson.”

A torrent of blows rained down on Hank's ass. “You motherfucker!” Yasmin screamed. “I hate you! I fucking hate you!”

“Well done, Yasmin. I don't envy your husband when he gets back from his business trip in Dubai.” Mistress Rebecca smiled.

“Winter, it's your turn.”

A pallid girl with black lipstick and nail polish stepped forward. She slapped Hank's ass with enthusiasm, but she wasn't particularly strong. Mistress Rebecca urged her to strike harder, and she did her best. The blows stung, but were not particularly onerous.

This isn't so bad. I can get through this. I'm tough.

“Tabitha, you're up next.”

Tabitha stepped forward. The towering Amazon was wearing faded jeans and a plaid shirt. She rolled up her sleeves. Hank's scrotum retracted against his body as if trying to hide.

Tabitha's first blow stung. By the fifth or sixth strike Hank's ass felt like it was on fire. Hank lost count of how many times she hit him after ten. Mistress Rebecca let Tabitha work on him a lot longer than Yasmin or Winter. His eyes were watering by the time she was done.

“That's what an ass should look like after a proper spanking. Nice and red. I knew I could count on you, Tabitha.”

Tabitha beamed.

“Next.”

“Of the many tools you can use for physical discipline, the cat is my personal favorite.”

It was the second day of the impact play module. Hank was secured to the X-shaped St Andrew's cross. He was facing the cross, leaving his bare back, legs and ass exposed. A ball gag had again been shoved in his mouth. Mistress Rebecca was holding a cat-o-nine tails.

“The cat consists of nine knotted lashes. It's historically been used as an instrument of punishment by courts, prisons, and militaries. The cats used by the British Navy could shred the skin with one lash. I've read of sailors being whipped till their spine was exposed.”

Mistress Rebecca turned to Hank and gave him a dark smile. Hank wondered if a few years in prison would really be such a bad thing.

“The ones we use in BDSM aren't quite that harsh. Our objective isn't to maim or kill our subs. Much as some of us might occasionally feel like it.” A few of the women chuckled.

“The cats we use do hurt, though. A lot.”

Mistress Rebecca went on to talk about safety. She stated that normally a single flogging would be done in a session, after which the sub would be given time to recover, but that because Hank's body had been fortified by the drug he'd been given, each of the students would get a turn delivering several lashes.

Mistress Rebecca stepped behind Hank and raised the whip. Hank steeled himself as best he could. She brought the lash across his upper back. He yelped. The sound was muffled by the ball gag, but still audible. Several students snickered.

Mistress Rebecca lashed his back again. And again. Hank's skin felt like it was on fire wherever the knotted thongs struck. She brought the lash across his buttocks. One of the slender cords flicked his scrotum, making him scream around the gag.

“Notice the red welts left by the lashes,” said Mistress Rebecca. “See how they look like claw marks? That's how the cat got its name.”

Mistress Rebecca delivered a couple more blows to Hank's posterior, then moved on to his thighs and biceps. She did not strike any area of his body more than two or three times. Not out of compassion, but because she wanted Hank to last long enough for each of her students to have a turn. Hank shrieked and tried to draw away from the blows, but the restraints held him fast.

“This time we'll go in alphabetical order by last name. Jennifer, you get to go first today.”

A lanky girl with chestnut hair tied in a long ponytail stepped forward and took the cat from Mistress Rebecca. Like Mindy and a couple of other girls, Jennifer had nearly smothered him during oral worship practice. Hank was pretty sure she'd done it on purpose.

Jennifer's first strike landed across the base of Hank's ass cheeks. One of the lashes nicked his scrotum, making him howl. The next blow landed on his upper thighs, and again brushed his nutsack.

Oh my God, this bitch is going for my nuts on purpose!

He frantically tried to call Mistress Rebecca's attention to the targeting of his family jewels, but the ball gag reduced his words to an incoherent, muffled babble. He struggled and squirmed against his restraints. Another blow caught his balls, making him nearly jump out of his skin.

Fuck this. I'm better off taking my chances in prison. This psycho bitch wants to shred my balls!

Hank was about to make the safe gesture when Mistress Rebecca said “Spread the blows out across his body, Jennifer. Don't just focus on one area.”

Jennifer frowned, but didn't argue. She brought one more blow down on Hank's ass, then started working on his shoulders and back.

“This device is called a parachute. It's also known as a ballstretcher.”

It was the fifth and last day of impact play training. Hank was hanging by the wrists from a rectangular metal frame. The students were gathered in a semicircle before Mistress Rebecca a few feet away.

“The parachute is attached to the genitals and holds weights that pull downward on the testicles. Not exactly a pleasant sensation for a male.” Some of the women laughed. “The weight can be varied. The heavier the weight, the more uncomfortable it is. Until one knows how much weight one's sub's ballsack can take, you should only increase the weight slowly and gradually. You don't want to accidentally castrate your sub.”

Castrate?

Hank prayed that Mistress Rebecca knew what she was doing. And that she would be paying close attention to her students. He debated letting the headmistress turn him over to the police.

The parachute consisted of a leather belt attached by several chains to a small metal ring. Mistress Rebecca snapped the leather strip around Hank's scrotum, just above his 'nads. It wasn't exactly comfortable, but wasn't really bothersome.

Mistress Rebecca attached the first weight to the dangling metal ring. Hank's sack was tugged downward. It didn't hurt. Indeed, to Hank's amazement, it felt mildly pleasant.

“So far so good. Let's add a little more weight.”

Mistress Rebecca clipped a second metal ball to the ring, then a third. Hank felt his nuts being pulled lower. A vision of his testicles being stretched to the point where they dangled permanently around his knees popped into his head. Followed by an even more distressing vision of them being pulled right off.

“We'll be adding more weight to our slave's parachute as the day progresses. But this will do to start.”

Mistress Rebecca selected something that looked like a stick with a looped leather strap at the end.

“Now I'm going to demonstrate the use of this riding crop.”

Hank squawked as Tabitha slapped his dangling nutsack, sending it wobbling too and fro like a pendulum. He looked at Mistress Rebecca, hoping she would tell her not to do that, but the Domme just smiled and said “They look so funny when they wobble back and forth like that, don't they?”

“They do,” agreed Tabitha. She delivered another playful swat and giggled.

Hank couldn't take any more. His arms ached from supporting his body weight for hours. His body was crisscrossed from the neck down with angry welts. A couple of strikes had landed on his penis, which had been partially but not fully protected by his cage. The ballstretcher had become a torture. As she lectured the students on safety, Mistress Rebecca had mentioned that normally a ballstretcher would not be left attached to the genitals for an extended length of time like this, especially one bearing this much weight, but that the drug Hank had taken “should enable him to handle it.”

Her use of the word should had not escaped Hank's attention.

Tabitha's the last one. And each student only gets a few strikes. I just have to get through this, and the impact play portion of the course is done. I can do this.

Tabitha delivered the first lash across Hank's raw buttocks. He screamed around the ball gag. His eyes watered. He had given up trying to act macho days ago.

Another strike across his back. This one drew blood.

“A little less hard, Tabitha. You don't want to break the skin and leave scars.”

“I'm sorry, Mistress Rebecca. Don't know my own strength, I guess.”

“No more on that spot. Move around to the front of his body.”

Tabitha circled around so that she was face-to-face with Hank. It was obvious that she was not sorry at all.

Tabitha delivered an agonizing blow across his chest, followed by another across his stomach.

“That's better, Tabitha. Well done. I'll see you all on Monday. Enjoy your weekend.”

Thank God! thought Hank. I've gotten through the worst of this. Nothing could be worse than this

Hank's optimism vanished when he heard Mistress Rebecca's next words.

“Next week we'll be trying out the strap-on dildos.”


