
“yer right about that mr.”g”, and that someone 
getting hurt is gonna be tony here for ratting me 
out to our homeroom teacher! oh yea, i guess i better 
catch you all up. that’s me in the sixth grade and mr. 
'g' here is trying to get me to stop squeezing stupid 
tony into an early grave. i'd only been going to this 
new school for a couple of months, but was already 
on most the teacher's 'shit-list'. mr.'g' is a teacher 
but he is also the school's 'conflict councilor'. he 
wishes we could all solve our problems with words 
instead of fighting - right! but i thought he was kinda 
cute for a teacher…

please 
miss stop! 

someone might get 
hurt!

me
New Stamp



[mowi is telling us this story] “i’m actually almost 2 years older than most 
the kids here as my mom had to set me back two years when i started school in 
santa monica, california as they wouldn’t accept the two years of home 
schooling i had back east in the commune i was living in there with my hippified 
mom. so now i had already been kicked out of several elementary schools 
for fighting (well it was a little more than fighting since i did put some 
students and a couple teachers in hospital with some broken bones). yes, i 
admit i had some anger issues back then. so being 2 years older than most of 
the kids made me almost the biggest kid in the school and i was obviously 
pretty well muscled from years of gymnastics and martial arts classes. the 
public middle school  i was in had kicked me out and my mom was able to get 
me into this semi-private school with some help from her old boyfriend who 
was now working for a major studio in hollywood.  he said he was doing it 
for me this one last time as… well my mom and him were no longer a couple. 
yeah this wasn’t making the relationship between me and my mom very easy 
either. but lets not go into that. let’s just say i had some anger issues and 
leave it at that. i think this was the first time i had to wear a uniform to 
school and i quickly modified it myself and that was seen as a big no-no 
there, but they kinda let that slide, but the fighting was getting mr.’g’ pretty 
up-tight i could see, but he was holding off from punishing me in any way 
besides talking. i think he liked me or something as i really seemed to make 
him very nervous every time he had to talk to me…
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hey, mr. ‘g’ 
i’m really looking 

forward to our talk  about my 
behavior issues after 

school today!

um, 
uh…y-yes, 
miss mowi. 
o-our talk, 

right…

me
New Stamp



“seemed like mr. ‘g’ had a lot on his mind 
that day, most of it about me, though i 
didn’t know about this thoughts he was 
having until later on during our ‘squeeze-
session’…err… i mean “conflict 
conference”…

how am i ever
 going to come to a positive 

conclusion with this mowi girl!? 
she’s a walking war-machine! i 

mean she’s been here for just a little 
over two months and she’s already 
knocked out our gym instructor and 

beaten up and terrorized nearly every 
overly aggressive boy in the school! she 

obviously has deep anger issues, but still 
gets on well with  most of her 

classmates. i must admit that most of her 
aggression seems to have been triggered 

by her antagonist’s first. but her 
response has always been so brutal 
and savage. says here she had years 
of sports and martial arts training 

in her file. i can sure see that! 
her physique is amazing for 

such a young person…!



[still mr.’g’s thoughts and fantasies here]
“and her physical stature is so dynamic, so 
imposing to me. i know of my obsession 
with physically powerful women, but mowi 
is in a whole different class. she could be 
just like those female body builders on 
the sports channel! how can i confront her 
anymore without letting on that she fully 
arouses in me a desire to…to - yes i must 
admit it, i want to worship this girl! mowi is 
probably the strongest female i have ever 
encountered in my life! she has become the 
center of my sexual fantasies as well! i 
can not deny this. how will i control 
myself in this meeting after these 
realizations. i don’t think i can! our past 
meetings were before all this fixation 
started with her. too late to cancel this 
meeting, but i can just not go back to my 
office today and leave from here after 
school lets out.

me
New Stamp



hey! mr.g’s not in 
his office. we’re suppose to 

have a meeting! can you tell me 
where he is?