Tag-Teamed

“Since Hank is inexperienced, we'll start him off with something smaller.” Mistress Rebecca was holding a strap-on with a dildo that had to be at least eight inches long. Hank dreaded seeing what her idea of big was.

He was secured in a wooden pillory. His head and neck were pinioned between the top and bottom headboards. His body was bent forward at a ninety-degree angle. He was wearing the cock cage, as usual. Aside from that and his ever-present collar he was completely naked.

Mistress Rebecca removed her leather mini-skirt and fastened the strap-on around her waist. She was wearing platform leather boots that added at least half a foot to her height. And a loose sleeveless black T-shirt with a white silhouette of a crawling naked man and a clothed woman pinning his head to the floor with her stiletto boot beneath the phrase Know Your Place.

The faux cock was amazingly lifelike. It even had veins. Beneath it dangled an immense pair of balls. It appeared to have been custom-made for Mistress Rebecca. Both the cock and the slim straps that secured it to her body perfectly matched her skin. Her loose T-shirt hung over the base and concealed the straps. If Hank had not known better, he would have thought she'd grown a penis.

At Mistress Rebecca's side was another of the college's teachers, a tall, slim brunette named Lady Savannah. Lady Savannah was also wearing a strap-on. It protruded from the fly of her leather pants, and was also distressingly lifelike. It was even bigger than Mistress Rebecca's.

To Hank's shock, his penis struggled inside its cage.

“Have you ever sucked a cock before, slave?”

“Uh, no, Mistress Rebecca.”

“You're going to be very good at sucking cock by the end of the day.”

Several pupils giggled.

Mistress Rebecca turned to face the class. “The strap-on I'm using is flexible. It can bend when it reaches the back of the sub's mouth and keep going right down his throat. So you can shove it all the way in, right to the balls.”

Mistress Rebecca stepped up to the pillory. Her artificial cock wobbled in front of Hank's face.

“Another delightful feature of this model is that it can ejaculate, just like a real cock. Hank is going to learn what giving head really feels like from a woman's perspective.”

Hank's cock, to his mortification, was still trying to grow. The pain as it was squeezed by the cage made him grimace.

“I think your slave's trying to get hard, Mistress Rebecca,” giggled a petite girl named Suki.

“Being used as a girl seems to excite him,” remarked Mindy.

“I can't say I'm surprised,” Mistress Rebecca sneered. Hank blushed.

“Those of you who brought your own strap-on dildos are welcome to use them,” Lady Savannah announced. “Those who would like to try one of these ejaculating models are most welcome to do so.”

Mistress Savannah went on to talk about safety. She mentioned that normally such large dildos would not be used with such an inexperienced sub and that a sub would not normally be subjected to such a large number of women in one go.

“It's important not to suffocate your sub when making him deepthroat you,” Mistress Rebecca added. “It's easy to get caught up in the moment and miss the sub's safe gesture. Or to fail to notice that your sub is blacking out. You don't want that to happen.”

Mistress Rebecca stepped closer. Her artificial phallus nudged Hank's lips. She brushed the head back and forth across his face. His dick again tried to stiffen. She brought it back to his mouth.

“Suck my cock, slut.”

It's just a toy, Hank told himself. It's not a real cock.

Mistress Rebecca slapped him, then pressed the head of cock against his lips, mashing them against his clenched teeth.

“What the fuck are you waiting for, whore! I just told you to suck my dick!”

Hank reluctantly opened up and let Mistress Rebecca push her cock in. His jaw was forced uncomfortably wide and his lips were stretched into a taut O.

“Make sure you don't let your teeth touch me, slave.”

Hank struggled not to brush Mistress Rebecca's cock with his teeth. It was harder than he would have thought. Mistress Rebecca pushed deeper, flattening his tongue and making him gag. Some of the girls chuckled.

“Guys expect us to suck their cocks all the time,” the nerdy-looking girl named Gwen remarked. “It's nice to see one of them having to suck off one of us for a change.”

Hank retched as Mistress Rebecca's monster cock hit the back of his throat. His eyes watered. Drool oozed down his chin.

Mistress Rebecca's cock still wasn't much more than halfway in. Jesus, does this bitch seriously intend to try to shove the entire thing down my throat? Hank looked up at Mistress Rebecca. He noticed that her nipples had hardened under her T-shirt. The sadistic Domme gave him a cruel smile.

“Suck that cock, bitch!” Lady Savannah snapped. “For fuck's sake, have you really never sucked a dick before?” She gripped his head and began forcing it up and down over Mistress Rebecca's dildo. Mistress Rebecca started pumping her hips, fucking his mouth. Saliva spilled to the floor in ropey strands. Tears streamed down his cheeks.

“Look, the fucker's crying!” Yasmin exclaimed. Several of her classmates laughed.

Hank's cock was still struggling to harden, despite the pain. What the fuck's wrong with me? How the fuck can this be turning me on?

“That's it, loser,” goaded Lady Savannah. “Suck that fucking cock. Suck it the way you wish I was sucking yours.”

Lady Savannah stopped pushing Hank's head up and down and merely held it in place. Mistress Rebecca's thrusts grew more violent. Hank retched and choked. No one paid any attention.  Lady Savannah gave the students some pointers on face-fucking subs with a strap-on.

“Now I'm going to teach this bitch how to deepthroat properly,” announced Mistress Rebecca. Some of the students whooped or cheered. Hank's heart sped up.

Mistress Rebecca shoved her cock in further with a single mighty thrust. It bent and slid down Hank's throat. His flesh was stretched tight around it. He could no longer breathe. He struggled not to panic. His own much smaller manhood continued its battle with the cage. Precum leaked from his penis and dripped to the floor.

Mistress Rebecca forced her cock even deeper. Hank groaned as it reached his collar bones. Her enormous ballsack came to rest on his chin. His lungs started to ache.

The students clustered closer.

“While Mistress Rebecca teaches this cumdump how to give head, I'm going to try out his ass.” Hank stared at Lady Savannah's monstrous member, the tip of which was almost touching his face. He nearly used the safe gesture. His ass was never going to be the same if he let her fuck him with that.

“When pegging a sub, it's important to use lots of lube.”

Mistress Savannah slathered a generous amount of gel over her synthetic penis. Mistress Rebecca kept her cock buried in Hank's throat. She seemed to be in no hurry to let him breathe, despite her earlier admonition not to suffocate subs. His lungs screamed for oxygen. He struggled against the pillory and moaned pathetically. He was starting to feel lightheaded.

Hank was about to give in and use the safe gesture when Mistress Rebecca pulled partway out,  allowing him to gulp down some air through his nose.

“When making a sub deepthroat you, be sure to pull back occasionally to let him to get some oxygen. Give him a few moments. Then shove that fucking cock right back down his throat.”

Mistress Rebecca slammed her cock back into Hank's gullet. The luckless would-be voyeur trembled and groaned.

Lady Savannah circled behind Hank. She gave his unprotected ass a stinging swat with her hand for no particular reason. His yip was muffled by Mistress Rebecca's dong.

“When pegging a sub, one should loosen up the sub's ass first with fingers, a butt plug, or something similar.”

Lady Savannah squirted some lube onto her hand.

“If your sub is completely inexperienced, like this one, you should really start with one finger. But Mistress Rebecca has been stretching this slave's ass with a butt plug for a couple of weeks, and his body can take a lot more abuse than normal because of the special drug he was given.”

Lady Savannah slammed three fingers into Hank's ass. She buried them to the knuckles with a single hard thrust. Hank's eyes nearly popped out of his head. She slid her fingers back and forth. It was both uncomfortable and—to Hank's surprise—weirdly pleasurable.

Lady Savannah continued to lecture the students on preparing a sub for pegging as she worked. She had to raise her voice to be heard above Hank's squawking and retching. Mistress Rebecca was fucking his face as if it was a cunt.

Hank nearly passed out twice before Lady Savannah withdrew her hand. Each time Mistress Rebecca pulled back at the last moment, allowed him a few swallows of air, then resumed facefucking him.

Hank's heart raced faster than ever as Lady Savannah ran the glistening head of her cock along the length of his crack, then pressed it against his virgin rosebud. His vision was starting to swim. Mistress Rebecca drew back just enough to allow him to inhale.

“I think the slave is ready now,” Lady Savannah proclaimed. “Let's find out.”

Lady Savannah gripped Hank's hips and began pushing her monster cock in. Mistress Rebecca slowly shoved her dildo back down his throat as Lady Savannah invaded his backside. He groaned as Lady Savannah pried him open more than he would have believed possible. The head of her fake cock stretched his sphincter so wide he was sure it was going to snap. Fresh tears streamed down his face.

“Look at that!” exclaimed Tabitha. “The little wimp's crying again.”

“I'm not surprised,” Nisha said. “He must feel like he's being fucked by a horse,”

“I think he likes it. Look at how his cock is straining against its cage.”

Mistress Rebecca's nuts reached Hank's chin. Lady Savannah was still forcing her cock deeper. Hank's innards were squeezed and compressed around it. It reached the bend where his rectum joined his colon. Lady Savannah forced it through the sphincter that divided them. Hank screamed around Mistress Rebecca's cock as his insides were literally realigned. Laughter echoed around him. Many of the girls were recording his humiliation with their smartphones. His own cock continued its losing battle with the cage.

Lady Savannah's colossal balls smacked into Hank's own much less formidable ones as she drove the last inch or two of her fake boner in. She let out a satisfied grunt.

Then she began fucking Hank's ass.

She went slowly at first, but soon increased the pace. Mistress Rebecca resumed fucking his throat. Both women's thrusts grew increasingly brutal. They seemed to be trying to get their cocks to meet inside him. Hank whimpered and moaned. Pleasure and pain battled for dominance over his abused body. Pleasure was gradually winning. Fresh precum leaked through the metal bars of his cage.

None of the students were laughing anymore. They all seemed fascinated by the spectacle before them. Hank was pretty sure some of them were hoping their teachers would go too far and break him. He feared that they would get their wish.

“Get ready, slut. I'm going to come in your mouth. And you had better swallow every fucking drop.”

Hank recoiled at the thought of swallowing Mistress Rebecca's load. He reminded himself that it wasn't real cum. At least he hoped it wasn't. His cock did not share his brain's inhibitions. It strained harder than ever against its cage. The pain reached an unprecedented level before his burgeoning erection wilted.

Mistress Rebecca pulled back so that the head of her cock was resting on Hank's tongue, ensuring that he would taste the her splooge. She gripped her enormous ballsack and squeezed. A jet of warm, sticky goo squirted into Hank's mouth. He moaned indignantly. His cock twitched and tried to rally.

“Swallow, bitch!”

Hank swallowed. His face was beet red.

Mistress Rebecca pumped several more blasts into his throat. She let out a satisfied groan, as if she had actually come. Then, instead of withdrawing, she pushed her cock back down his throat, cutting off his air supply.

“My turn,” proclaimed Lady Savannah. “I'm gonna pump enough cum into this slut to start a sperm bank.”

Lady Savannah rammed Hank's ass harder than ever. Hank's eyes widened as the first blast of cum shot deep into him. His nuts tightened. Then his own cock spurted inside its cage. He couldn't believe it. He was coming despite not being able to get hard. Lady Savannah continued to empty her enormous nuts into his ass. He shuddered. He would have collapsed if he'd not been trapped in the pillory and impaled on Lady Savannah's cock.

Mistress Rebecca pulled out. Hank sputtered and gasped. A moment later Lady Savannah withdrew. She circled in front of him.

“You need to clean my cock off now, bitch,”

Hank looked up, hoping Lady Savannah was joking.

She wasn't.

Hank stared in disbelief at the fake penis Tabitha was fastening around her waist. It was over a foot long, and easily four inches in diameter at the base. It dwarfed even the one worn by Lady Savannah.

How the fuck is that going to fit in my ass?

Tabitha had paired with Yasmin. Yasmin already had her strap-on in place. She was wearing one of the ejaculating ones provided by the school.

Tabitha and Yasmin were the tenth team to use him, and the last of the day. Even with his body's enhanced self-healing capabilities, he felt like he'd had all he could take.

“Could, um, could Mistress Tabitha maybe use a smaller strap-on?” he asked meekly. “I don't think my ass can take that one.”

Lady Savannah smacked him on the head. “That's for speaking without permission, you worthless fuckwad. You do not presume to tell a Domme what type of dildo she'll use on your ass. If you have a problem with the size of the dildo she chose, use your safe word. Do you have a problem with Mistress Tabitha's dildo, slave?”

Hank was pretty sure Lady Savannah and Mistress Rebecca knew the reason he was here. The two Dommes were looking at him as if they were hoping he'd cave, allowing them to hand him over to the police.

“No Lady Savannah. There's no problem.”

“Good. Tabitha, Yasmin, you may proceed.”

“Thank you, Lady Savannah.”

Tabitha circled behind Hank and squirted a copious quantity of lube onto her dildo. Yasmin stepped in front of him and shoved her own cock into his mouth.

Tabitha prodded Hank's backside with the tip of her massive shaft. Hank said a silent prayer for his ass as he felt the synthetic flesh probing the gap between his buttocks. His cock, despite having already come four times since the day had begun, twitched inside its cage.

“I'm gonna fuck this bitch up,” promised Tabitha.

Tabitha pressed her cock against Hank's forbidden entrance, then gripped his hips as if they were handlebars and forced her way in. Hank squealed around Yasmin's cock as Tabitha stretched him wide enough to fit a forearm. Yasmin forced her cock further down his throat.

Tabitha slowly but irresistibly drove her cock deeper. Hank groaned as his ass was pried apart and his insides were temporarily rearranged. The pain was almost unbearable. But the pleasure that accompanied it was exquisite. Tabitha didn't stop till her monster cock was buried to the hilt. She began sliding it in and out. Yasmin did likewise.

As Tabitha fucked him, Hank's body adjusted to her size. The pain dimmed and was increasingly overshadowed by pleasure. Hank found himself wanting Tabitha to fuck him harder.

He got his wish.

Tabitha fucked him so hard his entire body rocked. His shoulders repeatedly banged into the wooden frame that bound his head and wrists. Her hips and fake balls pummeled his ass. Yasmin fucked his throat with matching zeal. He grunted and moaned as the pair spit-roasted him. His cock continued to struggle vainly against its metal prison. He was leaking more precum than ever. He started thrusting back, meeting Tabitha's thrusts.

And then he came.

His entire body shook as his most powerful orgasm of the day washed through him. His climax had several distinct peaks. He was dimly aware that for the first time in his life he was having a multiple orgasm. Yasmin gripped her ballsack and let go in his mouth. Tabitha slammed into him harder than ever and let out a moan that suggested she too was coming.

Hank sagged but was held upright by the pillory as Tabitha and Yasmin both pulled out of him at the same time. Lube and fake cum leaked from his gaping hole. His own cum dripped from his cock cage.

Mistress Rebecca stepped forward and freed him from the pillory.

“I think our slave has had about as much as he can cope with for today. We'll resume strap-on practice tomorrow.”

Hank sank to the floor, utterly spent.


The Consequences of Insufficient Self-Control

“It's extremely rare for a Domme to have sex with a sub, aside of course from allowing the sub to pleasure her with his mouth.”

Mistress Rebecca was wearing a black spandex catsuit and black stiletto boots. Hank was naked aside from his collar, ball gag, butt plug, and cock cage. His hands were cuffed behind his back. He was secured to the St Andrew's cross. The students were gathered around in a semicircle, and were paying close attention.