he didn’t 
come back from his 

last class, d-
dear…

[mowi talking 
again…]
“after school i 
went straight to 
his office, but he 
was gone. so i 
checked in at the 
main school 
office. our school 
secretary must 
have been born 
before the turn of 
the century, but 
she still seemed 
to know about 
everything that 
went on there. the 
old lady was still  
sharp…

me
New Stamp



so, his last class 
was in the portables out 

behind the gym?

yes, dear, but 
he has probably 

gone home by now. 
why don't you just 

come in early 
tomorrow to see 

him…

goodness!
 this young lady is 

built like a football 
linebacker! such big 

muscles on such a young 
woman!? this is the 

transfer-in, mowi for sure. 
seems she has modified her 

uniform to be quite… 
outrageous. but i don't think i 

should confront her about 
that just now as she is very 

much wanting to see our 
guidance councilor. such 
determination for a young 
girl too! no wonder the 

boys are so afraid of 
her! gracious!

oh no! i 
have to see 
him today! 
hey! thanks 
for your 
help… ah, 

ma’m.



“When i got to the classroom he was already trying to sneak out. i went into 
my innocence act so as not to spook him and get us back in the classroom 
where it’s more private…

m-mowi! 
i…ah…how’d 
you g-get 

here?

they told 
me you wanted 

to have our 
meeting here…

okay?



“we went into the classroom but then he starts telling me our meeting is 
cabcelled cause of some parent teacher conference, which i can tell right 
off is b.s. mr. g is obviously scared of me and this really excites me!

n-no, 
really i have to go 

to t-that meeting so, y-
you you'll have to l-

leave…

oh, 
mr, g 

are you 
fibbing me, 
again? and 

why are 
you 

shaking 
so?



"i can see that my flexing of my 
muscles was making him even 
more nervous as he started 
stuttering and tripping over his 
words. for some reason this 
excites me further and i start 
flexing even more for him like 
one of those female body 
builders on television. i've 
noticed mr.g starring at me a 
lot while i exercise during our 
recess time and remember 
noticing many other grown-up 
guys have done that around me 
as well. but having someone 
smaller than me like mr. g do 
it, is… more exciting. and i can 
see he likes my muscles too. i 
didn’t know why this is  back 
then, but the combination of a 
smaller, older man and his 
nervous fixation on my muscular 
body was a real power high for 
me, even better than how i felt 
beating  up some loud-mouthed 
jock!

you 
like my 

muscles, 
don't you r. 

g? here, 
come closer 

and feel 
them!

me
New Stamp



“and like a bug drawn 
towards a light at 
night, mr. g came in 
close with a shaking 
hand to feel my hard 
biceps & triceps. i had 
him almost hypnotized 
by them. then i grab-
bed him and started 
taking off his suit 
coat. he was 
struggling, but the 
dude had no strength 
compared to me. it 
was like when i use to 
bully the younger and 
smaller boys in 
elementary school…

let’s 
get this 

funky jacket 
off, okay?

me
New Stamp



“then i had him up against the 
blackboard. holding him up 
there with just one arm! 
man, mr. g was really a 
light-weight. this and his 
overall weakness compared 
to me just kept exciting me 
all the more. it was also 
the feeling of having this 
easy power over him that 
fed those feelings as well. 
it wasn’t quite the same as 
when i had a guy helpless 
between my legs in a 
scissors hold or something 
and knew they were 
completely at my mercy. 
this was different in that i 
really didn’t have to be so 
physically active with mr. g 
but he was still obviously 
at my mercy already. i was 
dominating him, but i didn’t 
really call it that back 
then…

here, 
let’s get a better look at 
you mr. g. yeah, yer even 

cutier without yer 
glasses!

me
New Stamp



“i then moved back from the 
board and held him up by 
seating him atop my big 
thigh as i tried to remove 
his shirt. he kept wiggling 
about, trying to get away 
from me so i gripped his 
throat and gave him a 
warning. that quickly 
quieted him down some as i 
continued to undress him. 
when i released his neck he 
begged me to give him back 
his glasses as he could 
not see anything without 
them. i didn’t have to do 
that, and would not of in 
most cases, but i figured 
his seeing all my muscles 
at play as i did this to him 
was probably equally 
exciting for him, and i 
wanted him excited as 
well…

i want to see 
more of yer skinny 

bod’ so stop 
struggling or i might 

have to get 
rough!