At the mention of “sex with a sub” Hank's cock surged inside its cage, making him yelp. Mistress Rebecca gave him a contemptuous look. A few of the students chuckled.

“There are some rare situations where a Domme will have intercourse with a sub. For example, if the sub is also the husband or lover of the Domme, and the Domme chooses to allow the sub this privilege.  If the sub is paying for a roleplay that involves intercourse with a Domme who is willing to allow this. Or if the Domme happens to be feeling randy and chooses to use the sub as a human fucktoy.”

Oh my God, is this crazy bitch actually going to fuck me? Hank's erection made another valiant attempt to break out of its cage, eliciting an even louder yip and more giggles.

“Personally, I never let a sub fuck me. But if you do ever deign to have sex with a sub, I strongly recommend making him wear a condom.”

Mistress Rebecca ordered Hank to rise.

“I know that very few people use condoms anymore, including most Dommes I know.  Younger members of the class, who came of age after reliable on-the-spot STI tests and new generation antivirals were available, may never even have seen one. But STI tests and birth control pills aren't one hundred percent infallible. STIs may be curable now, but they're still a nuisance if you catch one. And do you really want to risk letting a fucking sub get you pregnant?”

There was no more giggling. Some of the girls frowned at the thought of being accidentally impregnated by a sub. Winter let out a loud Ewww.

Mistress Rebecca squatted before Hank and liberated his cock. The cage had prevented him from choking the chicken for more than two weeks. An image of Mistress Rebecca leaning forward and taking him between her lips popped into his mind, and he started to get hard.

“How dare you get hard without permission!” Mistress Rebecca slapped Hank's swelling penis. Hank cried out around the gag. His hard-on was undeterred. She smacked it several more times, bringing tears to his eyes. His stiffy disappeared. Mistress Rebecca rose to her feet and turned to her students.

“Condoms may reduce sensation on the sub's penis. But who cares if the sub can't feel as much? In fact, you can make the sub wear more than one condom one overtop the other to reduce his enjoyment. And to make him last longer. If you fuck a sub, the sub's only concern should be your pleasure, not his own.”

Mistress Rebecca picked out a condom from a box at the edge of her desk. She tore the packet open.

“I'm going to demonstrate how to put one on, and then each of you will demonstrate that you can do so as well.”

Oh my God! Hallelujah! The girls are going to be touching my cock!

Mistress Rebecca invited the students to gather around. She again squatted in front of Hank. His cock began reviving.

“Don't even think about coming, you piece of shit. If you do, each time it happens there will be a consequence, and I guarantee you won't like it.”

Hank's burgeoning erection faltered. Mistress Rebecca turned back to her students.

“Your sub of course needs to be at least somewhat hard before you put the condom on. A little manual stimulation should usually accomplish this.”

She turned back to Hank and began fondling his balls. She took her time, exploring them as if he were a new lover. Hank quickly rose to full attention. She ran her hand up and down his short shaft, applying just enough pressure to stimulate it without bringing him to the point of no return.

“Alright, that's good. Let's get this wrapper on.”

Mistress Rebecca pulled the condom from its package and placed the circular head over the tip of Hank's engorged cock. Her fingers didn't touch him, but the feel of the lubricated latex against his skin nearly made him shoot his load.

“You place the condom over the tip of the penis, like so. There should be a little bulge at the end of the condom, which provides room for the semen.”

A few of the younger students leaned in for a better look. Hank's cock strained as he imagined himself inside the nearest of them.

Oh fuck, no. Please, God, please don't let me come.

“Next, you roll the condom over the shaft of the penis, like this.”

Mistress Rebecca unrolled the condom over Hank's shaft. Her fingers brushed his skin.  He couldn't help but imagine that the tight, wet material was Mistress Rebecca's vagina.

He lost it. A geyser of cum shot into the condom.

“Oh Hank. Didn't I warn you not to do that?”

“I'm so sorry, Mistress Rebecca. I couldn't help—“

Mistress Rebecca gave Hank's sack a vicious swat. Hank screamed. The pain was all-consuming. He would have dropped to the floor if he'd not been secured to the cross. Tears streamed down his cheeks.

“I think you've all got the idea,” Mistress Rebecca said as she rose to her feet. “We'll give Hank a few minutes to recover and reflect upon his failure, and then each of you will get a turn to practice putting a condom on.”

Hank somehow managed to control himself as the first four or five girls practiced covering his penis with a condom. Avoiding further abuse by Mistress Rebecca was a powerful motivator.

Then it was Deirdre's turn.

Deirdre was not the prettiest nor the most voluptuous girl in the class. But the skinny redhead was the most intense. Cheated on and dumped by a string of abusive boyfriends, she had enrolled in the course because she wanted to learn to be the one in control. She was quiet and unprepossessing most of the time. But during the oral worship training she had ridden Hank's face so hard he'd been afraid she'd break his neck. And she'd drawn blood several times during the impact play training. Hank's mouth went dry as she approached.

The hard-on the last girl had left him with faltered as Deirdre took him in hand. But the wispy girl quickly got him aroused again. She quickly and efficiency unwrapped the condom and rolled it over his cock. Hank thought he was safe when she said:

“I think there are a couple of wrinkles in this condom. I'm gonna try to smooth them out.” She stroked Hank's erection, repeatedly running her hand up and down over it.

Hank tilted his head back and groaned as he emptied his nuts into the rubber.

“Mistress Rebecca, the sub came without permission. May I punish him?”

“Yes. This sub clearly needs some help. He has no self-control.”

Hank didn't even try to conceal his fear as Mistress Rebecca retrieved a baggie from a drawer in her desk. She withdrew a slice of peeled ginger root that had been carved into a conical shape.

“As punishment for coming without permission, Hank is going to be figged.”

Figged?

“Figging is the practice of torturing a sub by inserting foodstuff such as ginger or pepper into his anus.” Some of the students giggled. “It was originally done to horses to make them keep their tails aloft and act more lively during exhibitions. It's said to have been used as a punishment for students in Victorian Britain. Nowadays it's a fairly common means of punishing errant subs, like Hank.”

She handed the ginger to Deirdre. “You may discipline the slave, Deirdre.”

Deirdre grinned. She reached under Hank's crotch and pulled out his butt plug with a single hard yank. She then probed for his asshole with the tip of the ginger and rammed it in.

“Slowly, Deirdre. Always insert things into a sub's anus slowly.”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

“It's alright, Deirdre. You're still learning. Just be more careful next time.”

Deirdre stepped back, smirking.

This isn't so bad, Hank thought. The ginger root was a little uncomfortable, but no more than the butt plug, and much less than the strap-on dildos. The lining of his ass felt warm where the ginger was pressed against it, but it wasn't unpleasant.

“Ashanti, you're up next.”

Ashanti stepped forward and massaged Hank's junk. He was surprised by how quickly his spent cock revived. He wondered if the drug Headmistress Dianne had given him was responsible. He was usually done for the day after a single orgasm.

His ass was starting to tingle.

Ashanti fumbled with the condom. Like many of the younger students, she had never used one before. But it did not take her long to get it on.

Hank's ass was starting to burn. His buttocks clenched around the ginger root, trying to expel it. This only made the pain worse.

How long does she expect me to keep this thing in?

Mistress Rebecca saw his pained expression and grinned.

“Lucy, you're up next.”

Hank managed to avoid another mishap until just before lunchtime, when Isabella took her turn.

Isabella was a sultry young woman who aspired to become a professional dominatrix. She often dressed for the part. Today she was wearing six inch platform boots, a cerise latex miniskirt, and a fishnet bustier.

Isabella emulated Deirdre's ploy of claiming there was a wrinkle that needed to be smoothed out. She slowly and firmly wanked Hank's cock until he inevitably unloaded into the condom.

“Oh my! Mistress Rebecca, the slave came despite your very clear instructions. Whatever shall we do to punish him?”

Mistress Rebecca fetched a pair of small clamps with dangling pink tassels from a cabinet.

“Maybe these nipple clamps will help him focus better on controlling his lust.” She handed the clips to Isabella, who was grinning like a wolf who'd just found an unguarded sheep pen.

Hank grimaced as the jagged clamps bit his nipples like the jaws of tiny alligators. Isabella giggled.

“Tina, you're up next.”

Hank almost made it to the mid-afternoon recess without another mishap.

Then it was Mindy's turn.

Mindy was wearing jeans with torn knees, well-worn running shoes, and a loose BigKlit T-shirt with no bra underneath. She stood to one side instead of squatting or kneeling in front of him the way most of the girls had done. Her enormous breasts nudged his naked torso. He was still hard from the previous students' ministrations. She leaned forward and started playing with his erection. Her fingers danced back and forth from the base to the head. He tilted his head back and sighed happily, unable to help himself. She gripped his small cock and started slowly yanking it. Her nipples stiffened beneath her cotton T-shirt.

Holy fuck, this fat bitch is getting horny! This is turning her on! Hank's boner grew even more rigid at the realization.

Mindy squatted in front of him, tore the condom wrapper open with her teeth, and seated the rolled-up rubber on the end of his cock with one hand. Her other hand darted between his thighs and gave his sack a gentle squeeze.

Hank shot his load into the rubber before she could even unroll it.

Mindy stood up and grinned. Then she backhanded Hank hard enough to make his head rock. She had not asked Mistress Rebecca's permission to strike him, but the teacher didn't reprimand her.

“Perhaps the ballstretcher would help our slave concentrate better,” Mistress Rebecca mused. “With a little more weight this time. Mindy, would you fetch the parachute?”

“Gladly, Mistress Rebecca.”

For the first time that day, Hank seriously considered throwing in the towel. He reminded himself of what would happen if he did, and resolved not to quit. He said a prayer for his balls.

Mindy returned with the parachute and fastened it to Hank's scrotum. Hank gasped as she started adding weights. The young sadist grinned as she worked. Hank's balls soon felt like they were in danger of parting company with the rest of his body.

“That will do, Mindy. That's a lot of weight.”

“Mistress Rebecca, may I please add just a little more? I think he can take it.”

Mistress Rebecca brought a finger to her chin and pondered the question.

Oh no. Oh God, please, no!

“No, this will suffice for now. Good work.”

Hank said a prayer of thanks to every deity he could think of.

“It's break time, ladies. I'll see you all back here in fifteen minutes.”

Hank was starting to think he might actually make it through the remainder of the day without any new  punishments. His balls ached. His nipples hurt.  And his ass felt like a red-hot poker had been stuck in it. The pain made it more challenging for the girls to get him hard, and most of those who followed Mindy just focused on the task of getting the condom on without trying to inflict any extra punishment. Patricia and Suki both tried to make him come, but by focusing on the pain—and contemplating what Mistress Rebecca might do to him if he failed again—he managed to contain himself.

Then it was Tabitha's turn.

Tabitha, like Mindy, didn't squat or kneel, but positioned herself at Hank's side. Her full breasts brushed his naked skin, and her warm breath caressed his throat and shoulder. She slowly, methodically massaged him. Her fingers alternated between closing firmly around his cock and caressing it with butterfly lightness. His tool was soon straining for release.

Tabitha brought her lips to his ear and whispered:

“I'm gonna ask Mistress Rebecca to leave you here on this cross after class. And I'm gonna stay behind and fuck you like you've never been fucked before.”

Hank's cock stiffened as she described how she would ride him until he filled her to overflowing with his seed.

She leaned down and rolled a condom over his turgid meat. Then she resumed stroking him. She didn't bother claiming to see any imaginary wrinkles in the condom. Mistress Rebecca didn't stop her.

“After you come inside me, I'm gonna get down on my knees and suck your cock. I'm gonna lick my own juices off it.”

It dawned on Hank that Tabitha had no intention of doing any of the things she was describing. But he was so horny he didn't care. He groaned and spewed his spunk into the condom.

Tabitha laughed in his face.

“You're a slow learner, aren't you, Hank?” Mistress Rebecca mocked. Hank watched her fearfully, wondering what torture he would be subjected to next.

“Perhaps some hot wax would help you focus better. Tabitha, go get one of candles, please.”

Tabitha procured a stout black candle. Hank's eyes bulged as he watched her light it in front of his face. Mistress Rebecca reminded students that only body-safe candles should be used in BDSM play and reviewed other safety tips.

Hank prayed that Mistress Rebecca and Tabitha knew what they were doing.

“Put a test drop on the slave's shoulder. Before you start on his penis.”

His penis?

Smiling, Tabitha tilted the candle so that a drop of hot wax landed on his skin. He winced. Mistress Rebecca looked at the red mark it had left.

“Perfect. You may proceed, Tabitha.”

Hank yet again seriously considered quitting and taking his chances with prison.

Tabitha poised the candle above Hank's cock and dribbled a trail of scalding wax over it. Hank tried to jump but was restrained by the manacles built into the cross.

“What a wimp. I don't think he's going to make it till the end of the semester.”

Tabitha dribbled more wax onto Hank's cock. She seemed hellbent on covering his entire penis. Hank gritted his teeth. He hoped the burns wouldn't leave permanent scars.

“That's enough for now, Tabitha. Winter, it's your turn.”

“It's a little warm in here. I think I'll take this top off.”

The dungeon classroom was not warm, but no one objected as Winter removed her lacy black tank top and bra.

Hank watched apprehensively as Winter knelt before him. Her face was level with his cock. He began to harden.

Winter locked eyes with him, then took his cock in her hand and began stroking it. She opened her mouth and aimed the tip between her lips. Hank's jaw dropped.

Is this goth slut going to let me come in her mouth?

It seemed too good to be true. Yet there she was, kneeling before him with her mouth wide open as she wanked him off. His cock got harder.

Winter continued gazing into his eyes as her hand worked his cock. Her other hand caressed and kneaded his ass. Her peers watched in fascinated silence.

Hank knew he would be harshly punished if he came, but decided it was worth it to shoot his load down the throat of this goth bitch. He didn't even try to hold back.

Just as he was about to release, Winter rose partway to her feet. Hank's spunk jetted all over her small, pert breasts. Winter smiled and turned to her instructor.

“Mistress Rebecca, the slave has failed to control himself yet again. He shot his disgusting load all over me before I could put the condom on. I think it's only fair that the slave clean up the mess he just made, don't you?”

“Yes indeed, that would be a very appropriate punishment,” agreed Mistress Rebecca.

“Let me help you,” offered Tabitha. She wrapped her arms around Winter's hips and lifted her into the air so that her breasts were level with Hank's face. Mistress Rebecca unfastened the ball gag.

“Clean up your mess, ratbag,” ordered Winter.

“But ... but that's my own cum ... you can't expect me to ... to ...”

“Do you want to quit your volunteer position here?” asked Mistress Rebecca.

“No, Mistress Rebecca. But couldn't we—“

“Then shut the fuck up and clean up your mess.”

Tabitha stepped forward, bringing Winter closer.

Hank gave in. He ran his tongue over Winter's left breast. He grimaced as he tasted his own spunk. A ripple of laughter rose from the students. Smartphones were raised to capture his latest humiliation for all eternity.

“That's it, slut. Get all that nasty cum off me. And make sure you swallow it all. Don't let any spill on the floor.”

Hank obediently lapped up the mess he had inadvertently made. Winter's nipples tightened as his tongue ran over them. His cock, to his astonishment, was hardening again.

“Oh my God, this fucking loser is getting horny from licking his own jizz off Winter's tits!” Nisha exclaimed, eliciting more laughter.

“Come on, bitch! I told you to swallow it!”