me
New Stamp



"i was really 
feeling all-
powerful then, 
standing over mr. 
g there with my 
hands on my hips 
and looking down 
at him. i could see 
this was making him 
start to shake 
again in fear of me, 
and that feeling of 
total power and 
control surged up 
within me even 
further. i think i 
could make him do 
just about anything 
for me and i 
wanted to test 
that power right 
now…

okay, ya got yer 
glasses now i want 
you to strip down to 

yer underware. 
right now!



“mr.g did as he was 
told and this 
following of my 
order without any 
argument or back 
talking was also 
exciting to me. but 
even seeing him down 
on the floor in only 
his “bvd’s” looking 
so vulnerable and 
afraid didn’t stop me 
from putting one of 
my tennis-shoe clad 
feet on his head and 
pushing it into the 
hard floor like a 
victory statement or 
something…then i 
ordered him to get 
up and face me.

very good 
mr. g let me 
put them over 

on yer chair and 
i’ll even take 

off my skirt for 
you little man. 

so you don’t 
feel i’m being 
unfair here.



“he was like some kind of a 
scarred pet afraid of his master 
or something, as he slowly and 
cautiously got to his feet trying 
to get up the courage to tell me…

now, now y-
young lady, you, 
you are in v-very 

serious t-trouble 
here. s-so you b-

better …ah…you h-
had better…

um…

me
New Stamp



oh, mr. g 
stop! yer just 

embarrassing yourself. 
you’re not even as tall as 

some of the boy’s i’ve 
beaten up this 

month!

“he then tried 
telling me about 
all the trouble i’d 
be in if i as much as 
touched him.  this 
made me just laugh 
out loud and i told 
him i planned to do 
much more than 
just touch his 
skinny-assed 
little body…



“and with that i 
took him into a 
nice tight bear 
hug. feeling his 
back just start 
caving in right 
away under the 
pressure from my 
muscular arms he 
was so in awe of 
earlier. soon i had 
him completly off 
the ground as he 
tried to beg me to 
release him with 
what little air 
remained in his 
lungs…

guk! 
oh…p-

please…m-my 
back…

me
New Stamp



“when mr. g went limp in my 
arms-which seemed rather 
quick to me - i brought him 
down to the floor and 
pinned him helplessly under 
me. he began blabbering on 
about how incredibly strong 
i was. something i’ve known 
since i was probably 3 years 
old!

good 
god! m-

mowi, you…
you’re s-so 

strong! i-i have 
never felt such 
strength in, in a 

s-student 
before. in 
anybody 

before. i, i 
mean…



yea, yea i 
know. i've 

heard it all 
before mr. 
g. but right 
now you're 
the one who 

needs 
punishing for 
lying about 

having a 
parents 

conference. 
those don't 
start until 
next month! 
shame on 

you!

“then i remembered 
about the notice we 
students got about 
parent teacher 
meetings not 
starting up until next 
month. mr. g had lied 
to me about that! so 
now i had something 
to punish him for and i 
soon had him over my 
thigh and giving him a 
good hard spanking 
for it.



“i only gave him about 3 or 4 good smacks 
so he wouldn’t have any problem sitting on 
his butt by tomorrow. when i got up off him i 
looked down to see mr. g go into this 
begging man position. i also notice a little 
‘tent’ in his shorts over his little hard-on. 
mr. g was getting wood for me. was it for 
me punishing him? or being this close to 
him? i wondered…

p-
please, 
please 

miss mowi. 
d-don’t hurt 
me anymore, i 

- i’m 
begging 

you…
oh…



"but i was a long way from being 
finished with mr. g's punishment. i 
slowly moved forward to him and 
got his hanging head between my 
thighs. going up on the balls of my 
feet i gave him a little sample of my 
leg power.