Hank looked up imploringly at Winter. She gave him a stern look. He forced down the gooey mess. The taste made him cringe. Yet his woody strained for release. He continued lapping his discharge from Winter's breasts.

“That will suffice, slave,” said Winter as Hank licked off the last ropey string of jizz. “You can put me down now, Tabitha. Thank you.”

Tabitha lowered Winter to the floor. She and Winter stepped back, making room for the next pupil.

“Jennifer, it's your turn.”

Hank tried not to come again. He really tried.

But Jennifer was good.

The willowy brunette worked his meat like a master pianist at a keyboard. She brought him more than once to the brink, only to back off, teasing and tormenting him. She pulled a small tube of lube from her purse and doused him with it. Mistress Rebecca didn't object. The friction of her deft hands quickly warmed the cold gel, mimicking the feeling of being inside a tight, wet pussy.

Some of the spectators moved in closer. No one seemed to care whether or not Jennifer got around to trying to put the condom on. Everyone watched raptly to see if she would make him come.

When Jennifer finally did slide the condom on, she tightened her grip as she pushed it down over his shaft. He exploded so forcefully into the rubber that his entire body quivered.

“Mistress Rebecca, may I discipline this slave for disobeying you by giving his balls a swat, the way you did earlier?”

Mistress Rebecca considered this.

“I'm not sure if I should let you, Jennifer. You were pretty hard on the practice dummies last semester. I'm thinking maybe you should practice more on the dummies before I let you use a live sub. You knocked the sack right off one of the dummies, remember? We had to send it off to be repaired.”

Hank's sack tried to retreat against his body, but couldn't because of the ballstretcher.

“I'll be gentle, Mistress Rebecca. I promise.”

“Alright. One swat.”

“Thank you, Mistress Rebecca.”

Jennifer looked up into Hank's eyes and smiled sweetly. Then she whacked his dangling balls, sending them swinging.

Hank's shriek was audible on the other side of the school. Jennifer beamed.

“That was a little too hard, Jennifer. Next time, use less force.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That's it for today, ladies. Enjoy your evening.”


Medical Roleplay

“This week, we're going to practice roleplaying, which is frequently requested by subs. As you know from last semester, in a roleplay you and the sub act out a fantasy, with each of you portraying one of the characters in the fantasy. Common roleplays include incest, teacher/student, prisoner/interrogator, parishioner/nun or parishioner/priest, and doctor/patient. We'll be using a visit to the doctor's office for our roleplay.”

Today's class was being held in a spacious replica doctor's office. It had an exam table, a sink, a desk with a computer, and a couple of cabinets containing assorted medical instruments. A faint antiseptic odor hung in the air.

Mistress Rebecca was wearing low-heeled black pumps, figure-hugging designer jeans, an ivory blouse, and a lab coat. The lab coat hung open at the front, and the top two or three buttons of her blouse were undone. A stethoscope dangled between her breasts. Even Hank could tell she wasn't wearing a bra.

Hank had been allowed to remain dressed in his street clothes. He still had his ever-present collar, but his cock-cage had been removed, and he had not been handcuffed, gagged, or had a butt plug shoved into his ass. He dreaded to think what tortures Mistress Rebecca had in store for him today. Yet his cock was already semi-hard as he imagined her taking his cock in her hand and examining it.

“Hank, it's a pleasure to meet you. I'm Dr Randall. I'll be conducting today's medical examination.”

“Um ... nice to meet you, Dr Randall.”

“Please remove all of your clothing and sit on the exam table.” Hank did as instructed. The thin paper roll covering the narrow table rustled as he sat on it. His heart beat faster as he pondered what “Dr Randall” had in store for him. But his budding erection didn't falter. The students clustered around them.

Mistress Rebecca nudged Hank's thighs apart and stepped between them. Her leg brushed his, and his cock responded. She placed her stethoscope on his chest. It was cold against his skin. She moved it around, then made him lean forward and applied it to three or four spots on his back. One of her full breasts brushed his arm, and his cock rose further. A couple of the students snickered.

“Your heart is okay.” She peered into his eyes with a penlight, poked an instrument into each ear, and took his blood pressure. Her breasts brushed him two or three more times. His cock ached for release, but he didn't dare touch it.

She made him open his mouth and shoved a tongue depressor in. Her blouse hung down as she leaned forward, giving him a fleeting glimpse of her nipples.

“The pervert's checking out her boobs,” one of the students observed, scorn dripping from her voice. “He should be punished for that.”

Mistress Rebecca just smiled and continued the make-believe exam.

“Your blood pressure is normal. And your eyes, ears, and mouth all look fine.” She glanced down at his crotch, pretending to notice his arousal for the first time. “Oh my, you seem to be having some trouble controlling yourself. Would you like me to help you with that? I could give you an injection that would prevent such embarrassing occurrences. A chemical castration.”

Mistress Rebecca produced a hypodermic needle and lowered it to his genitals.

“Uh, I ... uh ... don't think that will be necessary, Doctor Randall.” The color had drained from Hank's face. His erection was rapidly wilting. Laughter boomed around him.

“I'm just kidding, Hank.” Mistress Rebecca patted his cheek as if he were a ten-year-old being fussed over by an annoying aunt, eliciting more guffaws.

“I'm going to examine your penis and testicles now, to check for signs of cancer and other abnormalities.”

Mistress Rebecca pulled on a pair of latex gloves. Hank's cock twitched back to life. She cupped his nuts. Her other hand settled on his thigh. His heart was racing. He was almost light-headed from the mix of lust, embarrassment, and fear at what this unpredictable and cruel woman might do next. She looked into his eyes, relishing her complete control over him. She slid her hand slowly over one nut, leaving no part of it unexplored. She raised it as if it were a piece of fruit she was examining. She repeated the process with his other testicle. Her breathing was getting perceptibly heavier. She wrapped her fingers around his entire nutsack and lightly squeezed. Not hard enough to cause pain, but hard enough to cause alarm.

“Your scrotum seems fine. Aside from being quite small. Now let's have a look at your penis.”

She knelt before him. His shaft twitched as she brought her face close. Her hand slid up and down its short length, sliding over the curved edge of the head. She repeated the process two or three times, bringing him close to release. He would in that moment have done almost anything to get her to keep going. And she knew it. She smiled as she released his straining cock and stood back up. A frustrated moan escaped him, eliciting fresh giggles from the students.

“Your penis seems to be fine too. Aside from being abnormally small. Are you sexually active?”

How the fuck is that any of your business? Hank had enough sense not to say this out loud.

“Uh, yeah, of course I am.” It had been almost three years since he'd last had sex. The hooker he'd picked up had swiped his wallet as she fondled his cock and then claimed she needed to use the washroom and that she would be right back.

“Do you use the services of working girls, Hank?” She looked into his eyes knowingly. His face reddened. How the fuck does she know?

“A man like you, with such underwhelming assets, must need to use professional help. No need to be embarrassed about it.”

“Um, well, maybe ...” Hank's blush deepened. The girls roared with laughter.

“I'm going to need to test you for STIs.” Mistress Rebecca removed a small box from a cabinet and pulled out a cotton-tipped swab.

“Hey, wait, can't you just use one of the new instant tests, like the Headmistress did the first day I was here? That would—“

Tabitha circled behind the exam table and swatted him on the back of the head. “You don't question Mistress Rebecca, bitch. Ever.”

“Thank you, Tabitha. I will deign to answer the slave's question, though. Yes, I could use the newer test. But I don't. This old-school method is way more fun.”

The blood drained from Hank's face as Mistress Rebecca leaned down and gripped his shrinking erection. She gave it several quick, firm pumps, bringing it back to attention. She pushed the tip of the swab into his cock. Hank's eyes bugged out as he watched the small rod disappear into his urethra. It scraped the delicate lining, making him wince.

“When doing this roleplay, ladies, make sure you swirl the swab around once it's in the penis. You want to make sure you get a good specimen for culturing.” Mistress Rebecca twisted the rod far more than Hank suspected would have been necessary if she'd actually been testing him for an STI. He felt like he was being scraped raw. At last she stopped and pulled the swab out.

“Next, I'm going to check your prostate. Stand up, put your hands on the edge of the exam table, and lean forward.”

Hank reluctantly hopped off the narrow bed and braced himself. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Mistress Rebecca peeling off her gloves and putting on a fresh pair, then lubing up one finger. He had a pretty good idea where that finger was going.

Mistress Rebecca stepped behind him and rammed her finger deep inside with a single hard thrust. He bore it as stoically as he could. She wiggled her finger around. His stubby tool twitched and bobbed, eliciting more merriment among the watching students. His face reddened again.

“Well, Hank, your prostate seems okay. There's just one more test left to do. Get back on the exam table.”

Hank clambered back onto the table. He wondered what painful indignity the cruel dominatrix would subject him to next.

“I need to collect a sperm sample now.”

Hank wondered if he'd heard right.

Mistress Rebecca removed her lab coat and laid it over the back of the chair. She donned a fresh pair of gloves and squirted lube into one palm. She picked up a large plastic specimen jar. Hank watched her warily. She hopped onto the table and seated herself beside him, then leaned forward and grabbed his stubby rod and stroked. Hardly able to believe what was happening, Hank leaned back and moaned.

Mistress Rebecca brought Hank close to the edge a couple of times, but slowed down each time before he could come. Once or twice her hand snaked down to fondle his balls. He started thrusting his hips, trying to fuck her hand. To his amazement—and that of most of the students—she didn't slap him or command him to stop. She did loosen her grip so that she was holding his cock with only her fingertips, making him groan in frustration. Her fingers toyed with him just enough to keep him hard.

After several minutes of keeping him on edge, she gripped his shaft and pumped it in earnest. He expected she would stop again before he could nut, but this time she kept going. His balls tightened, his breathing deepened, and his entire body tensed as his orgasm built like a volcano preparing to erupt. She positioned the specimen bucket around the tip of his penis, and pumped even more vigorously. Hank exploded into the plastic jar.

Mistress Rebecca milked Hank until his balls were empty. A sizeable puddle of spunk had been deposited in the specimen jar. She placed it back on the desk without emptying it.

“You'll each now get a chance to practice this roleplay with Hank. We'll be going from left to right today. Nisha, you're up first.”

“No! My God no! Don't shove it in so deep!”

Yasmin looked sheepishly at Mistress Rebecca.

“You don't want the tip coming off when it's lodged deep in the urethra like that.”

“Sorry, Mistress Rebecca. I got carried away.”

Hank prayed that the tip would not come off and that the stick would not break inside his urethra. Yasmin gave the swab a completely unnecessary extra twist, then pulled it out.

“Brace yourself against the exam table and spread your legs”

Yasmin kicked his legs apart like an aggressive cop making a roadside arrest. She shoved not one but three fingers into his ass. Despite the butt plugs and peggings, it hurt. He gnashed his teeth.

“Dr Randall, I think this patient's prostate is larger than it should be. I'm going to need to get my entire hand in there to really be sure, though.”

Mistress Rebecca laughed at the improvisation. “I think this slave's ass has been stretched out enough to take it. And he should be able to handle a lot more punishment than a normal sub. Go ahead. Just remember to use a ton of lube. And don't forget to position your hand properly, with the fingers extended and the thumb tucked in, so it looks like a duckbill.”

“Yes, Mistress Rebecca.”

Hank nearly fainted as Mistress Rebecca approved Yasmin's sadistic addition to the roleplay. The sickly squirt of lube being squeezed over Yasmin's gloved hand ratcheted his anxiety up another notch.

Surely Mistress Rebecca knows what she's doing. Doesn't she?

Yasmin's wet fingers sought out his back entrance. He gripped the edge of the exam table hard enough to turn his knuckles white. He grunted as her fingers slid in. And then mewled like a teacup poodle being fucked by a St Bernard as she forced her entire fist forward. His ass was stretched wider than it had ever been stretched before.

There was some relief as the widest part of her hand popped through his sphincter, but it was still agony. His rectum felt like it was on fire. She forced her hand in to the wrist. To Hank's surprise, the compression of his innards around her hand felt strangely good despite the pain.

Oh my fucking God, I'm starting to like this!

Yasmin wiggled her hand around, then pulled out. Hank saw with dismay that at least half the students were recording this latest ignominy with their phones.

Yasmin tossed her gloves in the wastepaper basket, washed her hands, and gripped Hank's cock. To his embarrassment, he was already hard. Yasmin didn't bother with any lube. She gripped Hank's pecker hard enough to hurt and tugged it as if she meant to pull it right off. Despite the rough treatment, Hank was soon on the verge of coming. Yasmin aimed his cock at the mouth of the specimen jar.

“Come for me, motherfucker!”

Hank shot his load into the jar. It had already accumulated a sizable quantity of spunk. Not only was the drug greatly reducing the time it took for him to be able to get an erection after coming, it was substantially increasing the volume of his loads.

Yasmin gave him a scornful look as she released his penis and stepped away.

Mindy made Hank lie on his back when it was time to collect his semen sample.

The big girl clambered onto the exam table and sat astride his chest, pinning his arms beneath her thick legs. Her wide round ass filled almost his entire field of vision. She grabbed his cock and began playing with it.

“Fuck, this bastard's dick is small. I don't think I've ever seen one this little before.”

“It's not that small!” Hank yelled, unable to endure any more ridicule about his sub-average size. “It's four inches long! Well, almost four inches. And I read on the Internet that four inches is the lower end of what's considered normal!”

A torrent of guffaws greeted this statement. Even Mistress Rebecca laughed.

“You're talking too much. Maybe this will shut you up.”

Mindy raised her massive ass and shuffled backward till her pussy was directly above Hank's mouth. She slammed her twat down with enough force to make the exam table shudder. “Make yourself useful! Eat me!”

Hank could no longer see anything. Mindy's massive butt completely buried the upper half of his head. Her gaping folds engulfed his mouth. He couldn't breathe. Panic nipped at him. He told himself Mistress Rebecca wouldn't allow her to smother him. But he wasn't entirely convinced.

Like several of the other girls who'd already had a turn, Mindy pulled his meat as if she intended to separate it from the rest of his body. He licked and tongued the warm flesh bearing down on him, desperately trying to make her come so that she would get up and let him breathe.

“You need to get a lot better at eating pussy, slave. With a penis this tiny, it's the only way you'll ever be able to please a woman.”

Hank's cock was starting to feel raw as Mindy's hand pistoned up and down. She gripped his sack and squeezed hard enough to make him whimper. Despite his misery, he could feel a fresh orgasm building. He prayed it would arrive before he blacked out.

He was starting to see spots flashing against his eyelids when at last he erupted into the specimen jar.

“Come on, you worthless fuck. Get it up!”

The first day of roleplay was almost over. Hank's cock was running out of steam. Annette was getting frustrated.

“Slow down,” suggested Mistress Rebecca. “Play with it. Enjoy it. Forget that it's attached to this loser. Imagine that you're with your boyfriend. Or a crush that you've wanted to get with for a long time.”

“My boyfriend's cock is way bigger than this!” Annette complained. But she did slow down. Hank was on his back on the exam table. Annette hopped up beside him. Her hip nudged his ribs. She toyed with his shaft and balls. And then poked a finger into his no-longer-tight rosebud. Mistress Rebecca gave her some assistance, stroking his hair and playing with his nipples. Hank started to get hard.

“That's it, Annette. Good.”

Annette wrapped her hand around Hank's tool and patiently stroked it. Mistress Rebecca cupped Hank's sack and massaged it while Annette worked on his penis. Hank's erection grew. Soon he was spewing another load into the specimen jar.