mr. g , you know we can't 
stop now. i'm barely getting 

started here. saw you starring at 
my legs the first day i came at yer 

school. they're very strong, i've been 
doing gymnastics since i was 7 and just 
last year i started running in a girls 

track club where they let me do 
squats with weights so i can 

jump higher and further!

me
New Stamp



“i then reached down and 
grabbed his ankles, 
twisting mr. g around so he 
was face up. then it was 
simply a matter of bringing 
his trapped head up higher 
between my thighs. right up 
to where his nose was 
buried in between my ass 
cheeks. now he was both 
getting squeezed and 
smothering down there. mr. 
g was so weak compared to 
me it was really a joke, but 
this kind of a mismatch with 
a grown (but i can’t say 
fully grown cause he’s so 
small) man was something i 
was just discovering had 
immense interest to me. 
like i said, i really didn’t 
know why this made me so 
excited at that time, but i 
sure was enjoying it!

mr. g 
you’re as light as 

a feather! you most 
not even weigh half as 

much as me. if we went by 
size and weight, i should 

be your teacher and 
you should be my 

student!

me
New Stamp



and since this was suppose to 
be a meeting about what i was doing with 

stupid ol' tony yesterday. i think you should 
experience what i was doing to him as well! don't you 

agree? it's called a head-scissors and it's my 
favorite hold to get guys trapped in, so you 

better take notes! ha!ha!ha!

me
New Stamp



the neck-scissors is 
another one i like too. i didn't get to do 

this on tony, cause you came along and stopped 
us, mr. g. but i can do it to you! this is my one leg 

version of it. see, i can squeeze yer neck and jaw with 
just one leg! my calf and hamstring work kinda like 

a vise on yer trapped head & neck.
 uh-oh. looks like someone is passing out! 

nap-time mr. g!



jeeze! that was a 
mistake. hope he isn’t 
out for more than 15 

minutes. wonder when the 
janitors come around to 

clean the rooms?



“after  10 minutes i was getting 
bored with waiting and used my 
foot on his face again to wake him 
up.

com'on mr. g 
wakey-wakey. we 

don't got all afternoon 
here and i'm sure you don't 
want to be seen like this 
when the room cleaners 

come around.. get 
up!



“try to imagine this feeling of extreme 
power i had now over mr. g, i mean i’m 
just barely a teenager and here is the 
vice-principle of this school on his knees 
before me. he’s so much weaker and 
smaller than me too. i could literally 
wrap this spineless man around, well, 
around my muscle bulging thighs which i’m 
making look even bigger here by doing 
toe-raises. he was one of the first older 
men i actually ended up enslaving. this 
was a really great feeling of power! 
pure superior female power that pulsed 
through my super-fit young body on that 
day!

ooh…please, any 
- anything you want 

miss mowi. i-i’ll do it 
for you. i- i w-
worship y-you!

me
New Stamp



“worship me”? now that was new. 
mr. g was going to be like a slave to 
me for real. i could have him do any-
thing for me he was saying. this was 
going to be much better than just 
having lackey fellow students do my 
homework for me. this was a ‘get-
out-of-jail-free’ ticket for me at 
this school. and i had an idea how to 
make this known to the other 
students first thing tomorrow…

anything, i say, huh? okay 
then first thing in the morning i 
want you at the bus stop with me 
before the first bus arrives. and 
don't give me no back-talk about 

it, just be there!

y-yes 
miss mowi, w-
whatever you 
say…ooh your 

thighs…

me
New Stamp



“i noticed he was just 
about to start 
slobbering all over 
my thighs, so i told him 
to stop, but i let him 
lick my calves for a 
bit before i left. 
having a man do this on 
my command, wow! this 
was great. 

and it goes 
without saying mr. g 
that your ‘conflict 
conference’  was a 

great suscess, 
right?

oh, oh, 
yes miss 

mowi, i’ll write 
you up as an 
exemplary 
student!



“well, that next morning i think i took things a bit too far by having mr. g strip nude 
and kiss my ass as the first bus pulled in full of students. but that really wasn’t 
the problem. it was that on that morning our principle, who was a woman, decided to 
come in early and she saw everything. shit! gonna have to switch schools again!