Annette rejoined the other students. Mistress Rebecca helped Hank into a sitting position.

“You did well, Hank. There's just one more thing you have to do before we call it a day. Drink this.”

She handed Hank the specimen jar. The class bellowed with laughter.

“You ... you want me to ... please tell me you're joking ...”

Mistress Rebecca slapped him. “Do I look like I'm fucking joking, bitch? If you want to keep working here, drink up.”

Hank raised the plastic jar to his lips, grimaced, and started downing the odious goo.


Shagged by a Giantess

“Class, this is Goddess Nadine, one of my fellow instructors here at The College of Gynarchic Studies and Female Empowerment.”

Goddess Nadine was the tallest woman Hank had ever seen. He overheard one of the girls tell a classmate that she was six foot nine. Even Tabitha was almost a head shorter.

She was not only the tallest but also one of the sexiest women Hank had ever laid eyes on. She had a striking face, with wide cheeks, full lips, bright blue eyes, and pale blonde hair that fell to her waist. And a mouth-watering body, with long legs, curvy hips, a shapely ass, and enormous breasts. She was wearing a short, low-cut crimson dress and matching low-heeled pumps.

Hank was kneeling near Mistress Rebecca. He was, as usual, naked aside from his cock cage  and his collar with its dangling leash.

“As you know, there are rare circumstances where some Dommes—very few, but some—will allow a favored sub the ultimate privilege of intercourse. Today Goddess Nadine will demonstrate the proper way to fuck a sub, should you ever condescend to permit this.”

Hank risked a glance at Goddess Nadine, who was standing on his other side. If Goddess Nadine noticed, she gave no indication.

Holy shit. Is Goddess Nadine going to fuck me? Hank's heart soared. His cock strained against its tight prison.

Jesus, am I going to survive being fucked by Goddess Nadine?

Mistress Rebecca freed Hank from his cock cage and handed his leash to her colleague. “He's all yours, Goddess Nadine. Enjoy.”

“That's not going to be easy if his penis is as small as I've heard.” Hank blushed and looked at the floor. Some of the girls tittered.

Goddess Nadine led Hank to the bed and ordered him to lie down. She fastened his arms and legs to manacles attached by chains to the bedposts. She tightened the chains so that he couldn't move.

“Jesus, he really is small! I'm not even going to feel that thing.”

Hank's cock was already hard despite the disparagement. Goddess Nadine sneered.

“Want to be my fucktoy, slave?”

“Yes, Goddess Nadine.”

“Beg.”

“May I please have the privilege of being used as your fuck doll, Goddess Nadine?”

“You call that begging, bitch? Seriously?” Goddess Nadine slapped him.

“Please, Goddess Nadine! Please use me! Please allow this worthless slave to be your bitch.”

Mistress Nadine looked at Mistress Rebecca, who was standing by the bed with her students.

“Is this really as big as his cock gets?”

“Sorry, Goddess Nadine.”

“Oh well. He's gonna have to do.”

Goddess Nadine clambered onto the bed and shuffled over to Hank on her knees. The mattress sagged beneath the voluptuous Amazon's weight. She sat astride Hank's thighs. Her hand clasped his small hard-on and gave it a tug. Hank moaned.

“Would one of you please get me a ball gag? This slave is making too much noise.”

Deirdre fetched a ball gag from a nearby shelf. Goddess Nadine shuffled forward and sat on Hank's chest. She rested her full weight on him. He couldn't expand his ribs to breathe. She pushed the gag into his mouth and fastened it in place. Then she rose back to her knees and shuffled backward till she was straddling his waist. His heart was hammering against his breastbone as if it was trying to escape.

Goddess Nadine gripped his cock and lowered herself onto it. She didn't bother with a condom. Hank moaned around the gag as her warm flesh swallowed him. She was tighter than he expected. The mattress sank beneath his ass as she settled on top of him.

“Ladies, allow me to demonstrate how to fuck a sub.”

The towering dominatrix raised herself almost completely off Hank's cock. It glistened with her juices. She slammed back down onto him hard enough to make the bed quake. Some of the girls cheered or whooped. Many were recording Hank's latest ordeal with their phones.

“Pound your sub the way you'd want an alpha male to pound you. He's nothing but a fucktoy. Don't be afraid to be rough. If you break him you can easily get another one.” She grinned to show that she was joking. Except Hank was pretty sure she wasn't.

Goddess Nadine pummeled Hank as if she was trying to pulverize him. He wanted to fuck her back, but was pinned flat against the bed each time she slammed her body down onto his, and could only lie there and take it. Her nectar trickled over his balls and puddled under his crack. A pleasant, familiar tension gripped his body as his nuts prepared to unload.

“Don't you dare fucking come! I'll rip your fucking balls off with my bare hands if you come before I do.”

Hank was pretty sure that Goddess Nadine wasn't actually going to castrate him if he came prematurely. The importance of not inflicting permanent injuries on subs had been drilled into the students again and again. Even so, the image of her tearing his sack off with her bare hand put the brakes on his budding climax.

Goddess Nadine suddenly stopped bouncing up and down. She grabbed her purse and pulled out a large vibrator.

“Don't be afraid to use your fingers or a toy to enhance your pleasure, ladies. Especially if your sub isn't very well-endowed, like this one.”

Hank blushed as she brought the buzzing sex toy to her clit. Her vagina tightened around his diminutive erection, clenching it hard enough to make his eyes pop. She rocked her big body back and forth, squeezing his cock. A sultry moan escaped her.

It looked like she was about to cross the finish line when she turned the vibrator off and paused. Hank wanted to scream in frustration. His need to come was unbearable.

Goddess Nadine waited several moments, then resumed fucking herself with his puny hard-on. He struggled not to let himself slide over the edge, but knew he wasn't going to last much longer. She didn't turn the vibrator back on, but kept it in her hand. Several times he nearly slipped out of her pussy. He feared his cock would be broken if it slipped out and was not sticking up at exactly the right angle when she brought her body back down on him. Yet he couldn't bring himself to use the safe signal, not because of his fear of jail but because he didn't want her to stop. The bed was creaking. He feared it might actually collapse.

Goddess Nadine stopped bouncing again and brought her vibrator back to her clit. Her pussy clenched more tightly than ever around Hank's cock, nearly crushing it. She tilted her head back and let out an ecstatic, drawn-out moan.

Hank lost it. He erupted inside Goddess Nadine. Blast after blast of cum shot into her as the most powerful orgasm of his life ripped through him. He nearly passed out.

Goddess Nadine reached behind herself and gripped Hank's sack. For a terrifying moment he thought she really was going to castrate him. He started to beg for mercy, but was muffled by the gag.

Still gripping his nuts, the giantess raised herself off Hank. The battered sub's still rigid cock slid out with a pop. An avalanche spunk and girl cum spilled out, covering his crotch and the bedsheets.

Goddess Nadine released his aching sack and shuffled up to his face. She turned to the students.

“I always make my sub clean me after I use him as a fuck doll. Cleanliness is very important.”

She undid Hank's ball gag and lowered herself onto his face.


Epilog

“You've done well, Hank.” Headmistress Dianne smiled. “To be honest, I didn't think you'd make it this far. You survived the entire curriculum.”

Hank was standing in front of her desk. It was the morning after his encounter with Goddess Nadine. He was still in his street clothes. Goddess Nadine had put his cock cage back on after she'd finished with him. He couldn't wait to be free of it.

“So, I'm free to go now, right? I've done everything you asked of me.”

The Headmistress laughed. It took her several minutes to get herself back under control.

“Hank, that was just one class. The subs rotate between classes. I expect you to provide all of my students with the opportunity to practice on you. You've only served thirty of them.”

She laughed again.

“There are three hundred students in this college.”
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